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Chapter One
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I’ve got a confession to make. I am a sissy slut. I have been a long time. I just didn’t realize it. It started with fantasizing about sex with men in secret back when I was still dating women. I would see a hot guy at the gym or the mall or while I was out in public and later, I would picture them forcing me to my knees, making me suck them off, calling me dirty names, then praising me for how good I was at it all.

I didn’t want to like it, but I could not deny that I did. I began ejaculating so hard and so intensely that I would be calm and docile after for hours on end. The more degrading and forceful and controlling they were in my fantasy, the more they forced me to submit and suck their cocks and take a huge load of sperm in my mouth, the harder I ejaculated. 

I began stretching the fantasy out. Before long I was fingering my asshole while I masturbated to the dark fantasy. Then, I began eating my own sperm load. I loved pretending it was my fantasy lover’s hot load. I loved the feeling of shame and arousal I felt breaking all the rules, chasing the taboo pleasures.

As time went by the fantasy began to include them, forcing me to wear women’s panties. Then it wasn’t just panties, it was stockings and a bra. Then it was sexy high heels and jewelry. Then it was a full face of makeup and styling my hair and wearing wigs and painting my nails.

All throughout they forced me to use a high voice as if I was a woman. They forced me to act feminine and submissive. They totally dominated me. And I burned with lust and shame and loved it.

The forced feminization fantasies grew as I kept at it until they were just as important to the fantasy as the man was. The fantasies could feel real to me if I let myself fall all the way into them. But, as time passed, they were not enough. I didn’t want to imagine that I was wearing panties. I wanted to actually wear them!

It took me a while to work up the nerve. I went to the bank and took out a few hundred dollars. I went to a clothing store that served both men and women. I had never been there before. I wore a baseball cap and prayed not to bump into anyone I knew. My heart pounded in my chest. I was nervous. I thought everyone knew what I was up to and that someone would call me out. But even that turned me on! 

I went straight to the women’s section. I rummaged through the clearance rack for cute dresses in my size, skirts, tops, and bikini’s. I put a few pairs of high heels in different colors in my cart. I added stockings, grabbing several varieties and colors of them as well. 

I also grabbed makeup and brushes and press on nails and makeup remover and a couple shades of nail polish. Then I spent some time picking out bra and pantie sets.

I was buzzing with excitement by the time I got to the register to check out. I did my best not to make eye contact with anyone. No one said anything about my cart being full of women’s clothing and beauty products. Still my heart jack hammered in my chest. 

“Next,” the cashier called out and I walked up to them and began unloading my cart.

They took the security tags off the items and cut off tags for me as they rang up my purchase. I didn’t say anything. I prayed it would go quickly but it felt like it took forever and a day. I was sure at any moment someone from my work or one of my ex’s or a childhood friend would walk in and ask what I was doing.

My cashier gave me the total, and I felt relief as I handed him a wad of cash with trembling fingers. He gave me change and a receipt and I walked out with a big bag of fun. I made a beeline to my car and put the items in the trunk. 

I got in and took several breaths to calm my nerves before starting up my car and driving back home. Once I was parked, I looked around to make sure no one was watching me. I grabbed the contraband from the trunk and went straight into my house, shutting and locking myself inside. 

I was alone. I could have gone through my bag of chick stuff right there. I was still so nervous and excited and scared that I didn’t open the bag and look inside until I was locked in my bedroom. I put it on the bed and unpacked my items one at a time. With each one I laid on the bed, I felt my arousal grow until my erection painfully pressed against my restrictive jeans. I took them off then took off my underwear too. My cock wagged happily like a puppy’s tail, pink and excited. 

The first thing I tried on was a pair of pink lace-trimmed thong panties. It felt like they were calling out to me, luring me in. My eyes locked on and I could not look away. My hands reached for them, pulling them off the end and up to my face for a better look. I had picked them up in the lingerie and intimates’ section. 

They were soft and sleek with a high-leg cut and minimal back coverage because of the thong. They were lightweight and stretchable for comfort. I knew they would feel good going on and I was excited to try them on. I could not help but feel that anything this sexy would transform me. Little did I know!

The central body of the panty was made from a silky, smooth knit fabric, while the lace edges gave it a feminine texture. The contrast between the solid fabric and the ornate lace enhanced the visual appeal and added a slightly more luxurious feel. The panties felt like something I had bought at an upscale boutique despite having bought them on sale at a cheap clothing store.

The lace formed a delicate floral pattern on the thin-edged garment of roses and leaves, giving the underwear a feminine and romantic look that made me dizzy. The lace sat at the edges of the front panel and around the hips, creating a contrast between the smooth body fabric and the intricate lace edges. The lace was not uniform mesh but patterned with tiny blossoms and petal shapes, giving it a romantic, embroidered-like appearance rather than simple netting.

At the top of the panties on the front was a little pink rose blossom made from spun silk. In the back the panties featured a flirty cut-out with lace accenting the opening and another silk rose blossom affixed on the thin strip of fabric above it.

I stripped naked then slowly slid the panties on. I was shaking all over. My cock was drooling dick juice in excitement, but I didn’t care if I got my new panties dirty. One way or another, they were going to get broken in. I let out a long gasp as I pulled them up, feeling the soft material stroke the insides of my thighs then hug my ass and cup my shaved cock and balls.

They feel amazing, I thought, heart pounding, unable to speak. Why did I wait so long to do this?

I looked down in amazement at the panties with my fully erect cock sticking out the top, leaking clear sex juice on the delicate fabric. I went to the bathroom and stared at myself in them in the mirror, turning around to see how the thong went up my ass then back to see the panties cradle my sensitive boy parts.

The lacework softly outlined the silhouette and drew the eye without covering the entire front. The lace itself was somewhat sheer and open-worked, giving teases of skin through the floral motif and making them feel airy and delicate against my body.

I stared at myself for a long time in those panties before going back and trying on several outfits. I spent all night playing dress-up. I also went online and learned how to apply the makeup I bought. By the end of the evening, I was attempting to walk in heels around my house with a wig on in a dress and bra and panties with a full face of makeup. 

I stripped back down to the panties and masturbated on my bed in them. With my nails and the makeup and that sexy underwear, it didn’t take long to climax. A fountain of pearly white sperm erupted from the tip of my hard cock and sprayed all over me. I cried out like a bitch in heat as my body violently shook from the intensity of my orgasm. 

I coated my stomach and chest in my hot milky load, bucking my hips with my eyes locked on my firing tool. 

I imagined another man, my dream lover, was ejaculating on me at that moment instead and ripples of pleasure vibrated through me from head to toe. I fell on my back panting and used my manicured fingers to feed myself my own semen, dragging them through the ample ejaculate to coat them then bringing them to my open lips and twitching tongue and sucking them into my mouth.

“Mmmm,” I purred as I licked the oily salty musky spunk from my fingers. 

I loved the way it tasted and the texture. I loved how it smelled and rubbed it on my face until all I could smell was sperm. I imagined what it would be like to have a man shoot his sperm directly into my mouth and down my throat. An aftershock of bliss tingled through my body at the thought.

I took some of the sperm and used it to finger my ass, loving the way the bodily fluid lubricated my asshole. I fantasized about what it would feel like to have a man ejaculate a huge load of sperm directly into my asshole until it flooded my insides and leaked out. The thought did more than make me shiver, it made me jerk with pleasure.

I didn’t bother to get cleaned up. I fell asleep covered in my own sex fluids with sperm on my face and belly and chest, on my lips, in my mouth, and up my ass, dressed in panties with makeup and nails. My release had been so great that my mind went completely empty, the intense pleasure knocking all thoughts from my head. I slept deep and did not dream and woke up wondering why I was wearing panties.

It wasn’t until I saw the bag of women’s clothing on the floor next to the stuff that I had left out that it all came back to me. I dragged myself out of the bed and padded to the bathroom to relieve myself. My morning wood stretched the front of my sexy panties. I pulled my cock free and let my morning water flow. I caught my reflection in the mirror as I went and saw I still had makeup on. It had felt like a dream but now I knew it was real. 

I got excited about playing dress up again.

I had to talk myself out of calling in sick. I cleaned up and removed all my makeup and the nails, showered, then got dressed like a man again. I put on a dress shirt and slacks and a suit jacket but not before putting back on my favorite new panties. Despite having several new ones to choose from, I still wasn’t done with them. 

The day passed in a blur. I answered emails, went to meetings, talked to clients, listened to gossip at the water cooler, and did all the things I normally did, including going to lunch at my favorite spot and seeing guys I knew from other companies in the area and got along with.

No one suspected anything was off. I avoided the bathroom and when I did go, I made sure to use the big stall and tuck my panties into my slacks so no one could see them, even if they snuck a peak under the stall. 

A female coworker named Karen did ask me what was different about me, but I shrugged it off and said I didn’t know. The truth was that I was on cloud nine with that sexy fabric hugging my ass and cock and balls. 

I loved having a sexy secret. I loved walking around, feeling like a sexy sissy slut in my hot new panties, while people just saw the plain old version of me and had no idea. It was dirty and taboo. 

What would happen if I got caught? Would they call me a pervert? Would I get fired? Would whoever caught me tell the whole office that I was a crossdressing sissy faggot in women’s panties? Would they all laugh at me and call me names?

The idea scared me, but it also excited me in a strange way that I had never felt before. I found myself thinking that any of those things would be hot in their own way. Then I began fantasizing about things I had never let myself think about at work before.

What if one of my male coworkers or my staff manager or my big boss were to catch me in these sexy panties? What if the sight of them turned them on as much as wearing them turned me on? 

What if they got rough and demanded that I get on my knees and suck their cocks? What if they pushed me up against the wall and yanked my pants down and jammed their hard cocks up my ass and fucked me and filled me with their hot cum?

My nighttime only fantasies threatened to derail me getting anything done and almost guarantee that someone would catch me. I had to force myself to stay focused. I let out a sigh of relief when I got home, locking myself back in my house. I stripped off all my male clothes and walked around in just my panties a while before putting on a skirt and a sexy top. 

I put my nails back on as I made dinner and then switched to lingerie to curl up on the couch and watch television. An hour later, I was back in bed, masturbating and fucking myself and watching gangbang porn until I climaxed. I ate my sperm and passed out again.

This cycle continued, with me sneaking panties at work, then getting dolled up at night all week, then staying in character all weekend. I switched panties but often came back to wearing my favorite pair, my magic sissy panties that made me feel like my true self. It stopped feeling like a game or a kink and began to feel like my new identity. 

Weeks went by. My taste in porn changed. I began to watch lots of sissy and transgender porn. I watched sissy hypnosis videos for hours on end and dreamed of taking things further. I gave myself a sissy name – Rose – after my favorite pair of sissy panties.

I knew it wouldn’t be long before I took things further. I was right. It wasn’t.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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I was back at the department store when I met Bella. I had one another pair of sexy panties, with a mostly see-through front and a huge lace butterfly over my shaved limp sissy clit. In the back, the panties rode up my hips, making another sexy and feminine butterfly in the back. It was risky wearing them out. If I bent over the wrong way, my low-cut jeans would slip down, and my shirt would pull up and give away my secret. But that made it all the more fun. 

I liked the idea of getting caught. If a man saw me and gave me any recognition, I would use it later when I masturbated and fantasize, he dragged me into the storeroom or out to his truck and had his way with me. The idea of a man getting turned on and then calling me a faggot or a sissy or a cocksucker sent shivers through me. 

What I wouldn’t give to have a big, burly, muscular man force me to my knees and demand I suck his cock, I thought, fighting back the feeling of tingling in my crotch at the idea.

I had begun to live more and more in my own little fantasy world. There were times I had trouble distinguishing it from reality. The deeper I let myself go, the less I wanted to return to the old me. I wanted to be a sissy all the time. I wanted to go out in public dressed as a sexy woman and have men flirt with me and women give me jealous looks.

I had come back to the store in hopes of finding a slinky night club dress, something in black with straps and sequins, something racy but feminine, something men would want to tear off me like a spoiled kid with a coveted birthday present. I found one that I thought would look amazing on me. I also grabbed a couple tops and a new pack of panties. 

“There is no way I am coming to the store and not getting more panties,” I mumbled to myself.

Then I made a decision that changed everything. Instead of just buying the stuff with the wad of cash I had brought along, I decided to try the dress on. I already had panties on and would be able to get a good sense of how it would look. I grabbed heels as well to complete the look. 

I slipped into the first available booth without making eye contact with the staff. No doubt they would wonder why I needed to try on ladies clothing if they were just for my girlfriend.

I closed the door and shut myself inside the booth and could feel my heart beating faster than it ever had before. It felt like I had just run a mile as fast as I could. How was I going to walk out of the small room with all the clothing? 

“Stupid, stupid, stupid,” I muttered to myself. “I should have at least grabbed a pair of men’s jeans and brought them in with me. That way, I could have said I was trying them on and just buying the other stuff for my girlfriend.”

I put the clothes on the chair and stripped down quickly. Looking down at my panties I saw that my cock was mostly hard and leaking pearly white sissy fluid through the butterfly, making it glisten. I shivered with pleasure, fighting the urge to jack off as I slipped into the heels.

Keep it together, I told myself. I wiped the tip of my dick and licked the slick fluid off my fingers, loving the taste.

“Mmmm,” I purred to myself, catching my reflection in the mirror wearing just heels and panties, eating my own sex juices. “You dirty little dick lover.”

I slipped on the dress and was amazed by how well it fit. I liked the way it hugged my hips. I wanted to spray myself with perfume and put on my makeup. I strutted back and forth, heels clicking as I did. I bent over and looked back at my reflection. I was so turned on. I pulled the dress off, seeing how easily it would be for a man to rip it off me before taking me.

I was leaning over when the door came slightly open. A woman with a gorgeous face walked in and closed it behind her, locking it with a sliding metal bar. I had not seen the lock. I felt my heart drop. I was screwed and I knew it. I was a man in semen-stained panties and high heels trying on women’s clothing at the store.
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