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Chapter One
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“Oh my God! Look at yourself! Look!”

I stared in the mirror. It was unreal. I looked like a gorgeous chick in a slutty dress. Underneath the delicate fabric I could feel the silky bra and panties I was wearing. I could also feel the cool air from where I had shaved my legs until they were soft and smooth. 

What have I done? I thought. What did I let her do to me? She’s turned me into a chick!

“You look amazing! I’m so proud of you. The boys won’t know what hit them.”

I felt a stir of excitement at Janie’s compliment, just enough to override the anxiety coursing through me, like warm Santa Ana winds mixing with a cold ocean breeze. But there was still plenty of fear. A few weeks ago, we were strangers passing in the apartment hallway. Then Janie came to ask for a bottle of tequila for the party she was throwing.

I’d given her vodka instead but, in that moment, we became more than just two ships passing in the night – we became neighbors. She’d see me come home alone and bug me to come watch reality television shows. She was lonely because her boyfriend of several years had dumped her. I was a safe guy to hang out with. 

Soon we were cuddling on the sofa. Janie is beautiful from head to toe. She’s got long brown hair and light brown eyes, full lips, high cheek bones, and a lean taut body she loves to show off. At first, she wore sweatpants and baggy sweaters. Then, as she grew more comfortable with me, the clothing came off. Within a few weeks, she was down to her bra and panties and a T-shirt.

Janie told me she would feel more comfortable if I took off some of my clothes too, so I stripped down to my boxers and a shirt. The she suggested that I try on some of her panties, just to see how they fit, how it felt to wear something so soft and feminine and sexy. At first, I was nervous. But part of me was also excited by the idea.

What’s the worst that can happen? I told myself.

Janie promised she’d never tell anyone. I had grown to trust her, sharing with her how lonely I’d been since moving from Utah to Los Angeles for work. Eventually I relented. It made her so happy that I was glad I did. We went through her lingerie drawer as she picked more and more feminine panties out.

“Don’t these look nice?” she asked, holding up a pair of lace see-through pink panties with bows and flowers sewn on them.

I nodded, unsure of what to say. Sure, they looked good, I thought, but I never thought of how they would look on me.

“Try these,” she said, adding them to the pile. “You’re going to love how they feel on your boy parts.”

I took a couple pairs of Janie’s underwear into the bathroom. 

“What am I doing?” I asked myself, but it was no use. 

I had crossed a line and now I had to know what it would be like.

Besides, I told myself, when else will get a chance to try something like this?

It wasn’t like I had handfuls of beautiful women begging to go out with me. But Janie and I were already getting super close. If it was what she wanted, why not give it a shot?

I took off my boxers and let them drop to the floor. I held up the black, satin panties first, the full bottom ones with the frilly lace edges and black bow in front. There was so much detail on them. My underwear seemed boring by comparison. I brought them up to my face and smelled them. It felt odd, but good. They smelled like flowery perfume. 

Here goes nothing, I thought. 

I slipped the panties on and pulled them up over my crotch until they cradled my cock and balls. They felt amazing! I let out a groan of approval as I shifted back and forth, adjusting the fancy underwear so they felt snug across my ass and between my legs. 

I turned and stared in the mirror. There was something hot about seeing my bulge in the front of the very sexy women’s underwear. I twisted my hips to give myself a tease of my ass. Then I turned around and looked over my shoulder, arching my back. My ass looked amazing in the panties. There was no doubt about it. 

I keep my hair at about shoulder length. With my brushed locks laying on my smooth, lean back with my ass in panties and my back dimples, I looked like a woman.

That’s crazy, I thought. 

“Is everything alright in there?” Janie asked, turning the locked doorknob.

I felt a small panic then relaxed as I realized that she couldn’t get in until I unlocked the door and let her. 

“Don’t come in,” I said. “Give me a minute.”

“Okay, Bryce,” she said. “Just don’t leave me waiting forever.”

“I won’t,” I assured her.

She’d given me a pair of G-string panties that were pink and lacy. I slipped off the black full bottom panties and tried on the cotton candy pink ones. It took some adjusting to get the string up the crack of my virgin ass. Once I did, I was surprised by how much I liked the feeling.

That’s not bad at all, I thought, twisting around again, pushing my ass out, kissing at my image. I would make a decent lady, at least from behind.

The last pair of panties were also G-string style, but these ones were black and had bows and lace trim and a golden metal medallion on the front. They slid on like I’d worn them a million times in a previous life. They snugly fit my cock and balls and the string in back showcased my ass cheeks like they were fine art. 

My God, I thought. These feel amazing. How do women get anything done wearing underwear like this? I just want to touch myself!

I walked back and forth, looking at my image in the mirror. The way the fabric moved seemed to caress and fondle my privates. 

“Did you find a pair you like?” Janie asked from the other side of the door.

“Yes,” I said, unlocking the door and showing her.

She let out a gasp of excitement. 

“I knew it! I knew it!” she said. “You were made for panties. You look incredible. How do they feel?”

“Amazing,” I admitted. 

“You look like a sexy bitch,” she said. “In fact, you look good enough to eat.”

She pulled me into her arms and kissed me. It shocked me, since we’d never been sexual. I kissed her back and felt my cock stir to life in the slutty panties. I loved the way it felt, my dick sliding in that soft, delicate fabric.

Janie broke our kiss and dragged me by the hand to the sofa, where we snuggled and watched television. I wondered if we might have sex, but we didn’t. Still, it felt nice to rub my panty-clad erection on her panty-clad ass while we snuggled. At the end of the night, she kicked me out. 

“You have work tomorrow,” she reminded me, kissing me on the cheek once I had redressed as a boy. “Come over when you are done.”

I masturbated about what it felt like to wear panties and cuddle with her and passed out. 
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Chapter Two
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From then on, every time I came over, we’d go through a routine. She’d lay out which panties she wanted me to wear in the bathroom. I’d change into them and she would put on sexy lingerie to cuddle with me. This went on for almost two weeks. 

Then I got fired. Downsized. Let go. The bad news was that the job I’d moved to the city for was now resizing the number of their employees. The good news was that in addition to a huge savings I had already built up from not going out, I received six months’ worth of salary and benefits as part of my severance package. 

Janie said we should celebrate my good fortune. We drank shots that night and she dressed me up in new underwear she bought online. Janie didn’t bother wearing a bra or shirt that night, just sexy panties. She kissed me softly while the television played in the background, turned down, her music turned up. 

“You know, you make a beautiful woman,” she whispered as she stared into my eyes. “Let me show you.”

“What else is there?” I asked.

“Plenty,” she smiled, knowing she had already gotten her way. “And now that you don’t have a job to worry about, we can really explore your feminine side. Do you trust me?”

I nodded yes, biting my lip and feeling butterflies in my stomach.

That night she took me into the bathroom and shaved me from my neck down. She did my hair and nails. She dressed me in a bra and panties with a sexy garter. She dressed me in stockings. She put heels on me. Then she did my makeup, plucking and shaping my eyebrows, painting my eyes and lips, making me glitter and shine.

She finished with perfume and body glitter before bedazzling me with bracelets and rings and necklaces and jewelry. 

“Viola,” she sang, turning me around in the mirror. 

I stared in shock. She was right. I looked like a chick. Better yet, I looked sexy as hell. As a boy, I barely got a second glance from women. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve been turned down for dates after working up the courage to approach a girl I really liked. A few laughed at me. One grew angry and threatened to kick my ass if I brought it up again. Something told me that I’d have a very different experience as a woman.

“What have you done to me?” I asked in awe.

“I revealed a part of you that you couldn’t see yet,” she said, kissing me softly and running her hand down my chest and stomach. “But I could.”

My cock leaped in my silky panties, and I felt a little sex juice dribble out into them. Janie noticed and giggled in delight. 

“If you don’t make a mess of those panties, I think I failed.”

Janie had been wearing shorts and a shirt. She pulled them off to reveal her bra and panties. She took me by the hand to the bedroom, and we got on the bed. She stared into my eyes and stroked my hair and kissed me.

“I can’t believe I’ve finally found you,” she said, “my special, special girl.”

I should have been upset by those words, not excited. Instead, I was flattered. I felt a chill of excitement as she said it. I loved feeling special, being special to her, the same way she had grown special to me. Even though we weren’t in a relationship, there was something magical and extraordinary happening between us. 

We made out and she pushed me back on the bed, climbing on top of me. 

“I’m so horny,” she said. “I haven’t had sex with anyone since John broke up with me.”

I didn’t say a word. I didn’t want to ruin what was happening, talk her out of it.

She rubbed herself at my erection, grinding her crotch into it, growing more excited as she did. I played with her breasts as she did and kissed her. She broke free and kissed her way down my body to my crotch. She kissed my erection over the fabric of her silky panties, making me ache with desire. I could feel the steamy heat of her pretty mouth as she teased me. It made me harder than ever. I moaned and rolled around on the bed.

Please, God, let her suck my dick, I thought, helpless, a hostage to my own lust and desire.

As if she could read my thoughts, Janie smiled up at me and pulled down my panties. My cock sprang out and slapped against my stomach. It looked bigger now that she’d shaved it clean. There was something so dirty about seeing my erection poking out of women’s underwear. For a moment, I thought I was going to climax and coat her face before anything else could happen.

Luckily, the feeling passed as she wrapped her small, warm, soft hand over my shaft and gently tugged it. Looking up at me, her gorgeous face in my crotch, she licked from the base of my erection to the tip of my throbbing dick. Her wet tongue flicked at my cock slit, pulling a silky strand of clear sex fluid away as she lifted her head, mouth still open. Before I could cry, she plunged her open mouth over my quivering cock and sucked me into the back of her throat.

I gripped the sheets with both hands and let out a cry of pleasure. I’d watched women give blowjobs in porn movies, but I had never had a woman suck on my dick before. It was as amazing as I hoped it would be, even if in all the times I had fantasized about it happening, I had never dreamed of being feminized first.

Janie licked my balls, then my sensitive pucker. It was like no feeling I had ever known. I whined and moaned with pleasure, letting her do what she wanted.

Is this really happening? I thought. What am I doing?

But soon the pleasure washed all my thoughts out of my head. Soon I was pulling my own ass cheeks apart to let her get her tongue further into me. I masturbated and came and Janie put it back in her mouth and drank every drop.

After that night, I started coming over first thing in the morning and staying all day. Then, in time, I even spent the night. 
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One night while we were fucking around, her ex-boyfriend John called. She didn’t waste any time throwing her new sissy friend in his face. John seemed wild to meet me. Janie said it would be fun.

“John’s obsessed with sissies,” she said after she agreed and hung up. “We’re going to blow him away. One look at you and he won’t believe his eyes.”

She spent a lot of time getting me dolled up. I loved the attention but was nervous to let anyone else see me in this state. Usually, we just stayed inside her place. No one else but her had seen the sissy side of me. But the fact that she kept telling me he loved ‘girls that looked like me’ put me at ease.

“We’ll drive straight there,” she said. “No one will know you are a sissy. They will just think we are two hot bitches going for a ride.”

I liked that. It puts me at ease. And it was true. No one noticed at all. We got looks but no one said anything. It took less than ten minutes. We parked in front of an apartment building and went inside, taking the stairs to the top floor. His place was at the end of the hallway. She knocked and he opened the door like he had been waiting for us.

I nervously shifted back and forth in my slutty skirt, stockings, and heels. 

“You two look incredible,” he said. 

He was tall and muscular, wearing a tight black shirt and jeans with no shoes. He was clean-shaven and had piercing blue eyes and a dazzling smile. He was really good looking. It shocked me.

“John,” Janie said, “meet Brianna the sissy.”

He let out a low whistle of approval. I felt a tingle of pride and blushed.

“Well, don’t just stand there,” he said. “One of my neighbors is likely to snatch you looking like that.”

“Like what?” Janie challenged him.

“Like the two hottest sluts in the city,” John said.

That made her happy. She went in and I followed. John led us to his room without another word. The moment we were inside the room together alone, he shut closed the door behind us and locked it. My heart skipped a beat in my chest, and I let out a little sigh.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
My S/ssy Ecstasy

“ AR

\ ‘ - y
w4

{
/
4
(4
A
o
g






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





