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Punished for Wearing Wife’s Panties by Mark Adams

She was bound to find out sooner or later I guess. You can’t keep that sort of secret from someone indefinitely, not when you’re living and sleeping with them anyway. That didn’t stop me trying mind you. I mean, how do you tell your wife that wearing her panties turns you on?

My solution was to hide my kink and only indulge when Cass was away. Usually that meant sneaking pairs of her panties from the laundry basket and trying them on for a quick stroke while she was out for the evening. It was rushed and shameful but damn it felt so good.

So when Cassandra told me she was going to be away for a couple of nights on a business trip I admit I was quite excited.  Don’t get me wrong, I miss her when she’s not around, but it was the perfect chance to indulge my kink to the fullest. No rushing, no worrying that she would be home any moment. I could walk around wearing her panties and fully enjoy my fantasies.

Perhaps I should have been honest with Cass from the beginning, surely that would be the right thing to do, but the truth is I was too scared of losing her to take the risk. With her short blonde hair and curvy figure Cass is no supermodel but her piercing blue eyes and her wry sense of humor caught my attention from the beginning and I can’t imagine my life without her. I’d rather deny a part of myself than risk Cass not being in my life.

But I couldn’t fully deny these urges. I don’t know what it is about women’s panties exactly. I tried, many times, but it always ended the same way, with panties caressing my hard cock.

We’re both youngish, well thirties, and I had no complaints about our sex life. I think Cass maybe enjoyed it even more than I did, she was certainly an eager participant. But it wasn’t enough. Not quite.

So there I was on my own in our house knowing I had a full 48 hours to do whatever I wanted before Cassandra would be home again. I didn’t waste any time the moment I got home from work. I rushed through to the bedroom I shared with my wife and with trembling hands I pulled open the drawer where she kept her underwear.

My cock was swelling with anticipation. Normally I just had to take whatever was in the laundry pile, now I could take my time and choose. And oh the choice. Skimpy bikini panties, thongs, little lacy scraps of material that would barely cover anything on Cass, never mind me. So many to choose from and I could wear one or more, so long as I ran them through the washer overnight.

I finally settled on a black thong and slipped them on, wriggling to adjust myself and force my hard cock into them. Resisting the urge to immediately stroke my cock instead I walked through my house, wearing only Cassandra’s panties and grabbed my laptop. I wanted to make the most of this opportunity.

I sat myself down on the sofa and browsed to my favorite source of porn. Of course I enjoy the vanilla stuff just like everyone else, but that wasn’t what I wanted to see tonight. I wanted something with more of an edge to it. Something that spoke to my urges and needs.

It took a little browsing to find just the right thing, but soon I was leaning back and watching as a woman forced her boyfriend into her bra and panties. My cock throbbed with excitement and my pre-cum had already made a damp spot in Cassandra’s panties, but I didn’t want to cum too soon so I did little more than brush my swollen dick. Just enough to keep it on the edge.

I guess that’s a good thing, because if I’d been much further along I wouldn’t have heard Cass’ car pull into our driveway and even if I had I might not have been able to do anything about it.

I slammed the lid of the laptop shut, shoving it aside and sprinting towards our bedroom. As soon as I got there I looked around frantically, trying to figure out what to do.  Grabbing my jeans, I yanked them on and hurriedly zipped and buttoned them, hoping that would be enough to hide what I was wearing and disguise my erection.

My heart pounded as I heard the door open. I was about to walk out to greet my wife, when I realized her panty drawer was open. I tried to shove it closed but the panties were bunched up and it wouldn’t shut all the way. Cursing under my breath I gave up and walked out of the bedroom as Cass turned from shutting the door.

“What are you doing here?” I asked and winced, real smooth Ray, real smooth.

Cass didn’t seem put off at all though, greeting me with first a big smile and then walking over to kiss me.

“Flight was canceled.” She said, taking a step back and looking me up and down. “If I’d know there was a half-naked man waiting for me at home, I’d have driven faster.”

“Who’s this man and what is he to you?” I joked, relaxing as I fell into our usual bantering routine.

Cassandra leaned into me and we kissed again, her tongue slipping between my lips as her body pressed against mine. I returned her kiss eagerly, happy to have an outlet for my excitement.

“Mmmm…. Somebody missed me.” She grinned, her hand cupping my cock. “Down boy, we’ll have a little fun later. First though, I need a shower.”

With that, she walked past me and headed straight for our room. I opened my mouth to say something, but nothing came to mind as she swept on by. With Cass in the bedroom I was stuck wearing her panties and had no way to get out of them without her noticing.

“So… this trip...”

I trailed after her and leaned against the open bedroom door, watching her swiftly strip out of her work clothes. It wasn’t deliberately sexy, but I loved seeing my wife in her underwear.

“Postponed.”

As I watched, Cass deftly unclasped her bra and removed it. She caught the direction of my gaze and shook her head in mock exasperation, but made no effort to cover herself, instead hooking her thumbs into the waist of her panties and pulling them down. None of this was done for my benefit, but I enjoyed it anyway.

Cass stepped out of her panties then snatched them from the ground and threw them at my head with a grin. I grabbed at them wildly and balled them up to throw them back at her but she had already ducked into the bathroom to take her shower. I looked at the plain white panties in my hands and my thumbs rubbed them, feeling the material.  Another time I could have so much fun with them. But not right then, not with my wife only feet away from me. I tossed the panties into the laundry basket.

I could hear the water running and knew that Cass was in the shower now. Was there enough time for me to get out of her panties and get them into the laundry too? It was a risk but what alternative was there? I couldn’t stay in them all night after all.

I stood there, frozen with uncertainty. Knowing what I needed to do yet too scared to actually do it. My hand moved to unbutton my jeans, but I’d left it too late. As I pulled down my zip, I heard the water cut off and Cassandra stepping out of the shower. Pulling my zipper up again and hurried out of the bedroom.

When Cass emerged, wearing only a towel, beads of water still running down her neck and onto her chest, I was sitting on the sofa, trying to look relaxed. Cass stalked towards me, her gaze locking with mine.

There was a sultry sway to her hips as she drew closer to me and then straddled me, leaning in to kiss me as she sat down. I returned her kiss eagerly as she pressed down on my crotch, grinding herself against my hardening cock.

“Mmmm, so about that fun…”

Cass pulled back and grinned at me, still pressing herself against my cock. Her movements sent waves of pleasure through my body and I wanted to pull her to me. But I was still wearing her panties and if we continued like this it was only a matter of time before she removed my jeans.

“I think it’s my turn to take a shower.”

I lifted her off and to the side of me, giving her what I hope was a playful and not panicked grin. A vertical line formed on her forehead and I realized she was not pleased.

“You’re turning me down?”

There was a note of disbelief in her voice and I wasn’t surprised. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d turned down a chance to fuck my wife. But what could I say?

“No, I just want to get clean first. It will only be a few minutes.”

“You better hope I’m still in the mood in a few minutes.”

I scurried towards the bathroom, fairly sure that the threat was not serious. I just needed a few minutes on my own to get out of her panties and I would be in the clear. A shower was the perfect excuse to remove my clothes and it would be easy to hide them in the bundle that got dumped into the laundry.

Of course to make it believable I had to actually take a shower, and that meant leaving the panties on the floor in the bathroom for a few minutes, but the risk seemed small, particularly if I put them under my crumpled jeans.

I was enjoyed the feeling of the hot water running over my body and allowing myself to finally relax when I felt the cold blast of air as Cass threw the bathroom door open and entered the bathroom.

“So would you like to tell me about the video on your computer?” She said and her voice was ice cold.

Suddenly my heart was thumping in my chest. In my panic about her panties, I had forgotten all about my laptop sitting out there in the living room.

“I thought you were excited to see me.” Each word was uttered with the precision that told me she was beyond furious. “Turns out it was pictures of sissy boys that got you hard.”

“No… honey… it’s not what you think.”

Even as I uttered the words I could feel their inadequacy. It was, I knew, almost exactly what she thought. It was worse than she thought. I turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, but that didn’t help. Cass had gotten dressed. Now she was standing there wearing jeans and a t-shirt while I was naked. I might be several inches taller than Cassandra but at that moment I felt much smaller.

“Is this what you do when I’m not around? My coming home must have really spoiled your plans. I’m so sorry.”

She crossed her arms in front of her, eyes flashing fire and fury. If there had been anywhere to go I would have backed away from her anger, but there wasn’t. I was trapped.

“How long has this been going on?”

I bit my lip and ducked my head, my brain running at a hundred miles an hour trying to figure out what to say and how to answer her questions.

“No. Don’t do that. Don’t dodge and evade. I know you Ray. I can tell you’re still hiding things from me.”

She was right of course, she did know me and I was still hiding things, like her panties under my jeans only inches from where she was standing. I licked my lips, hesitating for a moment longer then decided I had nothing left to lose.

“Since college.”

That made her pause. She was still angry of course, but she must have thought it was a recent thing. I could see her brain at work now as she puzzled through what that meant for me and for her.

“You’ve kept this a secret all that time? Since before we met.”

She raised her hand and I flinched thinking she was going to slap me, she was angry enough. Maybe she was going to, but she checked the motion and rubbed her forehead.

“I need to sleep.” She said, rubbing her eyes. “We’ll talk about this later.”

Before I could stop her she bent down and scooped up my clothes, her panties fell from my jeans, the skimpy material fluttering to the floor. We both stared at them for a moment, my stomach lurched at this further demonstration of my perversion.

When Cass finally looked at me, her eyes were hard. The anger was there, but it had cooled to steel. A muscle twitched in her jaw, the only visible sign of her emotions.

“This can’t wait.” She said. “Go through to the bedroom now.”

I nodded and reached out to grab a towel, but she pushed my arm away.

“Now.” She repeated.

I walked slowly past her and out into the bedroom, shivering slightly at the cooler air away from the steam of the bathroom. When I reached the middle of the room I turned to look at Cass. She was watching me, her arms crossed again and I felt like I was being measured and assessed.

“How did it start?” She asked. There was almost no emotion to her words, but the tension showed in the way she stood.

*      *     *     *     *

It was Bailey, my college girlfriend who introduced me to panties. She was wild. Hair that changed color every week, tattoos and nipple piercing. It was exciting to be around her and her rebellious nature extended to sex.

We fucked the night we met. She climbed on top of me in the front seat of my car and rode my cock until we both came. I was in lust. Bailey liked anything new and different. And if it would shock her middle-class Midwestern parents then even better. She also knew exactly what her want and with her greater sexual experience it just felt natural to let her take charge.

Looking back I wonder if we ever had sex sober. I drank more than I should back then and Bailey, well expanding her mind was practically a religion for her. Alcohol, weed, E, she tried just about everything that was available on campus.

Then one night in her room she introduced me to panties.  We were on her bed, kissing and dry humping when she pushed me away and pulled off her clothes. I lay there, watching as she yanked off her t-shirt revealing her small breasts with their nipple rings. My cock was hard and I just wanted to get my hands and tongue on them.

Her jeans followed swiftly afterward so she was wearing only her red boyshorts. Then she stopped and turned her attention to me.

“Get naked.” She said, slurring her words just a little.

I shrugged and did as instructed. When a half-naked girl tells you to remove your clothes, you don’t complain or argue. Bailey grinned, watching me through heavy eyes as I hastily stripped down, then she pulled off her boyshorts, but instead of dropping them to the ground with the rest of her clothes, she held them out to me.

“Put them on.”

I stared at the red panties dangling from her fingers, trying to understand what it is she wanted. After my fourth beer my mind wasn’t too clear or quick.

“Come on… please?”

She waved her boyshorts in front of my face, a pleading expression on her face. I still can’t resist a naked chick begging me to do something. Back then I didn’t even hesitate, whatever Bailey wanted she got. Maybe if I’d been sober I’d have thought things through a bit, but I wasn’t and I didn’t.

I grabbed the boyshorts from her hand and bent down to climb into them, then pulled them up my legs. The material of her panties clung to me in a way that my own underwear didn’t. They were tight of course, she was smaller than me, and not designed to accommodate the male anatomy, particularly not when aroused.

Bailey clapped her hands together with delight when I stood, modeling her panties  She was still naked and the tightness of the boyshorts made me extra aware of the hardness of my cock. I reached for her, but she slipped to one side her eyes raking my body.

“How does it feel to be the girl?” She teased me.

I didn’t want to talk, I didn’t want to think about this game, I just wanted to fuck her. But Bailey always got what she wanted back then.

“Mmm show me more of that ass.”

Her hand stroked my panty clad rear, squeezing it. I felt a weird mixture of excitement and embarrassment as she leered at me and groped my body. But I didn’t resist when she pushed me back onto her bed and climbed on top of me. Her naked body loomed over mine as the palm of her hand molded itself against my hard cock.

“You like my panties don’t you Ray. You like them a lot.”

She giggled, her hand stroking my cock through the material of her boyshorts. I didn’t speak, just laying there looking up at her. With a grin she straddled me, pulling down the panties enough so that my cock stuck out and then she rode me until I came.

That wasn’t the last time Bailey had me wear her panties. It almost became a ritual. We would strip, I would slip into whatever panties she was wearing that day and model them for her, and then we would fuck. Of course over time that wasn’t enough for Bailey, she always wanted to push the edges of things and see how far people would go.

Soon she just stopped wearing panties preferring to go commando under her jeans. Instead she had me wear them. She loved to grab my ass in public, knowing how self-conscious I was about the fact I had her panties on underneath. I let her do it though because it excited her and we would end up fucking in restrooms or semi-public areas.

She was still buying new panties too, even though she wasn’t wearing them. Buying them just for me she said. And she still loved to tease me about being a girl, though she was careful not to do that in public. In private though it was another story, she kept escalating ever so slowly.

First the panties, then adding a bra to it, then showing me how to put on makeup. One night she had me in her bra and panties posing on the bed for her like I was in Playboy. The whole time she called me babe and slut. I hated it, but I loved it.

And then we broke up. There was no warning, she just took up with another guy. He was very different to me, bigger, more muscular, more masculine. I tried to ask her what had happened, but she just shrugged. Though she didn’t say it I could tell she had simply gotten bored of me and was looking for a new experience.

I had other girlfriends after that of course, but they were safer, more conservative girls and I never mentioned what Bailey and I had done together to anyone.

The urge to wear panties though, that never went away.

*     *     *     *     *

“So you’ve been sneaking around jerking off in girls panties ever since.”

Cass said after listening to my story. It wasn’t a question and we both knew it. I flinched at the accusation contained in that short sentence. She was sitting on the bed, legs crossed, watching me with interest and I was still standing there naked. I just nodded my head.

“Too scared to tell anyone.”

Was that a question? Was there a note of pity in her voice?

“Obviously you’ve been using my panties since we got married. When did you get your dick in them first?”

It was a crude phrase and she was obviously needling me but she also seemed genuinely curious. I hesitated though because the answer was likely to anger her.

“After our fourth date.”

“The first time we slept together.”

She paused, trying to digest that information, her perception of my early courtship changing with what I had just told her. I nodded, it was too late for lies or deceptions now. I had to rely on honest to keep her.

“You stole my panties after you fucked me.”

Her voice grew louder as her anger began to build again.

“I… really wanted something of yours.”

As an excuse, it sounded lame and Cass snorted in derision.

“You could have asked.”

“I didn’t want to lose you. I was already in love with you.”

That made her pause. I could see she was still angry but maybe not quite as angry. Her eyes shone with what looked like the beginning of tears.

“And after we married? You still couldn’t tell me? Still couldn’t trust me?”

The accusation hurt because it was true. I had been a coward, I hadn’t trusted Cassandra enough to tell her the truth. I hadn’t believed that she could handle it.

“Show me.”

With those two words, she tossed her panties towards me. I caught them, unthinking, and stared back at her. She didn’t say anything more, just sat there waiting and watching me.

I ran the material of the panties through my fingers, enjoying the feel of it. Cass’ stare was making me uncomfortable, but under the circumstances how could I deny her this? I lowered my hand to my cock.

I was hard already, I hadn’t noticed it consciously, though Cass obviously had, telling her about my college years had excited me. I licked my lips, watching Cass as I expertly wrapped her panties around my cock and began jerking it.

The rough texture of the material added to the sensation of my hand moving up and down my shaft. The slightest pain along with the pleasure. Cass didn’t look away. She just sat there, her eyes focussed on my hand and my cock as I stood there jerking off right in front of her. It felt good and shameful at the same time.

“Is this what you were going to do while I was away?”

There was an odd catch to her voice. A thickness that wasn’t usually there.  I nodded, but then felt compelled to be more honest.

“Eventually, after I had worn them for a while.”

Cass nodded as though she had expected that answer, her eyes were still locked on my crotch.

“Don’t stop.” She said.

I realized my hand wasn’t moving and started to stroke again. No matter the turmoil in my mind, my body knew exactly what it wanted to feel. My cock pulsed as her panties caressed it.

Cass leaned back against the pillows on the bed, watching. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking though she didn’t seem to be disgusted by my kink at least. My hand moved faster, stroking, squeezing, and pleasuring myself in practiced motions.

“You’ve done this a lot. I can tell. Have you cum in all my panties.”

I nodded my answer, face flushed with embarrassment at confessing the extent of my perversion. My cock twitched and my hand squeezed it tighter.

“I watched the video you know.”

Her tone was almost conversational now. Like we were discussing something abstract over dinner. But her eyes never left my crotch, watching every movement of my hand. She licked her lips before continuing.

“Have you ever dressed up like that? You know, fully?”

I shook my head. My cock was demanding my attention. Making it harder to focus on what she was saying and give her coherent answers.

“Only underwear.”

My words were half gasp, half groan. I was close now, cock rock hard. My hand moving in a blur, eager to push me over the edge.

“Stop.”

The word was spoken quietly but it echoed around the room. I didn’t want to stop, I wanted to cum, but Cass was in charge right now, so I pulled my hand away, leaving her panties dangling off my erect prick. A smile curved across her face. I must look ridiculous I knew.

“Put them on.”

I didn’t hesitate, grabbing the panties and stepping into them, then pulling them up my legs and over my ass then forcing my hard cock into them.  Cassandra’s smile broadened as she watched me struggle with this.

“Since you like them so much you can wear them tonight.”

She nodded to herself with an air of satisfaction, her eyes focused on the bulge in the tiny panties.

“I’m still pissed at you you know. There’s going to have to be a punishment for lying to me.”

With that, she slid off the bed and walked out of the room. I stood there bemused and uncertain what to do next. My cock was calling for my attention, I’d been so close to coming.

“And don’t you fucking dare jerk off.” Cass yelled down the hallway.

*     *     *     *     *

By the time I woke the next morning Cass had already left for work. That was probably a good thing I thought, it would give her more time to cool down. Unlike Cass, I had the luxury of working from home most days so I got to sleep in and didn’t have to worry about getting up early.

When I finally did roll out of bed, I peeled off the panties she had made me wear the night before and replaced them with a pair of plain boxers and a t-shirt. As punishments go, I thought, having to wear her thong was a pretty easy one. It wasn’t until I reached my “office”, essentially a corner of the living room where I had set up a small computer desk, that I realized the punishment was not over.

Lying directly on my keyboard was a tiny scrap of pink material. I felt my heart speed up as I looked at it, recognizing it immediately as a pink thong that Cass owned. There was no message with the underwear, but I knew what she expected me to do. I removed my boxers and slipped into the pink thong. Cass clearly hadn’t finished with me yet.

She didn’t mention the panties when she got home from work that evening, but I felt her eyes on me when I undressed that night and it might have been my imagination I could feel her approval when she saw I was still wearing her thong. There was another pair of panties waiting on my keyboard the next morning. And the next. And the next. Not once did Cass mention them or ask me again about my fetish, but I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop, and finally, two weeks later, it did.

I came home from one of my occasional visits to the office to find Cass sitting in her favorite chair, sipping a glass of wine and relaxing with my laptop open in front of her. She looked up at me briefly as I entered then returned to whatever she was doing on my computer.

“You have quite the porn stash.” She said, her voice sounding calm. “I didn’t know you were such a connoisseur.”

I felt my cheeks heat at the gentle dig but just shrugged my shoulders. What’s the harm in a bit of porn now and then? She took a sip of her wine and closed the computer lid with a definitive snap.

“I’ve decided on your punishment.” She said.

I watched her nervously, but she seemed relaxed and there was no sign of the anger that had been there previously. If anything the wine had her in a mellow mood.

“Oh,” I responded, trying to sound non-committal.

She put the computer aside and stood to face me, her eyes sparkling with either alcohol or excitement, or both.

“We’re going to go shopping tomorrow.” She announced, a grin spreading across her face. “I’m tired of you stretching out my underwear and after what I’ve seen it’s clear you want to wear more than panties anyway.”

I licked my lips, not sure how she expected me to react. We were going to out in public and buy me women’s underwear? That could be so embarrassing, and yet exciting. Was this really a punishment or a reward, I couldn’t tell. Cass walked up to me, putting her arms around me and kissing my lips softly.

“And then my darling, I’m going to dress you up and you shall be the girl for the night. I’ve never been with a woman before.”

She pulled away, laughing at her own joke while I just stood there speechless. My brain couldn’t quite process everything she had said.

“You didn’t have any plans for Saturday did you?” She asked her face a picture of mock innocence.

I shook my head. But she knew that of course. I could tell she had been planning this for a while, perhaps since she had found out about my obsession.

“I think this is going to be fun.” She said.

*     *     *     *     *

Although Cass had been telling me all week that she was taking me shopping, I didn’t truly believe it even when we entered the mall. Part of me figured she was just teasing me and when we actually got in front of the store she would back down.

But she walked through the mall like a woman on a mission, practically dragging me behind her as she headed for the clothes store she had in mind. The store catered for plus size women which, given my male build she informed me, would likely have better fitting stuff for me.

Even the act of stepping inside the store made me feel uncomfortable. It seemed as though everyone else in there was female and every single one of them was staring at me. I knew that couldn’t really be the case, but I couldn’t convince my body of that. Perhaps the feel of Cassandra’s thong tight against my crotch didn’t help either.

Cass kept a tight grip on my hand leading me into the store and towards the back where there was a large display of panties. I felt my cheeks begin to blush as we approached them, but Cass had much worse in mind for me. Reaching down she picked up one of the panties, purple boyshorts, and held them up against me.

“Oh, I think you’d look so cute in these.” She said, making no effort to keep her voice down.

If the women in the store hadn’t been staring at me before, they certainly were now and if I’d been blushing before, now my cheeks were scarlet with embarrassment. Cass just grinned at me and then held up another pair of panties, these ones pastel pink.

“Or would you prefer these ones, sweetie?” She asked

I wanted the ground to swallow me whole. I wanted to run from the store. I wanted to do anything to make this end. But I couldn’t. Cass had said she would punish me and now I had to take it.

“Can I help you?”

A sales assistant approached us with a professional smile fixed on her face. If she knew what was happening she wasn’t letting it show. She was a pretty girl in her early twenties if I had to guess. I glanced at Cass, not trusting myself to speak in this situation.

“Why yes, I think you can.”

Cassandra’s smile was sweet and her words dripped like honeyed poison as she spoke them.

“I’m trying to decide which panties my husband would look best in.”

The salesgirl coughed in surprise and her face flickered with confusion and then amusement as she processed what Cass had just told her. She looked at Cass for a moment then turned to stare at me, as though waiting for confirmation. I stared at the floor, waiting for my torment to end. When I didn’t respond she turned her attention back to Cass.

“Which ones were you thinking of?” She asked, apparently deciding to play along with my wife’s game.

The two women spent the next ten or fifteen minutes holding up various pairs of underwear and discussing their merits and what would suit me best. The conversation was loud and drew plenty of amused looks from other patrons in the store. All I could do was stand there blushing furiously.

“Perhaps you would like more than one pair?”

Cass suggested when she finally turned her attention back to me. I didn’t answer, but the salesgirl smirked at my discomfort.

“Why don’t I ring them all up for you?” She suggested clearly enjoying herself.

“Oh no, we’re not done. He needs bras to match his panties.”

Cass gave me a look of pure glee as her words dug the knife in even deeper. Would my humiliation ever end?

“Oh certainly.” The salesgirl agreed. “Matching sets? He’ll look so lovely.”

Cheeks flaming, I stood there in the store the object of everyone’s ridicule and unable to stop or walk away from it. I lost track of time, it may only have been minutes but it felt like an eternity. Finally, though Cass lead me from the store a couple of hundred dollars poorer now the owner of a large selection of underwear. Finally, I thought, my ordeal was over.

I was wrong.

Cass lead me back to the car and then drove in silence. It was a few minutes before I realized that we weren’t going home. I turned to look at her, thinking to ask where we were going, but one look at the expression on her face silenced me. I didn’t know what she had in mind, but I knew I wasn’t going to like it.

I sat in the passenger seat, fidgeting uncomfortably as Cass drove us into one of the seedier parts of the city and then parked the car in a strip mall. We sat there for a moment, the silence dragging out, then finally Cass spoke.

“We need one more thing so you can feel what it’s like to be the girl, just like your sissy porn videos.” She said, her voice a hiss. “I want you to go into that shop over there and buy me a strapon.”

My heart was beating so hard I could hear it thumping in my chest. She had chosen this deliberately to hurt me. She could have easily got what she needed online, but she wanted to humiliate me one more time. Would there ever be an end to this?

I almost refused, but Cass just sat there staring at me and I gave in. Perhaps it was the guilt I felt at having kept my secret from her for so long or maybe just a desperate need to have her forgive me. I pushed open the door of the car and climbed out, trudging towards the neon glow of the porn shop.

There weren’t many people inside the store at this time of day and all of them were male which suited me just fine. Shoulders hunched and keeping my head down as much as possible I walked to over to the part of the store that contained the sex toys. There were a variety of harnesses and dildos in all sorts of shapes and sizes. I didn’t really know what I was buying, I just knew I wanted something smallish because it was clear to me what Cass intended to do with it.

I grabbed one and moved hastily to the checkout. The man behind the counter glanced at my purchase and raised an eyebrow, but he didn’t say anything. I considered making up a story about buying it for some party or friend, but he wasn’t going to believe me. There’s only one reason a guy buys a strapon dildo. The thought that he knew what I was going to do later and that he would assume I wanted it burned in my gut as I handed over my credit card for him to ring up the sales.

“Thanks,” I muttered as I turned to leave.

“Enjoy.” He chuckled.

I returned to the car where Cass was waiting for me, her fingers drumming on the steering wheel with impatient energy.

“Did you get it?” She asked as I got back in.

I nodded, holding up the bag as proof that I had obeyed her instructions. She grinned, her eyes sparkling with sudden excitement and energy. Without waiting for me to buckle up, she started the car and pushed down on the gas, obviously eager to get home.

*     *     *     *     *

“Strip and put on your favorite pair,” Cass said as soon as we got home. “Your choice.”

She hadn’t said a word on the way, but I could tell from her posture that she was eager to get home and I could guess why. Now that she had got here she wasn’t going to waste any time.  I started to walk towards the bedroom holding the bag containing my new underwear, but she stopped me.

“No.” She said. “Change right here. You liked wearing my underwear out here didn’t you?”

I nodded, shoulders slumped and feeling defeated. Dropping the bag I started removing my clothes until all I was wearing was one of her thongs.

“Those come off too,” Cass said coldly. “You have your own panties now.”

I nodded again, pulling the thong down and stepping out of it. Cass watched me, head cocked slightly, and still fully dressed. I knew what she wanted. I tipped out the bag of underwear and looked at it all. Despite the humiliation earlier Cass had picked well and I was torn on which set to wear.

Finally, I picked a bright pink pair of lacy boy shorts and a matching bra. Cass snorted when she saw my choice. I glanced at her, cheeks coloring, but she didn’t make any further comment, just waited. So I slid the panties up my legs, pulling them tight against my crotch. It felt good and despite the situation my body betrayed me, my cock hardening slowly, a fact that was very obvious to Cass as she watched.

Next, I fumbled with the bra. I had much less experience with these and it took me a while to get the strap fastened and the bra positioned correctly. Cass eyed me critically for a moment before finally speaking.

“You’re a very flat-chested girl aren’t you?” The question was clearly rhetorical. “It’ll do for now. Get on your hands and knees.”

I knelt down, wondering as I did so exactly how this was going to work. Cass stood next to me, still dressed. I felt weak and vulnerable on my knees at her feet like this. She nodded with satisfaction.

“Very good. You know how this works don’t you sissy? All those videos you jerked off to, you know what happens to the bitch.”  She leaned down so that she was closer to me her voice getting softer as she spoke. “And you’re my sissy bitch today.”

I didn’t speak, I just nodded, face red and cock twitching and pulsing in my new panties. Cass was playing into all my secret fantasies whether deliberately or not. Before it had been about suffering through her punishment, now I was craving more.

Cass walked away. I could hear her footsteps but I couldn’t see her legs or feet anymore. I kept my head down though and stayed on my hands and knees. She was right, I knew exactly what happened to bitches like me. So I just knelt there listening and waiting for Cassandra’s return. It wasn’t long before she walked back down the hall.

“Look at me bitch.”

Her voice was raspy, almost hoarse, there was an excitement in it I’d never heard before. I looked up and my mouth hung open. Cass was still wearing her jeans and t-shirt, but she had put the strapon harness on over her clothes, and a dildo jutted from her crotch like an obscene threat. As she stood over me, one hand ran over the shaft of the dildo mock masturbating as she spread the lubricant over the whole length of it.

“Ready.” She asked.

I nodded. I couldn’t speak. In my shame, I couldn’t articulate my need, but I was primed for this, my body craving what would come next. Cass grinned, somehow knowing what I was feeling. She walked slowly around behind me and out of my sight.

I waited for her touch, my body tense and my nerves thrilling in anticipation. Even though I was expecting I jumped at the touch of her hands on my waist as she yanked my panties aside. Cassandra is normally a gentle lover, but this time she was different. This time I was the bitch and she was the man.

Her hands squeezed my ass then spread apart my ass cheeks with a rough efficiency as she placed the head of her cock directly against my asshole. She stopped then, not asking for permission she knew had already been granted, but just to enjoy her control. And then she pushed forward.

It was a slow and steady pressure. Controlled and designed to achieve exactly what she wanted. I let my head fall forward, a soft moan slipping from my lips as her strapon penetrated my ass for the first time. Cass laughed when she heard me.

“This is what you’ve jerked off to, isn’t it. This is what you wanted bitch.”

Her voice was rough and the words harsh but they weren’t fueled by anger now. There was a desire in her voice too. She wanted this, maybe not as much as me, but she wanted to do this.

“Yes.”

I gasped out the word as her cock slid deeper into my ass, claiming me for the first time. It was true, I’d always wanted this, I just hadn’t believed I could get it and keep my wife.

Kneeling on the floor like this, wearing my own bra and panties, I felt more feminine than I ever had before. But it felt so slutty too, the way my cock throbbed and pulsed as she shoved deeper into me...

“It’s all inside you now.” She said. “How does that feel bitch?”

“Good.” I gasped out.

“Is it how you imagined when you were cumming in my panties?”

She pulled slowly out of me and to my shame I whimpered and pushed back against her, wanting to keep the strapon inside me. She laughed at that, teasing me by holding still so I could press back against her, only to pull back again.

“You’re every bit the slut those sissies in the videos are.”

She slammed into me to punctuate that statement and I groaned loudly, my cock throbbing in my panties.

“Cock deep in your boy pussy and just begging for more.”

She began to really fuck me then, a steady pistoning motion that sent waves of pleasure through my body and made my limbs weak. I slumped forward, eager for more, and unable to resist her anyway as she used me.

“Is this what if feels like for guys?” She wondered out loud, her words slow as her breathing grew heavy. “The feeling of power, of control. I like it.”

I couldn’t answer now, I was focused on her cock in my ass, my own cock pulsing and throbbing. I wanted more, needed her to fuck me harder and faster. Cass was only too happy to oblige, clearly getting off mentally on what she was doing.

As she got more into it her movements became wilder, harder, whatever concern for me she had brushed aside by her own excitement. I whimpered and moaned, feeling like nothing more than her bitch to use and loving the sensation.

My orgasm when it came was both inevitable and a surprise. It had been building since the moment I had felt the tip of her strapon enter my ass, but part of me had been fighting it, not wanting this to end. As her cock hammered into my ass again and again I tried to hold back, to hold on. Until I couldn’t anymore.

She felt it the moment the first spurt of cum coated my panties. Maybe it was the whimpering sound I made or maybe the way my muscles spasmed, but she knew and slowed her movements, teasing all of the cum out of me until my thong was coated with my seed. Then, when I was done she eased out of me and got to her feet.

I collapsed on the ground and rolled over onto my back to look up at her, panting for breath. Cassandra’s chest was heaving too as I looked up at her and the way her nipples were poking through her t-shirt showed how much she had enjoyed it.

Her eyes flicked to the damp patch in my thong and she smirked. I felt my cheeks flush again with shame, but I was too spent to do or say anything, just looking up at her, that strap on, the cock that had been in my ass, jutting out from her waist.

“I can see you enjoyed that, and since you’ve spent all that money on clothes I think we should make it a regular thing.” She said.

I nodded at my wife, knowing our marriage had now changed forever.


Sissified at Work by Mark Adams

You learn a lot about men when you have to dress up as a woman. I guess that was the point at least as far as Nicole and Hannah were concerned. They wanted me to see it from the other side, to punish me. But I still can’t believe how far it went.

As the manager of a warehouse, I’m in charge of several people, mostly male. The warehouse crew themselves are all male, but the office staff is two women. Nicole has been working for me for years and Hannah is a newish recruit. Not surprisingly the two women tend to hang out together and steer clear of the other staff. It’s a very male environment and the boys can get crude sometimes. What else would you expect? Besides the women really aren’t that much better when they get together.

Like the time the other day when I walked into the break room to get lunch and Nicole and Hannah are sitting there reading some tabloid paper and giggling. Hey, it’s their free time they can do what they want, but the break room isn’t that big so of course, I could hear their conversation.

“It can’t be true, can it?” Nicole sounded shocked, she’s always come across as pretty straightlaced.

“Sure, why not.” Hannah shrugged, pushing her shock of pink hair back out of her eyes. “I saw online that seventy-five percent of guys have tried on panties.”

“Three quarters? No way!” There was utter disbelief in Nicole’s voice.

“I’m not saying they do it all the time.” Hannah laughed. “But they’ve tried it. Men are such pervs.”

I noticed that Nicole didn’t argue that particular point which surprised me. She’s been married for years  and I’d expect her to at least defend her husband. Hannah’s behavior was much less surprising, she’s one of those millennials the press keep going on about. No real discipline and no respect for authority. I made a mental note to discuss office behavior with her at the next review.

“But if that many guys try it, there’s bound to be some who like it.” Hannah continued.

“Well, yeah… some.” Nicole conceded. “But not that many. It’s just so…”

“What about you Bill?” Hannah rounded on me and I took a step backward in surprise. “Have you ever worn panties?”

“No!” I could feel my cheeks heat with embarrassment. She had no business asking a question like that of her manager. “And that’s really not an appropriate question to be asking at work.” I tried to correct her behavior and move the conversation away from this dangerous ground. It’s the sort of thing that triggers harassment lawsuits.

“Sure,” Hannah said but the tone of doubt was unmistakable. Nicole put her hand to her mouth, almost certainly covering a smile. At least she had the decency to be respectful to my face. “Your secret’s safe with us.” Hannah gave me a wink and I hurriedly turned back to the microwave wishing the clock to count down faster. I needed to get out of this conversation.

“I really hope it’s not true,” Nicole said and there was a note of frustration in her voice. “It’s bad enough having the guys in the warehouse trying to get into my panties without worrying about them trying to steal them.”

“Those creeps.” Hannah snorted. “Can you imagine what they’d do with them?”

“They’re such sleazes.” Nicole nodded. “They’d probably sneak into the restrooms and try to steal them when I took my shower.”

“You wouldn’t let that happen would you boss man?” Hannah looked over at me. How did she know I was listening?

“Ah… no… that would be… entirely inappropriate behavior.” I mumbled, stabbing the open button on the microwave with my finger and grabbing the plate, ignoring the searing heat of the steam. I turned and fled the room, but I could feel Hannah’s eyes on my back as I left.

When I reached my small office I closed the door with a palpable sense of relief. Maybe hiring Hannah had been a mistake. She was a lot younger than everyone else on staff and she didn’t seem to be trying to fit in. In her twenties with that shock of bright pink hair, she stood out like a sore thumb. At the time I thought it might be refreshing to have someone younger about the place, and it didn’t hurt that she was very easy on the eyes.

I turned the lock on the door and adjusted the blinds so that no one could see in. With such a small office staff I had become used to doing pretty much whatever I wanted without interruption.

And that whatever included a little internet browsing at lunchtime. And that browsing had gradually inched into watching a little porn. Who would know, it was my warehouse after all? Look I’m in my forties and divorced, I’ve got to get off somehow!

After a while, it became my lunchtime routine. I would get my food from the break room and return to the office while everyone else was busy to just whack one out quickly. For the last few weeks, my fantasies had centered on Hannah. Anyone with hair like that had to have a kinky sex life, right? But today it was Nicole who preoccupied my thoughts.

I’d known that she took showers here in the office, I mean they were mainly installed for the guys because it’s a dirty physical job, but I had to have them fitted in the ladies too, didn’t want to get accused of sexism. Nicole kept herself in great shape for her husband by jogging and after that, she took a shower presumably to get rid of the sweat. I knew all this, I just hadn’t really thought about it and what it meant.

That every morning, just a few yards away from me, she was naked with water running through her dark brown hair and over that trim body. Her hands soaping herself, caressing her breasts. As my fantasy started to take shape, I retreated to my comfy office chair and hurriedly unzipped. My cock was already hard. I leaned back, my hand reaching out to grasp its familiar companion and squeezed.

Damn, that felt good. Nicole’s husband was a lucky man. She kept her body so fit for someone in her late thirties. He must be banging her every night. But I banished him from my thoughts and returned to the idea of Nicole in taking a shower. Only this time it wasn’t her hands soaping her body, it was mine squeezing her ass, moving up to cup her tits, pressing my cock against her. She was eager for it of course, that woman was hot. I would press her against the wall of the shower, spread her legs and fuck her right there.

I reached out for a tissue from the box on my desk with my free hand as I stroked my cock with frantic desire. It was a polished routine at this point, I could squeeze one out in a couple of minutes, clean up, and then have the door open before anyone had a chance to notice.

Which was just as well because it was only minutes later that Nicole was knocking on my office door. I quickly adjusted my seat behind the desk to make sure that nothing was showing. I’d cleaned up carefully as always, but sometimes it takes a while for things to subside if you know what I mean.

“Come in,” I called out, once I was sure I was in the clear.

Nicole pushed the door open and peered around. She seemed unusually hesitant. I gestured for her to come the rest of the way in.

“Grab a seat,” I said smiling.

She sat down but began fidgeting with her hair. Something was clearly bothering her. “I… ah, needed to speak to you about something.” She began.

“You know I’m always happy to talk to you Nicole.” I said, smiling again and trying to encourage her. Nicole can be a bit reserved but she’s usually comfortable expressing herself. I wondered what was bothering her.

“It’s about the behavior of the guys in the warehouse.” Her hand went to her hair again and she ducked her head, not meeting my gaze. I nodded, listening. “You know how they are, always saying things. But it’s been getting worse lately.”

“Worse?” I prompted, the boys can be crude and you’ve got to have a thick skin to work here.

“I don’t mind the comments… well… it’s okay, but Scott he grabbed my ass yesterday.” The words tumbled out of Nicole's mouth one on top of the other. I frowned, if true this could be serious. “If my husband finds out about it, he’s going to lose it.” She rushed on. “Hannah said I should speak to you.”

Oh, so Hannah was behind this. So now she was stirring up trouble in my warehouse. I was definitely going to have to find a way to put the little Miss in her place I thought. I didn’t say that though, instead I just nodded and tried to be sympathetic.

“Well, let’s not get your husband involved just yet.” I made the suggestion in as soothing a voice as I could manage. “If he comes down here we’ll end up with the police involved and no one wants that do they?”

Nicole shook her head, still not looking directly at me.

“How about I have a chat with the boys? Explain to them that no one should be touching my girls yeah?”

Nicole finally lifted her head and made eye contact. The smile she gave me was small, but it was something. I smiled back, feeling confident now that the situation had been defused. That last thing I needed was either her husband to come storming down here or for Nicole to quit just because she couldn’t take a bit of good-natured ribbing.

Pressing down on the desk I pushed myself to my feet. “Don’t worry, I’ll take care of this.” I gave her another smile. Nicole rose to her feet as well, her hand still fidgeting with her hair, but she seemed happier.

I watched her as she left the office and my eyes automatically tracked down to her fine ass, the outline clearly displayed by her tight office skirt. What color of panties did she have on today, I wondered briefly.

When I raised my gaze I found myself looking directly at Hannah who was standing in the outer office and watching me. When she realized she had my attention she arched an eyebrow at me but rather than saying anything just picked up a folder from the desk and turned to leave.  I grimaced with irritation. I should have been more careful of course. Doing stuff like that when you’re the manager gets you in trouble. But we’d never had any issues until I’d hired Hannah. I was definitely going to have to do something about that girl. Not only was she stirring up trouble, she was challenging me.

Of course these days you can’t just fire people, not women anyway. Do that and suddenly you’re on the wrong end of lawsuits. I was going to have to do this the right way. It was time to start keeping a file and documenting her failures.

First though, I needed to settle things down. With a grimace he I strode out of the office and down the stairs to the warehouse proper. The warehouse crew stopped working and turned to look at me as I entered their territory. I didn’t come down here that often, leaving the day to day monitoring to Scott, so it was never good news when I put in an appearance.

Scott walked over and met me near the bottom of the steps, loitering just behind him were Jorge and Harry his regular hangers-on. I probably should have done something about his little crew but if his feeling important made him work harder I figured I’d just ignore it.

“Boss.” Scott greeted me with a curt nod. As usual there was the faintest hint of challenge to his words. Scott was one of those people you have to keep in line. I nodded back.

“Scott, we need to talk.” I told him. It was supposed to be a signal that I wanted a private conversation, but he didn’t take the hint.

“What’s up?”

“Quit hassling Nicole.” I rubbed the back of my neck in exasperation. “She’s too good to lose just because she gets your cock hard.” Scott laughed at that.

“Christ but she’s a looker.” He leered as he spoke. “And she loves the attention whatever she says. She wouldn’t dress like that if she didn’t. Come on, you know she’s into it. She’s got a husband, not like that lesbian bitch Hannah.”

“She’s gorgeous I know, but can you at least keep your hands off her Scott? Jesus do you want her husband to come and kick the crap out of you.”

“I could take him.” Scott shrugged, rising to his full height and sucking in his stomach.

“Yeah, but you’d also get your ass fired. Be professional for fuck’s sake!”

“Fine boss man. No more touching that fine ass. But it’s a free country, I’ll look if I want.”

“Hell, I don’t blame you for that.” I grinned at him. “Did you see what she’s wearing today, it’s practically painted on.”

Scott laughed at my words and stretched out his hand. I shook it and then nodded to the others watching before climbing back up the stairs to the first floor and my office. Scott was crude and a bit of a bully, but damn he was right about Nicole ass.

Nicole glanced at me nervously when I reached the offices. I gave her a reassuring smile.

“I had a word with Scott. The boys will be more professional from now on.” I told her.

“Oh, thank you so much William.” She sounded relieved and I mentally patted myself on the back for solving the problem.

My good mood soured a little when I noticed Hannah staring at me intently. I looked back at her, intending to shame her into getting back to work, but she met my gaze without flinching and instead it was me who backed down and looked away. Feeling oddly uncomfortable, I retreated to my office and shut the door.

*     *     *     *     *

I’d forgotten all about it by the next day though and was generally feeling pretty good about life. That was until Hannah walked into my office. She didn’t even knock, or apparently care that I was on the phone at the time. She just strode right in and sat down in the seat opposite me.

I glared at her as I finished up my phone call but it didn’t seem to phase her at all. I wasn’t going to be bullied by some millennial in her twenties though so I kept talking. Hannah crossed her arms, an action that pushed her chest up and out. I couldn’t help myself, my eyes wandering down to it before hurriedly moving back up to her face.

She had noticed of course and a sneer flickered across her face before being replaced by a look of angry determination. Despite her pink hair and pierced nose she was a very attractive girl. I found myself wondering if she was really a lesbian like Scott said, and then realized I’d completely lost track of my phone conversation. Ending it hurriedly I slammed the phone down, letting my anger show through a little. Hannah was not impressed.

“They’re still harassing Nicole.” She said. The simple words carried a clear implication that I needed to do something about this. I swallow a sighed.

“Who are doing what?” I asked.

“Those pigs down in the warehouse.” I don’t think Hannah could have imbued those words with more contempt. “Every time she has to go down there, they undress her with their eyes.”

“Did they touch her again?” I asked, if Scott had disobeyed my orders I was going to have to take action.

“No.” Hannah shook her head. “Just leering.”

“Look Hannah, they’re not touching her, they’re not saying anything to her, what do you want me to do?” I tried to appeal to her sense of reason. “I can’t put them in blindfolds!”

“It’s a hostile work environment!”

“Now, let’s not be hasty.” Those are words no manager ever wants to hear. “I spoke with them yesterday, I promise you they won’t touch her. But… Nicole needs to learn to be a little less sensitive. She’s an attractive woman, of course guys are going to glance at her. Particularly the way she dresses.”

I knew I’d made a mistake the second those words were out of my mouth. Hannah’s eyes hardened and her lips thinned with anger. I opened my mouth to backtrack, but she got there first.

“Figures you’d take their side. Guys are all the same. I’ve seen the way you look at women!”

“Enough.” I let my own anger show through, my voice getting louder. “I’m still your manager and you will show me basic courtesy.”

Hannah looked away either too angry to speak or worried what she would say if she did speak. I wasn’t sure which was worse, the girl was nothing but trouble. She pulled her arms tighter around her chest and I found myself staring at her breasts again. I wrenched my gaze away, that wasn’t going to help things right now.

There was a long and uncomfortable silence with neither of us willing to take back what had been said or to make things worse.

“You need to go and calm down.” I said finally. Hannah glared at me, her chin jutting out. I thought for a moment she was going to refuse, but she pushed the chair back and stood, glaring down at me.

“You’d think differently if you were on the receiving end.” Was her parting shot before she stalked from my office.

I leaned back in my chair, massaging my forehead as the beginnings of a headache formed. That girl was going to have to go, nice tits or not. I wanted my quiet life back. What did she even mean by that anyway, was it a threat?

Nicole and Hannah were in the break room at lunch again that afternoon. This time they weren’t giggling and laughing though. They were huddled together exchanging earnest whispers when I walked in. As soon as I entered the stopped talking and both women turned to stare at me. It was unnerving so I didn’t even stay to heat up my food, I just turned and left. I expected the continued hostility from Hannah, but was she turning Nicole against me too. Was she a lesbian? Was that what this was all about?

When Hannah stuck her head around my office door that afternoon, I braced myself for yet another confrontation.

“Okay I’m out of here.” Her smile seemed genuine, but I stared at her in confusion, it was barely one o’clock. “Remember I told you about my appointment?”

And she had of course it was just with all the hassles it had gone completely out of my mind.

“Nicole is out for her jog but she’ll be back in a bit. Is there anything you need before I go?” Perhaps she was feeling guilty for leaving early because she was being unusually helpful.

“Nah I’m good, see you tomorrow.” I returned her smile with one of my own. At least I’d get some peace and quiet for the rest of the day. “Leave the door open.”

I leaned back in my chair and watched Hannah depart. She didn’t have an ass like Nicole’s but it wasn’t bad to look at all the same. That wasn’t the reason I’d had her leave the door open though. I wanted to see Nicole when she got back from her jog.

I didn’t have to wait too long either  and damn in those tight running clothes her ass was to die for. I didn’t say anything to draw attention to myself, I just watched as she walked through the office, breathing hard, on her wait to the showers no doubt. The way the clothing clung to her tits and ass gave me an instant hard-on. It would make great material for my  afternoon jerk off session.

Nicole paused at her desk for a moment, rummaging around looking for something. As she bent over the material of her shorts pulled tight against the cheeks of her ass. I held my breath, scared that I wouldn’t be able to stop a moan. I just stared, fixing the image in my mind. I was going to be revisiting a lot.

She didn’t stay like that for long sadly, standing up again and walking towards the restrooms. I remembered what she had said yesterday about guys sneaking in and stealing her panties. I couldn’t tell from looking at the shorts, but I guessed she was wearing some. What were they like I wondered?

It occurred to me that it would be really easy to sneak in and find out. There was no one else on this floor. The guys wouldn’t come up out of the warehouse. No one would know and I would have some of the hottest masturbation material ever. Maybe I could snap a quick photo with on my phone rather than relying on my memory.

My cock twitched at the thought of knowing what sort of panties Nicole wore. Every time I saw her from then on it would give me a thrill. It was risky of course. I’d never thought of doing something like this before, but it would be so easy.

I know, I know. It’s wrong. But my cock didn’t care. Right at that moment it was rock hard and demanding to know what sort of panties Nicole wore. Were they plain old white things or did she wear sexy little thongs? I sat there for a moment longer as the desire built inside me and then, without making a conscious decisions, I was on my feet and moving.

It was safe enough. After all, I’m the manager, why shouldn’t I be wandering around the office? Who would question me. Even loitering in the hall near the restrooms really wasn’t that suspicious. I mean there was a water fountain right there. I took advantage of it, slurping down some water as I listened for the telltale sound of the shower running. If I went in too soon she would see me. I needed her to be in the shower for this to work.

The door creaked as I opened it and I winced, tensing in anticipation of discovery, there were no shouts or screams so I slid inside. My first thought was that the women’s restroom looked nicer than the men’s. A moment later I began to panic. This was crazy, she was bound to catch me. I looked around hurriedly, searching for her clothes. They were all neatly hanging up on the towel rack next to the shower. I would need to get much closer to see what I wanted to see.

I paused, the door still slightly open. The heat and steam of the shower hit my face and cool drier air wafted in from behind me. At the end of the restroom I could see movement through the opaque shower curtain. Nicole was in there and naked, only feet away from me.

The temptation was too great. Easing the door closed silently, I tiptoed forward. I could make out the outline of Nicole’s body now, though I couldn’t see any details. She hadn’t noticed my presence, and from her movements I guessed she was probably washing her hair. I paused again briefly, trying to picture her completely naked in there. But a growing sense of urgency urged me onward.

Her panties were hanging up along with the rest of her clothes. Black bikini panties. Tiny little things that only minutes earlier had been nestled right against her ass and pussy. I stared at them, my breathing shallow. I had just been going to take a photo, but with them right in front of me like this the temptation to take them grew.

She would know they were missing of course, but she would immediately blame Scott or one of his crew. It would cause some trouble, but I would have the panties. My hand trembled as I reached out to touch them. The material was soft against my fingers. I needed to have them. I needed to get back to my office.

With a jerky motion, I tugged them off the towel rail and clutched them to my stomach, turning and moving as quietly as I could towards the door. Just then Nicole called out.

“Hannah, is that you?”

Panic flared in my brain. I wanted to run out of there, but that would alert Nicole that someone who didn’t belong was in the restroom. Instead I forced myself to stay silent and continue moving towards the door. My hand was on the handle of the door now, turning it slowly so it didn’t squeak.

“Who is it?” Nicole’s voice wavered a little her nervousness showing. I didn’t answer, pulling the door open ever so slowly. I was almost out.

I pulled the door wider and froze. Hannah was standing there, arms crossed below her chest and a look of sneering contempt on her face. I opened my mouth, but no sound came out. She arched an eyebrow as though challenging me to speak. Behind me the sound of the shower stopped. I was caught with nowhere to run or hide.

“I knew you’d try to steal them.” The contempt in Hannah’s voice was like a physical slap. “Couldn’t resist some material for your little jerk off sessions could you?”

I shook my head although denial was futile with Nicole’s panties clasped to my stomach. I glanced behind me and Nicole had stuck her head out from the shower curtain, keeping her naked body concealed from me. Her accusing stare was more than I could face.

“I hope it was worth it.” Hannah continued mercilessly. “Enjoy those panties tonight. We’re going to talk tomorrow. Oh and bring the panties back with you… washed.”

Then she pushed past me and into the restroom. I stumbled out into the cool air of the corridor, panties still clutched in my hands and the door swung shut behind me with a dismissive thud.

*     *     *     *     *

I didn’t sleep well that night. I spent the time in a mixture of fear and excitement. Every time I thought about what Nicole or Hannah might do, my heart started pounding like it would rip free of my chest. But then my mind would drift to thoughts of Nicole in her exercise clothes, in the shower, her black panties and I couldn’t help myself. I would reach for them, wrap them around my aching cock and jerk until I came.

There was no escape. Hannah had seen me with Nicole’s panties in my hand. Nicole had seen me in the women’s restroom. If they wanted to they could easily have me fired. All I could do was turn up in the morning and beg for their mercy.

They were waiting for me in my office when I arrived. Hannah was sitting in my chair, her feet up on my desk, looking completely at home. She was wearing jeans I noticed, obviously no longer worried about what I would say. Nicole still looked professional at least in her tight skirt, but the expression on her face was stony. I hoped she hadn’t said anything to her husband.

“I’m really sorry about…” I began, trying to get my apology in first, but Hannah cut me right off. It figured she would be the spokeswoman.

“Nicole and I have discussed your behavior and what an appropriate punishment might be.” She said. Her expression was one of icy contempt but the fact we were having this conversation made me think there was a chance they weren’t going to report me or sue me.

“You need to learn what it feels like to be treated like a thing.” She continued. “To feel the object of the male gaze.”

I listened to her, brow furrowing. I didn’t dare interrupt her to ask questions but I also didn’t understand what she was saying. A punishment, yes, but what?

“Since you’re so fond of female clothes, Nicole has brought you a complete set to wear.” Hannah nodded towards Nicole who swiveled the guest chair around to show me the clothes in question.

I stared at them, mouth agape. They were unmistakably women’s clothes. Office clothes of the sort that Nicole so often wore.

“Once you’ve got used to wearing these.” Nicole said, speaking for the first time that morning. “You’re going to parade around the warehouse and see exactly what it’s like to have those pigs ogle you.”

“Y-you’re not serious.”

Hannah threw her head back and laughed at that, her shock of pink hair bouncing as she did so. Nicole didn’t seem nearly so amused. The look she gave me made my stomach sink. She was deadly serious.

“But… they’ll recognize me instantly.” I said, panic building. This would ruin me just as effectively as if they reported me.

“Then you’d better practice hard.” Nicole said. I’d never seen her so poised and confident before. “We’ll give you lessons.”

“Strip baby doll. Show me what you’ve got.” Hannah mocked me. I looked between the two women, hoping this was all some elaborate prank but they weren’t backing down.

Fingers trembling, I pulled my tie loose and tossed it aside then hurriedly unbuttoned and removed my shirt. Hannah whistled, clearly enjoying humiliating me. Nicole just watched, barely blinking. It was unsettling to strip under that sort of attention, but I kept going, removing my shoes, sock and pants then finally pulling down my boxers. Then I was standing naked, in my own office, in front of my employees.

“What do you think?” Hannah asked, glancing over at Nicole.

“At least he’s not fat.” Nicole’s eyes swept over my body assessing me like a side of beef. “He could use to build some more muscle though, he’s kind of scrawny.”

My cheeks flushed hot with shame to be critiqued in this way right to my face. How dare they treat me like this.

“I’ve seen worse.” Hannah conceded. “Most of the guys in the warehouse for a start. He’s going to need to shave though.” She then turned her attention back to me. “Come on then, wiggle into those panties. Give us a show babe!”

If possible I blushed even redder as I picked up Nicole’s black panties, the ones I had jerked off with just last night, and stepped into them. Hannah whistled as I bent over to pull them up, she was obviously enjoying this. Nicole stayed silent but she was watching intently.

The panties felt snug on me and I was acutely aware of my cock pressed against my stomach. Next I picked up the black bra, no doubt chosen to match these panties, and struggled to put it on. My efforts coaxed a smile of amusement out of Nicole.

“We’ll need to get something to stuff that with.” Was all she said though.

The stockings were even harder to put on and Hannah’s comment about shaving started to make more sense, the thin material kept catching as I worked it up my legs. After that came a tight-fitting pencil skirt of the sort Nicole was fond of wearing. It always drew my attention to her ass, and I wondered how I looked in it. I put on the thin white blouse and noticed that you could clearly see the bra straps through it.

“The guys in the warehouse are always wondering about our underwear.” Hannah said by way of explanation. “Guess they won’t have to wonder about you. They’ll love it. Okay sit down, you’ll need help with this next bit.”

I sat back down in the chair, surprised at how easily and quickly I had ceded control to these two women. It wasn’t like I had much choice, but it was coming to me quite easily.

Nicole knelt down beside me and I found myself uncomfortably aware of her breasts as she leaned in close to apply first foundation and then various other forms of makeup. My eyes flicked down to her cleavage and Hannah snorted.

“Still haven’t learned your lesson have you.” She said.

Nicole flushed a little bit, but didn’t stop what she was doing. Her hands applying layer after layer of makeup to my face and then finishing it off with lipstick. She sat back on her heels for a moment, studying me and then nodded in satisfaction.

“Here, put this on.” Hannah tossed me a wig.

Without a mirror, it was hard to position the wig correctly. By this point I was both scared and fascinated to know what I must look like. But the nearest mirror was in the restroom and I would have to leave my office for that.

“Not bad.” Hannah said. “What do you think?” This last was directed towards Nicole, not me.

“Passable.” Nicole said. “But they’ll recognize him.”

“Not if she’s wearing sunglasses.” Hannah said. “And not if they’re too busy staring at her ass. Slip into the shoes doll.”

The shoes that Nicole had picked out were stilettos and must have been two or more inches high. I could feel the tension in my calves as soon as I stepped into them and, felt myself wobble as I struggled to balance in them.

“It takes practice.” Nicole said. “Walk up and down for me.”

I obeyed her instructions, walking the length of my office in slow, uncertain steps.

“You need to put a little more wiggle in your stride.” Hannah said. “Unless you want the guys to recognize you?”

I shook my head.

“We need more space.” Nicole said suddenly. “Let’s go out to the main office.”

“No.” I said in horror.

“I don’t think she was asking babe.” Hannah said. “Wiggle your sexy ass out there now.”

I didn’t really have any choice, so I did as instructed walking slowly, but more smoothly out of my private office and into the more public area. I grabbed the sunglasses off the desk as I went, eager to hide my face just in case. As I walked past Hannah I felt her hand squeeze my ass cheek. I stiffened up and she giggle.

“You can tell she wants it.” Hannah said to Nicole who laughed.

“She does seem to be enjoying the attention. Look how she’s dressed. Now, let’s practice that walk again.”

*     *     *     *     *

They had me practicing all week long. Not all day of course, as Hannah put it they didn’t want to ruin the surprise for the guys. But I spent several hours each day dressed up in Nicole’s clothes, learning how to walk and how to stand.  At home each night I was expected to practice my makeup and everything else they had taught me.

They didn’t let me take the clothes home with me because I’d make a mess in them. The exception was Nicole’s panties. She said she didn’t want those back because she could imagine what I had done in them. I wanted to deny that, but we both knew it was true.

In fact I continued to jerk off with them, the only difference is that now I was wearing them rather than holding them. I hadn’t intended to, but that first night after I had shaved my legs just like Hannah had told me to, I had to try them on just to know how they would feel on my bare skin. And once they were pressed against my cock I just couldn’t help myself.

Each day it felt more and more natural to be dressed like this and to walk this way. I had thought at first that Hannah was jerking me around with the threat of walking through the warehouse, but it became increasingly clear that she was serious.

Where Nicole was just enjoying a little revenge for my behavior Hannah really seemed to be getting off on it. Her comments became increasingly crude, mimicking the sort of things that Scott and the boys had said to Nicole. Her hands constantly squeezed and slapped my ass, when I was dressed up and I found myself ejected from my own office which Hannah took over, ruling from it like a queen.

She had me fetching and carrying for her even when I wasn’t wearing women’s clothes. It became such a routine for me that I didn’t even protest when she slapped my ass when I was dressed normally. She did it right in front of Nicole who smiled in obvious amusement. At least she wasn’t doing that yet anyway.

No, it was clear that Hannah was absolutely going to humiliate me in front of my staff. So I threw myself into playing the part. I had to be so convincing that they wouldn’t recognize me, wouldn’t suspect for a second. The women both noticed my enthusiasm and took that as proof that I needed to be treated this way.

And they were right.

I found that more and more I was associating dressing up like a woman with sexual excitement. The moment I pulled on Nicole’s panties at night I got hard, and while I tried to restrain myself at work, I couldn’t hide my physical reaction to the stockings and panties.

The first time I got hard, Hannah just snorted and called me a slut. Nicole didn’t say a word. The second time though, it was Nicole who pointed it out, asking me if I needed a moment to myself. The humiliation was incredible but it didn’t diminish my hardon in any way. Before Nicole had always been so polite and almost subservient in front of me. Now, although she was still quiet, there was no doubt that she could order me around whenever she chose to.

I knew that in her eyes I was no longer a man, certainly not like her husband was. That I was just some weak pervert who got off dressing like a woman.

And then on Friday morning Hannah announced I was ready.

“You can practice at home over the weekend, but you’d better be here bright and early Monday morning. You’re ready to give the creeps in the warehouse a thrill. Maybe they’ll leave us alone for a while.” She said.

I felt my heart start thumping and my palms sweating. There was no escaping this, it was really going to happen.

*     *     *     *     *

The weekend shot by in a blur of sexual excitement and bowel loosening fear.  Before I knew it, Monday had arrived. I didn’t even think about staying home, instead I got to work earlier than usual, well before either Nicole or Hannah arrived. I had an overpowering need to get myself dressed and ready for my ordeal.

I had found myself increasingly identifying with this new female version of myself as the week progressed and if I was going to do this, I needed it to be me, not some costume that Hannah and Nicole put me in. By the time the two of them arrived I was fully dressed, complete with makeup and hair.

“Such an eager slut.” Was all that Hannah had to say on seeing me dressed. But Nicole gave me a querying glance.

I looked away unable to meet her gaze or answer the questions it contained. I couldn’t explain my behavior to myself, never mind to anyone else. When I looked up again she was still staring at me, but for the first time since she had seen me with her panties she didn’t seem angry.

“Are you ready?” She asked.

I could have played dumb, but we all knew what she was asking. It was time for me to walk through the warehouse. I just nodded.

“Nicole’s going to show you the warehouse.” Hannah said, sounding positively gleeful. “She will introduce you as a new part-time hire. Do you understand?”

I nodded again.

“Excellent. And remember, you let them do whatever they want. You need to learn what it’s really  like to be a woman.”

Nervous and trembling I stood and put on the sunglasses that were intended to protect my identity. I didn’t speak, I wasn’t sure I could. Nicole’s smile was oddly reassuring and she took my hand leading me towards the stairwell down to the warehouse.

I followed her, remembering to sway my hips as I walked, focusing my mind on the lessons both women had given me rather than thinking about what was about to happen.  The men in the warehouse stopped their activity the moment Nicole and I walked in. It felt like they were sharks sensing blood. I glanced at Nicole for encouragement and noticed the way her jaw muscles were tensing up. She was nervous too.

“This is the warehouse itself.” When she spoke her voice seemed almost too calm.

I pretended to listen to her. Nodding in the way I thought an eager new empoyee might. Out of the corner of my eye though I was watching the men, all of whom were moving closer to me. Primitive instincts urged me to run, to flee before I was surrounded by these predators.

Nicole lead me forward to show me more of the warehouse and I heard a whistle from someone. I glanced backward. It was Harry, one of Scott’s favorites. He was staring quite blatantly at my ass and when he saw me looking he winked. I glanced over at Scott waiting for him to reign his men in, but he just chuckled.

“You won’t have to come down here very often.” Nicole said, but sometimes we need something.

“Who’s your friend Nicole?” Scott asked?

I was standing close enough to her to hear the intake of breath as her muscles tightened up.  She met his gaze calmly though.

“Wendy here is a new hire.” She said.  “She’s going to be working in the office part-time.”

“I’d love a bit of time with her.” Harry muttered and his colleagues laughed. Again Scott did nothing. I felt my cheeks flush with shame and my heart sped up.

Scott stepped forward, standing right in front of both of us. Nicole took a slight step backward, clearly intimidated and I remembered that this man had groped her more than once. I wasn’t allowed to retreat though. Instead, I just stood there as he openly leered at my body, his eyes roaming slowly over me.

“Nice.” He grunted. “So… come down here to see the real men at work?”

I shook my head, too terrified to speak. He would surely recognize me if I did that. Fortunately he didn’t care. He was enjoying exercising his power, not actually interested in what I had to say.

“We could do with an assistant of our own down here.” He said to Nicole and I noticed that his eyes lingered on her breasts as he spoke. “Maybe Wendy could spend some time with us?”

“That’s… not my decision.” Nicole clenched and unclenched her hand as she spoke to Scott. I got the distinct impression she was fighting the urge to run.

Scott looked back at me again and then pulling a pen from his pocket slowly and blatantly reached out and dropped it on the floor.

“Oops. Silly me.” He said. “Be a doll and pick that up.”

I remembered what Hannah had told me, that I had to do as I was instructed, so I bent down and picked it up. I realized immediately that with this tight skirt I was giving the guys a great view of my ass and sure enough there was an immediate round of whistles.

As I started to stand up I felt the palm of someone’s hand press against my butt and squeeze. I tensed up but didn’t resist as Scott moved so close to me I could smell his sweat. His hand groping me.

“Very nice he said.” Talking to Nicole as though I wasn’t even present. “You need to bring this one down more often, yeah?”

Nicole nodded her head. “We need to go back upstairs.” She said. “He’s expecting us.”

I stayed where I was, Scott’s hand still on my ass, waiting for him to release me. For a moment I thought he wasn’t going to. His hand strayed lower and I wondered if he would try to get under my skirt. My shoulders sagged in relief when he finally stepped away and allowed Nicole to lead me back upstairs.

Hannah was waiting for us in my office when we got back. She was behind my desk again with a self-satisfied look on her face.

“How did it feel?” She asked.

I didn’t answer, I couldn’t speak. I was still trembling from the experience. Instead I let Nicole describe what had happened.

“Well, it looks like we have an easy way to keep those pigs off you, Nicole.” Hannah said after she had heard everything. “Besides I think we need to repeat this lesson for a while so it sticks. Don’t you Wendy?”

I nodded, feeling numb. I had been thinking that after this it was done, over. But of course, it wasn’t. Hannah had got a taste of being in control and she wasn’t going to give that up any time soon.

“Besides. It looks like someone enjoyed being groped.” Hannah nodded at me.

Nicole glanced in the direction of Hannah’s nod and gasped. I looked down in surprise, realizing suddenly that my cock was now so hard it was pushing out against the tight skirt.

“You really are a slut.” Hannah teased. “I guess we’ll have to find something to restrain that or the guys are going to figure out who you really are. What was it did it for you? Did you like the way Scott squeezed your ass, or do you just like guys staring at you?”

I couldn’t answer, I didn’t understand my own reaction. My cheeks flushed red with shame and I looked down at the floor, but I could feel the eyes of both women on me. Hannah obviously amused and Nicole questioning.

“This could be a problem,” Hannah said. “We can’t have your male urges getting the better of you. No more stealing Nicole’s panties.”

I kept my head down, wondering what she was cooking up in her devious mind.

“There’s only one solution. Each week after your walk someone will have to supervise you taking care of these urges so we know we’re safe.”

I looked up in confusion. What exactly did she mean by that? Hannah pointed towards the trashcan in the corner of the room, smirking.

“On you go. Jerk into it.”

This was the time to stand up for myself, to put an end to the blackmail and the humiliation. But I didn’t. Instead, I walked over to the trashcan and knelt down next to it. While Hannah and Nicole both watched, I worked the tight skirt up my legs and then pulled my cock free of Nicole’s panties.

They were both staring directly at me, not giving me any privacy, but I didn’t care anymore, I needed to do this. Taking my cock in my hand I began to stroke and squeeze it.

“Oh my god.” I heard Nicole say in a low voice.

“What did I tell you?” Hannah responded. “Guys are a slave to their urges. Find out what turns them on and you own them.”

“I didn’t think he’d go this far though.”

“Honey when that thing is hard he’ll do just about anything.”

Their words washed over me, little more than background noise. I was thinking about Nicole’s panties, about how good it felt to dress like this, about Scott’s hand pressing against my ass.

With a shudder and groan, I came sending the first spurt of my cum straight into the trashcan. Hannah laughed at that. Nicole didn’t say anything, but she continued to watch as I spurted again and again, draining myself at their command.

Afterward, I hurriedly pulled the clothes down to cover myself, feeling ashamed for my weakness. Nicole was still staring at me and I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. Hannah was leaning back in my chair, her pink hair and smirk mocking me.

“Very good.” She said. “Now maybe you’d better get changed? You have your daily meeting with Scott in fifteen minutes.”


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 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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