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I didn’t always know that I was a cock loving sissy slut. I used to go by the name of Andy. I used to be a shy boy with no friends, homeschooled by his mom so he couldn’t get bullied for his long hair and fem ways, his fem clothes.

I never had a job. I never had a plan for my future. I graduated high school and turned eighteen, but nothing really changed except I stopped having to go to turn in homework. By then my mom had a new boyfriend who was retired and liked to travel. I stayed home and watched the cat while they flew off to romantic destinations.

I was happy for her, but a little lonely, so I began spending more time on social media. I met my girlfriend Maxine online first, then in person at the mall when we both felt safe. She was the one who said we had to be boyfriend and girlfriend. I didn’t mind. I was happy to have someone who wanted to hang out with me.

She liked to brush my long hair and talk and talk and talk. I loved the sound of her voice. Things were perfect, almost. We just had trouble with sex.

Don’t get me wrong. Max is beautiful! She’s got big soft brown eyes and full lips. She’s smooth all over and curvy, with big, full breasts and a juicy ass, but still has a small waist most girls would kill for. I’ve always been surprised she was interested in a petite feminine boy like myself when she could have practically any guy she wanted.

I made out with Maxine a few times in her soft pink bedroom full of hearts and pillows and pictures of ripped, shirtless studs next to her poster of a white unicorn running down a rainbow, making the vivid colors splash. I even let her go down on me while I stared at those topless, smiling guys and came in her mouth, whining and moaning.

I admit that it seemed odd how much I liked making out with her after I’d already ejaculated my semen into her mouth. But I wasn’t able to fuck her. We tried, but once she got on top I’d lose my erection.

So we started watching porn together and Max quickly figured out the issue. I wasn’t watching to see the women get fucked. I was identifying with them, wishing I could be the one to get dressed up pretty and worshipped, to suck those big, beautiful, thick cocks, to lie on my back or get bent over at the waist and be penetrated by the rock hard erections of those handsome studs. But most of all she noticed that I seemed to deeply yearn to be ejaculated on, to have hot showers of sperm spBarryed all over my face and body, my ass and belly. 

“And the more noise the guy makes, the more turned on you get,” she insisted.

I sat in shocked silence while she explained it. Was she right? I wondered. Was I only into men?

“That can’t be right,” I protested. “I’m into women. I’m into you.”

“Are you?” she asked, a hurt look in her eyes. 

“You know I am,” I insisted.

“You like getting sucked off but we’ve never fucked,” she pouted.

“That’s on me, not you.”

“Okay,” she said. “If you are sure that I am wrong, let’s try a little experiment.”

More than anything I wanted to make her happy. She’d been an awesome girlfriend and the best friend I could ever imagine. I loved her and trusted her, even if I wasn’t ready to admit what she was saying was true.

“Anything you like,” I said, locking eyes with her.

“Anything?”

“Anything.” 

She got a devilish look in her eyes. 

“Remember you said it,” she laughed. 

Max took me by the hand and instructed me to follow her to the bathroom. We were at her house and she had this huge bath and long counter full of makeup. She started the bath and poured in some bubbles. I felt my pulse race with excitement, wondering what she was thinking. I didn’t have to wait long to find out.

“Go ahead and strip out of those boys clothes,” she said. 

I did what she asked without hesitation. We’d both seen each other naked so it wasn’t any big deal. Maxine took my clothing and folded them, setting them on the end of the counter. She opened the cabinet and took out a towel, laying it at my feet.

“Step onto that,” she said.

Again I did what she asked.

Maxine got her personal body trimmer from the counter and clicked it on. A soft purring filled the room. 

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I’m trimming and shaving you,” she said, leaning in with the pink grooming tool. “Hold still.”

I nodded and she went to work, shaving off all my body hair. 

“Good girl,” she said when she finished. “Now stand closer to the sink.”

Maxine ran the hot water and lathered up some of her fragrant shaving cream, applying it to my body. Over the next thirty minutes she shaved my cock, balls, and asshole smooth. By the time she was done, I didn’t have any body hair left.

“There,” she said, wiping away the last of the shaving cream and looking proud of her work. “That’s better. Now get in the bath and soak.”

She turned the lights down and went into her bedroom, leaving the door open. I slipped into the warm, soapy bath loving the way the rose-scented water felt on my smooth skin. I heard her rustling through the closet. When she came back, she had a couple of her panties and a few negligees in her hands. 

“What are those for?” I asked.

“Get out,” she said, “and I will show you.”

I got out of the bath feeling silky and sexy and patted dry with a fluffy towel. Maxine had me stand in front of the mirror, then held up the women’s clothing to my body until she’d found the combination she liked best. 

“Put these on,” she said at last.

My mouth opened but I didn’t have any words.

Did my girlfriend really want me to dress in her sexy underwear? What was her plan? 

I still didn’t see what she was up to, but I was worried that if I didn’t go along she might get mad and throw me out. I didn’t want to upset her.

I took the silky black lace panties with the g-string first, running my fingers over the black bow at the stop of the thin fabric held in place by a faux diamond. It was sexy as hell. The idea of wearing it gave me a thrill.

Go ahead, I told myself. Who will know? It’s just us here now. I love and trust her. Besides, when will I ever get this chance again?

I licked my lips and slid my shaved legs into the opening of the panties, pulling them slowly up until the soft fabric cupped my shaved genitals and the black string was snug up the center of my ass. I let out a small sigh as my cock twitched in the delicate material, delighted by the new sensation. I felt my nipples stiffen and my back arch slightly as I became overly aware of the string again.

Turning towards the mirror I let out a gasp at the sight of my small bubble butt separated by that string, my shaved cock and balls neatly tucked into the fabric in front.

“Don’t stop there,” Maxine urged. “Try on the top as well.”

It was a black spaghetti strap negligee with a padded bra top and sheer black material that hung down from it to a faux fur trim. The soft see-through fabric was embossed with flowers and butterflies.

“Now sit in my makeup chair,” she said. 

I did what she said. 

I’ve already come this far, I thought. What’s a little makeup and roleplaying? 

The truth was that part of me knew right away that I loved it. Part of me wanted to see just how far she was going to take it. And with each passing moment I felt less and less like pretending.

Maxine put foundation on me first. It felt cold but I liked the smell of the makeup. She painted my lips, gave me eyeliner, mascara, and a million touches. She did my nails and sprayed me with body glitter and flowery ultra-feminine perfume. At last she made me stand and do a twirl in the mirror to see my transformation.

“I can’t believe it,” I said, my heart racing. “I really look like a girl.”

“You look like a sissy,” she corrected me. “Which I believe is the correct term for what you are, my dear. But there’s still a few more tests to be sure.”

I felt excited to hear her say it and I wondered why. We were in new territory, in a place beyond shame or fear or judgement. Anything could happen and I hoped it would.

“Thanks, Maxine,” I said.

“Don’t thank me yet,” she said. “And call me Mistress while you are dressed up like a sissy Princess.”

I nodded and smiled.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, loving how deviant it sounded.

“That’s better, sissy,” she cooed. “And I will call you Angela.”

“Angela?” 

It felt so naughty and wonderful, like a cheap stripper or a street walking slut.

“That’s right, sissy. You won’t need your boy name when we’re together like this. You can be who you truly are inside, who you’ve always wanted to be, but I’m getting ahead of myself. Now, go get comfortable on the bed.”

I did what she asked, loving the way the sexy clothes felt against my sensitive skin. Maxine joined me and turned on the TV. She’d cued up a transgender porn movie with a young blonde trans woman being fucked by five muscular black guys with big cocks. I shifted nervously in my panties as I watched her, all those hands on her body, a cock in her mouth, another up her ass.

Her hard little cock looked perfectly normal. 

I felt Maxine’s breath on my neck, then I felt her hand slip into my panties and wrap around my hard, throbbing dick. I gasped as she gave me a gentle squeeze. I turned to face her, chills spreading through me.

“That’s what I thought, baby,” she purred. “You’re a closet sissy waiting for permission to be who and what you are. My poor girl.”

She stroked my face with one hand and gently jacked me off with the other.

“But now you can be free, my pretty girl,” she assured me with the kindness my mother had never shown me. “I’m going to help you be the best sissy slut you can be.”

I laughed.

“What about you?” I asked.

“I’m going to be there with you the whole way,” she said. “We’re going to get in some very dirty adventures together baby. This is going to be good for both us. Now relax and stare into your future, sissy slut.”

She crawled between my legs and worked my cock and balls with her hot wet mouth, but this time she did something brand new. She pushed my legs back, bringing my shaved asshole up to her gorgeous face, and lapped at my pucker like a kitten with a saucer of cream.

It was the most amazing feeling I’d ever experienced in my whole life! My entire body tingled with delight.

I wanted to be nervous, to be self-conscious about my girlfriend burying herself face first up my ass, but the sensation of her tongue fucking my sensitive asshole drove everything out of my mind. I was lost in bliss, moaning and whining and jacking off.

When I came it fired out in thick ropes, raining down onto my smooth belly.

Maxine licked it all up then spit it into my mouth, our slick tongues dancing over each other as her soft breasts pressed into my chest.

“How was that, my sexy little sissy?” she asked.

“I want more,” I said at once without hesitation.

She grinned.

“I’m sure you do. That’s good. Let’s help you get to the next level.”

“How? We don’t exactly live in the most progressive city or even state for that matter,” I groaned.

It was true. While not exactly a Bible thumping town, where I was living at the time was pretty sexually repressive. It was part of why I’d spent so long denying the feelings that were now coursing through me.

“Which is why we’re going to leave for a while and take a sex vacation,” she said.

“We are, Mistress?”

“Yes, sexy sissy,” she said, hugging me to warm body. “We’re going somewhere a pair of hot sluts like us can get fucked by as many hot guys as they can handle and when we’ve had our fill we will come back home and plan our next adventure.”

“I think I’d like that,” I admitted. “But where do we go first?”

She locked eyes with me and grinned like a cat who just caught and ate a bird.

“I know just the place where you can be yourself and share your special gifts with the world,” she said. “A place both of us can get the kind of satisfaction we’ve been yearning for. Don’t worry about a thing, angel. I’ll take care of it all.”

I didn’t know if she was serious or not, but in my heart I truly hoped she was. Being in a new city and exploring this new side of myself without feeling judged or hated sounded too good to be true. I had no idea that so many horny men awaited my arrival, that’d we’d be fucked by dozens of hot, hung studs, and that I’d live out anything my wildest fantasies could conjure up.
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