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Enjoy five bestselling books about sexy sissy sluts who just needed a little push to let their true nature take over. Whether they were already exploring feminizing themselves in private ways or are encouraged by a dominant partner who knows how to help them let their guard down and accept their urges, one taste is all it takes for these special ladies to blossom from shy boys into sex-obsessed dirty girls. 

Nothing brings them more bliss than being the center of attention. Nothing satisfies them like satisfying as many men as they can.

Explore a world of feminization, sexual curiosity, and erotic submission in this unforgettable collection from international bestselling trans erotica and romance author, Dani Phoenix!  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


BOOK ONE


[image: ]




[image: ]

MY SISSY AWAKENING:

An Erotic Tale of Crossdressing, Feminization, 

First Time, and Sexual Submission 

––––––––

[image: ]


by 

Dani Phoenix 

TABLE OF CONTENTS

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

COPYRIGHT INFORMATION 

This book is a work of fiction. All characters are fictitious and any similarity to any person or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. 

*** 

[image: ]


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

*** 

[image: ]


Thank you for respecting the rights of the author and purchasing this copy! 

MY SISSY AWAKENING 

When he took a job cat sitting for Penelope, a gorgeous model, Christopher never imagined she’d turn his whole world upside down. After catching him in her underwear drawer Penelope forces him to play along with her feminization fantasy, rewarding him with pleasure as she molds him into Christina, the perfect sissy sex slave. 

What started as a joke quickly develops into something he can no longer control, an erotic wildfire that threatens to consume everything it touches, as the transformation into Chrissy begins to take hold. 

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

"Even with the awkwardness of first-time lovers there was a grace and purity, carnal and beautiful that I knew from that moment on I could never live without." 

-Fiona Zedde 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​CHAPTER ONE
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After high school I spent most of my time working, doing any job anyone would offer me that paid decent money and stashing the cash away so I could move to Hollywood and become a famous actor. 

I knew Los Angeles was one of the most expensive places to live in the nation so I wanted to make sure I had enough to make a real run at it. 

I knew older kids who’d gone off to make it in the movie or music business only to come back with their tails between their legs, complaining of how hard it was to make it in the City of Angels.

The last thing I wanted was to get out there, get things rolling, and run out of cash. I washed cars, did odd jobs, and helped old ladies with their grocery shopping. I was always on the lookout for anything legal that paid cash. 

Getting paid under the table meant I could skip paying taxes as far as I was concerned. That’s how I became a pet sitter. I saw the ad in Whole Foods tacked to the board. 

At first I thought it was a joke. The slip of paper said the job paid fifteen dollars an hour to take care of the cat and watch the house. 

I called the number listed before I even got to my car in the parking lot. The woman who answered identified herself as Penelope and asked if I could come over and meet Princess, her Persian cat.

“It’s important that she like you,” she explained. “I know that must sound crazy, but it is important. The only thing worse than leaving her alone at night would be leaving her with someone she can’t stand.”

“Yeah sure,” I said, thinking it would be easy to win her cat over. I’d always been an animal lover. I was sure some scratching behind the ear or under the chin would easily turn Princess into a purring machine. “Text me your address and I will drive right over.”

She thanked me and hung up. A minute later the text came in with her home address. It wasn’t far from where I lived, just a fifteen-minute drive to a swankier part of town. 

I parked some ways down so I could walk a little, taking in the mansion sized homes in awe as I made my way to Penelope’s front door. 

I gave a quick knock and a few moments later the front door swung open to reveal one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen in my life. She was statuesque blonde, with long, silky legs that stretched up to her thin waist and ample breasts that swung free when she walked, a sure sign she wasn’t wearing a bra. 

I couldn’t help but notice that they looked soft but firm as they pressed against her thin sun dress. She had the most beautiful eyes I had ever seen, a piercing emerald that made me feel fuzzy inside. 

I was instantly attracted to her. There was no doubt about it. She was a vision of feminine beauty, a supermodel stepped out of the pages of a magazine. Her smile grew.

“Are you here for Princess?” she asked.

“Yes,” I recovered. “I’m Christopher.”

“Come in,” she said, motioning with her manicured hand. 

I stepped in and she quickly closed the door behind me, calling out for her cat. Seconds later Princess appeared in all her glory, rubbing up first against her mom’s gorgeous legs and then slowly working her way over to mine.

I leaned down and scratched behind the pussy’s ear, cooing to her softly to impress Penelope. It worked because ten minutes later we were on the couch talking schedules with Princess between us enjoying the extra attention. 

We agreed to start that Thursday. I told her I’d meet her by nine so she could meet some friends at a bar. By the time I was on my way out the door she was lavishing praise on me and calling me a saint. 

When the night arrived, I showed up just a little early, hoping to impress her. She yelled for me to come in and make myself comfortable. I went to the kitchen, poured a glass of milk, and sat on the couch. 

Princess joined me moments later as I flipped on the television and scrolled through the huge list of premium cable channels at my disposal, including adult titles!

“This is going to be the easiest money I’ve ever earned, Princess,” I whispered as I pet the cat.

“You’re early,” Penelope said, appearing in the doorway. 

She had on a black, lacy pair of panties with a bright pink bow stitched on the front. She had on a matching bra. She was rolling on a black pair of stockings as she spoke. 

“I wasn’t expecting you until nine.” 

“Traffic was lighter than I expected,” I told her. 

The truth was I’d spent all day thinking about her and couldn’t wait to see her. I’d never imagined she’d be dolled up and half naked when I got there. 

She turned back to her bedroom, satisfied with my answer. The smell of her perfume wafted around me. I fought back the familiar tug in my groin as I relived the sight of her in those panties in my mind again. 

They had to be the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my life.

When she came back in the room, she had on a skimpy cocktail dress and silver hoop earrings. Her lips were frosted a delicate shade of playful pink and she’d clipped a few pink feathers into her gorgeous blonde locks. 

It instantly reminded me of the pink bows on her bra and panties, now hidden away by that slinky black outfit. 

I was still on the couch, pretending not to notice her as I watched television. She walked in front of me, bent over, picked up her heels and began slipping them on. I admired her tight ass the entire time, my vantage point giving me the best view without any fear of being caught looking. 

I’m pretty sure she’s putting on a show for you, I thought, trying not to smirk. A moment later she confirmed she was trying her best to get my attention. 

“How do I look?” she asked, posing for me. 

“You look amazing to be honest,” I shrugged, turning and admiring her figure. Penelope didn’t seem to mind. She just laughed and told me I was too cute. She leaned over and softly kissed my cheek before heading out. 

I waited several minutes after hearing her car start and head out, then took my cock out and began to stroke myself to the thought of her in those panties. 

Cock in hand, I decided to explore the house, starting of course with her master bedroom. The air still held her essence, a warm, inviting smell of perfume and makeup and hairspray. It was intoxicating. 

The bed was massive, with a pile of dirty laundry strewn across it. I pulled my jeans off and climbed onto the soft mattress, still delicately stroking myself. I caught sight of a pair of pink, full bottom panties wadded up in the mess of clothes. 

I pulled them free and unfurled them. They had pink, lacy borders and were still slightly damp in the middle from Penelope’s juices. 

I raised them to my face and inhaled, thoroughly savoring the smell of her soiled undergarments. They smelled like hot pussy, not raunchy but a light, feminine scent that drove me mad the more 

I breathed them in. Penelope’s aroma seemed to permeate my being as I inhaled and jacked myself to a screaming orgasm on her bed. 

I shifted onto my back, rolling around in her essence as my twitching cock fired hot bursts of creamy white cum onto my flat, smooth stomach. I kept the panties on my face so none of my jizz would get on them.

Afterward I felt like I was floating. I rubbed the fresh load into my tummy and chest, loving the silky feeling and musky essence of my spunk. When I’d had enough, I headed to her shower, leaving the panties on the bed where I’d found them.

Her bathroom was amazing! She had every kind of shampoo and conditioner he could imagine, a counter full of makeup and brushes that looked like a professional studio, and all the tools required to keep her looking like a goddess, from tweezers to hair dye to body oil. I rinsed off, enjoying the peach Bellini body wash. It was one of the best showers of my life. 

By the time I got back to the sofa Princess was fast asleep. I watched the first few episodes of Game of Thrones and was dozing off when Penelope came stumbling back in. She reeked of booze and looked like she’d been pawed at some but was in a great mood. 

“How’d it go? Any trouble?”

“Smooth sailing,” I replied. “Princess and I are kindred spirits. We enjoy each other’s company.”

She giggled and I smiled but all I could think of was her exquisite panties and what they must smell like after a night out flirting and making out with drunk, horny men. 

Luckily Penelope broke the spell, handing me cash for the night and asking if I could do it again the next evening. I jumped at the chance to be in her house again. 

Like I said, it was the easiest money I’ve ever made.

I drove across town in a haze, feeling like I’d been drinking, the smell of her perfume and pussy seared into my memory. My cock grew so hard it hurt, straining against my jeans. 

When I got home, I quickly locked the door, stripped down, and grabbed my bottle of lube. I brought the image of her in her bra and panties to mind again. Soon I was spurting all over myself for a second time. 

I fell asleep with my own cum still drying on me. 
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​CHAPTER TWO
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It was hard not to think about her the next day, hard to wait until that night to see her again. Penelope had managed to really get under my skin. There was something so alluring about her. 

I spent the better part of the day lost in a daydream about the night before and fantasizing about what she might look like later that evening when I showed up. 

I arrived on time to pet sit, not wanting to freak her out. Penelope was ready for me, dolled up in a raunchy mini skirt and tight top that clung to her amazing breasts. I felt my cock jerk back to life as her sweet perfume hit me. 

I was hypnotized. I did my best to shift my cock around without drawing too much attention to myself, but it was no use. I thought she might be offended, most girls seemed to get upset about stuff like that, but she just laughed. 

She looked genuinely flattered, far more than when I’d just told her she was beautiful.

“Don’t just stand there,” she teased. “Get in before the neighbors see you playing with yourself.”

I stumbled into the sound of her giggling. My cheeks flushed red but my damn hard on didn’t seem to be going anywhere, despite her teasing. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, not making eye contact. “I don’t know what came over me. It won’t happen again.”

Penelope marched over and lifted my head with a finger, bringing my face up to hers. Her skin was so soft and silky looking that it was glowing. Her lips were so close to mine, soft and pink and inviting. Even her breath was sweet as she spoke. 

But it was her eyes that held me, and the closeness of her, the heat of her breasts hanging just in front of me, driving me mad. 

“It’s okay, baby,” she cooed. “It’s a very sweet compliment.”

She left the room, and I settled on her couch with the cat. I flipped on the television and was channel surfing when she returned with her purse and cellphone. 

“I might be a little later than last night,” she said. “But I’ll give you extra if I run over.”

“No problem,” I said, still feeling a little awkward. 

“See you later,” she said.

“Okay,” I waved. “Have a fun night.”

She reached the door and turned back, a devious smirk on her face. 

“You know I get several channels of porn,” she called to him. “Help yourself to whatever flavor you like.”

I didn’t answer but it didn’t matter. She hurried out the door after her suggestion, leaving me wondering what was happening. Did she just suggest that I masturbate to porn in her house? 

I’d felt a little weird about how far I’d taken it the previous night, but I realized Penelope didn’t mind. In fact, there might even be a chance she’d be turned on if she knew. 

“What kind of a freak is your mom?” I asked the cat. She meowed and jumped off the sofa, curling up in the window and staring out at cars passing by.

It didn’t take long for me to end up back in Penelope’s bedroom. She’d taken the time to clean up the room and make the bed. 

“Maybe she’s going to bring someone home to fuck,” I thought. The idea sent an odd shiver of excitement shooting through me, imagining her stripping down to those sexy undies. That when I realized she must have put on new ones and tossed the old ones in the laundry. 

Digging into her closet I found them immediately bringing them up to my face and breathing them in. My cock stiffened painfully as the scent of her pussy worked its way into my sinuses. They smelled amazing, even better than the ones from the previous night. 

Stripping naked I laid on her bed and began to jack off. In my mind, I imagined her out at some sleazy club, drunkenly making out with some handsome stranger in some dark corner, their hands exploring each other, his passionate kisses driving her wild with desire. 

Had she fucked him? I wondered as I stroked. Maybe in the heat of the moment she’d let the guy finger her, sliding these panties aside and roughly forcing two then three digits up into her, until she was wet enough to fit more than fingers inside. 

I fantasized she’d been lost in the moment, hungry to feel him inside her, that she’d reached down and unzipped his pants, pulling his throbbing cock out and jacking him. 

I imagined him pushing her back, his hips spreading her legs apart as he rubbed the tip of his fat cock head against her opening, making her moan and whine before entering her. 

Had he cum inside of her, his pearly nectar drooling out into the fabric now smothering his face?

No sooner had I thought it than a bolt of pearly white jizz shot out of me, hitting me in the face. A torrent of hot cum pulsed from my cock, covering my smooth chest and belly as I thrashed wildly, lost in the ecstasy of my powerful orgasm. 

My heart thumped in my chest and I panted to catch my breath. I could feel something wet on my lips. I poked my tongue out and licked it off, tasty my own salty sweet goo. 

For a split-second I imagined it was Penelope’s imaginary lovers fresh load from my fantasy. The idea sent an aftershock of pleasure racing through me. 

I’d been less cautious this time. If there hadn’t been sperm on Penelope’s panties before, there was now. I reached down and traced a finger along my cum drenched belly, bringing it up and sucking into my mouth as I closed my eyes. 

I was still hard, and my prick twitched as relished my own juices. I mopped up my mess with my own shirt then stood up and looked at her dirty panties. 

They really were the sexiest thing I’d ever seen, even when she wasn’t wearing them. I wanted to know what it felt like to wear something that amazing. 

The first thing I noticed was the way the soft material cupped my balls, a sensual feeling that sent another thrill through me. The next was the way they hugged my ass. 

I’ve always been lean. Some say I’ve got a swimmer’s build but I’m not nearly muscular enough to believe that. One thing I do know is that despite my slim figure I’ve always had a bit of a bubble butt. 

Penelope’s sexy panties hugged my ass, the delicate fabric running through the crack of my ass. My smooth bulge strained against the fabric in front as I drank in my image in her full-length mirror. I didn’t just feel amazing; I looked amazing too! 

And best of all they seemed to fit perfectly. Sticking out my ass and wiggling I pretended to be Penelope, flirting with random men she’d brought home for the night to fuck.

“Come on, stud,” I said in my best girl’s voice as I leaned over on all fours, my ass high in the air, looking back at myself over my shoulder. “Give it to me hard and don’t stop until you’ve filled me with hot cum.”

The effect was thrilling beyond words. It was like a whole new world of kink was blossoming before me, with so many confusing but exciting emotions to explore. 

I wore Penelope’s soiled panties the next hour or so as I dug through her underwear drawer, uncovering a treasure chest worth of sexy bra and panty sets, bra inserts, sheer nighties, lingerie, stockings, garters, and more. 

My heart raced with excitement as I stared down at the bounty before me, realizing I’d be trying on all of it at some point in the future. 

At the bottom of the drawer I found a bottle of lube, a slim pink vibrator, and a big, rubber flesh colored dildo shaped like a thick, veiny cock. I held it up in wonder. It was much larger than my dick, and it felt heavy in my hand. 

I sniffed at it, hoping to catch a bit of her essence but it smelled like soap. I put it back. The vibrator, on the other hand, smelled like her panties, only stronger. I rubbed it against my lips, licking around the tip and immediately tasted her. 

I sucked her vibrator greedily into my mouth, slurping away like it was a popsicle. I felt my cock leaking clear precum in excitement as I closed my eyes once more, imagining that I was sucking Penelope’s juices off her imaginary lover’s rigid cock. 

My cock had a spasm as the vibrator hit the back of my throat, causing me to gag. I looked down to see a clear string of sweet nectar staining the front of Penelope’s panties. 

I took them off and stuffed them deep back in her laundry pile, hoping she wouldn’t pay too much attention to her undies when she washed them. I cleaned up and got dressed, then watched television and dozed off. 

I woke at a quarter to two to the sound of Penelope drunkenly stumbling in. She had trouble getting her keys out of the door.

“Sorry I’m so late,” she slurred. “I had trouble getting a cab.”

Her makeup was smeared, and her hair was disheveled. Looking closer I saw her skirt tag hanging out, the zipper turned to the side instead of the back. It was obvious she’d hooked up with someone. Still she looked amazing, despite being falling down drunk. 

I helped her get the door closed, then down the hallway to her bedroom. She fell on her bed, face down, her short skirt riding up until I had a bird’s eye view of her silky red panties.

“Can you help me take off my heels?” she asked. “My feet are killing me after dancing all night.”

Dancing, I smirked. Sure. 

“No problem,” I replied, leaning over so my face was inches away from her crotch and slipping off her heels as I felt the heat rising off her.

“I feel like a lollipop that’s been licked clean of all my flavor,” she slurred, running her hands across my arms and staring into my eyes. 

I gazed back into her exposed crotch, inhaling deeply as the same scent I smelled on her other panties wafted towards me. I could several pubic hairs poking out of her panties. I fought back the urge to bury my face in her warm lap and rub my face on her dirty underwear. 

“You like what you see?”

I stood to go, embarrassed again. Penelope stopped me, holding me by the hand. 

“Help me get undressed,” she ordered, “then you can go.”

I helped her back to her feet as she attempted to find her zipper. 

“Hold still,” I said softly, leaning over and unzipping her skirt. It fell to the floor, leaving her in those dirty red panties. She pulled her top and bra off and shook her hair. 

My jaw dropped open. My cock ached at the personal show she was giving me. I was hard enough to cut diamonds.

“Thank you, Christopher,” she said, falling back onto the bed again. “Can you come back tomorrow night at seven? I’ve got a special date.”

“Sure,” I said, waiting to see if she’d invite me into her bed. She didn’t. She rolled over, curling up in her blankets, arching her back and giving me a perfect view of her amazing cheeks. I stared in awe, overwhelmed with desire. 

I left so horny I couldn’t make it home before jerking off. I pulled over at the gas station and cranked one out in the dingy bathroom. 

I thought of her in those panties, her glorious breasts out, her brazen sexuality coming off in waves. 

I thought of her being penetrated by an unseen stranger, hungry for release. And then for no reason at all I imagined what it would be like to be her in those panties, ass in the air, as some stranger walked in on me beating off and forced me to service him to completion. 

The fantasy didn’t last long. I came so hard and long I had to sit in my car afterwards for several minutes to catch my breath. 

What’s happening to me, I thought, disturbed and confused by the direction my personal fantasies were taking. I decided to put it out of my mind for the night. I drove home and crashed hard, enjoying a deep, peaceful sleep.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​CHAPTER THREE


[image: ]




When I got there the next night Penelope acted like nothing had happened. She paid me for the previous night and told me she might be out later than usual. She was wearing a skin-tight Versace dress and fuck me pumps with dark eye shadow and her hair slicked back. 

She had a gold clutch that matched her oversized gold bracelet. It was obvious she was expecting this date to go well. I wondered if she’d even come back that night. 

“I really appreciate all your help, sweetie,” she purred in my ear, leaning over and kissing me softly on the cheek. 

A thrill coursed through me at her touch, so delicate and feminine. 

“You’re a good friend. I’m so glad I met you.”

“Me too,” I said lamely, fighting to hide my throbbing erection. She noticed right away and giggled. 

“Don’t wait up for me,” she said, turning and heading out. 

My newfound friendship with Penelope didn’t stop me from being turned on by her or sneaking into her room to beat off with her panties again the minute she was out. I’ve always had a strong libido. 

I usually get myself off several times a day. I’d never lived with a woman before. I didn’t have any sisters. 

I never realized how tempting it was, always having a drawer full of lacy under garments so nearby. 

I dug through her closet again, pulling out the ripe pair from the night before and smelling them. Just as I suspected they reeked of her essence, but mingled in with it was something else, something musky and pungent that made my prick twitch. 

“You dirty bitch,” I said, sniffing them once more before wrapping them around my smooth cock, feeling them on my sensitive shaved balls. 

“Christopher,” Penelope squealed in surprise.

I turned in shock to see Penelope standing in the doorway of her bedroom, a look of shock plastered across her face.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“I was looking for batteries,” I lied, feeling the blood rush to my face as I did my best to cover up and hide her panties. “The remote is low for the television. I couldn’t find any in the kitchen and I thought you might have some in here.”

One look at her face let me know she wasn’t going for it.

“You thought I kept batteries in my underwear drawer?” She put her hands on her hips and cocked her head at me in disbelief. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. A big smirk grew across her face. “Where, in my vibrator?”

An image of her smooth, pink vibrator flashed through my mind. I pushed it out, my mind racing for an excuse, a way out of my shame. Nothing came to me. 

She thinks you’re a freak, I told myself. Say something! 

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled. “I thought you were out for the night. You said don’t wait up. You weren’t supposed to be back.”

“My date had a last-minute emergency,” Penelope said, walking in and cornering me. “What’s your excuse?”

There is no point in lying, I realized. You’re busted. The best thing you can do is just admit it and beg for mercy. 

“I just got curious, that’s all,” I admitted. “Please don’t kick me out. It won’t happen again. I promise.”

She laughed, but in a light, carefree way that surprised me. 

“Oh baby,” she said, hugging me. “You don’t have to be sorry. Curiosity isn’t a crime. It’s totally normal for a boy like you to be attracted to these things.”

“A boy like me?” I looked up, confused by her words. 

Was she calling me femme? She wouldn’t be the first. With my slender figure and general lack of body hair, I’d been mistaken from behind more than once for a member of the opposite sex. 

“A boy with no girls in his life,” she said softly. “You never got to explore any of this. I’ve lived with boys my whole life. I grew up with three brothers. I’m used to boys getting into my stuff. My last renter, James, he loved playing dress up. We turned it into a fun game, James and me. You and I can do the same thing if you like. I promise I won’t tell anyone. It can be our fun little secret.”

Her words washed over me, soothing my fears. My excitement grew as she rubbed my back, goading me on. The smell of her flowery perfume enveloped me, ensnaring my senses. She reached into my jeans and pulled her soiled underwear from under my balls. 

“These are dirty already,” she said pleasantly. “Let’s get you something fresh to wear.”

She reached into the drawer and lifted a pair of black lace panties out, with black bows in front and back. She held it up for me to touch, grabbing the matching bra. 

“Aren’t they soft? Women get everything soft and pretty and beautiful. It’s a shame most men will never allow themselves to wear something so incredible and sexy. Don’t you think?” 

She smiled as I began to run my fingers over the panties, enjoying the way the material felt in my hands. They were gorgeous. I imagined what it would feel like to slip them on as I fingered the lacy bra, fighting to hide my excitement.

“Guys think girls don’t like it when guys are sensitive, but that’s not true. Sometimes being vulnerable and feminine is exactly what we want from a partner, someone to shop with and gossip.”

I nodded as she vented.

“You know what would turn me on?” she asked. “If you tried them on for me. Come to think of it, it’s the least you can do, since I caught you raiding my panty drawer, naughty little girl.” 

My heart pounded in my chest at the thought. She was kidding, right? There was no way that she expected me to just strip down in front of her and put on her underwear, did she? 

The idea made me gasp. I waited for a sign she was joking, frozen in fear. Instead she gave me a different sign, one I couldn’t mistake.

“Fuck that turns me on,” she sighed.

Penelope sat down on the bed, hiking her dress up to reveal a pair of black thong panties riding way up into the juicy crack of her bubble butt. She pulled her panties aside, flashing me her slick shaved slit. 

My jaw fell open at the sight of her exposed sex. I’d never actually seen a pussy in real life, just on the internet. My cock ached at the sight of her. I knew right then and there I’d be willing to do whatever she wanted for a shot of sleeping with her. 

“Go on,” she gently urged, sliding a finger into herself. “Show me what you look like in my bra and panties. If you’re a good little sissy and do what I say, I just might let you have a taste.”

Her words snapped me out of my haze. The thought of hooking up with this drop dead gorgeous woman was enough to inspire me to slip on some sexy panties! 

I hastily undressed, pulling off my jeans and boxers. My smooth body and girlish hips, along with my shoulder length hair, made the illusion that I was a girl all the more convincing. 

I rocked back and forth, swaying my hips from side to side, as she fingered herself to the image of me in her panties. My cock strained against the silky fabric, the dribble of precum leaking from my cock wetting the front as I gushed into my panties.

“You look good,” she said. “You know that? I see it now. I can make you such a pretty, little girl. Would you like that? To be my pretty little girl?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitation, playing along with her. 

I would have said anything in that moment for a chance at being inside her. I could smell her hot pussy as she continued to pleasure herself, the scent driving me mad with desire. 

“Are you willing to trust me? To turn your will over to me completely? To do as I say?”

“I will do my best, Penelope” I said.

“Call me Mistress,” she said, locking eyes with me, her brow comically furrowed.

“Yes Mistress,” I said at once, eager to please her. 

“Then it’s decided,” she said. “From now on at home you’ll be my little sissy slave, Christina. This is going to be so much fun! I’m so happy you agreed!”

“Can I taste you now?” I asked, desperate to feel her wet heat on my face.

“I’ll tell you when,” she said, totally in charge, a shimmer of giddy pleasure twinkling in her eyes.

“You look so amazing,” I gushed, stroking myself through her soiled panties.

“Get on your knees in front of me,” she demanded, spreading her slick pink tunnel.

I did as I was told, my heart hammering in my chest. Her juicy pussy was now less than an inch from my face. She pumped her fingers in and out, working to bring herself off while torturing me. 

The anticipation was overwhelming. It stretched on and on until I felt like I couldn’t take it a second longer. 

“Eat me out,” she commanded at last. I dove in, face first, licking away at her slick labia and tongue fucking her juicy hole. She played with her clit while I lapped away at her hot cunt, savoring the exquisite new experience.

“That’s a good girl,” she purred. “Show me that ass while you eat my pussy. Shake it for me.”

I arched my back at her words, wiggling my panty clad ass as I ate her out. She spanked me lightly, pulling the panties up into my crack and causing them to rub across my cock and balls, driving me wild.

“Finger me, sissy,” she ordered. I licked two fingers and slid them gently into her drooling snatch, enjoying the way her sopping wet pussy felt on my hand. She let out a little moan of approval.

“That’s it, my pretty little girl,” she urged me on. “Make me cum.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” I managed in between licks, doing my best to bring her off with my slick fingers. 

She closed her eyes and rode my hand, bucking her hips as she furiously masturbated. A few moments later hot pussy juice covered my hand as she screamed out in ecstasy. 

“And now,” she said, trying to catch her breath, “it’s your turn.”

Reaching over she pulled my cock out of my panties. It dribbled onto her hand as she began to jerk me to full attention. She brought her tongue up and softly flicked it at the tip of my pink dick, like a snake. 

I gasped as her deft tongue stimulated the sensitive underside of my cock.

“That’s your sissy clit,” she informed me. “It’s the second most sensitive part of a sissy’s anatomy, after her boy pussy.”

Before I could ask what that meant she took me fully into her mouth, closing her eyes and savoring the sensation of sucking my quivering shaft. 

My hands found the top of her head as she rocked back and forth, her slick lips gripping my saliva drenched rod as her tongue worked circles around the tip.

“Oh my fucking God,” I cried out, twisting my fingers into her curly blonde locks. 

“That’s some sweet sissy cock,” she said, taking me out of her mouth and licking at my balls. “Lie down and take your panties off, princess.”

Once again, I did as I was told without question. She positioned herself between my legs, resuming her work on my tender pink shaved balls. After sucking one then another into her mouth she pulled them up, licking her way down to my crack. 

Before I knew what was happening, she was pushing my hips up, her hot tongue probing my asshole. My head felt like it was going to explode. My cock thrashed around as Penelope tongue-fucked my virgin backdoor. 

I stifled a moan, earning a reprimand from her.

“Don’t hold back,” she chastised me. “Let me hear that sissy cry of pleasure, little girl. Show your Mistress how much you appreciate her.”

Her words sent shivers through me. I let out a deep moan of pleasure, surprised by how high and girly my voice sounded with my new Mistresses tongue sliding in and out of my ass. 

“Cum for me, pretty girl,” Penelope said, wrapping her hand on my shaft and stroking me off. 

It didn’t take long. Within seconds my cock erupted, a geyser of creamy white jizz coating her hand and my soft tummy. She climbed up, sucking my cock as it fired the last of my milky load, then licking up the rest of my belly. 

When she was done, she kissed me passionately, her tongue pushing the salty sweet juice into my mouth as she pressed her body to mine. She took my face in her hands. 

“Was that your first time with a tongue in your ass?” she asked.

“Yes,” I admitted. “Actually, it was my first time doing anything with anyone.”

“You’ve never been with a girl before?”

“No,” I admitted. “I dated a couple, but it never got that far. I’ve never been very good with girls.”

“That’s not your fault, sweetie,” Penelope comforted me, giving me soft kisses. “You didn’t really want to date those girls.”

“I didn’t?”

“No, sugar,” Penelope shook her head, her hair tickling my face. “You wanted to be them. That’s why it’s not your fault. You didn’t know you were a pretty girl then. I’ve shown you. I’ve released you from not just your virginity my beautiful darling, but from the prison of your gender.”

“Speaking of which,” I said, nervously changing the subject, “how did I do?”

“You did very well, Christina,” she said. “You should be very proud. I am very proud of you. You’re doing great, baby. Even better than James, and he was gay.”

I blushed at her words, feeling a queer sense of pride. What’s going on, I wondered. Am I really letting her turn me into a girl for the night? I wrestled with my thoughts but decided in the end that it was a small price to pay to sleep with someone as beautiful and amazing as Penelope.

“What do you say when your Mistress gives you a compliment?” She arched an eyebrow at me, waiting for my reply.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said in my best submissive girl voice, the blood pounding in my cheeks.

“You are very welcome, Chrissy,” she said, a genuine smile of pleasure beaming on her face. 

She was having just as much fun as I was. 

“Now run along and shower. Use my shampoo and conditioner if you like. Make sure to shave your legs and all your girly parts. When you’re done, we’ll dress you and I’ll do your makeup. I know you’re going to love it!”

I felt nervous at the thought of getting dolled all the way up. It was one thing to put on her bra and panties and let her stick her tongue up my ass. It was another to let her dress me up like a doll, to feminize me. 

Still a part of me was excited at the thought of playing dress up. Women’s clothing is so much prettier than men’s, with so many options to choose from. I just didn’t want her to think I was gay.

“I don’t know if I can,” I said, feeling skittish. 

“What’s wrong, angel?” she stroked my face and lovingly stared in my eyes. 

“It’s just, I’m not gay,” I said. 

The truth was I’d never been with anyone before Penelope, male or female, but I’d never considered myself into dudes. 

“I’ll tell you what I told James. You don’t have to be gay to get dressed up in beautiful outfits,” she assured me, once again making me feel relaxed. 

“I’ve got more clothes than I could ever wear, as I am sure you’ve noticed by now. We’re nearly the same size, plus James left a bunch of shoes in his room. I’m sure one pair will fit, maybe the open-toed stripper heels. We’ll try to find you something better for when the time comes.”

“The time for what?” I asked nervously.

“Time for you to be with your first real man,” she said matter-of-factly. “That’s a long way off from where we are now, but you’ll get there. One day you’ll beg for it. I promise.”

“Isn’t that gay?”

I felt conflicted about what she was telling me. I seemed to be powerless to resist her suggestions, especially with the thought of possibly going all the way with a chick that looked like a super model looming over every word of our conversation. Still I couldn’t just have sex with a man, could I?

“Not at all, lover,” she assured me. “You’ll be a woman in almost every way by then, a gorgeous sissy slut eager to explore every pleasure a woman can know, and some we can’t.”

Would being dressed up like a girl, playing the role of one, excuse the fact that I was allowing a man to pleasure himself with me? Was that really where this was all headed? 

Would I really beg her for it? The idea of me changing so much scared me a little. Penelope read me like a book, once again comforting me with kisses.

“First things first, sissy,” she said as she stroked my face. “I promise I will never make you do something you don’t want or are not ready for. Do you trust me?”

Again, that queer thrill raced through me at her words. I knew I was on the verge of a whole new world, one with taboo pleasures beyond anything I’d dreamed of, and it scared me sure, but it also excited the hell out of me! 

I was torn. 

How would these changes affect me, dressing up and acting like a woman? Would I really come to see myself as a woman? 

Or would I be able to play along with my new friend for the benefits without any lasting changes to my personality? 

The truth was that there was no way to know without trying. This wasn’t something I could dip my toe into and test the waters. 

Penelope was intent on seeing this through. I’d become her little sex project. I wasn’t going to blow that. I had to commit one hundred percent to see where it took us, where it took me.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, giving myself over to her.

“Such a good girl,” she said, stroking my prick. “Now, go and wash that naughty little cock of yours and report back to me when you’re done. We’ve got some work to do.”

I did as I was told, my cock stiffening again at the thought of licking her pussy again. 

Who knows, I thought as I enjoyed the luxurious feeling of her expensive conditioner rinsing out of my hair, maybe when she’s done playing dress up, she’ll let me fuck her. 

The thought was enough to make me almost blow another load right then and there. 

I took my time shaving my legs, making sure I didn’t miss any spots. I instantly realized how much I enjoyed the sensation, the silky way the air felt against my smooth legs.

I put on some vanilla scented lotion, then sprayed myself with a dose of her most girly perfume, resolved to let her do her best to feminize me.

“Here goes nothing,” I said, turning and walking back to her room.

Penelope was impressed. She wasted no time letting me know.

“You smell amazing, my little sissy princess in the making” she squealed, a sparkle in her soft, blue eyes. “Time to transform you into the beautiful girl you were always meant to be!”
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Penelope insisted I try on a fresh pair of panties while she did my hair and makeup. She chose the laciest, most girly pair of pink panties she could find, admiring the way I looked once they were on. 

The makeup took a while, but I enjoyed the attention. I’d never had a girl be so interested in me, especially not one that looked like she should be dating a celebrity. The eye liner was difficult because my eyes kept tearing up, but my Mistress stuck with it, patiently talking me through the correct way to apply it from now on. 

“Tonight, I will do your makeup,” she said happily, “but one day you’ll want to know how to do all of this on your own. Now, let’s move on to your eye shadow. I think we should do something pretty and feminine to start out with. How about a nice shade of hot pink to match those sexy panties? Would you like that, Christina?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sang back, making her smile. 

“Of course you would, dear,” she said, getting to work. “Who doesn’t love to feel sexy and feminine and desired?”

She was right. Odd as it sounded, the more she worked on me, the sexier I felt. She applied sparkly pink polish to my toes and fingernails, using a matching shade of sparkle gloss on my lips. 

When she was done, she worked expensive product into my hair and took her time blow drying it in place as she feathered it for volume. The whole time she told me I was beautiful, talking about how sexy I looked and how brave I was to let her dress me, how much it all turned her on. 

I have to admit I was really starting to enjoy myself.

She picked out a clingy red dress for me, stuffing her bra with inserts to give me the impression of breasts. To my surprise the dress looked amazing on me, especially the way it hugged my ass. I pushed it out towards the mirror, wiggling it back and forth and enjoying the way I looked as a woman. 

Penelope had insisted that I try on her hot pink fishnets to complete the look. She was right. With my glossy link lips and hot pink eye shadow the sexy stockings tied my sissy outfit together perfectly. 

“Oh my Goddess,” Penelope squealed in delight as she drank in the vision of the girl she’d unearthed. “Look at how pretty you are, Chrissy! You’re such a brave girl. Now isn’t this worth the effort? Don’t you feel like the sexiest little sissy alive right now?”

I couldn’t deny that I was turned on by what was happening. It wasn’t just knowing I’d most likely be officially losing my virginity to my smoking hot roommate either. 

Something about the way she spoke to me, how loving and kind and encouraging she was, made me feel sexy, desired, maybe even loved. 

Her words of praise thrilled me, urging me to go further to earn more from her. 

“I do, Mistress,” I purred. “I love the way I look. I hope I’ve made you as happy as you’ve made me.”

She beamed with delight at my compliment, rushing off to the kitchen and returning with a bottle of champagne and two glasses. 

“What are we celebrating?” I asked as she popped the cork.

“Your transformation, silly sissy,” she sang. “One of the things you’ll learn about being a woman is there is never a shortage of reasons to toast to something.”

She handed me a glass, and I gratefully accepted it. I was ready to get buzzed, to give myself over to the wild ride I’d signed up for with Penelope – heart and soul. 

I slammed back my first glass, and she poured me a fresh one, cheering me on. 

“As crazy as this sounds,” I confided, “this dress is actually way more comfortable than my normal clothes.”

“Women’s clothing is designed not just to be enjoyed by others, but by the woman wearing them,” she said. “With so many different styles of fabrics, so many different ways to wear a look, the possibilities for exploring are endless.”

She kissed me and I kissed back, feeling my cock grow hard again. 

“How do you feel?”

“I feel sexy,” I admitted. “These panties are driving me wild. Every time I move, I feel them rub against my sex. How do you get anything done?”

She laughed. 

“You’ll get used to it,” she promised. “It’s just one more perk of being a girl.”

She got on her knees in front of me, lifting my dress up to reveal my sexy pink panties. She rubbed my cock through them. 

“That feels amazing,” I said, enjoying the buzz. 

“You’re a horny little sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I told her at once. She licked at my growing erection. 

“How many times do you normally beat your sissy cock a day, pretty little girl?”

“Seven,” I whispered. She laughed at my response. 

“Oh Chrissy,” she giggled, turning my cock over in her soft hands. “You have no idea how hot that is. I’m glad to hear you have a high libido. You will make a wonderful sissy slave, my love. If you trust me and follow my instructions, I will help you cum harder and more than you ever imagined possible.”

I certainly liked the sound of that. 

“Drink up,” she said, pouring a fresh glass from the newest bottle of champagne. I took the glass and guzzled it down, enjoying the buzz. “Our ride will be here any minute.”

“Our ride?”

“We’re taking a little trip out into the world,” she said. 

I felt the panic climb in my chest. I couldn’t go outside dressed like a girl. What if someone I knew recognized me? How on earth could I ever explain it? I’d be humiliated!

“I don’t know if I can do that,” I said, fidgeting. 

“What was that, sissy?”

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I said, falling back into character. “I’m nervous about going out.”

“How can you say that when you look this amazing?” She waved her hands at me. The look in her eyes made me feel both embarrassed and proud in a strange way.

“Don’t you like being my sexy little girlfriend?” she asked.

“Of course I do,” I said.

“Well I had plans to go out tonight,” Penelope explained. “I look too good to stay in, and so do you. That’s why I called a car service to take us to a dark club downtown, someplace private we can be ourselves without feeling judged. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Yes,” I said, looking down in fear. “It does sound nice Mistress, but I’m still scared.”

“You told me that you trusted me,” Penelope reminded me. “Did you mean it?”

She locked eyes with me. All I could think was how gorgeous she was. Maybe I was being too uptight about this. It was like acting practice. When else would I get a crazy opportunity to do something wild like this again? I swallowed hard and answered, once more giving myself over to her will.

“I trust you, Mistress.”

“Wonderful,” she said. The doorbell rang. “Our ride has arrived. I can’t wait to dance! This is going to be an amazing night after all.”

The driver held the door open for us, and we climbed into the back of his town car, my heart racing the whole time. When we got near the club, I saw a line of people snaking down the block. Penelope told the driver to pull up a block away in the opposite direction.

“We’re going to make an entrance, darling,” she told me. “I know you aren’t used to walking in heels yet. I’m sorry. Do your best to keep up.”

She pulled me out of the car and there I was, standing on the sidewalk dressed in women’s clothes with my hair and makeup done, my nails painted, and my ass hanging out of the bottom of my dress. 

I heard a guy lean out of his car as he passed and whistle at us. I turned in shock, blushing at the attention. Penelope tugged my hand. 

“See? They already think you’re a woman. You’ve got nothing to worry about. Follow me.”

She pulled me by the hand, my hips swaying as I took short steps in the tall heels, my breast inserts jiggling convincingly enough. The air licked at my newly shaved legs, thrilling me with its chilly breath. 

Two good looking guys were hanging by their car, polishing off a bottle of something hard. Penelope pulled me over to them, putting me on display.

“Excuse me gentlemen,” she said, announcing our presence. “My girlfriend Chrissy doesn’t think she looks hot tonight. Can you help me out?”

I could feel both men undressing me with their eyes. The sexual hunger was palpable as they drank in the vision of me in that sexy dress. I blushed, surprised by how much I liked the attention. 

“She’s beautiful,” the first guy grunted. “You both are.”

“You’re too kind,” Penelope said. “Sometimes a girl just needs a compliment from a gorgeous guy to help her feel sexy. Do you feel sexy now, Chrissy?”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment as the guys grinned, enjoying the show. 

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Tell them thank you,” she ordered. I turned obediently and made eye contact with both guys, who were now totally engrossed in our sexual psychodrama.

“Thank you for making me feel sexy,” I said. 

“That’s a good start, sissy,” Penelope said, wagging her finger, “but there’s a better way to thank a hot guy. Let me show you.”

Penelope walked up and stuck her hand down the front of the guy’s pants closest to her, wrapping it around his cock and stroking him hard. 

“Holy shit,” the guy managed, fumbling to unzip his pants and give her better access to his growing erection. 

“Why don’t you and your friend step over into this alley so I can give my girlfriend a demonstration of how to properly thank a man,” Penelope suggested. They wasted no time complying. To my surprise there was already a girl on her knees servicing a guy with a monster cock. They didn’t even bother to acknowledge us as we settled in nearby, Penelope dropping to her knees and taking the strangers cock back into her mouth. 

His buddy whipped out his dong and waved it in her face. Penelope jerked him hard without missing a beat. I stared in surprise as she took turns servicing both men’s king-sized cocks. 

They’re so much bigger than I am, I thought, unable to look away. Was I turned on by their dicks or by the sight of her working them like an unrepentant whore? 

Was there part of me that really wanted to be her? I didn’t want to think about it. I felt my smooth dick pushing against the fabric of my dress and did my best to tuck it down.

I had to admit as I watched her passionately suck away at our new friends, her bright red lips slurping greedily on their pulsing meat poles, I found myself feeling a little jealous. Both guys were locked in place, loudly moaning and encouraging her with grunts as she kept them rigid at attention with her slick mouth. 

They’re totally under her power, I realized, feeling a warm tingle inside at the thought. I don’t know why but suddenly I found that so hot. I fought the urge to take my cock out of my panties and stroke on out. It was hard, since our neighbors were wrapping things up as well. 

I turned to see the woman across from Penelope take the massive rod out of her mouth as it fired hot streaks of pearly white jizz across her face. Her lover cried out, his breath ragged as he dumped his succulent reward onto her face. 

He leaned down when he was done and kissed her, oblivious to his freshly blasted goo. 

That set off our new friends, both of whom came in succession one after the next. Penelope forced her head down on the first studs’ hard cock as his body tensed. She swallowed over and over as he roared in pleasure, his hips bucking into her face. 

His buddy, who’d been stroking while watching, blew his wad right after. Penelope sucked it down like sugary syrup, licking her fingers when she was done to get every last drop. 

The guys pulled up their pants. The first one leaned over and kissed Penelope. 

“Find me when you get in,” he said. “I owe you a drink or two.”

The other one left without a word. I helped Penelope up. By then we were the last two people in the alley.

“What was that about?” I asked. “Are you crazy?”

“I wanted to show you how easy it is for a pretty girl to get her way,” Penelope said, wrapping her arms around me. “You could have looked away, but you didn’t. You liked it. Admit it.”

I felt conflicted by her words. I could smell the strange men’s spunk on her warm breath. I was surprised by how much it aroused me. 

“I did, Mistress,” I said, unable to lie to her. “It was beautiful.”

“Thank you, sissy,” she said. “Now that you’ve seen how it’s done, you can try it on your own later and I’ll watch. How does that sound?”

I stared in shock at her. She was kidding, right? She didn’t really expect me to take a dick in my mouth, did she? 

“I’m not ready,” I protested.

“Yes, you are,” Penelope said, stroking my face. “You just need the right circumstances to help you feel comfortable. You won’t find them out in a dark alley, not for your first time. Let’s go inside.”
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