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I won’t lie. High school was hell for me. The girls didn't want anything to do with me, at least, not any that I tried to date. And the guys were all pretty much jerks. I’d known most of them my whole life and they’d picked on me and treated me differently for being smaller than them and having long hair and what they called feminine tendencies.

I had no interest in sports or politics or geeky clubs. I was a loner living in my secret world. I liked to read fantasy books, watch movies and shows, and play video games. That was about it. My parents were worried about me, especially after my older sister went to an Ivy League college. I had no intention of spending more time in school. I had no interest in higher education. I'm pretty sure they thought I would live forever in their basement.

After graduation, I'd picked up a job in the city waiting tables. They were relieved to see me show interest in something, even if they didn’t understand why I had to go out of town to do a gig I could easily get where I lived. It was an hour's drive from where I lived with my parents, but it felt like a different world, so I was drawn to it. Best of all, I never saw anyone I knew until I went home again. Most of them thought the city was scary and filled with crime, and it could be, but I quickly learned it was full of dreams as well.

I met Samantha when I was waiting tables on a lunch shift. I was instantly drawn in by her astonishing beauty. I spent more time than normal hovering and eavesdropping. I noticed her and her friend checking me out, which made me feel more confident. 

I'd been refilling her Chardonnay, making excuses to gawk at the supermodel hot thirty-year-old, when she'd remarked to her equally gorgeous girlfriend that she was done with therapy and that all she needed to get out of her current funk was to suck a big juicy cock. 

I shouldn’t have said anything. I should have pretended I didn’t hear her. I should have set the bottle down and walked away.

Instead, I found myself joking that I got off at three. Her girlfriend let out a pervy little laugh but Samantha studied me with a curious smile. 

She’s considering it, I thought, praying that she wasn’t about to roast me instead.

I excused myself and went to check on my other tables. I thought I'd blown it when they flagged me down and asked me for the check.

“That was so stupid,” I muttered under my breath. “Now she’s probably going to get me fired.”

But she didn’t talk to my manager or anyone else before she left. I went to pick up the check and saw that, in addition to a wonderful tip, she’d written me a note with her address, telling me to drop by.

I debated whether or not to take her up on her offer for the rest of my shift. I was a virgin and feeling desperate as hell to change that. I also didn't see many opportunities like this coming my way. Most of my life I'd been picked on and ridiculed by girls and boys alike and now some hot older woman was ready to give me a blowie. 

“You’d be crazy to turn it down,” I told myself as I drove to her place. 

The front door to her large one-story ranch-style home was open when I arrived. I wandered in calling out and getting a reply from somewhere deeper inside. I found her in the bedroom watching porn on a laptop and wearing nothing but a nightie.

“If you want to ever fuck me and be more than a one-night stand,” Samantha began, holding her laptop up for me to see gangbang porn playing, “then you’re going to have to agree to do everything I say. Is that clear?”

She looked incredible and I could feel the blood making my cock stiff as wood.

Don’t blow this, I thought. Do what she says. You don’t want to miss the chance to fuck this hot older woman!

“Sure,” I laughed. “Tell me what to do. I can take instructions.”

It was her turn to laugh.

“Oh we will see, Princess Alexa,” she said. 

I smirked but stayed cool to show her I was a good sport.

“What’s that? Princess Alexa? My name is Alex.”

“Alexa is your secret new name, silly sissy,” she said. “When you are out in the world, waiting tables and refilling wine glasses, you can be Alex all day long. But when we are here, together, in our own special world, you will be known as my sissy in training, Alexa.”

“What is sissy training?” I asked.

“It’s where I train you to be a sexy, young, cock loving sissy, of course,” she said.

She smiled as I took in the words.

“Why would you want to do that?” 

It was all I could think of at the moment.

“I’m bored of little boy vanilla sex, Alex,” she said. “I like really kinky, taboo sex. I crave it.”

“Ah,” I said, feeling unsure of myself. 

I knew I should be leaving. I knew that I should tell her no, turn, and run for the door. The thing was my legs didn’t seem to want to go that direction. And I couldn’t stop staring at her big, pillowy, milky breasts peeking out of her silky lace nighty. And those lips. And those eyes.

And the girl in the gangbang was screaming in ecstasy as she got fucked by seven well-hung studs.

And I could feel my dick getting hard as I watched her taking cum on her back, on her face, on her tits, load after white creamy load. I stopped noticing Samantha for a moment and her comment brought me back.

“Is that so hard to understand? Is that so wrong?”

I shook my head no.

“I want someone to share my dirty fantasies with who understands them, who shares the same desires as me to be a filthy whore without remorse, without anything holding them back.”

“And you think I’m that person?” I asked.

Her emerald eyes crinkled in the corners, and she shook her strawberry-blonde curls in approval. A wickedness flashed in her eyes.

“I know you have the potential to be that person,” she said, locking her hypnotic eyes with mine. “Which is why I want you to meet me every afternoon so I can transform you into my perfect playmate. We can have so many amazing adventures together. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

It did sound nice, fucking around with a pervy older woman, so long as no one found out.

How bad could it be? I thought. I come over and play her little games with her and before long we’re fucking. It’s not like I have better things to do back home.

Still part of me fought the idea.

“What if that isn’t what I want?” I asked, almost kicking myself as the words left my mouth. 

I could see by the surprised look on her face that she hadn’t expected it.

“I mean,” I stumbled on, unsure of myself and not wanting to upset her and lose the chance of a lifetime, "what if I just want to be with you? What if I'm not capable of being as open-minded as you want me to be yet?”

She held my gaze for a moment, searching for something.

“Then I’ll have to admit that I was wrong about you,” she said. “And it would be disappointing for sure. I mean with that long, pretty hair of yours, those soft features, that slim figure, it’s like you were born to play the role of sexy little sissy.”

I rocked back and forth on my heels, still unable to go.

What are you waiting for? I thought in near panic. Tell her no and leave or she’s going to turn you into her trans sex toy.

My legs felt rooted in place. She continued her spell, enchanting me with her soothing, lyrical voice.

“I think that you are special, Alexa. I can feel it in you, waiting to come out and show the world. You are just like me. I know I can show you if you give me the chance.”

Am I really going to let her turn me into a bisexual submissive sissy just for the chance to fuck her? I asked myself. 

I was shocked at how far things had already gone.

But try as I might I could not say no to her. She held a power over me like nothing I’d ever felt. She was a witch who could see into my soul and knew the desires of my heart. 

“Was I wrong about you, my pretty Princess?” she asked.

“No,” I said, giving in to her at last.

What does it matter? I asked myself. No one will know. All you have to do is go along and let her play her games. If you don’t like it, you can walk away.

She fought back tears of joy. 

“I’m so happy to hear it,” she said. “Now, let me reward you for being such a brave girl and taking the first step with me. Everything gets easier from here.”
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Samantha restarted the gangbang scene on her laptop, setting it next to the bed so I could watch while she worked on me, then beckoned me to her. I joined her in her king-size bed feeling so excited I was practically vibrating. 

See? I told myself. It’s all just a game. Nothing to worry about.

She unbuttoned my pants and then pulled them down, revealing my leaking boner. With one move, she slurped me halfway into her mouth, moaning in delight as her tongue licked all my precum out of my cock slit. 

I gasped in surprise and let out a groan of pleasure. She was an expert cocksucker and I’d never done more than fantasize about sex. I laid back on the bed and let her have her way with me. It didn’t take long before I was bucking my hips and pumping hot cum into her pretty face and down her skilled throat.

“Fuck,” I cried out as I came. “Fuck fuck fuck. That feels so fucking good.”

She purred with my cock in her mouth still, sucking the last drops of my semen up while she toyed with my balls. The look of pure joy on her face was like nothing I'd ever imagined.

“You taste sweet, Alexa,” she said, “just like a sissy should.”

She kissed me and I didn’t mind that she had my cum in her mouth still.

It’s actually kinda hot, I thought. 

I’d never tasted my own juices before, and I was surprised that it was no big deal. She was right. It tasted sweet and kinda salty. It was nice the way my sperm coated our tongues as we kissed. I stayed rock-hard despite having just blown the biggest load. Part of me was praying she'd fuck me, but I had to settle for just a blow job.

She got up and closed her laptop. The sound of the girl getting railed instantly died. 

“Tomorrow, the minute you get off work,” she said. “Come over.”

“I will,” I promised.

“I’ll have everything ready,” she said.

I got dressed again and left. The whole way home I felt amazing. Something good had finally happened to me. I was no longer just a loser virgin, the butt of people’s jokes. I had a hot older lover who was teaching me kinky stuff. How many of the people that used to pick on me could say that? 

I laughed as I thought of them learning how I was hooking up with Samantha. They'd all be so jealous. A hot older woman who was also a kinky slut. I’d hit the lottery!

“Any one of them would kill to switch places with you,” I told myself.

Later that night at dinner with my parents my dad said I seemed different. When I asked him how he shrugged and chuckled. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “More relaxed? It’s good. You look happy. I’m glad things are working out for you, son.”

I thanked him and the topic moved on to current events in the news and work. I went to bed early, but I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned in bed thinking about the day, thinking about the way Samantha’s warm mouth felt wrapped around my dick, about what surprises she had in mind for me.

She’s going to change everything in my world, I thought as I drifted into a dream of being blown by Samantha and her hot friend while wearing an extra short dress and high heels.

The next day I could barely wait to get off work. I was sweaty from all the running around, it had been a busier shift than usual, and I wished I had time to clean up.

"If only I lived close enough to go home and take a quick shower," I said to myself as I wiped off my extra sweat with my undershirt and then slid on a fresh t-shirt.

I tipped out and left, saying goodbye to everyone. I felt a little shaky as I walked to my car. I was feeling self-conscious but still eager to see if she would suck me off again. I’d had dreams all night of Samantha blowing me in different women’s clothing stores while we shopped for new outfits for me.

The whole drive over to her place from my work I told myself to be cool and not do or say anything that would ruin this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

“Just play her games,” I said to my reflection in the mirror. “Before you know it, you’ll be balls deep in the hot slut.”

The door was unlocked, and I walked in and called out to her.

“Princess Alexa? Is that you?” she asked.

I felt myself freeze up.

Play her games, I told myself again, forcing myself to relax.

“Yes, Samantha,” I said in a higher-than-normal voice. “I’m here like you asked. Where are you?”

“I’m in the master bathroom,” she called back. “Come on in. I’ve got everything ready for you.”

I walked in to find that she’d run a bath. 

“Is that for me?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, “but not yet.”

I felt less self-conscious. 

At least I’ll be clean if she blows me again, I thought. 

“Take off your boy clothes,” she instructed.

“Okay,” I said, stripping down and showing her my semi-erect penis.

“You can call me Mistress Samantha when we’re training,” she said. “Go ahead and give it a try now. Say yes Mistress Samantha.”

Give her what she wants, I told myself.

“Yes, Mistress Samantha,” I purred.

The look of surprised delight on her face made me feel glad I had.

“Now, let’s get you all cleaned up,” she said. “First, I’m going to shave you so that you’re nice and smooth all over.”

Don’t fight her, I reminded myself. So what if she shaves you? That’s kinky.

“Then, you’ll rinse off in the shower and wash your hair with my shampoo and conditioner,” she continued. “After you'll soak in the bath with some oil, so all your rough edges are erased.”

Play along, I thought.

“What comes after that?” I teased.

“I dress you like a sissy and we erase your boy mind,” she said with a satisfied smile. 

She’s kidding, I told myself. 

She laid out a towel and had me step onto it. She ran hot water in the sink and used it to lather up shaving cream, then applied it to my chest. Using a lady's razor, she proceeded to methodically shave me, starting at my chest and working her way down my torso. I'd never been too hairy, so everything except my groin was easy to shave. 

I found myself enjoying the feeling. I felt special as she transformed me. 

I’ve never even heard of anything like this, I thought. 

“Lie on your back and spread your legs, please,” she said. 

Again, I did as she asked. She applied the shaving cream to my ass and balls and shaved me clean in slow, careful strokes. When she was done, she wiped me clean. I was hard as a rock and my skin was smooth all over as promised.

“There,” she announced. “You’re ready now for your rinse off.”

She started the shower, and I got in. The warm water felt incredible on my newly bare skin. 

“Wash your hair, dear,” Samantha reminded me, “just like I told you.” 

I enjoyed the silky feeling of her expensive, feminine shampoo and conditioner. 

While I was in the bath, she played soft classical music mixed with the sound of women orgasming in the background. I listened as she spoke but didn’t respond.

“As a sissy, you will be an object of pleasure for others,” she told me. “You will also be on the receiving end of a great deal of pleasure, the kind most will never know.”

I climbed out of the tub, and she patted me dry with the softest, fluffiest white towels I’d ever felt in my life. 

“How’s that feel?” she asked as she rubbed my cock and balls dry.

“So good,” I said. “And I love the way the air feels on my shaved skin.”

I hadn't planned on admitting that but I was glad I had.

It’s better to be genuine with her when you can, I told myself, even if you have no desire to be turned into a real sissy. 

"I'm going to go easy on your makeup today, to save time," she said. "Just some foundation and blush, a touch of eye shadow. Oh, and some sexy slut lipstick. I don't want to get into eyeliner and mascara or nail polish yet. We don't need your little secret getting out just yet, darling.”

I relaxed at her words. It was easier to play along knowing she wanted to keep it a secret too. 

“Thank you,” I said.

“Thank you what?” she pushed.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I corrected myself. 

She smiled and set to work, applying a light coat of makeup and lipstick, brushing out and styling my hair, and spraying me with perfume. She took me to her enormous walk-in closet and picked out a pair of lacy pink panties for me to wear. I slipped them on, surprised by how good the silky material felt on my freshly shaved cock and balls. 
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