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I know it’s wrong what I do, but I can’t help it. I blame it on my college days and the job I held. It was a perfect job for me really. I didn’t need to do anything other than live. I mean when you house sit, you do just that, you live in the house and make sure nothing nefarious occurs. I did that. I was good at my job. No one can say differently. Mrs. Elthridge never complained. In fact, she had me sit at her posh home over my entire college years. It enabled me to keep from having to flip burgers. She paid well, and I could study, have a social life, do whatever I wanted basically. While some of my college pals were tethered to the local burger joints, I could always say yes to adventures when I wasn’t studying. So really, I blame Mrs. Elthridge for my current obsession, and she has no clue why.

I blow out the breath as I dig for the panties in my drawer. I’m very private and when I first started this venture, I had to find creative ways to hide it from my roommate. Again, Mrs. Ethridge and her dresser full of fun colorful silk underthings captured my attention back in college. I was a good boy for a while, house sitting and trying not to pry into her things. One evening, boredom set in. A college man who is bored is a bad thing, especially if he tends to get horny easily too. That was me. I tried to ignore her posh master suite and when I house sat, I made the guest room with the adjoining bathroom my place. I only entered the master suite to do a once weekly dusting and vacuum. Her bureau called to me, the lovely French Proventil dresser that stood on four curved legs. Curved and soft like Mrs. Elthridge. I couldn’t  help myself as I tiptoed to the bureau and opened the top drawer and right there in an array of colors were neatly folded pairs of silk panties. I remember the first time I ran my hand over the top, the thrill I felt in my pants. It was almost like handing a drug addict some crack.

It started with just one pair. The royal blue pair felt especially soft and the silk clung to my skin so nicely. I wasn’t going to make it a habit. It was just going to be a quick kinky thing I did, a memory I made. I removed my shorts and briefs fast enough and slide into the cool panties. I was a manly man, really. I didn’t think of myself as feminine at all, not even a spec. But when I slid the panties all the way up and nestled my man goods within, something transformed over me. I liked it. I loved how it felt on my skin, especially on my sac and cock. I can’t describe how it felt, but it was like magically wearing melted butter that both clung to me and yet allowed me to breathe in a way I had never felt in the cotton briefs I’d always worn.

I distinctly remember being thrilled at having nothing to do that entire rainy weekend. I moved about the posh home in nothing but that pair of royal blue silk panties. My cock stayed stiff, but I wanted it to build up, so I didn’t take care of it right away. Instead I relished in the feeling of being so naughty and thoroughly loved having the clothing against my skin. By the end of the day I couldn’t take it any longer. I had aimed to take off the pair and hand wash it and replace it. No harm no foul. But by the time I made it to the laundry room, the fabric had rubbed me just right.

Groaning deeply, I rubbed the outside of the panties, my cock nearly came out of the top. Precum stained the fabric and I couldn’t stop myself. My hand moved faster over the silky-smooth fabric. I enjoyed it as I lurched forward and dumped my load causing a frothy mess within the garment. 

I thought perhaps after peeling out of the panties and hand washing the fine unmentionables, I’d be over it. Nope, that wasn’t the case. Come Monday morning I was rifling in Mrs. Elthridge’s drawer for another pair and wore them to class that day. It started a habit. 

The first time I entered the mall with the intent of buying silk panties, I didn’t even think twice about it. I marched right to the women’s lingerie store and asked the clerk where the silkies were. She happily pointed to the area and I walked over there like I knew what I was doing. Of course, the sales clerk followed me and asked if I was buying a gift for my wife or girlfriend. Good one! She made it up for me, so I didn’t have to.

“Yes, for my girlfriend. She’s this size,” I said and told her the size. 

After that, she left me to fill the little hand held basket with as many pairs as I wanted. I didn’t have a girlfriend and the next time I was ready for more panties; I discovered the women’s lingerie shops online. I had to be sneaky about that because the name of the website was splashed on the box and the students who worked at the college post office saw it. I was glad to graduate and move on with my business degree. Now I live in a condo on the East side of the city, complete with a view of the harbor. I shop to my heart’s desire for women’s panties and they are delivered right to my door. No one says a word about it.

My favorite online lingerie shop had a sale with matching chemises last month. I was giddy as I ordered a dozen sets, all matching. Instead of wearing a white tee shirt or a muscle shirt under my dress shirts, I wear a matching chemise with the ladies’ panties on my ass. On the exterior I’m a polished real estate agent, wearing a button up shirt and occasionally a tie. On cooler days I may pull on a suitcoat but normally it’s just the shirt and tie. 

No one knows, not one single soul, that I wear women’s underwear. At least no one has said anything if they had noticed it. Not that it’s their business. I mean, I’m twenty-six and capable of dressing myself however I want. I wouldn’t say I’m a cross-dresser, because I’m not. I just enjoy the finer fabrics against my skin. I haven’t found decent men’s tee shirts or muscle shirts in soft silk. And certainly, men’s underwear is cut and sewn differently than men’s underwear is. I’m thankful the real estate office has a single men’s and a single women’s restroom. Just one toilet, a door and a lock. It’s difficult to use a urinal when I’m in the panties. I stopped doing that long ago. If I’m out and about I’ll go inside a stall for privacy. It’s just that simple. It’s the price I pay to wear the fine women’s unmentionables under my clothing. I figure someday I’ll find a good woman who will be understanding about my fetish. Until then, I enjoy life as a single male. 

I smile as I approach the office secretary, Maddie. She has bins on the front of her desk labeled with each agent’s name. I spy my name, Carson Spender, and grab the folder.

“How are you doing today, doll?” I ask as I wink at her. I feel the upper hand on the twenty-three-year-old secretary, as she’s fresh from her year of business certification. Mr. Ditmore felt her an asset to our team being that she understood business. She’s also single. Her greens eyes peer at me as if she’s trying to look through me.

“I’m wonderful, Carson, thanks for asking.” She doesn’t ask me how I’m doing, and I pout over her lack of etiquette at asking me that simple question. I rather enjoy banter with her.

Maddie slides the papers across the desk. “Oh yeah, you need to sign these too,” she says. Her eyes narrow. When she withdraws her hand, she brushes against a small tin of pens and pencils which spill onto the floor. “Oh drat, I’m such a klutz.”

I stumble around her desk to help pick up the writing utensils. She’s not moving to pick them up but watches me intently as I bend over. Perhaps she’s into me and she’s ogling my ass. I can always hope. I smile as I settle the pens and pencils back into the
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