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MY SISSY UNVEILING

Chris can’t believe his luck when Shelly, the hottest chick in his class, asks him out on a date. What he didn’t imagine was that she would soon be dressing him up in sexy outfits, panties, and lingerie, and playing along with her feminization fantasy. 

Soon all she can think about is becoming the perfect sissy sex slave for his sweet, sexy Mistress and all the beautiful strangers to pleasure along the path. But there is one special guy Chrissy the sissy can’t stop crushing on, the class jock Kevin. When he invites her to his graduation party, Chrissy knows she’ll only get one chance to live out her deepest, most romantic fantasy!

Explore a world of crossdressing, first time, feminization, and discipline in MY SISSY UNVEILING from erotica author Dani Phoenix.

" We must let go of the life we have planned, so as to accept the one that is waiting for us." 

- Joseph Campbell
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​Chapter One
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At first, I thought it was just a prank, but I was so desperate to believe Shelly liked me that I didn’t even care. It was the last week of high school. I had already been accepted to a great college on the East Coast with a scholarship and would be leaving shortly after graduation. 

I hadn’t been all that popular in high school, but I had a small circle of geeky and artistic friends. We hung out on weekends and talked about the pressures our parents were putting on us to do well and get into good schools, fantasy novels, board games, and girls we wish knew we existed. 

Shelly was one of those girls. 

She should have been dating Kevin, the cool jock who excelled at everything from football to baseball to soccer, and who spent his time working on cars and drinking with a rough crew of guys he’d befriended in metal shop. Kevin was a bad ass. I was a blip on the radar. 

For no explainable reason Kevin had been nice to me since his family moved to town. I thought he’d put up a front when he saw me at school, especially after his buddies cracked jokes at my expense. Instead he told them to knock it off, and the rest of the year I skated by under their protection. 

I helped Kevin with his homework that last year, tutoring him after school in the library as he did his best to just graduate. He was great with his rough hands, but terrible with math and science. He did okay with literature though, and I always pushed him to read more challenging stuff. By the end of the year he was halfway through the Catcher in the Rye.

We’d been talking it when Shelly came up and asked if she could talk to me. Shelly had blossomed early, earning a legion of geeky fanboys by the time she was a sophomore. Like me she had turned eighteen before the school year ended, in early February. Unlike me she was already dating, all older guys who drove expensive looking luxury vehicles and were covered in ropy muscles from head to toe. 

When she asked me if I wanted to come over and hang out with her while her parents were gone for the night, I was confused at first. She told me she had been nursing a silent crush on me over the last few years and wanted to do something about it now that we were both old enough, before we moved away.

I spent an hour trying to figure out what to wear, which is funny now, looking back, since Shelly had already picked out an outfit for me. She opened the door with a beaming smile, gave me an excited peck on the cheek, then dragged me into the house.

“I’m so glad you are here,” she squealed. “I just finished lying out our outfits for the night.”

I smiled, still basking in the glow of her approval. Shelly was nothing if not a knock-out, a hot blonde with big, natural breasts, a tiny waist, and a curvy ass. She was the total package. I couldn’t not believe my luck to even be there. 

I assumed the outfits would be something fun, like matching hats, or shirts. She dragged me into the guest room at her parent’s house and pointed at the bed in excitement.

“See? Isn’t that pretty? Don’t just stand there. Tell me what you think!”

I glanced over at the bed. There were matching pairs of bras and lacy panties in two different sizes. There were also high heels and stockings with garter belts to match. I got slightly aroused at the thought of Shelly’s breasts spilling out of the bra. 

I didn’t understand why she needed two sizes though. It never occurred to me she wanted me to wear women’s clothes.

“They are pretty,” I said, mirroring her excitement. “But where is my outfit?”

She laughed. Her eyes filled with genuine mirth at my confusion.

“The smaller one is for me, silly,” she giggled.

“Right,” I said, the realization starting to sink in. “Which means the bigger size...” my words trailed off. Shelly didn’t hesitate. 

“That’s for you, sweetie,” she said, taking my face in her hands and locking eyes with me.

“You can’t be serious?” I said, unable to hold back my shock. “Why would I wear these?”

“Because mama likes to roleplay,” she cooed, sweet as sugar. “So, unless you want to be a virgin when you go off to your fancy university, you’re going to let me dress you up and do your hair and makeup and make you my slutty little sleep over buddy. Got it?”

I nodded, letting the words sink in. 

This isn’t so bad, I thought. What’s the big deal? So what if I have to dress up like a chick to sleep with the hottest chick in class. Would that be so bad?

She’d been right about me being a virgin. Between my femme figure and my geeky ways, I was chick repellent. I grew my hair longer and pierced my ears, trying to look tougher, but it only made things worse. 

Shelly’s pervy fantasy well and true might be the last and only chance I had to fuck someone before heading off. 

I picked up the underwear, noticing for the first time they were g-string. I gulped, feeling the blood rush to my face. I fought off panic and tried to stay cool. 

You can do this, I thought. It’s not that big of a deal. It might even be fun.

“I’ll do it,” I said at last.

“You will?” she squealed again. “What am I saying? Of course, you will! I can’t tell you how long I’ve been dreaming of this moment. You just made me so happy!”

Something shifted inside of me as I ran my hands over the fabric, thinking of how it would feel on me.

“Let’s get started, sissy.”
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I stood and looked in the full-length mirror in her bedroom, in total awe of my transformation. Aside from the slight bulge I was fighting off in my see-through panties, it was hard to tell me apart from any other sexy lady. 

Shelly had insisted I strip down so she could shave me clean. Lucky for me I never had much body hair, and I was already trimmed up in anticipation of the night I thought I was going to have with Shelly. 

She smoothed me out, then ran a hot bath for me with oil. I sat in it a while and then she had me get out and towel off, before covering me in flower scented lotion. 

She plucked my eyebrows next. When she was done, she painted my nails, fingers and toes, then set to doing my makeup. 

It didn’t take long. Before I knew it, she was adding some gold hoops to my ears and slipping on bracelets and rings. 

She led me to the room again to change. 

I liked the way the bra felt once it was on, but I loved the way the soft panties felt cupping my freshly shaved balls! 

I loved the way the tiny string felt running up my ass crack, so decadent, so wrong. I was surprised. I had never thought about it before but now I couldn’t stop!

Likewise, the stockings felt amazing against my freshly shaved legs. They made me feel super sexy with every step, as did the jiggle between my legs. For a final touch she sprayed me with perfumed body glitter.

“You look so beautiful Chrissy,” she purred. “See for yourself!”

“Chrissy?” I giggled, unable to help myself.

“Oh yes,” she smiled. “That’s your new name when we’re together.”

I nodded, thinking it sounded nicer than plain old Chris anyway.

The heels were difficult to master at first, but I quickly picked up the feel of them. I wove my way over to the mirror only to gasp in shock. There was no denying that I could pass for a lady. I was totally turned on by the sight of myself. 

Shelly came up behind me, wrapping her soft little hands around my midsection. She leaned down and softly kissed the nape of my neck, sending chills through me. 

“You’re such a sexy bitch,” she whispered hot into my ear. “I can’t wait to taste you.”

My cock twitched hard against the delicate panty fabric restraining it in response and I let out a little moan. She slid her hands around my ass and gave my buns a good squeeze. 

Shelly knelt and spread my ass cheeks with her hands, using her fingers to pull the string free from my shaved pucker. 

I had thought she was going to blow me. I didn’t expect her to eat my ass out. When her hot little pink tongue pierced into my virgin back door I let out a yelp of surprise. 

Shelly didn’t let that deter her. She pushed her face further into my bubbled ass cheeks, licking her steaming tongue deeper into me, working me open. 

“Oh my God,” I cried as she did tongue tricks, working in first one finger then another. “What are you doing to me?”

Shelly let me cry and moan as she went to work on my asshole. My cock leaked precum into my new panties, staining them. I lost all sense of myself, letting go and letting Shelly have her way with me. 

She worked me onto the bed, positioning herself face first between my legs, tonguing my eager asshole and fingering me with three fingers now, while she jacked me off with her free hand. The sensation was like nothing I had ever imagined. 

The pain and pleasure mixed until there was no more pain, just the pleasure. I let go and lost myself in a haze of bliss as her hot mouth and nimble digits transformed me.

“That’s it, Chrissy,” she said, coming up for air at last to give me a kiss, the taste of my ass still on her lips, her fingers still lodged deep in my boy pussy. 

“Moan for me like the dirty sissy bitch you are. Show me how much you love it!”

I cried out as she pumped her fingers in harder, bending them up and into a sensitive spot up inside of me I never knew existed. A light bulb went off in my brain as she began to work my sissy g-spot like a wanton witch eager to milk me of my seed. 

“Good girl, Chrissy,” she purred, a look of satisfaction on her face as she watched my sissy clit leak sticky clear fluid. “Fuck me back with that sexy little sissy pussy of yours.”

I did as she said without hesitation. I felt high, turned on out of my mind, beyond all rules and boundaries. I clamped my sissy pussy on her slick fingers and rode her hand. My erection receded but I leaked even more fluid than before. 

My eyes rolled into the back of my head as a wave of pleasure rippled through me. I cried out.

“Oh my God! What’s happening to me?”

“You’re having a sissygasm, Chrissy,” she laughed. 

I lie on my back, legs up in the air, and writhed in bliss as she fingered me. It felt different than masturbating at home. This was something else. 

My sissy clit dripped fluid, but I didn’t ejaculate. Instead all I could think of was getting more of her hand up my ass, to keep the sensation going.

“Fuck me,” I moaned, wanting the feeling to keep growing. 

“I like it when you beg, sissy,” she smirked. “You look so cute and desperate.”

“Thank you,” I said, nearly out of breath from the fingering she was giving me. 

“You know what feels even better than my fingers and tongue, Chrissy?” she asked with a devious smile. 

“What?” I managed to get out, lost in the tingling waves of pure sexual bliss rippling through me as she fingered my backdoor. 

“A thick, hard, juicy cock,” she said, arching one eyebrow. “Right?”

“I guess so,” I said feebly, trying not to lose focus of the orgasm I seemed on the edge of achieving. 

“Oh, I promise you it does,” she said. “Silly sissy!”

“Yes, Shelly,” I said, pulling my cheeks further open so she could get deeper into me. She added a fourth finger to my delight. “It feels even better than this.”

She leaned down and shoved her tongue into my ass, along with her fingers, wriggling it and sending waves of pleasure crashing down over me. I cried out in ecstasy! If getting fucked felt better than that, sign me up!



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter Three
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“Did you like that?” she asked, coming back up for a sexy kiss. 

“I did,” I said without hesitation.

“Call me Mistress,” she ordered.

“Yes Mistress,” I purred, holding nothing back. 

She had seen the most intimate parts of me, had stripped me of my manhood, and had given me the greatest sexual bliss I had ever known. There was nothing left to hold back from her. She had transformed me.

“Do you trust me?”

“Yes Mistress,” I said at once. The words were like a spell that took away my power, leaving me vulnerable and open to her will alone.

“I’m glad to hear that,” she said, kissing me again, her soft lips making me swoon as they pressed into my painted ones. “I’m going to teach you pleasure like you’ve never known.”

She stopped to send a text message then we made out in bed while she jacked me off and ate my ass out some more. After a while there was a tap at the door. 

My heart leapt at the sound of it, panic racing through me at the thought of anyone seeing me the way I was dressed.

“Who is it?” I anxiously whispered to Shelly.

She laughed light heartedly. 

“Don’t worry, Chrissy,” she said, getting up and walking towards the door. “I invited a friend over to play. I think you’re going to like him. Say hello to Tom.”

I froze in panic. There in the doorway was a tall guy with short, black hair in a v neck t-shirt and designer jeans. He looked around twenty-five, with a light five o’clock shadow of facial hair and piercing blue eyes. 

“Tom and I met at the sex store,” she explained. “He’s very open-minded.”

He was well built, one of the muscle-bound guys he’d seen Shelly with before. His shirt barely hid his chiseled torso. I fumbled for words, but they escaped me. I couldn’t believe this was happening!

“What can I say?” Shelly stepped in for me. “She’s shy. Tom this is Chrissy.”

“Good evening, beautiful,” he said, staring at me in approval, licking his lips. 

He had a friendly smile on his face as Shelly wrapped her arms around him and dragged him towards the bed. She unzipped his jeans as he sat on the bed, pulling them down to reveal plaid boxers. With a quick hand she reached in and fished out his erection, wrapping her fingers around it and stroking it up and down. 

He smiled wider and let out a low moan. Shelly leaned in and gently licked the dick hole. Tom sighed, his beautiful cock twitching in approval. He must have been at least eight inches, much larger than I was. I watched her tease him with her deft tongue.
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