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MY SISSY DESTINY

Kevin gets the week off, saying he has the flu to get out of being fired for oversleeping. With his fiancé Kim at work, he’s got the house all to himself, and plenty of time to play dress up with his secret stash of special clothes!

When Kim comes home for lunch and catches him, he’s convinced she’s going to expose him. Instead she insists on guiding him on his journey to become her perfect sissy slave. She also insists on documenting the entire week as Kevin becomes Nikki. Soon things are way past the point of return as the sexual hunger her Mistress unleashed threatens to consume her whole world.

Explore a world of crossdressing, first time, feminization, and sexual submission in MY SISSY DESTINY from internationally bestselling erotica author Dani Phoenix.

“Only the united beat of sex and heart together can create ecstasy.” 

- Anaïs Nin
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​Chapter One
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Call me Nikki. That’s my name now. Darling Nikki, the sexy sissy slut.

I sat in my pink, satin panties with extra ruffles and that sexy access hole in the back, reminding me that my new pussy was hungry for fresh cum, eager to please as many men as possible. 

Mistress had been kind enough to lube up my vibrator, the one she uses to keep my hole primed and ready to satisfy cock. She turned it on and slid it all the way up into me, letting me rock back and forth to stimulate myself. 

“This will remind you of what you are now,” she scolded. “A sissy faggot here to serve real men, better men.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, aware that every word was being captured on the new cameras she’d installed. 

My history was being captured moment by moment, the rebirth. Like a phoenix from the ashes I was rising, cum drenched and glorious, glistening and so very beautiful it hurt my heart to think about it.

My manicured fingers with blood red glossy tips clicked away at the keyboard, writing down what I’d been told to write, never questioning for a second what she asked of me, just like a good little obedient sissy.

My Mistress was the one who gave me my new name, Nikki. I was glad too, so much nicer than the boring old boy’s name Kevin. It was also her idea to document and film my transformation into a sissy sex slave. I will do anything my Mistress orders. I am a good girl. 

“Kiss ass,” my Mistress whispered cruelly into my ear, sending icy chills down my arms. 

“Still I can’t help but be flattered. Your total submission makes me so hot.”

I let out a sigh of relief. 

“How’s that vibrator feel inside you?”

Before I could answer, Mistress leaned over and stroked my sissy clit through the sexy panties. I gasped, my body tensing at her sudden show of physical intimacy. I was already rock hard from the little ‘game’ we’d been playing. Mistress massaged the leaking precum from my smooth prick into the sensitive underside of my sissy clit, sending tingles through me in mind blowing waves.

I am a woman. I am a sissy. I am a slave. 

“That’s it,” Mistress purred, increasing the speed of her jacking. 

I began to whimper like a little girl trying not to piss herself, as the intensity of my pleasure increased with each tug. The more I whimpered, the more my new Mistress smiled that frosty grin. The vanity mirror on my desktop would not let me escape her unflinching glare. A look of smug satisfaction shone on her face as she savored my deep humiliation.

“That’s right, sweetie,” she cooed. “Go on and moan like a little bitch. That’s what you are now. A cum dumpster. A faggot. A sissy sex slave. Go on and say it.”

“I’m a cum dumpster,” I cried out without hesitation. “A sissy faggot. Please Mistress! Let me cum!”

How the hell did this happen to me? I wondered, feeling of moment of clarity wash over me as I fought off my impending orgasm, now building towards its crescendo. I knew it was no use to fight her, not anymore. 

She had everything on me she needed to end my life anyway and a mean streak hot enough to melt anyone who tested her. It was something I’d known about her since we first met. When she set her mind to something, she dug in until she got her way. Eventually she won. She always won.

All at once my mind flashed back to how I’d to be in such an embarrassing position, with graphic clarity, sparing me none of the humiliation. Oddly, it turned me on even more, as I spiraled out of control, lost on the edge of unspeakable bliss. The identity I’d used my whole life, Kevin, was being completely stripped away. Already there was less than a trace left. 

One last look, he told himself as she jerked him ever closer to the edge of a mind-blowing orgasm.

“So close, sissy,” she whispered into his ear. “Soon you’ll be erupting hot, silky cum from your sissy clit, all over my hand, moaning like a bitch in heat. If you’re a good little girl, I’ll let you eat it up. That’s what you really want, isn’t it slut?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned, 

I wasn’t always a cum hungry sissy, eager to please my cruel Mistress, I remembered, fighting the shiver of pleasure she was sending through me with just two fingers and some simple pressure. I used to be a normal, boring guy with a live-in girlfriend and a day job at an insurance company. 

I thought back to the start of the week. The thing is, I hadn’t planned on being home with nothing to do. I’d overslept on Monday morning and was woken by a call from my boss Helen two hours later. 

I thought for sure I was screwed. I’d faked a cold to get out of being fired and she’d bought it. 

“No one here needs to catch the plague from you,” she said, sounding disgusted by me. “Take the rest of the week off. It’s not like you do much around here anyway.”

Before I could thank her, she’d hung up on. My girlfriend Kim was already long gone to work by then. That meant I was all alone and could pursue my favorite fantasy. I dug into the back of my side of the closet, pulling out a locked suitcase with a combination code. I spun the numbers to 007.

“My secret life as a sissy,” I laughed, pulling open the suitcase to reveal my secret stash; a couple dresses, two wigs, fishnets, stockings, and a collection of sexy, sissy panties. 

My girlfriend Kim is smaller than me, as are most of the women I’ve dated. That’s why I’ve always kept my own private stash to wear when moments like this came along. 

At the bottom of the suitcase was an instant camera and several shots I’d taken of myself dressed up over the years. It’s not like I could take them to get developed anywhere, not without letting my secret get out.

There was also a black, leather cock ring and nipple clamps, for when I felt really kinky. 

“Hello, dear friends,” I said in my sexiest voice as I stared down at them. “Time to play!”

It’s a habit I’d gotten into late in high school, when I’d come across a pair of used panties at the laundry mat one afternoon and pocketed them. Most guys my age would have spent their time sniffing them while they jacked off. In all honesty, I’d done my fair share of that the first month I had them. I could still smell the tang of dirty pussy in them, and god only knows what kind of funk.

But eventually I’d also tried them on and worn them around, finding that the idea of dressing up in women’s clothing did something strange to me. It made me feel... sexy!

I will never forgot what it felt like to cum dressed up as a woman, imagining that a strong, muscle-bound man using me as his object of sexual gratification, filling my holes with his pulsing prick and leaving behind his hot, creamy seed.

It was a dark, taboo pleasure, the kind that left me winded with guilt, my face flushed in embarrassment at my own impossible desire.

“Oh my God,” I’d muttered, still shivering with unabashed pleasure.

Not only had I cum harder than I’d ever cum in my life, even from being blown by a girl, but I’d also cum more than I’d ever seen before! It was literally three times the size of my normal load. From then on, I’d sought out opportunities to play dress up every chance I got, but I’d always done it in private.

I was always careful to keep my secret play time from being discovered, knowing that I could never live down the idea of being exposed. My friends would never understand my naughty fantasies and neither would my parents. And thanks to that vigilance, my secret had remained just that, a secret. 

My parents would freak out if they knew, I thought as I showered up then shaved myself smooth all over. I loved the way the air kissed my bare skin but not nearly as much as I loved the way soft, women’s clothing felt against it.

When Kim asks why I shaved all my body hair off I’ll tell her I’m getting back into swimming, I told myself, knowing she’d never suspect I was lying. 

Before she came along that suitcase used to live in the back of the attic, as far away from where anyone could ever discover it and pry it open. But Kim was different. She never snooped through my stuff, or, if she did, she had the decency not to bring it up. I even started to feel like she might not judge me if she did find out. 

It was around the time she moved in that I put the locked luggage in their closet on my side. Part of me thought of it as a test. Sooner or later she was bound to bring it up. But she hadn’t. She never once asked what it was.

“She probably thinks it’s kinky porn or sex toys,” I told myself, my voice already taking on the higher tones it did when I began pretending to be a sexy young woman.

I stepped out and toweled off, admiring my hairless, smooth body. I had the ass and hips of a pretty girl, a fact I’d been teased mercilessly about growing up. And no matter how much I worked out I didn’t seem to get much bigger. I did tone well, giving me an androgynous sexiness, a gender fluidity I used to my advantage during my special time alone.

“If she only knew what was really in there,” I giggled, feeling more sexy and feminine now that I was showered and shaved. I playfully blew a kiss at the mirror. 

“Time to get you ready for your big day of lounging around in sexy panties, silly girl,” I said, bending over and admiring the way my ass looked. 

I sat naked at the vanity as I’d done countless times before and began putting on my girlfriend’s makeup. Deep down I knew that if I fit into her clothing, I’d probably wear that as well. In these moments, I liked to think of Kim as a close girlfriend, the kind that share makeup and stories about boys and blowjob tips. That way it seemed less strange to be pilfering her expensive lipsticks for the perfect shade or stealing a pack of press on nails.

Once I’d put on a touch of color, some eye shadow and lined my lips, I went back to our bedroom and dressed in my sexiest lingerie, loving the way the material caressed my skin as I rolled on the midnight black sheer stockings with lacy tops. 

“Ahhhhh,” I moaned, feeling more comfortable than I had in ages. “It’s been way too long.”

A feeling of calm descended over me, as if all my problems had fallen away. I was no longer Kevin. Any problems Kevin had, were no longer my problems. I was just a hot chick, laying around in her sexiest clothes, feeling desired.

I wiggled my hips and gasped as I pulled on my favorite pair of black, satin panties, letting my shaved sack and sissy clit roll around in the sensuous fabric. 
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