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I sat at my vanity table carefully finishing the last of my makeup while Kaylee, Christina, and Amy sat on my bed behind me chatting among themselves about how exciting today was going to be, but I was far from excited.

Today was the day of my “playdate” with my old friend Sam, now Samantha.

A few weeks ago, when Kaylee had spoken to Layla and Hannah about cutting me some slack with the daily humiliation and bullying, she had suggested they focus their attention on Sam instead. They were extremely eager at the prospect of having their own sissy and began bullying him in school the same way they used to do to me. It was Christina who suggested the two of us have a playdate, and that this weekend would be perfect since my parents were away on another business trip. Everyone except Samantha and I were beyond enthused. We were dreading it.

I looked at myself in the mirror and felt ridiculous.

I was dressed completely like a little girl. My dress was an extremely short, bright pink sissy dress with a delicate lace floral pattern covering the fitted bodice. Soft little pearl-like beads were scattered across the flowers, the sleeves were short and puffy, gathered at the shoulders and edged with soft ruffles that sat high on my dainty upper arms. A large satin bow in matching pink and white sat right in the center of my chest. The skirt exploded out from my waist in layers and layers of stiff, sheer tulle and organza, each tier edged with pale pink lace. It barely covered my equally frilly panties and stood out all around me in a fluffy circle, the lightest movement making the layers bounce and rustle against each other.

Sheer white stockings covered my legs from the tops of my thighs down to my ankles. On my feet were shiny pink heels with little bows on the front of each one. My hair was pulled into high pigtails, each one tied with a matching pink bow that sat right at the sides of my head. Small heart-shaped earrings dangled from my ears. My nails were painted a bright glossy pink, the same way they had been painted every single day since Miss Connery spanked me for cutting her class and ordered them to stay painted at all times, even at school. My makeup was pure sissy pink: soft pink eyeshadow, long lashes, rosy cheeks, and two full coats of hot pink lipstick that made my mouth look shiny and pouty, almost cartoonish. Even the perfume I had sprayed on was extra girly, a sweet candy-like scent that floated around me every time I moved.

Between my ridiculous outfit, breast forms, and my increasingly petite and womanly figure, I looked like a hot young woman who had decided to dress up as a little girl for Halloween and done a really great job at it. The short fluffy skirt barely covered anything. The soft lace of the bodice made my boobs look huge. Every time I shifted even slightly the layers of tulle brushed against my upper thighs and stockings.

As humiliating as my hyper-feminized appearance was, I still felt an embarrassing little spark of excitement knowing that Kaylee was loving it. Between watching her get fucked by Max, getting spanked by Miss Connery again, and the intimate nursing sessions the two of us had shared over the past few weeks, my mindset had dramatically shifted. I had started accepting that I was a sissy. I was desperate to please her no matter what the cost to my dignity. She and Max had also broken up two weeks ago, which had only made the two of us closer and made me want to please her even more as we grew closer.

I finished a second coat of pink lipstick, capped the tube, and set it down. Then I turned slightly on the vanity stool and said in my softest, girliest voice, “I’m ready, Miss Kaylee.”

Christina immediately mimicked me in an exaggerated high voice, flailing her wrists in the air. “I’m ready, Miss Kaylee.”

Kaylee and Amy both giggled, looking over at me with obvious amusement.

Kaylee smiled at me. “Come here and show us the final look, princess.”

I stood up carefully. The heels were higher than what I was used to and I had to take small, dainty little steps to keep my balance as I tottered the few feet over to the bed. The fluffy layers of the skirt bounced with every movement. I felt completely ridiculous.

Amy let out a high squeal. “Aww, she’s so adorable!”

Christina grinned. “Give us a spin, sissy.”

I slowly turned in a circle, arms held carefully at my sides as I tried not to tip over. The short ruffled skirt flared out and bounced around my thighs. All three of them giggled again.

Kaylee stood up and stepped in close, wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug. Our breasts pressed together through the soft fabric of my dress and her top, a feeling that felt strangely intimate. She whispered in my ear. “You are the cutest thing, Fiona.”

A warm, happy feeling spread through me.

Christina smirked. “I’m sure her little faggot boyfriend will think so too, right, girly boy?”

I looked down at the floor, dreading my upcoming playdate and the humiliation I was sure it would bring.

Just then the doorbell rang downstairs. All three girls lit up at the same time while my stomach dropped.

Kaylee’s eyes sparkled and her voice came out like she was talking to a child. “That must be her! Let’s go get the door, Fiona. But first, do you remember what I told you?”

I felt super embarrassed having to repeat her instructions in front of Christina and Amy, but I did. “Um… to be a good girl and act like one the whole playdate, even when Samantha and I are alone…to be a good influence on her.”

Kaylee nodded, satisfied. “That’s right, princess! Now let’s go get the door!”

I turned and started down the stairs in front of them, carefully placing each high-heeled foot one step at a time. My fluffy skirt bounced with every careful step, flashing my panties to the girls who followed behind me giggling. It was moments like these that hit me hard, regardless of my shifting mindset. I felt completely pathetic and humiliated. I was dressed like a childish parody of femininity, a walking mass of pink frills designed to signal to the world that I was the polar opposite of masculinity. I was sure that whatever I was about to do on my playdate would be just as emasculating, and I kept wondering anxiously what exactly it was going to entail.

I reached the front door and turned back for a second. Kaylee, Christina, and Amy stood a few feet behind me, all of them looking super giddy and excited, eyes bright and smiling as they watched me stand there looking mortified in my sissy outfit.

My manicured hand trembling, I reached out and opened the door.

Sam stood on my porch looking completely depressed and petrified. His shoulders were hunched and his eyes stayed fixed somewhere near my feet like he didn’t want to look up. He was still in normal boy clothes, jeans and a plain t-shirt, but with a bright pink collar snug around his neck with a matching pink leash clipped to it. Layla held the other end of the leash loosely in one hand. She and Hannah both stared at me for a long second, clearly taken aback by the full-blown sissy outfit, the pigtails, the makeup. Then their faces lit up and they both started cracking up.

Sam’s eyes finally lifted. They went wide with pure horror and shock as he looked at me standing there in the open doorway. I felt just as mortified being seen like this by him, seen as what, to my shame, felt like an accurate reflection of what I was now. The short fluffy layers of my pink dress swirled lightly around my thighs with the smallest shift of my weight. My pigtails swayed when I turned my head even a little. The sweet candy perfume felt impossible to ignore every time I breathed. My glossy pink nails caught the daylight as my fingers twitched at my sides. The weight of my boobs on my chest, which I barely ever noticed anymore, suddenly felt impossible to ignore.

Layla’s finally stopped laughing, her voice amused and condescending. “Oh wow, Fiona…this is crazy even for your fairy ass.”

Hannah grinned and gave Sam a hard nudge in the side with her elbow. “She looks really cute, doesn’t she, Samantha?”

Sam swallowed hard. When he spoke, his voice was soft and higher than a normal guy’s, but not quite passable as a girl’s like mine was. It sounded like a really feminine gay guy trying too hard to sound feminine. “Yes, you um… you look really pretty, Fiona.”

I mumbled a quiet thank you, awkward and ashamed, while my fingers nervously played with the soft poofy hem of my very short dress. The stiff tulle layers rustled as my painted nails anxiously toyed with them. I could feel the heat climbing up my neck and into my cheeks as the two of us just stood there looking at each other.

Kaylee and the others giggled behind me as they walked up to the doorway. Christina’s voice cut through the tense moment, amused and sharp. “Fiona, I don’t know why you’re being so shy! Aren’t you gonna give your little boyfriend a kiss?”

Both of us stood frozen in shared humiliation. I could feel Sam’s eyes flicking over my feminized body and overall appearance the same way mine kept drifting back to the bright collar still locked around his neck like he was their slave. I knew I had no choice. I stepped forward timidly, my high heels clicking and my short skirt bouncing as I closed the distance between us and slowly leaned in. I planted a tender, soft kiss right on his lips. When I pulled back, I saw that my glossy pink lipstick left a clear mark on his lips.

My face burned with shame as soon as I saw the bright pink smear on his mouth knowing that I had done that. The two of us just stood there in awkward, uncomfortable silence while the girls all greeted each other around us like nothing strange was happening at all.

After the hellos were finished they led us into the living room. Hannah unclipped the leash and took the pink collar off Samantha, dropping both items on the side table. Then all five girls sat down comfortably on the couch, relaxed and completely at ease. Sam and I stood at attention. I felt like a complete pussy standing in the middle of my own living room dressed like a hyper-feminized little-girl, waiting for orders, but that was just my life now. The contrast between us was obvious. The five of them lounged on my couch looking beautiful, confident, and casual while the two of us stood in front of them like scared children: obedient, weak, and completely on display.

Hannah looked over at Kaylee. “Do you have the stuff for Samantha?”

Kaylee nodded eagerly. “Yes, it’s in Fiona’s room.”

Hannah raised an eyebrow, still smiling. “And Fiona will really be able to make her over?”

Amy jumped in right away, her voice betraying her own excitement. “Fiona is an expert when it comes to all things beauty. She definitely can.”

Layla let out an excited squeal and clapped her hands together. “I’m so excited! I can’t wait to see Samantha looking as girly as Fiona does. This is gonna be great!”

All the girls giggled and chatted about it excitedly for another moment, voices overlapping in that easy, confident way that made the space between them and us feel even wider, like we were a different species. Then Kaylee turned toward us with a warm smile. “Alright girlies, you know what to do. Fiona, you have everything you need?”

I gave a small, careful curtsy, accidentally flashing my frilly panties as I grabbed my skirts and lowered myself in submission. “Yes, Miss Kaylee.”

Hannah and Layla both giggled. Hannah looked at Samantha and ordered, “Take notes from Fiona, bitch. We’d like to see some curtsies too when you come back.”

Sam just nodded, looking completely miserable. I wasn’t exactly happy either. I hated how ridiculous and dainty I looked next to these confident women. At the same time the part of me that had accepted what I was now kept whispering that this was exactly what a sissy did, that Kaylee was clearly happy, and that her approval and pleasure was more important than my own dignity and pride.

Kaylee smiled at me, a subtle look that told me I was being a good girl. “Alright girls, go have fun. I’m excited to see you all dressed up, Samantha.”

We started walking toward the stairs. Hannah’s voice called after us right away, cheerful yet firm. “Hold hands, girls!”

Sam and I quickly reached out and took each other’s hands. His grip was stiff and awkward. Mine felt smaller and softer against his, the limp grip of someone who had already been conquered and stripped of all his, now her, strength. Together we walked up the stairs, both of us moving shamefully with our heads hung low. The many pink layers of my dress bounced and swished with every delicate step of my pink heels while he climbed beside me in regular shoes, his posture still stiff and uncertain next to the ladylike little steps I had learned to take. Even compared to someone who was walked in on a pink leash, I was the more broken, more feminine one by far.

We reached my room and let go of each other’s hands. The tension between us sat thick and incredibly uncomfortable in the quiet space. Neither of us seemed to know where to look or what to say. We had been friends for years, treated each other as men worthy of masculine respect, and now, it was a clear but unspoken truth that neither of us were men or masculine at all.

I shifted my weight carefully in the pink heels, stammering my words, my voice still coming out in the little-girl-like voice I had mostly unconsciously adopted for the day. “Um… do you want to get undressed and then I’ll help you get ready?”

Sam’s voice dropped back into his regular male register, rough with disgust. “So you really always talk like a girl now, huh?”

I kept my eyes on the floor. Even to him, I was pathetic. There was nothing I could say to change that. I tried to stay sweet and kill him with kindness. “Yes when I’m told to. And you should too. They have a nanny cam set up in my room and are probably watching and listening to us right now.”

He let out a frustrated sigh. When he spoke again the higher, softer tone had returned, still not quite passable. “Alright. I guess we have no choice.”

I stood there awkwardly, trying hard not to watch as he started undressing. It was awkward enough standing in my room with my old friend, talking like girls and wearing a pink sissy dress that made my boobs look huge.

When he was down to his boxers I glanced over without meaning to. His body was completely hairless, and his toes were painted the same bright pink as mine.

I cleared my throat. “Um… they got you panties to wear…so I think you might have to take those off too.”

Sam’s head snapped toward me manically. “Are you that eager to see my dick, faggot?”

I looked straight down at the carpet, cheeks burning. I hated that even Sam was disrespecting me like this, and I was far too big of a sissy to do anything about it. Still, there was pity mixed in with the shame I felt. I could see him lashing out, trying to sound like a man, when it was already clear he was just as weak and powerless as I was. I didn’t answer. I just turned and minced quietly over to the closet like the sweet little sissy I had been trained to be, my ruffled skirt bouncing and rustling with every swaying step. I pulled out the matching pair of panties the girls had left for him. They were the exact same style as the ones I was wearing under my dress: bright pink satin, soft and stretchy, with layers of delicate frills and lace along the waistband and the leg openings that made them look almost like something a little girl would wear. I walked back over with my eyes fixed on the floor and held them out to him, then turned my face away while he reluctantly stepped out of the boxers and pulled the frilly pink panties up his legs.

Once they were on I reached into the closet again and took out the ultra-realistic breast forms the girls had ordered for him, the same exact ones I wore but seemingly a bit bigger. I started spreading the adhesive across the backs of them with careful little strokes of my painted nails.

Sam’s voice came out with anger and panic. “What the fuck? No way I’m wearing those.”

Now I was starting to get frustrated. I had been told to get him dressed and looking as feminine as me, and I would also be punished if he refused.

I kept my voice soft but firm. “Come on, Sam. You know they’re not gonna give you a choice.”

He shook his head hard. “This is fucking ridiculous… I’m not a sissy like you. I don’t want these.”

I snapped. But not in the way a man snaps. I snapped like a girl, my voice filled with sass and passive aggressive attitude mirrored by my body language.

“You think I wanted this, girl? I did not, but I had no choice and neither do you. The sooner you accept that you’re not a man anymore the better it’ll be for you.”

Sam’s whole body seemed to deflate. His shoulders dropped and his face went sullen like he was fighting not to cry. I stepped forward timidly and slowly pressed the forms against his chest, gentle in my touch and now my tone. “Just hold these in place. They’ll be dry in a few minutes.”

His hands came up shakily and covered the forms, pressing them to his chest. He still looked like he was trying not to cry. I guided him over to the vanity chair with light touches on his arm. “Why don’t we sit so I can get started on your makeup while they dry?”

He sat. I pulled another chair up beside him and started organizing the makeup I had used on myself earlier. The primers and foundations and pink products were still spread across my desk. Just as I picked up a bottle of primer, Sam spoke, his voice coming out shaky and uncertain. “Do you… do you really think we’re not men anymore? You don’t see yourself as a man?”

I paused. The question weighed on me heavily for a second. Then I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror: my cutesy pigtails and pink bows, my glossy hot lipstick, my short fluffy sissy dress, pink nails, the soft mounds of my breast forms under the lace that I now thought of almost like they were a part of my body. The whole picture looked so completely girly that the idea of calling myself a man suddenly felt silly. I was a completely emasculated sissy princess in pink, that was the reality staring back at me. Castration itself probably wouldn’t make me less of a man.

I looked up at him and answered softly, my answer pouring out shamefully but honestly. “Not anymore. No. I mean… look at me. I’m a sissy…”

Sam looked me over slowly and then nodded, still holding his new breast forms demurely against his chest like a coy girl modestly covering herself. There was a quiet understanding in the way he looked at me, like he completely got it, like everything I said made perfect sense.

I kept my voice calm, trying not to show the shame that I was feeling. “I’m gonna start your makeup, okay?”

He just nodded again, eyes still shining like he was close to crying. I leaned in and began smoothing the primer carefully across his face in careful, even strokes. Neither of us spoke. The only sounds in the room were the soft rustle of my sissy dress when I shifted on the chair and the quiet scrape of the sponge against his skin. He kept his eyes fixed somewhere past my shoulder. I kept mine on his face and the work in front of me. The air between us felt thick with the shared knowledge of what we were doing, two failed boys playing with makeup on the orders of our female bullies and mistresses. Neither of us could make eye contact without seeing our shame and humiliation mirrored in the other’s eyes.

I moved on to foundation next, dabbing and blending until his skin looked smooth and even. Blush came right after, a soft sweep of pink across his cheeks that made them look flushed and girly. I cringed every time I leaned in close and the stiff tulle layers of my skirts brushed against his bare thighs, making him flinch a little each time. His hands stayed cupped over his breast forms, holding them in place, and I could see the way his fingers kept squeezing them like he still couldn’t believe how real they felt.

“Can you close your eyes for a second,” I asked quietly.

He did. I dusted soft pink eyeshadow across his lids the same way I had done my own earlier, building it carefully until they looked delicate and pretty. Then liner along the upper lash line, thin and precise. False lashes next. I had to lean even closer for that part, my manicured hands steady as I pressed each one into place. His breathing stayed shallow the whole time. I finished with mascara, brushing it through slowly so his lashes looked long and full.

When I reached for the bright pink lipstick we made eye contact. Our eyes met for half a second before both of us looked away again. “Almost done, just purse your lips a little.”

He did, pouting dejectedly as if he was trying to convey to me how much he hated this. I lined his lips before filling them in with the same hot pink I was wearing, coating them carefully until they looked full and shiny. The unspoken shame sat heavily between us the entire time, two guys who used to hang out talking about girls, now reduced to this: one of us in a short frilly dress and heels doing the other’s makeup while he sat in nothing but frilly pink panties as his new boobies adhered to his chest.

I sat back when I was finished and looked at the result. His face actually looked really pretty: soft pink eyelids, long dark lashes, rosy cheeks, and shiny pink lips. The makeup had feminized his typical male face until he looked almost as hyper-girly as I did. I hated to acknowledge it, but I felt a little spark of pride seeing how pretty he had turned out. I kept it to myself, but I was excited for Kaylee to see.

“All done,” I announced, a bit more brightly than he seemed to appreciate.

Sam turned slowly toward the mirror. His eyes went wide with horror. He just stared at his own feminized reflection, still clutching the forms against his chest. The horror on his face was plain. I remembered that feeling; I gave him a minute to process.

A minute later, I tried to break him out of his horrified haze. “Um… your boobs are dry, Samantha…you can let go of them now.”

He grimaced hard at both my reference to him having boobs and to the use of his new feminine name. His hands dropped away. Without him holding the forms in place, the soft rounded breasts sat naturally on his chest, looking realistic and perky like they were a part of his body. He stared at himself for a long moment, then reached up and touched them uncomfortably, fingertips pressing into the soft weight. The rest of the picture must have been just as jarring to him: a pretty, fully made-up face with the long lashes and glossy pink lips, a petite and hairless torso with boobs, all juxtaposed by a short male haircut that left him looking like a pretty drag queen caught mid-transformation.

I walked over to my closet with dainty steps, my own breasts bouncing in sync with the poofy pink skirt of my dress and the delicate little click clack of my heels. I pulled out the matching bra they had gotten him, the same ultra-girly bright pink one I was wearing under my dress, and lace-covered cups with little satin bows at the center and along the straps. I also grabbed the long pink wig the girls had ordered for him. I brought both back over to him, dreading his reaction. “Hey, can you put your arms out.”

He lifted them slowly, eyes fixed downward in pure horror as his new breasts stayed put on his chest. I slid the bra straps over his shoulders, settling the soft cups over the forms and clipping it closed at the back. The moment it was fastened, he cupped both hands over the cups, testing the weight, giving them a small jiggle like he couldn’t believe they were now a part of him. I could tell the whole thing was disturbing to him, and I understood completely. I don’t think I could ever forget the first moment I saw myself with female breasts or felt them attached to my chest. Clothing is one thing, but having your actual body feminized is another. Seeing Samantha go through everything I had gone through only a few months ago was giving me a crazy sense of déjà vu.

I kept my voice gentle with him, trying to be comforting. “You’ll get used to them.”

He didn’t seem convinced. I slowly stepped closer, holding the wig cap.

He looked up at me almost pleadingly, voice still sounding like an effeminate gay boy on the verge of crying. “I…I don’t want to get used to having boobs.”

“I know,” I offered sympathetically, knowing there was nothing I could really say or do to make it better besides just being there for him like the sissy sister I now apparently was to him.

I pulled the tight wig cap over his short hair, tucking everything underneath while my mind drifted for a second to that first Halloween night when Miss Connery had glued breast forms onto me for the first time. How strange and wrong they had felt then. How completely normal they felt against my chest now, like they had always been part of me. It was disturbing that it was now more normal for me to think of myself having boobs than a penis. Between the seemingly permanence of my boobs and the absence of what I now called my clit, manhood felt impossibly unattainable to me now.

I settled the long pink wig over the cap and clipped it securely, then sectioned the bright strands into two high pigtails and fastened each one with a little white bow.

When I finished I looked at him in the mirror. He was staring at his own reflection like he couldn’t recognize it. The long pink hair framed his very pretty made-up face. His perky breast forms sat naturally in his frilly pink bra. His matching frilly panties hugged his hips and gave no clue to his real gender. Even with how dramatic the pink hair was, the overall picture read more like a hyper-feminine teenage girl than a boy in drag. The forms suited his smaller frame perfectly. His lips looked full and pouty coated in the glossy pink. His body looked soft and petite. His pretty face with the girly pink makeup looked natural enough to make the rest of the transformation work.

His voice cracked when he finally spoke, completely choked up. “I can’t believe this is me.”

I kept my tone soft and steady. “I know… I know… Come on. Let’s get you dressed.”

I walked over to the closet and took out Samantha’s outfit. It was identical to mine: the same bright pink lace floral dress with the fitted bodice covered in soft little pearl-like beads, short puffy sleeves edged with ruffles, a large satin bow at the center of the chest, and the explosion of stiff sheer tulle and organza layers that barely reached mid-thigh and stood out in a fluffy circle. The matching six-inch pink heels with the little bows on the front sat in the bottom of the box next to his stockings.

Sam’s face dropped the moment he saw it, but he didn’t say anything. The fight had already gone out of him.

I guided the sheer white stockings up his smooth legs, then helped him into the dress carefully. The stiff tulle layers rasped and rustled as I guided his arms through the puffy sleeves and tugged the bodice down over the new mounds on his chest. I stepped behind him and closed the zipper, the short ruffled skirt of my own dress brushing against the backs of his thighs while I worked. Once it was on he looked just as ridiculous and sissy-like as me. The long pink pigtails framed his pretty made-up face. His breast forms, poofy skirt, and his thin waist gave the illusion of an hour-glass figure. His frilly pink panties peeked out underneath his very short skirt every time he shifted. He looked like a complete sissy, someone meant to signal hyper-femininity and submission, not to be taken seriously or respected as an equal by real men or women. Seeing him and knowing I looked just as ridiculous was hard to come to terms with.

I could see how embarrassed and overwhelmed he was by the outfit. I understood it completely. Even after months of constant emasculation this level of over-the-top little-girl clothing still gave me sensory overload, not to mention leaving me abjectly humiliated. Kaylee’s earlier instructions echoed in the back of my mind: be a good girl and a good influence on her.

I forced my voice up into something bright and cheerful. “You look so pretty!”

The second the words left my mouth, I felt ridiculous for saying it. Sam’s cheeks went deep red and he stared straight down at the floor.

I wordlessly and carefully knelt down in my high heels and helped him into the matching pink heels. He clutched my shoulders for balance while I buckled the thin straps around his ankles. The moment both shoes were on he shot me a look of panic.

“I can’t walk in these, Fiona,” he said nervously. “They’re way too high.”

I stood up again, smoothing the front of my dress out of habit, even though it did nothing. “Well… did your mistresses teach you how to walk in heels?”

He shook his head. “No. They made me wear them twice, but never this high and I never had to walk in them much.”

I smiled, trying to keep the energy positive and break up the tension that had sat between us since he showed up on my doorstep. “Oh. Well… I was supposed to help you practice being girly anyway so… I guess I can start with teaching you how to walk like a girl. I’m kind of an expert…”

It embarrassed me to say it out loud, to treat mincing like a lady in high heels as a skill I was an expert at, but it was true.

“Watch me,” I offered.

I took a small step back and stood up straight, arching my lower back just enough that I could feel my breasts push forward and my ruffled skirt ride up a little in the back, probably exposing my panties.

“First you want to stand up straight and keep your back a little arched.” I demonstrated again. “You’ll um… you’ll know if it’s arched if you feel your butt and boobs sticking out a little bit. Honestly you should try to stick them out. That helped me a lot in the beginning.”

Sam was listening, but the shame was plain on his face, like he couldn’t believe this was his life. I felt it just as strongly standing in the middle of my own bedroom giving a femininity lesson to another sissy, nevertheless an old friend.

“And when you walk…” I started forward, taking tiny deliberate steps, heel to toe, one foot placed directly in front of the other. The many layers of the skirt swished and bounced around my thighs with every movement, extremely noisy. I let my hips sway more than I normally would so he could see the motion clearly. “You want to take tiny steps heel to toe, one foot directly in front of the other. Try not to worry or think about your upper body. Just sort of let your hips sway and carry you.”

I reached the far wall, turned carefully on the balls of the pink heels, and continued. “Also, usually you want to let your arms and wrists go completely limp and sort of swing naturally with the rhythm… but with heels this high you might want to keep them out to the side a little since it helps with balance.”

Sam nodded, still looking nervous. “Okay,” he mumbled quietly, not wanting to engage.

I smiled at him again. “Do you want to try?”

He let out a small, defeated breath. “I guess…”

He took a few tottering, clumsy steps. The six-inch heels made him wobble like a newborn deer, the short skirt bouncing awkwardly around his thighs. I stayed close, continually offering feedback and demonstrating my own girly strut. We kept at it for several minutes. Slowly his steps got more delicate and ladylike. The sway in his hips started to look less forced and clumsy.

“You’re doing a great job!” I encouraged him.

He responded without even looking at me, his voice a shy mumble. “Thanks… this is really humiliating.”

I kept my own voice sympathetic and sweet. “I know. But we’re both girls now so we need to know how to carry ourselves like ladies.”

He looked at me like I was a complete pussy as soon as the words left my mouth, his scowl inescapably obvious. I felt so pathetic. Being a girl and needing to know how to act like a lady had become my truth, my reality, but seeing his reaction illuminated just how thoroughly emasculated I had become. An awkward silence stretched between us.

Sam finally spoke, eyes still on the floor. “I need a break. Is there anything else we can do?”

“Um… yeah,” I replied. “I’m supposed to paint your nails to match mine before we go down.”

His eyes went wide with panic. “Won’t that be hard to remove?”

I offered another sympathetic look. “We don’t really have a choice… don’t worry though, I’m sure your mistresses will let you take it off before you go home.”

He plopped back down at the vanity, caught a full glimpse of himself in the mirror, and looked horrified all over again.

“You must not know them very well,” he murmured, almost like he was talking to himself.

I sat delicately in the chair next to him, my skirt rustling as I lowered myself. He clearly had not been taught to sit in a dress like I had, his panties were on full display.

“Um… you might want to put your knees together or close your legs,” I told him awkwardly. “I can see your panties.”

His face turned bright red. He slammed his knees together and cringed. I felt so bad for him, I could tell how humiliating this all was for him. I understood completely, and that’s why I tried to be extra sweet. “Hey it’s no biggie; we’re both girls here. But just so you know in the future…normally when you wear a dress or skirt you want to press your legs together and smooth it down as you sit, but we can’t really smooth down these because the skirts are too poofy and high. So you just want to hold the hem down and keep your knees together while you lower yourself down.”

“Thanks,” he replied awkwardly, his expression looking extremely uncomfortable as soon as I made the “we’re both girls here” comment.

I forced a small smile and took out the bottle of bright pink polish. I started painting his nails in silence, the soft sound of the brush the only noise for a while.

At one point Sam looked up at me, his voice coming out quiet and serious. “Um, Fiona?”

I looked up and met his gaze, immediately recognizing the intensity behind his eyes. “Yeah?”

“Would it be okay if I um… sat with you at lunch from now on?” he asked, clearly upset that he had to ask. “The guys all think I’m gay and…and they basically bully me nonstop the whole period ever since Hannah…”

My face burned, I knew exactly what he was talking about. I finished the thought for him without looking up from his nails. “Ever since Hannah told them we kissed?”

He nodded, face bright red. “Yeah.”

My own cheeks stayed just as hot, the memory of Layla slapping his cock against my cage while we made out flooding me with embarrassment. I was mortified just thinking of it but tried to keep my tone casual like it was no big deal.

“Yeah…of course you can sit with me.” I kept painting carefully. “But I have to warn you, Christina and Kaylee will tell the other girls at our table your secret. They all think I’m a gay crossdresser who’s boy crazy…and I have to act like it.”

He let out a long, heavy sigh that sounded like it was close to turning into a breakdown. Instead, I stayed silent.

“How do you deal with it?” he asked honestly. “No one respects us.”

I finished painting the last nail and closed the bottle while I thought about the question. I sighed again, answering him as honestly as I could. “Look… honestly most guys aren’t gonna respect us. We’re sissies. We’re super girly, we’re submissive, and honestly we’re weaker and less of a man than most guys are…which is literally the opposite of what most guys respect. And trust me, when they do treat us nicely it’s usually because they want to fuck us. Girls are even worse half the time, as I’m sure you figured out. The best you can do is try to become one of the girls and entertain them and be useful to them. They all seem to love having a sissy around. Sometimes that can have benefits, like, Kaylee and I have gotten really close, and this girl Emily at school and I are like besties now. But yeah, it’s hard.”

Sam looked like he was processing everything I said but struggling to accept it..

“What…what about getting a girlfriend?” he mumbled half-heartedly.

“Come on, Samantha,” I said, not quite annoyed but trying to level with him and ground him in our shared reality. “Be realistic. We’re both more likely to end up with boyfriends than girlfriends at this point. Girls want to date a real man… which we are obviously not.”

His whole expression deflated, like he had gotten exactly the answer he feared getting but knew he would. “How are you okay with all of this?”

I stared down at the bright pink polish on my nails, my hands resting on a mess of pink tulle and organza. “I have no choice… this is just what I am now, fighting it only makes it worse.”

When Sam’s nails were finally dry I doused him in the same perfume I was wearing and then looked over at him softly.

“Are you ready to go down?” I asked.

He nodded timidly, the motion small and uncertain. The fear was obvious from his expression. I could see how embarrassed he still was by the way he looked, the pink pigtails, the sissy dress, the six-inch heels, the makeup. Everything was pink, pink, pink. Hannah and Layla had been feminizing and bullying him for months, but this felt like a big moment for him. Even I felt particularly humiliated, and I was definitely more girl than boy by that point.

“Hey,” I said softly. “Just remember, they all already think we’re sissies, wimps, pussies, and anything else you’re worried about being seen as. No one down there is ever gonna look at either of us and see a man again, so there’s nothing to lose by acting like the little princesses they want us to be. Trust me, it’ll be much better if we play along.”

Samantha nodded, seemingly understanding. “Could you help me with the stairs?”

“Of course,” I smiled warmly. “I’ll hold your hand. Just remember your walk and try to smile and be as cute as you can when we get down there. Believe me, this is just as humiliating for me, but I know what happens if I’m a bad girl.”

He gave me a strange look at that last part. I turned my face away, ashamed of how naturally the words had come out, how completely I had accepted the rules they had set for me, like I was a little girl and they were my parents.

A moment later I reached over and took his hand. The soft lace of my sleeve brushed against his. Together we started toward the staircase, both of us taking those dainty little steps we had practiced. The short poofy layers of our dresses bounced and rustled together with every sway of our hips.

We reached the top of the stairs and started down slowly. Each step had to be deliberate, our heels were far too high to rush. The dainty click of them sounded soft and girly against the wood. I kept my free hand lightly on the railing for balance while holding Samantha’s with the other, the stiff tulle of my skirt brushing against his with every careful descent. Samantha clutched my hand a little tighter than necessary. I could feel the shared tension in the way we both moved, two emasculated boys in matching little-girl dresses making our way downstairs like something fragile and on display.

When we reached the bottom we both stopped for half a second. Then we plastered big, bright smiles onto our faces, the kind the girls wanted to see, and stepped forward together trying our best to look as cute and eager to please as we possibly could.

The moment we stepped into the living room the girls all reacted at once.

Layla’s eyes went wide and she let out a sharp laugh. “Oh my God! Look at them! They look like little girls!”

Hannah clapped her hands together, grinning. “Samantha, you look ridiculous. I love it. Look at those pink pigtails.”

Christina tilted her head, voice dripping with amusement. “Two little fairy princesses in matching dresses holding hands. Your daddies would be so proud of their daughters.”

We both cringed at that, the thought of my dad seeing me like this immediately sending a vulnerable shiver up my spine.

Amy’s voice came out softer, almost cooing like we really were little girls. “Aww, you both look too cute! Like actual little girls getting ready for a tea party. I love it!”

Kaylee stepped forward first, smiling brightly as she approached. “You did such a good job, girls. Samantha you look perfect. Come here, you two. Let us get a closer look.”

Their voices all carried that same infantilizing tone, the kind adults used with small children. It made the short fluffy layers of my dress feel even more conspicuous against my thighs. My breasts rose and fell slightly under the lace bodice every time I took a careful breath, making me even more self-conscious as I was suddenly hyper aware of all the feminine adornments and modifications on me. Beside me Samantha stood stiffly, the identical dress sitting on him in a way that looked natural on him, though his discomfort was obvious.

They pulled out their phones immediately. Flash after flash went off as they started ordering us around.

“Get closer together,” Christina ordered. “Hold hands again. No, not like that, interlock your fingers. Cute.”

I reached over and took Samantha’s hands in mind, interlocking fingers and forcing a smile as we both locked eyes.

“Smile bigger, faggots,” Hannah mocked. “Show us how thankful you are to us for taking away your manhood!”

We forced the smiles wider. Another series of flashes followed.

“Now tilt your heads toward each other,” Layla said. “Aw, that’s so sweet. Perfect. Again.”

They made us twirl in slow circles so the short tulle skirts flared out. They made us pose with one foot pointed, then with our hands under our chins, then kissing with our arms around each other’s waists. Every new instruction stretched the moment longer. Samantha moved awkwardly through most of them, still fighting the height of his heels and the unfamiliar weight on his chest. I moved more smoothly, the practiced little movements already sitting in my muscle memory from months of training, and that only made the shame cut deeper. I could feel him watching the way I shifted my weight, the way I gestured delicately with my wrists and hands, the way I slipped so naturally into whatever made me seem cuter and girlier in the moment. Every time our eyes met the mutual humiliation sat thick between us.

Samantha got most of the attention. It was his first time fully dressed like this, and the girls kept circling him, adjusting his pigtails, tugging at the hem of his skirt, making him turn again and again so the tulle flared. I stood off to the side for a stretch of it and felt a pathetic little twist of jealousy, especially whenever Kaylee’s attention stayed on him too long. I hated myself for it, but I found myself acting extra girly and princess-like for attention: talking like a little girl, sashaying dramatically so that my skirt would swish and rustle around me, even announcing that I was so excited to have such a pretty sissy friend, which drew a ton of laughter and mockery. It was pathetic and I knew it, but I still did it. I had lost my manhood, my entire identity; all I had left was being Kaylee’s favorite little princess. Without that, I had lost everything and gained nothing in return.

Kaylee noticed. She reached out, took my hand, and pulled me a few steps away from the others. Her voice dropped into that warm, loving tone she only used with me.

“I’m so proud of you, Fiona,” she said quietly, my face already lighting up. “You’re such a perfect little girl. Look at how far you’ve come. You’re not only completely feminine and obedient, you’re actually helping another beta male become a little sissy just like you. You made me very happy today.”

The words hit harder than I expected. My throat tightened. For a second I thought I might actually cry from how much that meant to me, but I didn’t want to ruin my makeup. I just nodded, eyes stinging, and soaked up her affection.

After the initial excitement the girls decided we needed some playdate activities that were appropriate for sissies like us.

First they had us sit on the floor with coloring books and a pile of markers. The short fluffy skirts spread out around us on the carpet, our frilly panties on full display while the girls snapped more pictures. We were told to draw pretty pictures and sign them with our names when we finished. I carefully colored a page full of hearts and flowers and looping stars while the girls spoke about us like mothers discussing their daughters. When I finished I wrote “Fiona” in careful, looping letters at the bottom, dotting the I with a pink heart. Beside me Samantha worked more anxiously, his demeanor less passive. When he signed “Samantha” the handwriting came out shaky and way less pretty. Neither of us spoke while we worked. The only sounds were the soft scratch of markers and the occasional comment from the couch. When we held the finished pages up they made us describe what we had drawn and pose with our work.

Next they put on loud, girly pop music and made us dance in the middle of the living room. Our short ruffled skirts, our pigtails, and our boobs bounced with every movement, our panties on display the entire time. I fell into the practiced sway of hips and soft arm motions I had been taught months ago, letting the music carry the feminine motion through my body. Samantha moved more awkwardly beside me, still uncomfortable with the height of the heels and the way the breast forms jiggled when he tried to move too quickly. Every time our eyes met the shared embarrassment was unbearable, our gazes dropping almost immediately each time. Two former dudes dancing like girls in matching sissy dresses while five women sat on the couch watching, laughing, and calling out corrections.

“Shake your ass more, Samantha,” Layla laughed. “Copy Fiona. See how sexy she looks? That’s why she gets all the boys.”

“Keep your wrists loose,” Christina added. “You’re still moving like a guy.”

We kept dancing, the stiff tulle of our dresses brushing against each other, our breast forms occasionally brushing against each other, the sweet candy perfume rising around us every time we moved. The longer it went on the more certain I was that this experience would overshadow our entire male friendship. These would be our memories together.

Eventually they ordered us onto their laps. I settled carefully onto Kaylee’s, the short poofy skirt flaring around both of us as I perched on her thighs, instantly grateful for the closeness to my preferred mistress. Samantha ended up on Layla’s lap, looking stiff and uncomfortable, his back too straight, his hands uncertain where to rest. The girls started asking us which boys at school we thought were cute. The questions came in that same sweet, infantilizing tone.

“Come on, Fiona,” Christina cooed, smirking condescendingly. “You’ve been out of the closet longer. Who do you think is hot? We all know you think Tom is cute…”

I felt Kaylee’s hand rest lightly on my thigh, reassuring me. The answer sat in my throat for a second before I forced it out like I meant it.

“Um…yeah, Tom is really cute,” I blushed. “And maybe Ryan from third period. He has such nice arms.”

The girls made approving little sounds. Kaylee gave my thigh a small squeeze like she was proud of me.

“What about you, Samantha?” Layla asked, bouncing her knee a little so Samantha had to adjust on her lap. “Don’t be shy. Sissies are allowed to have crushes on real men.”

Samantha’s face stayed red. For a moment I thought he might not answer. When he did, his voice came out quieter and far more strained than mine. “I… I don’t know. Maybe Jake?”

“Just Jake?” Hannah pressed, grinning. “That’s it? A little fag like you only likes one boy? Fiona named two, and she gave a reason.”

He swallowed. “And… maybe the guy who sits behind me in English. I don’t know his name, but he um…he has a handsome face.”

Christina laughed. “Look at you two. Two little sissies talking about boys on their mistresses’ laps. This is perfect.”

Amy leaned forward, smiling sweetly. “Do you think you’d ever ask any of them out? Be honest.”

I glanced at Samantha. The same helpless, broken look was sitting on both our faces. I answered first because I knew they expected me to. “Probably not,” I said softly. “I prefer the man to make the first move. It makes me feel feminine.”

The girls burst out laughing, my face burning red. Samantha just nodded, looking grateful that I answered for us.

The conversation kept drifting in that direction for a while, the girls asking more questions, making us rank the boys, making us say out loud which ones we thought had big cocks. I could feel Samantha getting quieter beside me on Layla’s lap, the strain showing more clearly the longer they kept us talking.

Eventually the conversation shifted. Christina laughed and brought up how good I was at sucking cock. The others joined in, talking about me like I wasn’t sitting right there on Kaylee’s lap. Then Christina looked over at Samantha and grinned.

“Fiona should go get her dildo,” she exclaimed. “She can teach Samantha how to please a man.”

Samantha’s whole body went rigid on Layla’s lap. His voice cracked when he spoke. “No. I’m not doing that.”

The room went quiet. All four girls exchanged looks, the kind that said they had expected resistance and were already deciding how to handle it. The sudden tension made my stomach drop. I shifted closer against Kaylee without thinking, pressing my side into her the way a child does when something feels unsafe, my soft breast forms pressing up against her as I tried to make myself smaller on her lap.

Hannah’s voice cut through the quiet, extremely calm, and authoritative. “You have one chance to redeem yourself, Samantha. Ask Fiona nicely to teach you how to suck cock.”

Samantha’s face crumpled. Tears started spilling over.

“No,” he said, voice cracking. “I’m not doing this. Please…”

Layla moved fast. She grabbed him by the arm, yanked him forward, and flipped him face-down across her knees in one rough motion. The short fluffy skirt of his dress flipped up. Hannah immediately pushed the layers of tulle higher, exposing his frilly pink panties completely.

“Hold still, bitch,” Layla commanded.

Then the spanking started.

Layla’s hand came down hard across the seat of his panties, the sharp crack filling the living room. Samantha cried out. Hannah followed right after, her palm landing just as hard on the other side.

“Repeat after me,” Hannah ordered between strikes. “I’m a sissy and I want to suck cock.”

Samantha sobbed. “I…I’m not…”

Another hard slap landed from Layla. “Say it or we keep going.”

“I’m a sissy and I want to suck cock,” he choked out. I was surprised how quickly he broke, I was a complete wimp, and it still took me longer to break than that whenever I had been spanked.

Layla snickered. “Louder, girl.”

His mascara was starting to run. “I’m a sissy and I want to suck cock!”

Hannah’s hand cracked down again. “You’re not a boy. Say it!”

“I’m not a boy…” he whined.

Hannah continued, her hand wound back to smack him again. “You’re a little girl who wears panties and pretty dresses. Say it.”

Samantha’s voice broke completely as more tears streamed down his cheeks. “I’m a little girl who wears panties and pretty dresses!”

Christina stood up from the couch and walked over. She didn’t even say a word. She just took a turn without asking, her hand landing hard enough to make Samantha’s whole body jolt across Layla’s lap. The three of them fell into a rhythm, Layla, Hannah, and Christina, each taking turns while Samantha sobbed and kicked uselessly, his six-inch heels flying back and forth.

“Tell Fiona what you are,” Layla smirked.

“I’m a sissy,” Samantha cried.

“Tell her you’re going to learn how to suck cock like a good girl just like her.”

He looked up at me with the expression of a broken child, completely at the mercy of his parents’ discipline. “I…I’m going to learn how…”

Three hard spanks in a row from Hannah cut him off. “Say it like the sweet little girl you are!”

“I’m going to learn how to suck cock like a good girl just like you,” he sobbed, the words barely understandable through the crying but notably higher in pitch.

I sat frozen on Kaylee’s lap watching the whole thing. Every sharp crack of their hands made me flinch and tremble. Kaylee’s arm stayed wrapped around my waist, holding me firmly against her, her hand cupping my breast. After a minute her other hand slid under the hem of my dress. Her palm settled over the front of my panties and started rubbing in slow, steady circles. My cage kept me soft and tiny, but the pressure and rhythm still felt nice, comforting in a way that only a sissy could understand. I stayed very still, eyes fixed on Samantha’s shaking body, on the soft weight of his breast forms rising and falling with his rapid breathing.

Amy sat on the arm of the couch watching quietly, a sympathetic look on her face.

The spanking went on. Samantha’s cries turned high and hysterical. They made him repeat more things between strikes.

“I’ll never be a man.”

“I’m a pathetic little sissy.”

“I belong in dresses and heels.”

“I’m going to make the perfect wife for a handsome man one day.”

Every time he hesitated their hands came down harder. His legs kicked, his frilly pink panties on full display, the fabric doing nothing to protect him. By the end his voice was raw and his words came out in broken pieces between sobs.

When they finally stopped, Samantha stayed draped over Layla’s lap, shaking so hard the short tulle skirt trembled around him making a sound similar to a bunch of leaves blowing in the wind. His face was a mess of tears and ruined makeup. He couldn’t stop crying.

Hannah stood up and smoothed her skirt. “I think it’s time to go.”

Layla nodded, still resting a hand on Samantha’s panties.

The girls started saying their goodbyes, voices light and cheerful again like the last twenty minutes hadn’t happened.

“This was so much fun,” Amy said, hugging Hannah.

“We need to do it again soon,” Christina added.

They turned to me next. One by one they hugged me after I did my cutest little curtsies for them. When Hannah hugged me she slipped one hand under the back of my skirt, jabbing her finger hard against my tight hole, digging in as deep as the thin protection my panties provided would allow. The sudden invasion made me jump and let out a high-pitched squeal. All the girls laughed.

“See you at school, princess,” Hannah said, still smiling as she pulled her hand away.

They made Samantha stand up. He could barely stay on his feet. The girls ordered us to hug. I stepped forward carefully and wrapped my arms around him, trying to convey as much warmth and support as I could without using my words. He was still shaking. They apparently weren’t satisfied with that and made us kiss next, the taste of his tears and our sticky pink lipsticks mixing for a second before we pulled apart.

Then Hannah clipped the pink collar back around his neck, attached the leash, and the two of them led him toward the door. He didn’t look back, they had truly broken him.

A few hours later the house was quiet. Amy and Christina had left. I was still in the full sissy outfit, not even caring enough to ask to change once I was alone with Kaylee. She had pulled me onto the living room couch and settled me across her lap the way she always did when we were having our special time. One of her perfect breasts was out, the soft weight of it filling my mouth as I suckled slowly and steadily. The familiar taste and warmth of her skin spread through me like a heavy blanket after everything that had happened today. My glossy pink nails rested lightly against her side, the stiff tulle layers of my short skirt bunched around my hips. Being cradled by her while she nursed me, I felt as tiny, safe, and adored as I always did in her arms.

She stroked my hair in long, gentle passes, fingers moving through my high pigtails and fingering the soft pink bows. I kept my eyes on hers while I nursed, watching the way she looked down at me with that warm, adoring affection that always made basically losing my balls feel worth it.

“My sweet girl,” she cooed, voice soft and high the way she used when we were alone. “You were so good today. I’m so so proud of you. You and Samantha were so adorable today. Two matching princesses. Think of how far you’ve come, remember you used to be a failed little beta male who thought he could actually fuck me. Remember that, Fiona? Coming over my house thinking you were going to get lucky?” She let out a quiet, fond laugh and brushed her thumb across my cheek while I continued to suck, her words piercing me while her tone calmed me. “Look at you now. My perfect little sissy, sucking on mommy’s titty after a long day of being a good girl. You’re so perfect like this.”

I kept nursing, the slow pulls of my mouth the only answer I could give. Her words settled into me the way they always did, humiliating and comforting at the same time. I could still feel the echo of Samantha’s hysterical sobs, the sharp cracks of the spanking, the way the girls had laughed when Hannah’s finger dug into me through my panties. All of it sat in my mind, but the warm weight of her breast and the steady stroke of her hand made it quieter.

She kept talking, voice still that soft, loving, infantilizing tone. “And Samantha. God, the two of you were so cute together. Matching dresses, matching heels, matching little pink nails. Even your makeup was matching. Baby, I hope you know that neither of you was ever meant to be a boy. It should be obvious now. You’re both so pretty, and soft, and sweet, and gentle, and meant to be taken care of. Watching you teach her how to dance, coloring with her, gossiping about boys… it made me so happy. You’re becoming such a good influence on her already.”

The mix of praise and emasculation made me so emotional I could cry. I sucked a little harder, eyes still locked on hers, the sweet candy perfume on my own body mixing with the clean warm scent of her skin. Every gentle word pulled me deeper into that soft, safe place she always guided me toward.

After a while she shifted slightly and reached for her phone with her free hand. “I have to show you something, princess. The other girls and I made you both the cutest sissy Instagrams!”

A small sound escaped me against her breast, just a soft, weak, reluctant “mhm.” She immediately shushed me, still stroking my hair. “Shh. It’s okay, baby. Just keep sucking.”

She turned the phone so I could see without having to lift my head. Samantha’s account came up first. The grid was already full of pictures from today. One showed the two of us standing side by side in the matching short pink dresses, pigtails and shiny heels, forced smiles on our faces. Another captured us holding hands by the stairs. There was one of Samantha on Layla’s lap looking stiff and overwhelmed, and another of the two of us dancing, our fluffy skirts frozen mid-bounce and our frilly panties on full display. Every photo was humiliating and clear as day.

“See how cute you girls look?” Kaylee cooed. “Two little sissy sisters.”

Then she switched to the account she had made for me. Dozens of pictures were already posted. Some were from today: me in the sissy dress standing in the living room, me on her lap, me posing with Samantha. Others went back months: cleaning in my French maid uniform, me in the prom queen costume on Halloween, various outfits at her house, close-ups of my body in lingerie, my face in full makeup, even my chastity cage. She scrolled slowly, reading comments out loud in that same sweet voice.

“Aww, what a pretty sissy.”

“She looks so fuckable.”

“Imagine bending her over.”

“She needs a real man.”

“She’s too pretty to be a boy.”

Each one landed heavier than the last. Tears started slipping down my cheeks while I continued nursing. The warm salty taste of them mixed with the skin of her breast. She wiped one away with her thumb and smiled at me. “It’s okay, baby. Shh. We’re not following anyone from school or anyone from your regular life besides us. No one else is going to see these. It’s just for fun. Just for us and people online who already understand and appreciate sissies like you.”

The reassurance helped a little, but the grid of pictures still hung over my head, a public record of my emasculation.

She set the phone down and went back to stroking my hair. “I have to tell you one more thing, princess. I want you to be a good girl and keep sucking while I say it, okay? Don’t make a big deal. Just listen and stay obedient for me.”

I made a small sound of agreement against her breast, her nipple warm between my lips.

“Next week on Valentine’s Day,” she said, still using that sweet, loving tone, “you and I are going on a double date with two guys.”

A helpless whine vibrated out of me. She immediately shushed me again, fingers moving through my hair. “It’s okay, baby. It’s okay. You’re going to be such a sexy girl for me. Any man would be lucky to take you out. You’re pretty and sweet and you know how to behave and please a man. It’s going to be fine.”

I kept nursing, panic building despite the comfort of her voice.

Just as the first bit of reluctant acceptance started to creep in, she added one more thing, still smiling down at me. “And one other thing, babygirl. After the date I want you to give him your first blowjob.”

My eyes flew wide. A louder whine escaped me and I tried to pull back, to get my mouth free so I could protest. Her hand came up immediately, gentle but firm, cradling the back of my head and holding me in place against her breast.

“Shh. Stay right there. Keep sucking.” She waited until I settled again, my body trembling. “This is long overdue, princes. You’re so good with your mouth. You have a real talent for it. And this is coming from my mom, so you really don’t have a choice. You know that.”

I tried again to pull away, horrified by the idea of sucking a man’s dick. She only smiled wider and kept her hand steady on the back of my head.

“It would really turn me on,” she cooed. “Honestly, just thinking about it makes me so wet. My sweet little sissy sucking dick for me. Letting a real man use you for his pleasure while you’re all limp and tiny. Mhmmm. I’m already dripping.”

Her free hand slid under my skirt again. Her palm settled over the front of my panties and started rubbing in slow, firm circles. The cage kept me from feeling much, but the pressure still sent warmth through me. I whimpered against her breast, the sound small and high. I didn’t want to do any of it. I didn’t want to date men, give blowjobs, have a sissy Instagram, or even be a sissy for that matter. But the warm texture of her soft breast in my mouth, the steady stroke of her hand in my hair, and the slow rubbing between my legs pulled me under anyway. Bit by bit the resistance softened. My willpower thinned out under the pleasure and the familiar comfort of being held and owned by the girl I had grown to worship.

Valentine’s Day started out like a relatively normal school day, at least normal for me.

Everyone was already used to seeing me in makeup and with painted nails, so when I sauntered in wearing bright red lipstick that matched the red acrylic nails Miss Connery had ordered me to get the day before, I only got a few lingering looks and a couple of quiet compliments from a few girls. The color felt ridiculously conspicuous on my mouth and hands. I was still embarrassed by how visible it made me, but I was quietly grateful my mistresses hadn’t pushed for anything more extreme given what day it was. I had half expected to be brought to school in a miniskirt.

I had gotten my nails done with Emily the afternoon before. She spent most of first period leaning in close and asking about the double date. Michael was a guy from Max’s high school who was taking me out tonight; his friend John was taking Kaylee. Emily and I talked the way we always did now, like two girlfriends, about a wedding she had just gone to, about what I was planning to wear tonight, about when the two of us could hang out again.

Before lunch Samantha found me by the lockers. He was in a full face of makeup, red nail polish, and a pair of thin hoop earrings that showed off the new piercings Hannah and Layla had gotten him as a Valentine’s Day “present.” His hands were trembling at his sides. I felt really bad for him. His mistresses were far crueler than mine and had forced everything much faster.

We walked into the lunchroom together. Our old table noticed us right away and a few of the guys chuckled under their breath. I whispered to Samantha to keep his head up and try to ignore them. As we got closer to our new table I caught sight of a girl a few seats down receiving a small bouquet of flowers from a guy, most likely her boyfriend. She smiled, said something I couldn’t hear, and then the two of them leaned in and kissed. The sight hit me hard unexpectantly. I wondered if I would ever be the one buying flowers for a pretty girl and kissing her. It seemed unlikely, tonight I was the one being taken out, tonight I was the girl.

At one point during lunch, Crystal looked between Samantha and I and asked, half-seriously, if the two of us would ever date each other since we were both gay. Christina cut in immediately, voice subtly condescending, saying we both liked real men. Then she made us point out examples of the kinds of guys we were interested in while the rest of the table listened intently and commentated. I answered the way I was expected to, gushing over various varsity athletes and how yummy their biceps were. Samantha did the same, his performance less convincing than mine.

Last period was math with Miss Connery. Halfway through class she called on me in front of everyone, complimented my red lipstick, and said she needed to buy that exact shade for herself. A ripple of laughter moved through the room. I kept my eyes on my desk until it passed, unable to think of anything to say anything back.

When the final bell finally rang I felt the usual relief of leaving the most public part of my day behind. Still, I knew the day was nowhere near over.

As soon as we stepped inside Kaylee’s house she took my hand and led me straight upstairs to her room.

“Strip,” she said, already pulling her own sweater over her head. “We need to get ready quick.”

I obeyed. Shirt, jeans, socks, panties, bra, everything came off until I was standing in the middle of her bedroom in nothing but my pink chastity cage. The air felt cool against my bare skin. Kaylee moved fast. She squeezed a thin line of adhesive onto the backs of the breast forms, then handed them to me.

I pressed them against my chest and kept my hands there while the glue set. She opened her drawer, pulled out the little silver key, and held it up between two fingers so it caught the light. She gave it a playful jingle.

“Wouldn’t want Michael finding out your tiny little secret,” she said, and giggled.

I forced myself to giggle with her. The sound came out high-pitched and weak. The second it left my mouth I felt pathetic for laughing along about how tiny my penis was.

She knelt between my legs, still smiling, and fitted the key into the lock. The metal clicked open. She slid the cage off and set it aside. When she looked at what was left she giggled again, softer this time. Heat flooded my face. I couldn’t see past the soft mounds of the breast forms I was still holding to my chest.

“Did it shrink again?” I asked timidly.

Kaylee tilted her head, still looking down. “I don’t think it has much room to shrink before it disappears, babygirl.”

I stood there blushing while she grabbed the nude tape. Her fingers were warm and careful as she pushed my balls up inside me. Every light touch made me jolt with excitement, though it was short lived. I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from making a sound. She pulled my soft clitty back and taped it flat and tight against my body. The tape pulled the skin back until there was nothing left but a soft, featureless mound that almost looked like a vagina. The pressure of the tape kept me hypersensitive; every small shift of my hips made the tucked skin tingle.

Once the breast forms were fully set she stood and walked back to the drawer. She pulled out a pair of panties, bright red lace with a delicate floral pattern, and held them up. “These are for you.”

Then she pulled out an identical pair and held them against her own hips, eyes bright. “I got us matching ones for tonight. Isn’t that cute? We’re going to be wearing the same pretty panties for our men.”

Looking at the two identical pairs in her hands made me feel strange. Part of me hated how easily she pulled me into these little shared girl things. Another part of me liked the closeness of it more than I wanted to admit. We were about to put on the same red lace and go out with two men, and the fact that she wanted us wearing matching panties made the whole night feel even more intimate and humiliating.

“What about bras?” I asked.

“I got us matching ones too,” she exclaimed, “but our outfits don’t need bras tonight.”

The idea of going without a bra made me uneasy, but I didn’t argue.

“Come on, girl,” she said. “Let’s get changed so we can start on makeup.”

I stepped into the red lace panties and pulled them up, the lacy fabric settling against my smooth skin. At the same time Kaylee started undressing. She unhooked her bra and let it fall. Her breasts were full and perky as always, nipples already a little tight from the cool air. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down her hips, stepping out of them one foot at a time. Her ass looked plump and smooth as she bent slightly to step free of the fabric. When she straightened I saw her completely naked for the first time: the soft, pink lips of her pussy, the smooth skin around it, everything open and inviting in the bedroom light. Looking at her made my tucked clitty strain uselessly against the tight tape, unable to get anything remotely resembling an erection. Instead, a warm, intense heat spread low in my belly and stayed there. I wanted her so badly it hurt. I wanted to touch her, to be the one who got to have her, to be a man for her. The knowledge that I never would, that I was standing here in matching red lace panties without a cock between my legs while she got ready to go out with a real man, made the wanting feel even more hopeless.

She noticed me staring. A little smile pulled at her mouth as she stepped into her own matching red lace panties and pulled them up. “You like what you see, princess?”

I nodded, eyes dropping from her breasts to the floor, face hot with shame.

She stepped in close and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek.

“You’re so cute,” she murmured. Then her hand came down in a light smack against my ass. “But let’s hurry up. We need to get ready for the boys.”

She took my hand and led me over to the vanity, the red lace of our matching panties the only clothing either of us wore.

We sat side by side at the vanity, the cool air of the bedroom brushing over my shoulders as my bare breasts sat freely and openly on my chest. Every time I shifted on the stool the lace whispered against my smooth, round ass. Kaylee’s nearly naked body was right there next to me, her full breasts, the soft slope of her stomach, the red lace that skimpily covered her glorious pussy. I kept catching myself staring. She noticed every time.

“Eyes on your own face, girly boy,” she said with a little smile the first time she caught me. “You’re supposed to be making yourself pretty for Michael, not drooling over me.”

I dragged my gaze back to the mirror and picked up the foundation sponge. The long red acrylic nails made everything harder. They clicked against the bottles and reminded me to move more delicately. I had only worn acrylics a few times and still wasn’t used to how they changed every small movement. Kaylee worked faster beside me, her own shorter nails moving with easy confidence.

She started on her blush while I was still blending.

“Are you nervous about tonight?” she asked, smoothing foundation along her jawline.

“Yeah,” I said. “A lot, actually.”

She looked confused. “Why? It’s not your first date with a guy,”

I kept my eyes on my reflection, carefully working the sponge under my eyes. The acrylics made even the smallest corrections clumsy. I debated whether I could respond honestly to her. It felt like I could.

I sighed. “You know I’m straight, Miss Kaylee. You have to know that. I’d rather be going on a date with you. I want to be the one taking you out.”

Her expression softened like she felt bad to me. She turned slightly on the stool to look at me, her breasts jiggling with the movement. “That’s really sweet, Fiona. But you’re my sissy, you know? I only date men.”

“I know,” I answered, quiet and sad as I reached for the contour palette.

She picked up her own brush and continued sculpting her cheekbones, the soft rose making her face look sharper and more delicate.

“You should take some pride in it, though,” she said after some thought. “The fact that you’re going out with a real man tonight and then sucking his cock afterward is going to turn me on so much. Probably more than my own date will.”

I froze for a second with the brush in my hand, heat crawling up my neck. I forced myself to keep blending.

She continued, clearly enjoying my embarrassment. “Letting a real man cum in your mouth while I watch, or even just knowing it’s happening… it does something to me. It makes me wet just thinking about it.”

I moved on to eyeshadow, trying to focus on the deep red-brown I was packing into the crease.

“Does it bother you?” she asked after a moment, carefully applying a soft gold shimmer to her lids. “That I get off on your emasculation?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “But I also… I don’t know. I want you to be turned on. Even if it’s because of this.”

She smiled like I’d said exactly the right thing and reached for her liner.

We worked in near silence for a stretch after that. I finished the rest of my eye makeup: shimmering red on the lids, thick winged liner, false lashes that made every blink feel dramatic, while she finished hers with thin wings and two coats of mascara. Every time I glanced sideways I caught the soft jiggle of her breasts or the way the red lace clung to her ass, and every time she caught me she gave me that same small, knowing smile.

When I finally uncapped the bright red lipstick she was already glossing her own nude-pink lips.

“You’re going to look so pretty for him, he’s really lucky,” she said sweetly.

I carefully filled in my mouth, the acrylics making the line harder to keep clean. The same bright red as my nails stared back at me from the mirror when I finished. My face looked fully glam: heavy contour, bright blush, dramatic eyes, shiny red lips. Hers looked softer and effortlessly sexy.

Kaylee helped me fix my hair next, brushing it before settling a thin red headband into place so it sat neatly across the top of my head. She handed me a pair of red hoop earrings and watched while I carefully worked them through the holes, the long acrylics making even that small task clumsy. She put on her own larger pink hoops at the same time.

Then she stood and walked over to the closet. When she came back she was holding a short, sparkly red dress on a hanger. It was off-the-shoulder, with long sleeves, a big bow tied at the center of the chest, and cutouts that would show the sides of my waist. The fabric was covered in tiny red sequins that caught the light. It was short enough that it would barely cover the tops of my thighs.

I stared at it, anxiety building with every second. “That’s… really slutty…”

Kaylee laughed softly. “That’s the point, girl. You’re sucking cock tonight. You should look the part.”

She had me step into a pair of sheer black pantyhose first. The thin material whispered up my legs as she carefully guided it over my knees and thighs so it wouldn’t snag on my acrylic nails. Only after the pantyhose were in place did she help me into the dress. The sequined fabric was tight and stretchy as it slid up my body. She adjusted the off-shoulder neckline so it sat correctly, tied the bow between my breast forms, and smoothed the hem. Red heels came next: high, strappy, the same bright shade as the dress. She buckled them around my ankles while I held onto her shoulder for balance.

She handed me a small red sequin heart-shaped purse on a thin chain, then picked up her perfume bottle and sprayed me three times, once on each side of my neck and once across the tops of my boobs. The scent was sweet yet heavy, more elegant than what I was used to. She sprayed herself with the same bottle afterward.

Then she took out her own outfit: a tight pink satin mini dress with thin spaghetti straps. She stepped into it and pulled it up over her hips and breasts, the smooth fabric clinging to every curve. The hem sat high on her thighs. She slipped on matching pink heels and grabbed a small pink purse, then turned to face me fully dressed.

She looked stunning. The pink satin made her skin glow, her blonde hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders.  Looking at her made that same hopeless desire twist low in my stomach again. She was so far above me.

Kaylee’s eyes lit up as she looked us both over in the full-length mirror.

“We need to take pictures,” she squealed, grabbing my hand. “Come on.”

Kaylee pulled me in front of the full-length mirror and immediately started posing, tugging me into place beside her.

“Come on, smile,” she said, already angling her body toward mine. “We look too sexy not to take pictures.”

I let her position me. The short red sequined dress hugged every feminine curve I had. The off-shoulder neckline sat low across my upper arms, the big bow tied neatly between my breasts. The sheer black pantyhose made my legs look smooth and long under the tiny hem, and the red strappy heels forced my weight forward so the dress rode even higher. My dark hair framed my face under the thin red headband, the red hoop earrings swinging every time I moved. My bright red lipstick and heavy glam makeup stared back at me from the mirror: dramatic eyes, sharp contour, shiny mouth. Next to Kaylee in her soft pink satin mini dress I looked like the more feminine, sluttier girlfriend of the two.

She made us do a bunch of poses. Side by side with our hips cocked the same way. One where we both turned and looked back over our shoulders. One where she wrapped an arm around my waist and I leaned my head against her. We kept dissolving into laughter between shots. The longer it went on the more I actually started having fun. The sequins on my dress caught the light every time I shifted. The sweet perfume we both wore floated between us. For a few minutes it felt almost normal, just two girls getting ready together, taking pictures, being cute and silly in front of the mirror.

Then the bedroom door opened.

Miss Connery stepped in and I tensed immediately, the easy laughter dying in my throat. She looked us both over and smiled. “Happy Valentine’s Day, girls.”

I dipped into a small curtsy, the tight red dress clinging to my thighs, and answered in the submissive voice she expected. “Happy Valentine’s Day, Miss Connery.”

She walked closer, eyes bright with that familiar pleased expression. “Look at you, Fiona. All ready for your second date with a man. How are you feeling about it?”

I knew what she wanted to hear.

“I’m so excited,” I lied. “A little nervous, but mostly excited. I want to make it a good night for him.”

Miss Connery’s smile widened. “Good girl. You’ve come so far. I remember the boy who came here thinking he was going to get somewhere with my daughter. And now look at you, standing here in a tiny red dress, full face of makeup, about to go on a proper date with a real man. I bet you never imagined your first date with Kaylee would be the two of you in dresses on a double date with two guys.”

Her words landed exactly as she meant them to, driving home the point she had been making to me for months. I kept a pretty smile on my face anyway.

“No,” I said quietly. “I didn’t.”

She reached out and adjusted the bow on my dress with a critical little tug. “And tonight you’re going to give him your first real blowjob. I want you to be good at it. Take your time. Make him feel powerful, like a man. He’s paying for a nice dinner for you, so you be extra flirty and sweet the whole night. Understand?”

I nodded, hating my life in that moment. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She looked like she had expected more resistance out of me but was pleasantly surprised. “Good girl.”

The doorbell rang downstairs.

My stomach dropped. Kaylee grabbed my hand and squeezed it, eyes shining with excitement. The three of us headed down the stairs. My pantyhose whispered with the movement. I could feel the soft weight of my breasts bouncing and the tight, featureless mound between my legs with every dainty step. I felt like a lady, even if I didn’t want to.

Kaylee opened the front door.

Two guys stood on the porch. John stood in front, tall and broad-shouldered in a dark blue button-down. He smiled the second he saw Kaylee, stepped inside, wrapped an arm around her waist, and kissed her like it was the most natural thing in the world. When he pulled back he handed her a small bouquet of pink roses. She laughed and thanked him, already leaning into his side. I hurt to see that, a real man taking the lead with my queen, kissing her, grabbing her, while I looked to her for permission for everything.

The second guy was a little taller, had lighter brown hair, and wore a light blue shirt. He looked at me and smiled as he held out a small bouquet of red roses.

“You must be Fiona,” he said. “I’m Michael. You look really beautiful.”

I felt myself blushing. I took the flowers carefully, my long red acrylic nails bright against the stems.

“Hi, Michael. Yeah, I’m Fiona.” My voice came out breathier than I meant it to, almost like I was in a daze. “You look really nice too.” I stepped in and gave him a shy little kiss on the cheek, hoping that would be satisfactory for Miss Connery. Behind me I heard her let out a quiet little giggle.

She had us pose for pictures right there in the doorway. The first one with both of us holding our flowers while the guys stood behind us with their hands resting on our waists. Then another where each of us turned and kissed our dates on the cheek. The camera on her phone clicked twice before she waved us off.

“Have fun, girls,” she said, still smiling. “Take care of them boys, their delicate.”

I knew that comment was directed at me.

Michael offered me his arm. I slipped my hand around his bicep, solid and huge compared to mine, and let him lead me down the walkway toward the car. Kaylee was already ahead of us with John, his hand low on her back, the pink satin skirt of her dress moving with every step. Watching them together sent a sharp, familiar ache through my belly. I tightened my grip on Michael’s arm and forced the soft, flirty smile on my face as we walked, my heels clicking delicately against the pavement, my slutty dress and the bounce of my breasts all reminding me exactly what I was and what I was not.

The car was warm and relatively quiet on the way to the restaurant. I sat in the back seat next to Kaylee with my knees pressed primly together and the little red heart-shaped purse resting on my lap. Michael drove while John sat in the passenger seat. Watching him turn around to effortlessly flirt with her while I sat there quietly in a sparkly little dress sent a sharp, painful reminder through me that she was on a date with a real man tonight and I was not her main focus. I hated that.

When we pulled into the parking lot both guys got out first. Michael came around to my side and opened the door for me. He offered his hand without making a big deal of it. I kept my knees together the way I had been taught, swung both legs out to the side as one unit, and let him help me stand. His hand stayed lightly at my elbow for an extra second until he was sure I was steady in my heels. The subtle, protective care in the gesture made me feel delicate and looked-after in a way that felt uncomfortable. Beside us Kaylee’s date was doing the same for her, his hand steady at her elbow while she laughed at something he said. Watching them together made the wanting twist low in my stomach again. I wanted her to be mine, but I knew she never would be.

We walked into the restaurant with the guys on the outside and the two of us clinging lightly to their arms. The contrast felt impossible to ignore, their broader shoulders and longer strides, their deep and commanding voices, the hard feel of Michael’s bicep under my manicured fingers versus the soft bounce of my perky boobs and the dainty click of my heels. Michael shortened his stride so I wouldn’t have to rush to keep up with him. Every small adjustment he made for me only underlined how differently we moved through the world. He was all power, purpose, and strength. I was all grace, beauty, and delicacy. We were like two different species.

Once inside, Michael gave the hostess his name and the reservation time. She smiled and led us to a booth along the wall. Kaylee slid in first, then I followed so the two of us were sitting in the middle with our dates on the outside, my pantyhose-clad knee resting against Kaylee’s under the table.

Michael looked at me once we were settled and smiled. “You really do look beautiful tonight. That dress looks great on you.”

I felt myself blushing again. I tilted my head a little the way I had learned to do when being flirty.

“Thank you,” I said. “You look really handsome. The blue is a good color on you.”

Across from us Kaylee’s date was saying something similar to her. She laughed and touched his arm, completely at ease.

The waitress arrived with a bright, professional smile and introduced herself. She asked what we wanted to drink. Michael ordered whiskey. John ordered a beer. When the waitress looked at us Kaylee asked for a glass of white wine. I ordered the same without thinking too hard about it, the girly request feeling fitting for the role I was playing.

“We’re actually ready to order food too,” Michael said before the waitress could leave.

Kaylee reached for the menu. “We haven’t even looked…”

“Don’t worry about it,” John said calmly, his hand finding her thigh. “We come here all the time. We’ll order for you.”

Michael nodded in agreement and started speaking to the waitress, choosing a pasta dish for me and describing exactly how he wanted it prepared. John did the same for Kaylee. The waitress wrote everything down, then glanced at the two of us with a small approving smile.

“They made good picks,” she winked. “I think you girls are in good hands.”

Both guys chuckled. Kaylee grinned and leaned into John’s shoulder. “I guess we are.”

I smiled too, soft and agreeable, but the whole exchange left an odd feeling behind. Being ordered for without ever touching the menu, sitting between two men who simply decided what we would eat, the waitress treating it like the most natural thing in the world, all of it reenforced my role and made me feel smaller and more feminine than I already did. Michael’s knee rested near mine under the table, solid and unthinking in the space he took up. Next to us John rested his hand on Kaylee’s thigh under the edge of the tablecloth. She didn’t move it away. I kept my own hands folded neatly around the little red purse in my lap and tried not to stare or show that I was jealous.

Once the waitress left, the conversation settled into two quieter pairs. Kaylee and John leaned into each other, already speaking in lower voices, while Michael turned toward me, one arm resting along the back of the booth behind my shoulders.

“So,” he said, breaking the ice, “what do you like to do when you’re not getting taken out by hot guys?”

I forced a giggle at his corny attempt at flirting. “Um…I like movies. And music. Nothing very exciting.”

I felt like my response was a bit dry, but he was clearly intent on keeping the conversation going. “What kind of movies?”

“Mostly romance,” I said, giving the stereotypically feminine answer. “Kaylee makes fun of me for it.”

He smiled like he found that charming. “I can see that. You seem like the type. I’m more of an action guy, but I’ll sit through a romance if the company’s good.”

“Have you ever actually watched one?” I asked.

“Once or twice,” he smirked. “Don’t tell anyone.”

I laughed again, unable to ignore the contrast between me and a guy who found even watching a romance movie to be embarrassing and feminine. “Your secret’s safe.”

The drinks arrived a minute later. I took a careful sip of my white wine, my bright red lipstick leaving a mark on my glass. Across the table Kaylee laughed at something John said and touched his chest. The easy way he occupied the space with her and took control made it clear why I was not the one taking her out on dates.

Michael nodded toward her. “You two seem really close.”

“We are,” I answered a bit too intensely. “She’s… she’s been a big part of my life this year.”

He looked at me curiously. “In a good way?”

I hesitated just long enough to choose the right answer. “In an important way.”

He let that sit and took a drink of his whiskey, probably not wanting to dig too deep into that. “So what about school? Are you liking senior year?”

“Mostly, yeah. Some classes are better than others.” I turned the glass slowly between my dainty fingers. “What about you? You’re a senior too, right?”

He nodded quickly, seemingly a bit nervous around me. “Yeah. I’m liking it too. Easy to have fun if you want to.”

I smirked at him, taking the opportunity to do what I thought was flirting. “Do you want to?”

He shrugged, smiling a little and clearly not picking up on my attempt. “Sometimes. I try to stay focused on my work”

The talk drifted toward the future as we drank more.

“You thinking about college yet?” he asked.

“Yeah, I don’t know where yet though.” I kept my voice casual even though the thought of college brought a ton of confusion. “I keep changing my mind about what I even want to study.”

He smiled like he could relate. “I get that, any ideas?”

I had to genuinely think about it for a second. It wasn’t like I had much time to think about that this year while I was spending my days learning to braid hair, apply makeup, and suck dick. “Um…maybe something with writing. Or design. I don’t know.” I hesitated, then added, “Sometimes I wonder if everything will feel different once I’m actually there.”

He leaned closer like he was suddenly more interested in what I was saying. “Different how?”

I gave a small shrug. “Just… different. Like maybe I’ll know what I’m doing more. Or maybe I’ll have absolutely no clue.”

He nodded like he understood, even though he couldn’t. The situation was way more complex than what I conveyed to him. College was supposed to be the place where I might finally get to be a man again, maybe even get a girlfriend. Sitting there in a short red dress with my knees pressed together demurely and a man’s arm behind my shoulders, I wasn’t sure I would even know how.

“What about you?” I asked with a sweet smile. “Where are you thinking?”

He looked a bit disappointed. “State school, probably. Business or something practical. My dad’s big on practical.”

Now I was the one leaning in acting interested. “Does that bother you?”

“Sometimes. But I’m not trying to fight him on everything.” He looked at me over the rim of his glass. “You seem like you’d fight for what you want.”

I almost laughed at how wrong he was. I was a straight guy who wanted to be a man and get girls and tonight I was wearing a dress and getting ready to suck his dick. I just smiled and took another sip of wine, amused by the irony.

The food finally arrived. Michael had ordered me a creamy pasta that was delicious, I was actually glad he had ordered for me, I would’ve never picked that. I kept my elbows in, forked each piece neatly, and brought the food to my mouth without leaning too far forward. Michael watched me for a second with an appreciative, slightly amused look that made heat crawl up my neck.

“You eat like such a proper lady,” he chuckled, not unkindly.

I blushed, completely embarrassed but playing it off like I was enjoying his flirting. “Is that a compliment?”

He smiled “Yeah. It is. You’re very cute.”

Our conversation grew looser  as the wine settled in and we both relaxed. He told me about a trip he had taken last summer with friends to the beach when one of them got lost on the way back to the house. I laughed at the right moments and asked questions that kept him talking. “Did you actually leave him there overnight?”

He chuckled. “Almost. We texted him a few wrong addresses first.”

“That’s evil,” I giggled, genuinely smiling.

“Hilarious,” he corrected. “What about you? Any good trip stories?”

I thought hard about it for a minute. I didn’t really have any. “Not really. My parents work a lot so we don’t go many places.”

At some point his knee pressed lightly against mine under the table. I didn’t move away. He was a sweet enough guy and a gentleman, I felt safe around him. A little later his hand settled on the back of the booth again, fingers close enough that I could feel the warmth of them near my shoulder. Next to us John had his arm fully around Kaylee. She looked completely at home there. The sight sent the familiar dull ache through me even while I kept smiling at Michael, trying to act like I didn’t care.

“You’re quiet all of a sudden,” he noticed.

I immediately perked up. “Just listening to you.”

He smiled “You’re very cute when you listen to me.”

I was aware of the flirty implication. If I was gonna suck his dick I figured I should at least break the ice first. I bat my lashes and smirked. “Oh, are you flirting with me, Michael?”

He looked proud of himself. “Might be.”

By the time the plates were mostly clear his hand had moved. It rested on my upper thigh, warm and possessive over my thin pantyhose. The contact made my skin feel tingly and sensitive, and I was buzzed enough that the self-consciousness and shame I was feeling had loosened up a bit. I giggled at something he said and let my fingers brush the back of his hand, then the solid muscle of his forearm.

“You’re strong,” I cooed, staring up into his eyes, humiliated by my own behavior but oddly proud of myself for how good I was getting at this.

He squeezed my thigh under the table. “And you’re incredibly sexy in your little red dress.”

I giggled and looked away, my face turning bright red.

Every small touch from him left me feeling soft and feminine, completely yielding to his lead. I knew I was good at this, far better at it than I had ever been at being the one who initiated, the one who led, the man. The thought killed me, but I knew now wasn’t the time to harp on it.

The waitress returned and asked if we wanted dessert.

Michael glanced at me. “Do you want anything else?”

I shook my head, still smiling. “No, thank you. I’m good.”

Kaylee said the same. The guys asked for the check. When it came they paid without discussion. Michael stood first and offered me his hand again to help me out of the booth. I took it, kept my knees together, and let him guide me up. He kept his hand at the small of my back as we walked out of the restaurant, the four of us looser and louder than when we had arrived.

Outside the air was cooler. We were halfway across the parking lot when Michael stopped. He turned me gently by the waist so I was facing him, looked down at me for a second, and said, “You know you’re really fucking hot right.”

Then he kissed me.

It wasn’t careful. His hand came up to the side of my neck, thumb under my jaw, and he pulled me into it. The height difference forced me up onto the balls of my feet in my heels. My sequined dress pressed against his shirt. I could feel the solid muscle of his body against my soft breasts, the warmth of his mouth, the faint taste of whiskey. My hands settled against his chest because there was nowhere else for them to go. The kiss went on long enough that I stopped thinking about what I was doing and simply stayed in the moment, my painted lips yielding to his insistent mouth. For a few seconds the role felt almost natural, like I had been born a girl and always dated guys. The humiliation was still constant, but it sat underneath a strange, quiet acceptance that this was what I was tonight. Somewhere in the back of my mind the bigger question still turned: how long this would be my role, whether I would ever get to be the one who backed a girl into a car and kissed her like this instead, or if I would one day end up as someone’s wife…or sissy.

When he finally pulled back I was a little breathless. He smiled like he liked the way I looked right then, flushed and helpless. I reached up to tenderly wipe away some lipstick I had gotten on his lips.

We got into the car and the both of us immediately started touching up our lipstick. The two guys took the front seats again while Kaylee and I slid into the back together, the short sequined dress riding high on my thighs as I settled in with my knees pressed together. As soon as the doors closed Michael spoke up from the driver’s seat. “Hey, we can go to yours, right, Kaylee?”

Kaylee turned and looked straight at me. The knowing little smirk on her face was impossible to miss. “Yep. My mom’s out for the night, so we have the house all to ourselves.”

My stomach knotted up immediately as I thought about what I was supposed to do once we got there. The panic cut through the leftover warmth of the wine and the kiss, settling low in my stomach as the car pulled out of the parking lot.

When we got back to Kaylee’s house she put on a movie without any of us planning on watching it. The living room was dim except for the glow of the television. Kaylee and John took one end of the couch while Michael and I took the other. He pulled a soft blanket over the two of us and I settled against him the way I knew I was supposed to, like a girl who was desperate for physical contact with a guy she liked, my legs intertwined with his and my head lying against his firm chest.

Michael kept his voice low while the movie played. “You cold?”

“A little,” I admitted.

He shifted closer so his side pressed fully against me. His breath warmed the side of my neck when he spoke again. “Better?”

I’m not sure why, but my voice came out almost like a moan. “Yeah.”

His hand settled on my thigh over the blanket, completely casual. A few minutes later it slipped underneath. The warmth of his palm over my thin pantyhose made my tucked clitty start to strain, and when it failed a feeling of warmth and tingliness started to spread, a sensation I was familiar with from my last date with Tom. “You’re very handsy.”

He basically whispered right into my ear. “You’re very hard to keep my hands off of.”

I let out a quiet breath that was almost a gasp. Across the couch Kaylee was already on John’s lap, one of his hands in her hair. The soft sounds of them kissing killed me. Every time I glanced over the sight landed like a dull blade, her body relaxed and passive under a real man’s hands while I sat there in a tiny dress waiting for my man to do the same with me. My focus shifted back to Michael as his fingers traced slow circles higher on my thigh.

He slowly leaned in and started kissing the side of my neck. The first touch of his mouth was light and soft, an almost ticklish feeling. The second was slower but firmer. I inhaled sharply and tilted my head without thinking, giving him more room, my instinctual surrender to his advances leaving me ashamed and confused. Maybe I really was too natural at this. I had never been good at taking the lead with women, but it sure seemed like I was good at making men want me, and I always seemed to respond passively.

The kissing stayed on my neck for a while before he turned my face and found my mouth. It started soft and tender but got more intense fast. His tongue pushed past my lips as I parted them for it, my bright red lipstick already starting to smear as he took me. One of his hands stayed on my thigh. The other came up and found my breast form through the sequined fabric. He squeezed carefully, testing, and apparently couldn’t tell it was fake. I forced a low moan out like I was enjoying being felt up, hoping desperately that he wouldn’t figure out they were forms. Across the couch Kaylee made a similar sound against John’s mouth as he massaged her ass. Our girly moans filled the room at the same time, another one of those deeply emasculating yet intimate, almost sisterly moments we would always share together.

Michael grew more aggressive by degrees. His hand slid higher on my thigh until his fingers brushed the edge of my lacy panties. His other hand kept working my boob, thumb dragging across the fake nipple that was apparently also extremely believable through my dress. I touched him the way I had learned to with Tom, my fingers lightly brushing his chest, then the side of his neck, then the solid muscle of his shoulder. Everything about him felt bigger and harder and more powerful than I was. The difference lived in every inch of our bodies.

When his hand finally slipped fully under my dress and pressed against the front of my panties I started breathing harder. He rubbed in slow, firm circles, clearly believing he was touching something else. The sensation of him rubbing me like that felt better than it had any right to. The wine, the kissing, the constant sounds of Kaylee reacting to the same treatment a few feet away, all of it stacked until the friction had me moaning like a bitch in heat into his mouth. My hips gyrated into his hand without second thought. I knew this was the point where I was supposed to return the favor. I didn’t want to, but I figured it was now or never. I reached down almost on instinct and found the hard line of his growing cock through his pants. The size of it under my palm made my stomach drop. Between the size of his manhood and Tom’s, I knew for sure that mine had always been small. I rubbed along the length of it the way I had the last time with Tom, firm and steady as I felt him get harder beneath my hand.

Michael let out a low moan and kissed me deeper. His hand rubbed the front of my panties more insistently. The other squeezed my ass under my dress, pulling me closer. I kept stroking him through the fabric, my long red acrylic nails bright and girly against the dark material of his pants. Every time I glanced sideways I saw John with his hand under her pink dress, her head tipped back, the two of them completely absorbed in each other. The jealousy I felt was killing me, but at the same time the shared reality of both of us being used like this on the same couch created a strange, humiliating bond that only made the shame worse.

His fingers reached under my pantyhose and hooked into the waistband my red lace panties and started to pull them down. Panic immediately cut through the haze of pleasure, shame, and confusion.

I had to stop him immediately. I broke the kiss just enough to whisper against his mouth. “I… I can’t. I’m on my period. I’m really sorry…but I can use my mouth.”

Michael’s hand stilled. He kissed me once more, softer this time.

“It’s okay,” he murmured. “You don’t have to.”

The escape sat right there, begging me to take it. I wanted to take it so badly my hands almost stopped moving. I didn’t want to give a guy a blowjob, I didn’t even want to be sat here kissing one. But I remembered Miss Connery’s and Kaylee’s instructions and the consequences waiting if I failed. Ever since my spanking I had been in their good graces, life could get much worse if I lost that.

I pulled back just far enough to look at him, my hand once again moving slowly over the hard outline of his cock and forced the most emasculating words I had ever spoken out in the softest, neediest voice I had. “I really want to… please let me suck your cock…”

Michael’s mouth curved into a small smirk. He kissed me again, deeper this time. “You really want it, huh?”

I whined against his mouth, still stroking him through his pants. “Yes, please… it feels so big.”

Michael’s hands settled on my shoulders and guided me down. I went without resistance, the short red sequined dress riding up as I sank to my knees on the living-room floor in front of him, terrified of what I was about to do but relieved he had not discovered my secret. This was the spot that I had knelt in countless times in front of my mistresses. I hated that I thought it, but it seemed fitting that this was the spot where I knelt to suck my first cock. My sheer black pantyhose whispered against the carpet, my heart beating so hard I could feel it in my throat. Every second that passed made the reality of what I was about to do settle heavier in my chest. The months of training, the feminization, the entirety of my training, everything had led me here, and there was no way out of it that wouldn’t cost me more than I could stand.

He unbuttoned his pants and pushed them open. When he pulled himself free the size of him made my breath catch. Thick, already fully hard, the head flushed with a bead of precum already on it and close enough that I could feel the heat of it against my face. The sight alone made me feel helpless and small. Kneeling like this, looking up at a real man’s cock while my own was tucked flat beneath my lacy little panties to look like a pussy, I understood the difference between us with painful clarity. I hated it, but I understood why this was where I was tonight. I understood why I wasn’t the one taking Kaylee out, why I got bullied by girls while these guys fucked them, and why I was about to have a veiny cock in my mouth. I was so ashamed of who I was, my male pride all but destroyed, but I understood my reality.

“Whenever you’re ready, baby,” Michael said, his voice low. He scooted forward to the edge of the couch so his manhood pointed directly at my mouth, only a few inches away.

I glanced sideways.

Kaylee was already on her knees between John’s legs, her blonde hair moving as she worked his cock like she was in love with it. The wet sounds coming from her mouth were the only ones in the otherwise quiet room. The sight made me sick to my stomach, the same jealous yet oddly grounding feeling I had gotten watching her get fucked by Max.

I hesitated for one more second, then reached out with a slightly shaky hand and wrapped my fingers around Michael. I had almost forgotten what it was like jerking of Tom, I was completely caught off guard. The heat and weight of a real cock was nothing like my dildo. It was warmer, heavier, alive under my palm, the skin soft over the hard core of it. I stroked him slowly from base to tip, looking up as Michael let out a low groan that told me I was doing a good job.

I rubbed his pulsing manhood for a few more seconds while the pressure to get started built. I could tell he was getting antsy but was too sweet to say anything. There was no escape, nothing else left to do. I leaned in and started the routine I had practiced dozens of times on my dildo until it lived in my muscle memory. I pressed a series of soft, tender kisses against the head, each one leaving a bright red lipstick mark on the warm, flushed skin. The heat of him against my lips was startling. When I looked up, Michael was watching me with open hunger. The eye contact made me feel so vulnerable and submissive, but I held it.

I dragged my tongue slowly up the underside from the base of his balls all the way to the ridge of the head, tasting clean skin and a faint trace of salt, then back down again, repeating the motion like I was licking a lollipop until his breathing started to change. After some more procrastination, reluctant to fully commit to this, I accepted my fate and surrendered fully. I opened my mouth to take him in, yielding to the masculine invasion of my pretty mouth. The solid weight and feel of a real cock settling across my tongue was so different from the neutral silicone I had trained with that for a second my mind went completely blank. He was hotter, heavier, the skin smoother, the slight pulse of him unmistakable against the roof of my mouth. I looked up at him the way I had been taught, eyes soft and submissive, and started to move.

“Oh yeah, baby,” Michael groaned. “Just like that.”

I worked him with slow, careful passes, sucking gently on the way up and swirling my tongue around the head on every bob of my head. The taste of him filled my mouth, clean and faintly salty, nothing like the plastic flavor of the dildo. After a few moments I brought my hand in, stroking in the same rhythm as my mouth the way the practice sessions had drilled into me. My long red acrylic nails looked obscenely feminine wrapped around him. Michael’s hand came to rest in my hair, not forcing me, just guiding. The pressure of his fingers against my scalp made the whole act feel even more submissive, even more like something being done to me rather than by me.

I kept going, eyes flicking up to his face whenever I could stand it. Every time our eyes met the shame hit harder. He was loving this, looking down at me like I was the most talented little cocksucker he had ever met. My motions were smooth and sensual, the product of all those nights practicing until my jaw ached. How natural it felt only made the humiliation deeper, like pleasing a man this way was instinctual to me.

At one point I glanced sideways again and found Kaylee looking over at me. Both of us had a cock in our mouths. A shared, wordless understanding passed between us, two girls on our knees, both of us sucking and submitting for our men’s pleasure.

Michael again moaned as I swirled my tongue around the sensitive spot beneath his head. “Mhmm good girl Fiona…”

I took him deeper on the next pass, letting his cock push further back, then pulled back slowly with a long suck that hollowed my cheeks. I licked a slow circle around the head again, tasting another drop of precum, then sank back down, using my hand to twist gently on the shaft in the same direction of my mouth. The wet sounds of my own work filled the small space between us. I kept the rhythm steady and focused, exactly the way the dildo sessions had taught me, even while the reality of the living, pulsing weight in my mouth made everything feel more intense and irreversible. No matter what happened after this, I would always be a cocksucker.

A little later, when I took him deep again he gasped, arching his hips to drive further inside me. “You look so fucking hot with my cock in your mouth, Fiona.”

I kept sucking him, the wet sounds of my mouth mixing with the ones coming from Kaylee’s end of the couch. Eventually his hand in my hair grew firmer, more dominant. He began forcing me down in longer, deeper strokes until I was taking him into my throat on every pass. My hands left his cock and braced against the solid muscle of his thighs. I didn’t fight the pace; I wasn’t someone who fought anymore. I just relaxed my throat and surrendered, letting him use my mouth the way Miss Connery and Kaylee had taught me to.

His breathing turned rough. His grip on my hair tightened even more. He started moving my head faster and faster until he was basically fucking my mouth in short, urgent thrusts. I stayed on my knees and took it like I was his toy, eyes watering, my bright red lipstick smeared across his cock, my sequined dress bunched around my hips. The wet, rhythmic sound of his cock driving into my throat filled my ears. When he finally tensed the change was sudden and obvious. His whole body locked up as a broken groan tore out of him and the first thick pulse of cum flooded my mouth, then another, then another, heavy and hot and endless. I stayed exactly where I was and swallowed every drop, the taste thick and salty and far more pungent than what Kaylee referred to as my own “girl juice.” He kept my head in place even as the thrusts slowed and his cock began to soften between my lips, still guiding me through the last weak pulses until there was nothing left.

I stayed on my knees with his softening cock still resting on my tongue, his hands still in my hair. When I glanced sideways again I saw that Kaylee was still blowing John. The sight of her still obediently sucking while Michael’s cum filled my own mouth broke me. The full weight of everything I had just done, everything I had become, hit me at once. I felt weak and used and completely broken. It took everything I had not to cry right there on the floor.

Instead, I pulled back carefully, crawled up onto the couch, and climbed into Michael’s lap, straddling him. I buried my face against the side of his neck and shoulder, seeking the physical comfort of being held even though I didn’t actually want it from him. His arms came around me without hesitation. I stayed there with my eyes closed, the taste of him still in my mouth as I tried to keep tears from falling while the movie neither of us was watching continued to play in the background alongside the sound of John exploding on Kaylee’s face.

That night I sat on Kaylee’s bed in the sheer pink nightie she had given me, the skimpy fabric barely covering anything. The events of the evening kept turning over in my head no matter how hard I tried to stop them. The taste of Michael was still faintly in my mouth. The memories of the night put a pit in my stomach: being on my knees in the living room, of looking up at him while I submitted to him, of Kaylee doing the same thing only a few feet away for a real man who certainly wasn’t me. I had finally stopped crying a little while ago, but the hollow, broken feeling hadn’t gotten any better.

Kaylee sat beside me in her own skimpy nightie, the thin straps slipping off one shoulder as she carefully wiped the last of her makeup away with a wipe. She looked calm and completely at ease.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I picked it up without thinking.

The group chat I was in with Amy, Christina, Miss Connery, and Kaylee had a new message from Miss Connery. Attached was a video. Even the thumbnail was enough. I was on my knees in my red dress, Michael’s cock in my mouth as I surrendered my own manhood by sucking his. The text simply read: “Natural cocksucker.”

My whole body started shaking. They had a video of me sucking cock.

“Kaylee…” My voice came out thin. “How…how does she have this?”

Kaylee set the wipe down and looked at the phone, then at me. Her expression softened with something like sympathy.

“Mom set up hidden cameras in the living room,” she confessed quietly. “She wanted a recording of your first blowjob. Sorry, girlfriend.”

Another round of tears spilled over as I processed it. I tried to turn away, but Kaylee was already crawling over to me on the bed. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me against her, one hand stroking the back of my head through the soft pink fabric of the nightie. “Shh. It’s okay, Fiona. I’ve got you. You’re okay.”

I cried harder into her shoulder, my whole body shaking as I heard my phone continue to chime with more texts from the group chat. She held me until the worst of it passed, murmuring reassurances against my ear.

After a while she pulled back just enough to look at me. Her eyes were filled with affection.

“I want to do something for you, Fiona,” she smiled. “Something nice.”

She stood up and reached into the drawer of the nightstand and pulled out the little silver key. “Pull down your panties for me, princess.”

My hands were still shaking, but I obeyed. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the simple pink panties I had changed into and pushed them down my thighs. Kaylee leaned in, fitted the key into the lock, and turned it. My cage fell away easily. She tossed it aside onto the bedspread like it didn’t matter.

Then she reached up, slipped the thin straps of her own nightie off her shoulders, and pushed the fabric down. It pooled around her waist. She was left in only her panties, her breasts bare and perfect in the low light. She guided me forward until she was cradling me in her lap, my bare thighs against hers. Without being told, I opened my mouth and leaned in. My lips closed around her nipple like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“That’s it,” she cooed, voice soft and high. “That’s my girl. Just like that.”

The warm weight of her breast filling my mouth brought immediate relief and pleasure. I suckled slowly, eyes lifting to hers. My clit was already starting to swell in the open air, nothing like the actual cock I had sucked tonight, but clearly growing aroused. I reached down for it without thinking. Kaylee caught my wrist gently but firmly. “No, cutie. That’s my job tonight.”

She wrapped her fingers around me instead. The first slow stroke made my whole body jolt, a high, needy whine vibrating around her nipple. She smiled down at me and kept the pace steady and gentle, her thumb sweeping over the tiny head on every pass.

“I’m so proud of you,” she cooed. “You were such a good girl for Michael. You looked so pretty making him happy...such a perfect little cocksucker.” Her hand kept moving, slow and completely in control. “You made me so wet watching you. And the way he looked at you… he was so turned on, baby. You did that. My sweet little princess did that.”

I kept nursing, eyes locked on hers, completely pliable and submissive under the combination of her voice and her hand. The shame was still there, clawing at the back of my mind, but it was overwhelmed by a desperate, grateful relief at being held, touched, and spoken to like this.

“You’re never going to be a man again after tonight,” she said a bit more cautiously, in that soft, cooing tone. “You know that, right? No matter what you tell yourself later. Once you’ve been on your knees for a man and swallowed his seed… there’s no going back. You’re a sissy all the way through. And that’s okay. That’s what I want. That’s what you were always meant to be.”

My hips twitched under her hand. Soft, high-pitched whines and moans kept escaping around her breast. The pleasure built fast under the steady stroke of her fingers and the warm, maternal pressure of her nipple against my tongue. I felt like putty, like something soft and shapeless she could mold however she wanted. The fact that I loved it only made the shame worse, every word she said landing like it was the absolute objective truth.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let it happen. Cum for me, princess. Cum for me…”

I broke with a long, muffled cry against her breast, spilling over her fingers in helpless little spurts while she kept stroking me through it, cooing soft praise the whole time. When the last tremor faded she slowly eased my mouth off her nipple. A thin string of saliva connected my lip to her skin for a second before it broke. She brought her cum-covered hand up to my mouth.

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned in and lapped it up like a puppy, tongue dragging over her palm and fingers, not even caring when it smeared across my chin and the corner of my mouth. Kaylee watched me with an adoring little giggle.

“Does girl cum taste different than man cum?” she teased, voice still light and sweet.

Heat flooded my face. I was too ashamed to answer. She giggled again, soft and fond, and guided my head back to her breast. I latched on immediately, the familiar comfort of her nipple settling everything else into the background.

She stroked my hair with her clean hand.

“You know, princess,” she said, almost thoughtfully, “a lot of guys have been commenting on your Instagram asking if you have an OnlyFans. And being that you’re such a perfect little cocksucker now… I thought this could be a good way to get you some money for some more pretty dresses! How does that sound?”

The idea of becoming an internet whore should have horrified me. On some level it did. But I was too far gone, too soft and submissive, too completely under he spell in that moment. All that came out was a low, mindless moan around her breast. I didn’t even know what I was trying to say.

I stayed there with the mixed taste of my own cum and her soft skin in my mouth, her heartbeat steady under my cheek, her fingers moving slowly through my hair. I couldn’t think straight anymore. All I knew was that tonight had proved what she and her mother had been telling me for months. They owned me. I was a complete sissy. Whatever came next would be decided by them, not by me. And right now, in the quiet of her bedroom with her breast in my mouth and the last of the shame and pleasure still humming under my skin, I was simply grateful for the reprieve, for this small pocket of little-girl time with the girl I worshipped.

To Be Continued…


Coming Soon:

Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Part 9

[image: ]


Also By Alexa Rose:

	Feminized to Become College Sissy Maids: Parts 1-5: From College Boys to Humiliated Sissies Serving as Maids on Campus: 
	Feminized to Become College Sissy Maids: The Complete Collection: From College Boys to Humiliated Sissies Serving as Maids on Campus 
	The Beauty Pageant Boy: My Summer in Skirts: Parts 1-4 
	The Beauty Pageant Boy: My Summer in Skirts The Complete Collection 
	Dominated by the Online Mistress: From Nico to Nina: Blackmailed and Feminized to Become Her Sissy 
	Sissy’s Halloween Party: Sabrina’s Schoolgirl Boyfriend 
	Her Girly Boyfriend: The Drag Queen: From Victor to Miss Victoria 
	The Thanksgiving Sissy Maid: Humiliated in Front of Her Friends 
	A Sissy Cuckold’s First Time: My Wife’s First Date with a Man 
	Pink Christmas: Anthony’s First Holiday as Amy 
	Pink Christmas: My Humiliating Gift to Francesca 
	Pink Christmas: The Sissy Christmas Competition 
	The Tea Party: Parts 1-3: The Return of Emma 
	The Tea Party: The Complete Collection: The Return of Emma 
	Petticoat Punishment: Parts 1-5: Disciplining Sissy Jasmine 
	Petticoat Punishment: The Complete Collection: Disciplining Sissy Jasmine 
	The Super Bowl Sissy: Olivia Becomes a Sissy Cheerleader 
	Sissy’s Valentine: Chloe’s Campus Humiliation 
	Sissy’s Valentine: A Sissy Maid Becomes a Cuckold 
	Sissy’s Valentine: Rachel’s Emasculating Surprise 
	Feminized By My Stepsister The MMA Fighter: Parts 1-5 
	Feminized By My Stepsister The MMA Fighter: The Complete Collection 
	Pink Mother’s Day: Samantha’s Annual Tradition 
	Pink Mother’s Day: Natalie’s Cruel Punishment 
	Stepmom’s Humiliating Punishment: Parts 1-9: Jennifer’s Girly Summer 
	Stepmom’s Humiliating Punishment: The Complete Collection 
	Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Fiona Learns Her Lesson: Part 1 
	Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Fiona Learns Her Lesson: Part 2 
	Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Fiona Learns Her Lesson: Part 3 
	Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Fiona Learns Her Lesson: Part 4 
	Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Fiona Learns Her Lesson: Part 5 
	Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Fiona Learns Her Lesson: Part 6 
	Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Fiona Learns Her Lesson: Part 7 


OEBPS/image_rsrcMJ.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcMH.jpg
Feminiz
and Her

FlonasLearnS Her L,eS‘son

Aléxa Rose






OEBPS/image_rsrcMK.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Cover




Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77






