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It was Friday night, and I was home alone again when it all began. It had been a long week at work, and I needed some alone time. My work sucks. I’ve been there for six years, ever since I graduated high school, but I’ve only gotten a dollar fifty raise in that time, a single quarter more per hour. I’ve watched the rest of the people there thrive, especially the guys my age. For some reason I’m treated like a beta cuck.

They openly talk shit to me and if I complain they tell me I’m ‘being a girl’ about it. Don’t get all emotional, they tease. Your mascara will run. Then they laugh and high-five each other. 

I’ve gotten used to it. I don’t complain anymore. I just nod and smile and say good one before going back to my office. The women sneer at me. The guys taunt me every chance they get. My boss, Todd, thinks it is all good for business. He calls it healthy competition and sibling rivalry. I call it hell.

But I still haven’t gone looking for a new job. Every year I think I will when I see that quarter raise after my performance review. It’s just that the thought of starting over somewhere new scares me. How do I know that it will be any different than how things are at my job now? What if they are worse? 

I’d tell myself that there was still time for things to change for the better. I’d tell myself that good things were in my future. I’d give myself little pep talks in the mirror in the morning then drink myself to sleep at night. It was a sad time in my life. I didn’t realize I was depressed at the time, but looking back I don’t see how it could be called anything else.

Still, in my heart of hearts, I believed that things would get better. And they did, eventually, but first came that fateful Friday night.

I was in no mood to deal with being shot down at a bar. I didn’t feel like getting dressed up and standing in a line. I didn’t feel like fighting with other guys for girls who would laugh at me when I tried to hit on them. I’d nursed plenty of overpriced beers while leaning against the wall in clubs and gone home lonely and horny to masturbate to online porn. 

I decided instead to do laundry. I got there right after work and was done and home on my couch in about two hours. The night was still young. I had a fresh six pack of my favorite beer. I drank two in a row and felt a nice buzz then cracked a third one open to sip. I was watching a dumb sitcom but not paying too much attention to it as I folded my clothes. I got through everything in the laundry basket and then my fingers grazed them; soft, lacy women’s panties.

I sat up and stared at the pink panties in disbelief. My mind could not fathom how something so sexy and delicate and feminine was in my basket. 

“Fuck those are some sexy panties,” I said to myself.

I picked them up and held them in front of my face, marveling at the bows and lace and all the work that had gone into a tiny garment that most people would never see, and if they did, wouldn’t pay that much attention. Just holding them made me feel strange, but in a good way, like I was doing something naughty, and I was excited about it. I felt my cock stir in my shorts. 

“That’s a surprise,” I said.

I brought the panties to my face and sniffed them. I guess I thought I would smell pussy, but, of course, they were freshly washed and smelled like my fabric softener. A little part of me was sad not to smell sex on them. I imagined what it would be like if some hot chick had gotten fucked hard and taken a hot load of cum then put them on and went home. That got me more excited. I leaned in, letting myself fantasize.

How many times have these panties been drenched in body fluids? How many times have they had sperm on them? What if she fucked lots of guys in these panties? 

Judging by how naughty the panties were, I knew the previous owner was a dirty slut. What other reason could she have to own such naughty panties?

“Well,” I said, turning them over in my fingers, feeling the silky material, “whoever you were, you are going to miss these sexy panties.”

It wasn’t like I could bring them back to the laundry spot and tack them on the wall. Best case scenario, no one would say anything. Worst case, people would think I stole them, that I was a creep, a panty thief. I went to the place at least once a week. I didn’t need anyone thinking that I was a perverted criminal.

I decided to throw them out, but not right away. I drank another beer, and then another one. I had a solid buzz and was feeling good. I had stopped watching television and started watching porn on my phone. After a while I saw a woman wearing panties like the pair I had found. I watched as she teased her lover before he tore them off and jammed his face in her ass. I skipped to another clip and saw another hot slut in sexy panties get fucked with them still on. Her lover just pulled them to the side and slid his rock-hard cock into her. 

I scrolled through several videos and ended up on one where the girl had the same kind of panties on but in a different color. Hers were red, not pink, but they looked the same in nearly every other way. She was bent over, showing off her gorgeous ass, looking back over her shoulder, like she is waiting to be penetrated. I was fully erect after seeing that. I pulled my pants down and jacked off with the panties in my hand, savoring the feeling of the silky material on my sensitive shaft.

Then the girl turned around and I saw the front of her panties had a bulge in them. I looked from her pretty, feminine face to her small, perky, all natural breasts, and then back to her panties. She hooked her thumbs into the elastic and pulled them down to reveal a small but hard cock and beneath it small pink shaved balls. At first, I didn’t understand what I was seeing. Then it hit me like a slap to the face – she was trans!

I was shocked. My mouth hung open in surprise. She was so hot. How could she be a guy?

The sheer coincidence of it struck me as well. It killed me that she had the same panties on that I had found in my laundry basket. It was like a sign from the universe. The idea immediately came to me to try on the panties and see if I looked as good in them as the hot transgender slut in the video. Fortunately, I make enough to have my own place. It is small and old, and everything is falling apart, but it is mine, a safe space where I can be myself without fear of judgement. 

I stripped down and pulled the sexy panties on, loving the way the silky material felt as it grazed my legs. I could not believe how easy it was. They fit! I pulled them on and adjusted myself, loving the way the soft fabric felt hugging my ass, how it gently cradled my cock and balls. 

“Wow,” I said, truly amazed. 

I walked around and was immediately struck by how incredible it felt having those sexy panties stroke and caress my most sensitive parts as I moved. That was it. I knew I was going to wear women’s panties around my place when I was home from that moment on. Why go back to being just okay when you could feel blissed out with each step?

I beat off and ejaculated way faster and harder than normal, but I like kinky stuff, so I didn’t think much of it. I noticed I didn’t want to get any of my body fluids on them. I was going out of my way to keep them nice. 

“It’s just a phase,” I told myself as I went to sleep naked.
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In the morning, I put them back on after taking a leak and went back to bed wearing them. It just felt right but I don’t know why. It made sense in my mind. I spent the weekend wearing them and masturbating and watching transgender porn online. It was one of my better weekends. When it came time to go back to work, I wished I could take my vacation early.

It got so that being at work was like a dream. I would fantasize about being at home wearing my panties all day long. I stopped noticing the teasing and the taunts. I stopped paying attention to anything outside of my fantasy world. Days went by faster and I got more done, but I didn’t care about career advancement. I only cared about getting home and putting on the panties, being my new self, sexy and unafraid and free.

I guess you could say that I had a bad case of sissy panty fever.

At first all I could do was walk around my own apartment. It felt good to wear the silky material to feel it cup my balls and my cock to feel it ride up my crack with every step. I got used to wearing them around the house. I would put them on at night before I went to bed and have a drink. I'd watch television in them. 

But no matter how long I wore them, I never got used to the sensation. I never became desensitized to it. That lovely feeling of having my privates cradled by silky soft feminine panties. What a rush it was, especially in those first few days. 

It was about a week or two of this before I finally stepped outside wearing them. Of course, no one knew that I had them off. I pulled my sweatpants up over them and made sure the panties rode low on my hips. I did not want anyone to see me wearing them. I just got a kinky thrill at the idea of being able to wear them in public. Under my clothes was something so delicate, so sexy, so deliciously feminine, that just the sight of it would unravel most men.

They have no idea what they are missing, I thought.

My first trip was just out to the apartment mailbox and back. No big deal. Nothing to be excited about. And yet, the entire trip I felt like I was buzzing, like I might leap out of my own skin and excitement. I was semi hard but, fortunately for me, the panties were doing a good job of keeping my boner pegged to my body and making it hard to see my bulge through the sweatpants.

I remember the first few steps having a panic attack and wanting to turn around and run back to my apartment and lock myself inside. Instead, I went slowly walking with deliberate steps and savoring the feeling I had come to love so much. It felt amazing to be able to do it outside of my house. I wondered if I'd be able to get away with it every day. 

“Hey, Todd,” a voice called behind me. 

I wheeled around in surprise to see my neighbor Tim. He had a pleasant smile and was holding a briefcase in one hand and his keys in the other as he let himself into his apartment. My heart felt like it was beating out of my chest. 

Oh, God, I thought. He knows I thought he has to know. 

Then another calm voice took over inside of my head. 

How could he know? There's no way I told myself. 

I forced myself to smile, feeling like my heart had been replaced by a wild rabbit in an old metal cage hopped up on espresso. 

“Hey, Tim,” I said back, trying to sound calm. “How are things?”

He shrugged his shoulders inside. 

“Oh, you know,” he said. “Work sucks and the dating scene in this city is abysmal. Not like it was much better in Houston.”

I nodded along like I knew what he meant, but really all I could think about was the tingle at the tip of my cock, and how hard I was getting. A small part of me fantasized that he would invite me in and ask to make out while we rolled around in his bed, me still wearing the underwear. 

“You having any luck out there?” he asked, a smile crossing his face. 

He looked like he was about to wink at me. That made my heart race even faster. I could feel my mouth getting dry. 

He knows, I told myself. Any moment he is going to ask you why you're wearing women's panties.

But he just stared at me instead. Waiting for me to reply. 

Get it together, I told myself, willing myself back to reality. I shifted my hips and felt the incredibly soft material caress my balls like soft, warm fingers. 

“I hear you,” I said back. “It's rough out there.” 

He nodded and laughed a light chuckle. 

“Let me know if you find anybody that's got a twin or a sister or a roommate that's worth going out with,” he said. “I'm going to grab a bite to eat scarf down something on my way to the gym. Catch you later.”

“Yeah, man,” I said. “Catch you later buddy.”

I watched as he went into his apartment and shut the door closing and locking it behind him. A new queer thrill raced through me. He didn't know. He had no idea. He was completely oblivious to it. 

I'm getting away with it, I thought. If he didn’t know than neither will anyone else. I can’t believe this is happening!

With Tim out of the way, I continued down the apartment hallway to the mailboxes. They were all in one area for the apartment buildings, and it was usually crowded. The place was even busier than usual since work had just ended and lots of people were on their way home. It felt thrilling to know that none of them had a clue that I was wearing the sexiest sluttiest pink women's panties underneath my sweatpants.

I said hello to several neighbors who said hi back to me. I was testing the waters. I even took my time on the way back, switching my route to swing by the pool and see who was outside by the barbecues as well. By the time I got back inside my apartment and shut and lock the door my pulse was racing, and my cock was rock hard. I barely had the door closed and locked before my sweatpants were down and I was rubbing my firm tumescence right over the top of the silky material. I could see pearly liquid leaking through from the slit of my aroused member, soiling my special garment.

I thought about all the people I had seen on my walk and how none of them knew. That made me even harder. I jacked off right there spitting on my hand and even jamming a finger in my own ass and excitement. I imagined Todd was watching me the whole time telling me what a sick bitch I was but how hot I looked in my dirty fucking panties. I came so hard my whole body trembled and I had to sit down for fear I would pass out. It took me several minutes to catch my breath. 

The next time I went out in the panties I was emboldened by my previous success. I walked to the parking lot, got in my car, started it up, and drove out of the apartment building garage to the busy city street. I had on a pair of jeans and a thin T-shirt. Underneath my jeans, of course, I had on my sexiest pair of panties. I felt anxious for the whole walk down the hallway, but once I was in the car and driving around, it was no big deal at all.

No one has a clue, I thought to myself. Just be cool. 

I drove around for a while and stopped and got fast food. I pulled through the drive-in, got my order and drove to a nearby park where I stopped and ate it in my car. There were very few people around, just a few guys playing soccer in the park. I watched them as I ate my food and an unusual urge came over me. I unbuckled my belt and unzipped my jeans pulling the fly open to show off my sexy fucking panties. No one could see me unless they came right up to the car, and I would have plenty of time to cover up if that happened.

God, they look so fucking hot, I thought to myself. Why does this turn me on so much? 

The guys kicked the ball back and forth and yelled to each other in Spanish. I crumpled up my fast-food wrappers and put them away in the bag chucking in my passenger side seat. I was just watching the guys kick the ball back and forth when I got another urge. I pulled down my jeans to my ankles. Lifting my ass up slightly as I did and setting my cheeks on my soft seat cushion. 

“Fuck,” I moaned.

To anyone looking at me, I looked like a guy sitting in his car enjoying a lunch break, maybe thinking about smoking a joint. But, if they came up on the car, they would notice I had my pants all the way down and was wearing the sexiest pair of women's underwear they'd ever seen in their life with my dick fully hard in them. I reached a hand up under my shirt and pinched my nipples in excitement. They were rock hard. 

I'm such a dirty little fucking slut. I thought to myself. God, I wish I could just beat off right now and come all over myself while these guys watched. 

I imagine them gathering around the car as I pulled my hard cock out and began to stroke it, staring in wonder at my beautiful dick and erection. 

They'd like it, I told myself. They'd like every fucking second of it. They wouldn't be able to turn away from me. 

I fantasize for a moment as I let my hands slide down into my silky panties and slip under the waistband, so my fingertips grazed my hot dick. I bit my lip and winced in excitement. I could feel a rush of heat moving from my groin up through me that made me arch my back and gasp with pleasure. 

Just the thought of these men gathering around, watching me touch myself in women's underwear, was enough to almost trigger and send me off spurting hot joy juice out. I pictured a fountain of hot creamy semen blasting from me, my balls emptying all over myself while I whined and cried like a little bitch fingering my own asshole and they watched cheering me on the entire time.

I was overwhelmed with the urge to jack off right then and there. 

“I’ve got to get out of here,” I told myself. “I’ve got to get home or at least someplace safe where I can take care of this erection.” 

I didn't think I'd be able to make it home in time, so I drove around the far side of the park to where the bathrooms were. I pulled my pants up before I did, just in case anyone walked past my car and looked inside or if they were driving a truck and could see down into the interior of my car. I didn't want them to see my cock. I didn't want them to see my panties. I didn't want to get arrested. But I was really getting off on all of this. 
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I parked at this space closest to the bathroom and hurried inside. Fortunately for me, it was the middle of the work week at lunchtime and there was no one around. I had the place to myself. I hurried into a stall and closed it behind me, locking the door. My fingers were shaking and my heart was jackhammering in my chest. I felt like I could almost not catch my breath. I felt almost like I was high on drugs. I was totally turned on. I felt like I was doing something really secret and dirty, like I was shoplifting panties! 

I pulled down my pants fumbling with my belt to get them off as fast as I could and whip my cock through the side of my silky panties. I jerked off hard and fast not wasting any time not wanting to get caught. But as I jerked off, I couldn't help but fantasize about what it would be like if someone were to come along and find me. 
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