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Life is better in every way for me, now that I have accepted my place in the world as a sissy. Before, when I was a boy, life was awful. I had few friends and most of them were outcasts and losers. No one wanted to go out on a date with me. I never had sex, outside of pleasuring myself. I just seemed to be invisible to women. I got teased for looking like a chick by everyone that I knew, including family members. I was stuck in a dead-end job, going nowhere in a meaningless life. 

Then I had discovered sissy porn and fell in love with trans women. In no time at all, I realized that I wanted to be one of them! I watched the stuff for hours every night until my brain melted. One day I woke up and I was no longer Alex. I was Alexia, trans goddess in training, but I wanted to be called Lexi. 

I feminized myself and soon I had so many dates that I couldn’t keep up with all the guys trying to take me out and fuck me. I lost my virginity at last. I guess you could say that I was a late bloomer in my late twenties. It was special and magical, and it hurt a little. After taking my first huge load of sperm inside my sissy pussy, I knew I would never be the same. My lover ate it out and shared it with me in a romantic kiss that will be with me until the end of time, locked in my heart.

I loved sex! I loved being the center of attention. I loved making men hard and making them lose control. I loved having them do or say anything to get in my sexy sissy panties. I loved when they kissed me roughly, when they kissed my body, sucked and bit my nipples, spanked my ass, choked me with their hands, chocked me with their cocks, forced me down on their erection and made me gag... I loved all of it. But most of all, I loved it when they gave me their cum.

There is something so special about making a man ejaculate and give you his creamy seed! Knowing that you are the reason he is hard as diamonds in an ice storm, knowing that you are the reason he is shaking and crying and clinging to you as he thrashes in ecstasy, that you make him feel that way, is a rush mere words can’t capture. After my first load, I immediately wanted more!

And that’s when my adventures as a sissy slut began. From that moment forward, any time a man wanted to use my mouth or hands or sissy pussy to get off, I never said no. I had sex in cars and trucks, in the back of a grocery store, in stairwells in parking garages, in an elevator, in hotel rooms and offices, in dark alleys and adult movie theaters. I got gang fucked in mansions, in the middle of a forest, on a yacht, and at a sex dungeon. 

And with every load I took, I found all that I wanted was more, more, more! I love my life now. I love being a sexy sissy slut that men desire. I love pleasing men. It gives me such joy. I wouldn’t trade being like this for anything!

But even a nasty, filthy, sperm-loving sissy slut like me needs time to recharge in between draining men’s balls of every last drop of creamy sex juice I can get! In my down time, I remember all the perverted, kinky, wonderful sex I’ve had, every hard, throbbing cock I’ve sucked and ridden, every dirty word said to me, the sounds of my lover’s going over the edge, their raw desire and deep groans of pleasure, and all that hot, sexy sperm showered onto my face and body, pumped into my slick, sucking, sex hole. 

Like last weekend, when I decided to get all dolled-up for my date with Antonio, and he cancelled at the last minute. I looked hot in my short skirt and top that showed off my mid, with white stockings with lace black bows that matched the lace black bows on my slutty pink see-through panties. Antonio can be a demanding and intense lover. I had been expecting to get fucked hard and made to climax several times until I passed out with his creamy sperm leaking out my ass. I had the cutest heels on! I spent hours getting my makeup right. I wasn’t just going to stay home after all the work I had done to get ready. Besides, I was horny for cock and thirsty for cum!

I decided to take myself out to the movies. There was a dirty new romantic thriller playing starring two hunky Hollywood actors fighting over a hot slutty farm girl. The movie was practically all sex scenes. 

The theater the movie was playing in was huge and dark. It was filling up fast. I didn’t want to sit next to someone and have them see me get aroused. There was a balcony section, but it was roped off with a closed sign. I knew that was where I wanted to be. I waited until the coast cleared and slipped under the rope, moving quickly up the dark, carpeted stairs. I went up to find the area empty and made myself comfortable in a dark corner. The previews ran and the lights went down. The movie theater filled with couples all snuggled up to each other. None of them knew that I was up there. No one else came up to where I was sitting. I was thrilled that I had the balcony all to myself.

The previews ended and the movie began. Ten minutes later, the first torrid love scene arrived. The horny couple tore their clothes off in the throes of passion, made out, and fucked in several graphic positions. I could barely believe that I was in a normal movie theater. It was like I was at the adult store again.

Five minutes later, the gorgeous female lead was in bed with her other lover, getting fucked in the hay in the barn by the studly, muscular field worker hired temporarily for the season. Fantasizing about being her made me so horny I couldn’t sit still. I pulled my skirt up and stroked myself over my panties, feeling my sissy clit leak sex juice into my silky panties. I took some on the tip of my finger and sucked it off, salty and oily as popcorn. I imagined it was the field hand’s load.

I was so immersed in the fantasy of being her that I spread my legs and began to jack off, putting my feet on the seat in front of me and arching my back. I pulled my sissy clit out of my panties. I closed my eyes and softly moaned. I felt a stir of air and opened my eyes to see a big, gorgeous man leaning over me, admiring me.

I gasped in surprise but didn’t stop.

“Beautiful,” he said.

I froze with my hand on my erection. My secret was out but this handsome stranger didn’t mind. Men rarely did. Sure, they talked a big game about trans women to their friends or called me names, but when it was just me and them, it almost always ended up the same – with their hard cocks inside of me!

My heart raced as he reached his hand out slowly and ran it over my stomach. His big hand felt warm and heavy and a little rough, which I liked. I noticed he had black striped tattoos running down his arm. I liked that as well. He was a dirty fucker from the street who lived by his own rules. Guys like that knew just how to fuck sissy sluts like me! I shivered in anticipation.

Is this really happening? I thought. Or have I fallen asleep with my panties down in the movie theater and I am just dreaming this? 

It didn’t matter either way. It was happening and it was wonderful!

If I am dreaming, I hope I never wake up, I thought, arching my back and moaning at his touch.

The handsome stranger leaned in and kissed me softly on the neck, sending chills down my arms. His hot breath danced across the sensitive skin of my throat making me weak with desire. I could smell his expensive cologne and aftershave and something else, his musk. 

He climbed over the seat next to mine and I saw his impressive frame, his wavy brown hair, his dark intense eyes, his bright white smile. He was handsome and he knew it. He reminded me a little bit of another movie star.

“I’m Jason,” he said.
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“Jason,” I purred back at him in delight, my hand still wrapped around my throbbing cock.

He pulled his shirt over his head to reveal the body of a Greek God. From his bulging chest and biceps to his ripped abs, he was in perfect shape. The trail of manly hair rising from his pants turned me on, making me think of his cock. 

Was it big? Was it thick? Was it long with a big purple head or did it taper? Did it have a big vein in it? What did it smell like? What did it taste like in my mouth? What did his balls smell like? Were they stinky and sweaty or musky or cologne-scented or where they soaped clean? Did he shave his cock and balls? Did he shave his asshole? Most important of all, did he have a big load of semen to give me? 

All these thoughts raced through my mind as I stared at him. I licked my lips and gave him my best ‘fuck me’ look.

He leaned over to kiss me. I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him closer to me, a warm feeling spreading through me like I had just taken a shot of tequila. I was letting a total stranger take me in public, kiss me and soon more. It was thrilling.

Jason didn’t need any further approval other than my moans. Lucky for us there was another sex scene happening and the farm girl was moaning as she got fucked in a field behind a hay bailer. I was sure that most of the couples in the movie theater were doing what I was doing at that moment.

“That feels wonderful,” I said in a voice barely above a whisper, curling my fingers through his hair.

Jason kissed and licked up and down my neck. We made out in the dark, our slick tongues racing over each other. He tasted like cinnamon gum and whiskey. It was such a turn on! I ran my hands over his muscles and writhed in ecstasy at being this hot hunk’s sexual plaything for the night. 

He leaned into me and I felt his hot hard cock press through his pants against my soft perfumed inner thigh. I felt my sissy clit jerk in response and leak a fresh drool of sex juice onto my tummy and panties. My nipples got rock hard and my mouth began to water. My mind went numb and blank knowing his cock was hard for me. It was a trigger that turned me into a mindless, obedient, cum dumpster.

Jason sensed the change in me, breaking our kiss.

“What? You like that? You feel how hard I am for you?”

My sissy clit jumped again and I moaned, unable to form words.

“You want to feel it in your pretty little hand?”

I nodded, unable to form words.

He smiled and I felt like I had been slapped, like my mouth was numb, like the wind had been knocked out of me. I tingled all over. I was mesmerized.

Jason undid his pants and slid them down to his knees. His thick, juicy, beautiful boner sprung free. It was a dream cum true seeing he was hung. Looking at the curve in his amazing prick I couldn’t wait to ride it and feel him massage my insides with his big cock head. He had trimmed his pubic hair and shaved the shaft clean but had a manly patch just below his belt line and hair on his big, heavy balls.

He rubbed his massive meat against my smooth, shaved sissy clit, humping at me, and brought his lips back to mine. We made out in the semi-darkness for a brief moment. He pulled my shirt off and yanked down my panties, groping and exploring my body with his big, warm hands. I gave myself to him without reservation.

Fuck this feels so good, I thought. I am such a lucky sissy slut!

It felt amazing being controlled by a horny guy who knew what he wanted and wasn’t afraid to take it. Jason stroked my face and choked me and slapped me and called me names and I tingled with bliss, begging for more with my eyes and moans. The fact that we were living out this fantasy in public in a crowded movie theater on a Friday night made everything even hotter!

I jacked him off while we made out. My hand barely fit around his big fuck stick. I loved how hot and alive it felt in my hand. We made out and I felt his urgency grow as pushed my legs open and began to feel my ass crack, his thick fingers brushing up against my pussy and making me gasp in pleasure.

“I’m going to need more than your hand,” he said, breaking our kiss and staring into my eyes. “I’m going to need those pretty lips as well, and maybe more.”

“Anything you want,” I assured him. “Tell me what you want me to do.”

He grinned and again I was dazed by how cocky and hot he was.

“Suck my cock, bitch,” he said. “Get on your knees and show me what that show me what you can do.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, sliding out of my seat and motioning for him to take it.

Jason sat and yanked his pants all the way down. I climbed between his legs, my ass up in the air and wasted no time licking his big, hairy balls. He put both hands on either side of my head and pulled me into his genitals, letting out a loud sigh as my hot mouth went to work.

“Oh, fuck yeah,” he groaned in pleasure. “You’re driving me crazy.”

I felt a rush of pride at his words. I love turning guys on. I love hearing how much they love what I do to them. I wasn’t just a pretty face. I was a hot little sissy cocksucker!

If he likes that, I thought, wait until he feels what my mouth can do once I wrap my painted lips around his shaft!

I licked my way up his shaft while he stared at me, holding my face. He pulled me off his cock as my tongue slid to his piss hole and tasted the first beads of his salty arousal. My mouth hung open. Without warning, he spit into my mouth. I flinched then melted, feeling both degraded and totally turned on. 

He’s wetting my mouth for his cock, I realized in excitement. I’m his pretty little fuck hole and he is getting ready to use me.

Jason roughly pulled my face back down towards his twitching tool. I managed to wrap my lips around him and take him into my mouth and into the back of my throat. He held me there, thrusting his hips up and gagging me. I held my breath and savored the sensation. It’s one of the many things I love about sucking dick, that feeling of helplessness, when my lover is so turned on that they lose control and choke me with their desire. It’s a compliment only beaten by the feeling of earning a lover’s hot load.

Jason let me go and I gasped for air. I immediately went back to sucking his cock and he relaxed and let me take control. He kept his hands on my head, but he let me use my hands to stroke his saliva-slick shaft as I bobbed my head up and down on his meaty member, taking his as deep into my mouth as I could without throwing up. 

I could hear the sound of my gagging on his cock and hoped others in the theater didn’t know we were up in the balcony having kinky sex during the film. Jason didn’t seem to care, which made him even hotter. He talked nasty to me while I savored every hard inch of his rigid rod. 

“That’s how you suck a dick,” he groaned. “Fuck, yes! Suck that cock, baby. Suck that cock like you’re making love to it, like you need my cum to survive!”

“Yes, sir,” I said, pulling him out and then deep throating him again.

Jason arched his back and groaned in ecstasy. I tilted my head and felt him go into my throat. I relaxed and held him in place. His cock pulsed in my windpipe. My erection violently trembled in reply. I put my manicured hands on his beefy thighs and imagined being caught by more horny men who would use me as well. 

“Ah, shit that feels good. What are you doing with your tongue?”
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