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Yuna capped her lipstick and stood up from the vanity, a proud little smile creeping across her painted face. “All done! How do I look, ladies?”, she asked as she did a playful little twirl.

Her light blue fairy costume moved with her. The sheer, sparkling wings caught the vanity lights and threw little glints across the wall while her short, fluffy blue tutu bounced and settled again around her upper thighs. The glittery corset top hugged her petite torso, thin straps sitting on her dainty shoulders, the pale blue fabric pushing her small breasts up and together so her cleavage looked round and perky above the neckline. Ruffled sheer sleeves ended in little bows just above her elbows, and a delicate floral headband rested in her long, straight black hair. Her makeup was soft and overly girly: pink blush high on her cheeks, a wash of matching shadow on her lids, glossy pink lips that looked shiny and wet. Her nails were painted a soft baby blue that matched the costume, the color cute and glossy as her fingers fluttered out during the spin. Everything about her looked small and delicate. The way she tipped her head, the way her hands floated out when she spun, the girly little voice that had just asked the question. I could hardly believe she had ever been a guy. From the day I met her, Yuna radiated a sort of sweet and innocent femininity, everything from her squeaky voice to her cute little mannerisms and her petite figure screamed girly girl to me.

“Girl, you know you look gorgeous,” replied Sophia as she capped her own lipstick, standing up and spinning more slowly and deliberately. “And you know I do too.”

She really did. The black bunny suit clung to her like a second skin, high-cut at the hips so the rounded curve of her ass and the long line of her thighs stayed bare. The deep neckline of the leotard dipped low between her breasts, the fabric stretched tight enough that every breath made them rise and fall. Black satin ears sat upright in her dark hair, and a soft white tail bounced cutely right above her cheeks when she moved. Her makeup was more sultry than Yuna’s: thicker lashes, heavier liner, bright red lips that immediately drew attention. Her nails were painted a deep glossy red, the color stark against the black fabric when she rested a hand on her waist. She moved slower, her hips rolling instead of bouncing, one hand resting on her waist like she was a runway model. It was equally hard to believe Sophia had ever been a boy either. The costume made her look curvy and seductive, the kind of hourglass figure that guys couldn’t help but grab, squeeze, and stare at. Sophia was very different than Yuna, but no less feminine. While Yuna came off more cute and girly, Sophia had a more womanly and sexy vibe. The two of them had become so used to their lives as sissies that if you didn’t know them you would never be able to figure out that underneath their long hair, makeup, and panties they were actually two formerly straight guys.

Yuna giggled at Sophia’s comment before turning her attention to me. “Your turn little miss cheerleader, give us a twirl, Juliette!”

I stood up slowly, my cheeks burning and my stomach knotting up with anxiety as I tried not to let myself worry about the night we had ahead of us or feel embarrassed about the two of them acting like we were just three normal college girls getting ready to go out for Halloween. I was the newest addition to the bunch, feminized by my now ex-girlfriend, Britney, only six months ago. Yuna and Sophia had been feminized by their ex-girlfriends years ago, their exes apparently deciding their boyfriends would be better off as their own personal sissy slaves. At the beginning of my sophomore year of college their exes, Kaylani and Rose, became friends with Britney, introduced her to their sissies, and the rest was history. They convinced her that she needed a sissy, that I would be great at it, and that deep down I was just as much of a beta male as Yuna and Sophia.

As I looked back at the mirror and caught my reflection I felt a rush of shame, struggling to believe that the cute blonde in the slutty cheerleader costume was me. My long wavy hair spilled over my shoulders with a big pink satin bow clipped at the side, the ends brushing the bare skin of my midriff. My pink sequined crop top stopped just under my chest, a white band and thin pink ribbons tied in bows around my skinny upper arms, the cups pushing everything up so my breast forms looked perky and natural above the fabric. My matching pleated pink mini skirt barely covered my ass, pink sequins and white trim catching the light every time I shifted while my pink platform heels forced me to keep my calves tight and stick my ass out. Overdone pink blush sat high on my cheeks, matching shadow on my lids, my hot pink lips parted in disbelief. My nails were painted a bright hot pink that matched the costume. Under my skirt I could feel my little pink panties constricting my tight tuck, the thin fabric cool against soft skin that had been shaved smooth that morning. Everything about my reflection looked feminine and slutty, the image of hot college girl who was clearly dressed to attract some cute guys staring back at me.

I reluctantly twirled, my skirt swishing around me and flashing my little pink panties at the other girls.

Yuna squealed. “You look so cute!”

Sophia chuckled and smacked my butt, light and playful. “You do, but you look like you’re gonna cry. What’s wrong girl?”

I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself before I spoke. It annoyed me that I even had to answer that like it wasn’t obvious. “I’m just really overwhelmed…you’re both acting like we’re all really girls. This is so humiliating…”

Yuna giggled as she fussed with her hair in the mirror. “We basically are girls…look at us.”

I looked over at her, then at Sophia, and then looked down at myself, sighing as I realized how right she was. Her baby-blue nails flicked through Yuna’s long black hair while the fluffy tutu sat high on her thighs, wings still catching the light. Sophia’s red nails rested on her hip, the black leotard so tight that it looked painted onto the curves of her perky breasts and butt, her white tail twitching when she shifted her weight. Both of them stood there acting like this was completely normal, like slutty clothes, bright makeup, and feminine silhouettes were just what part of who they were now. It killed me as I realized that I looked no different than them, no more masculine or less sexualized. Nothing about any of us looked like we had ever been anything close to three normal college men with girlfriends.

Sophia took my hand and pulled me close, her jasmine perfume invading my senses. “I know it’s hard being a sissy, but it gets easier. You’ll never fully get used to it, but trust me, Juliette, we’re all better off this way. Our mistresses deserve real men, and they also deserve pretty sissies who do whatever they say. Once you accept that you’ll find so much satisfaction in your new life.” She giggled, looking over at Yuna. “You might even like it so much you become a slut like Yuna.”

Yuna rolled her eyes, smiling at Sophia’s sisterly teasing. “Excuse me…says the bitch who’s had three boyfriends in the past year.”

Sophia opened her mouth in mock shock. “Look who’s talking little miss size queen. How many guys have you blown this semester?”

Yuna flicked her hair and cocked her head like she was proud. “Jealous of my skills, girl?”

The two of them giggled like this was all normal, both of them so thoroughly feminized that they acted like there was nothing humiliating about straight guys teasing one another about pleasing men for their ex-girlfriends and bragging about their skills. The whole thing was disturbing. I used to be a normal guy with normal guy friends. Now that I was a sissy, none of them wanted anything to do with me, leaving these two as my only real remaining friends. I still couldn’t wrap my head around how casual it all was to them, the way they talked about cocks and boyfriends the same way they talked about what to eat for dinner. The idea of becoming like them terrified me, especially since I knew that only a few years ago they were normal masculine guys and that I was already very far past that point. It was one thing to look and act like a hyperfeminine girl; I pretty much already did that. It was another to be so thoroughly brainwashed that you thought and felt like one. That was a point I hoped never to reach, but judging by Yuna and Sophia, I feared I was well on the way to.

Just then we heard a knock at our door, Kaylani’s demanding voice calling from outside. “Open up, girls.”

Me and Yuna immediately assumed our positions: heels together, holding hands, and smiling brightly like we were in a beauty pageant. Sophia minced over to the door as quickly as she could, cracking it open and curtsying before tottering back over and grabbing Yuna’s other hand to assume the position.

The three of them walked in casually, their dominant presence filling the room immediately. They looked beautiful, powerful, and sexy, radiating their superiority with each confident step.

Kaylani was dressed up in a tight black cat-suit that clung to her tall frame, the fabric stretched over full breasts and a narrow waist before flaring slightly at her wide hips. A thin collar with a small bell sat at her throat, cat ears nestled in her long dark hair, and glossy red lipstick matched the red nails she flexed as she stepped inside. Rose followed in a short red devil costume, the sequined top barely containing her boobs, a tiny matching skirt sitting high on her thighs, and small horns clipped into her hair. Her makeup was sharp, smoky eyes and the same glossy red on her lips, the whole look leaving her legs bare and her posture loose and confident. Britney was by far the most beautiful. The black lace of her lingerie-style bodysuit hugged every curve, the cups pushing her breasts up and together so they sat high and almost completely visible above the low neckline. A short sheer skirt that I could see her red thong through barely covered the tops of her thighs, and strappy black heels clicked against the floor with each step. Her long dark hair fell over one shoulder, makeup dramatic with winged liner and pink lips parted in that familiar half-smile. The sight of her like that put butterflies in my stomach. Even now, completely emasculated and standing at attention in my little pink cheer skirt and sequined top, I wanted her. I wanted her to look at me the way she used to before any of this. I wanted her to see a man instead of the humiliated sissy she and her friends had turned me into. Instead, she stood there looking like she owned the room, her expression cool and casual like we were all beneath her.

Each of the girls approached their respective sissies, closing in like cats on cornered mice. Britney stopped a few inches from my face, an amused smirk spreading across her own as she took me in from head to toe. “Hey, Juliette, you look really pretty.”

I kept the sweet smile plastered on my face even as I felt the overwhelming urge to grimace and look away. “Thank you, Mistress, so do you.”

She giggled as she slowly circled me, lifting the back of my skirt and slowly running her nail between my cheeks while I tensed. Her nail dragged lightly and deliberately, sending a shiver up my spine as I forced myself to unclench and try to stay calm despite how vulnerable I felt. “Thank you, sissy. I’m sure we’ll both get lots of male attention tonight.”

My smile faltered at the thought of her with another man, a real man, all while I flounced around in my little cheer costume flirting with men of my own. The black lace of her bodysuit shifted when she moved, the sight of her half-naked body drawing a longing gaze from me as I remembered back when I was allowed to see her, touch her, fuck her, and feel like a man around her.

She dropped my skirt and then grabbed the waistband, tugging it up higher until the bottom half of my cheeks stuck out. “Much better. I expect you to always wear your skirts right, Juliette. There’s no time like college for a girl to feel sexy.”

My voice came out girly but also slightly dejected, betraying how I felt about the situation. “Yes, Mistress.”

She came back around to the front of me, tilting my chin up to make me meet her eyes. “Attitude, princess. Attitude. Now show me your nails.”

I lifted my free hand and bent my wrist, displaying my glittery pink nails. They looked glamorous and feminine; my fingers held the way she had taught me for inspections. Her eyes stayed on them for a second before continuing to scan the rest of my body like she was inspecting a product.

She smiled like she was pleased. “I’m impressed, Juliette, you’re really adjusting to this well.”

I forced another weak smile. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She giggled. “You’re welcome, sissy. I seriously can’t believe you used to be my boyfriend. You’re becoming so girly!”

Kaylani chuckled, chiming in. “Just wait til you get her on hormones and she has tits like this little bitch.” She grabbed Sophia’s boobs, groping them roughly while Sophia remained standing at attention, a soft whimper escaping her lips.

Rose followed suit, grabbing Yuna’s budding breasts, Yuna’s whine even more high-pitched and feminine than Sophia’s. Her baby-blue nails fluttered once before she locked them back into place, the wings shifting behind her as she adjusted herself.

Britney smiled, her eyes intimately meeting mine and putting a pit of terror in my stomach. “I can’t wait til we get her a prescription! Are you excited to have a woman’s body, Juliette? No more manly testosterone for my little bitch, not that you had much to begin with.”

I trembled in fear, horrified by the thought of growing breasts and becoming even more feminine than I already was. I already walked like a girl, talked like a girl, and acted like one. My penis was always either tucked or caged, my romantic endeavors only included men, and I literally never got to feel powerful or masculine anymore. Becoming even more feminine was a terrifying thought, one I could barely handle processing as I squeezed Yuna’s soft hand tighter, hoping that Britney wouldn’t actually take it that far. All three of the girls noticed my reaction and cracked up.

“All right, girls,” Kaylani announced. “You all passed inspection. Congratulations, ladies, you’re hot sluts. Now listen up for the rules of tonight’s competition.”

We all looked toward her, Yuna and Sophia less anxious than me but no less focused.

Kaylani paced in front of us, clearly enjoying the sense of power she got from our undivided attention. “We are going to the bar tonight for two hours. You each have two hours to get fifteen points. Whoever gets the most points will get a chastity release from her mistress tonight. If you don’t get fifteen points, you will be spending next weekend with your mistress’s newest boyfriend or hookup, and if you don’t want to be punished further, you will do whatever they say. Trust me, ladies, our men think each of you are very hot and very fuckable…and I’m sure they’d also get a kick of bullying the little pussies whose girlfriends they stole.”

I gulped, my blood running cold at the thought of spending next weekend as Trevor’s bitch, maybe even getting fucked by him. Trevor was tall and muscular, the kind of guy who had looked right past me when Britney first started bringing him around. The idea of his hands on the same body she used to touch, of him treating me like his personal sex toy and probably maid too degrading to imagine. I looked over at Britney and saw her smiling. It didn’t seem exactly like she wanted that to happen, more like she was enjoying seeing me so completely emasculated and afraid of being left alone with the man who had stood by and watched my masculinity get crushed and reshaped into something softer and sweeter while the woman I loved slept in his bed most nights.

Kaylani continued. “Now listen up, girls, here’s how you get points. A kiss is one, prolonged making out is two, grinding is two unless the guy cums in which case its three, a handjob is four, a blowjob is five, and sex is ten.”

The numbers landed one after another while the room stayed quiet except for the soft click of Kaylani’s heels. A kiss was already more than I wanted to do, and the rest was far worse. My stomach clenched tight under my little crop top, the thought of some guy’s cock in my mouth or between my legs while Britney watched making me feel completely pathetic without it even happening yet.

Kaylani saw the look on my face and chuckled. “And just to be clear, we will be watching you the entire two hours. If you decide to take a boy to the bathroom or car to get some alone time we expect you to ask them to record you little bitches. If we’re not there and it’s not recorded, it didn’t happen. Do I make myself clear, sissies?”

All three of us said “yes mistress,” my voice coming out slightly behind Yuna and Sophia’s as I felt panic beginning to set in. My hand stayed clasped tightly with Yuna’s, the glitter on my pink nails bright against her soft blue ones, my little skirt high enough that I could feel the breeze from the air conditioner blowing on the bottom of my ass.

Rose jumped up and clapped her hands. “I’m so excited! All right, girlies, grab your purses and let’s go.”

I released Yuna’s hand and went to grab my purse, my heart racing as I thought about what was about to happen. Two hours. Fifteen points. I couldn’t believe this was my life now. I snuck another glimpse at Britney in her sexy bodysuit with the corner of my eye while I slipped my purse strap over my forearm. Seeing her in sexy lingerie and smelling her sweet perfume used to be so different, a reminder of what was mine. Now it was just a reminder of what I lost, a reminder of what I was no longer man enough to have, and maybe even a reminder of what I was turning into.

The bouncer let us into the club without checking our licenses, something I had gotten used to since becoming Juliette. I was just another slutty college girl out to have a good time in his eyes, no more a man than our ex-girlfriends walking in with us. As we walked inside I saw what felt like dozens of men turning their heads to check us out, their gaze sweeping across our scantily clad bodies and pretty faces. Cool air from the vents kept teasing my skirt, blowing the hem up slightly and exposing even more of my plump cheeks.

Kaylani lifted her phone, hovering her thumb above the timer on the screen. “Alright, ladies, you know what to do. The two hours starts…now.”

She tapped the screen to start the timer and Yuna took off, walking straight up to a guy in a superman costume and flirting with him before I even got the chance to move. Anyone watching could tell she was an expert at seducing men, clinging on his arm, batting her lashes, and smiling like he was the man she’d been searching for all her life. Her fluffy blue tutu bounced cutely with every little step while her baby-blue nails rested on his hairy forearm. I could almost understand why Rose turned her into a sissy, just looking at Yuna, I could tell she had never been a real man, she was girlier than any girl I knew. I cringed at the thought that Britney probably saw me that way too, going out to pick up boys in my slutty pink cheer uniform.

My heart was pounding beneath my breast forms, the silicone mounds rising and falling rapidly with each panicked breath. I didn’t know where to start or what to do. I had kissed a bunch of guys over the past six months, and even jerked one off, but never under pressure like this. It was all too overwhelming.

Sophia must have noticed me panicking, casually slipping her arm around my waist and walking me forward as her bare hip brushed against me. “You have to try to relax and lock in girl.”

My hands were shaking, my heels suddenly wobbly despite my months of practice. “I don’t know what to do…I feel like a bunch of guys are staring at me.”

Sophia let out an amused little giggle like it was obvious. “Of course they are, Juliette! You’re a beautiful girl in sexy little cheerleader costume, of course they’re gonna stare. But tonight, you need to hold your head up high, smile, and act like you love it. The clock’s running and we need to get started.”

She started to strut away before I grabbed her arm in a panic. “Wait what do I do?”

She stopped to answer before something over my shoulder caught her attention. She looked back at me, smiling. “There’s a cute guy checking out your ass right now. Trust me on this: look over your shoulder at him and do one of those shy little giggles, then lower your eyes and turn back to me. I guarantee he’ll approach you, and when he does, then you ask him to go to the back room with you.”

My blood ran cold hearing that a guy was checking out my ass, no part of me wanting to do this or be here even though I knew I had to. I was mortified, feeling completely vulnerable and emasculated being out in public like this. The last thing I wanted to do was turn around and flirt so he could get a clearer look and think that I was interested. “What…what do I do in the back room?”

She giggled again like it was obvious. “That’s up to you, girlfriend, but remember, you need fifteen points in the next hour and forty-five minutes. Come on do it now before he loses interest.”

I reluctantly turned over my shoulder, immediately noticing the tall guy in the cheap spiderman t-shirt staring at my half-exposed ass. I met his eyes and forced a cute little giggle, smiling and batting my lashes before looking away. I hated myself for doing it. Batting my lashes, giggling, looking away nervously, it all felt so unmanly, like a nonverbal signal that I was a delicate, passive little thing that was too shy and meek so she needed him to be the man and approach.

Sophia looked genuinely excited, giddily clapping her hands and bouncing on her heels like this was some big moment for me. “He’s coming! You know what to do from here, Juliette. I’ll see you in a bit, babe.”

I felt nauseous as I watched her sashay away like a runway model, her little bunny tail bouncing above her robust ass while I stood there anticipating the moment the guy behind me would reach me.

I felt a manly hand on my exposed lower back, nearly making me jump as it settled just above the waistband of my skirt. “Hey, I just had to come say that you look really, really hot. What’s your name?”

I slowly turned to face him, looking up shyly at the half-drunk guy who was looking at me like I was food. I forced a playful smile as I leaned into him, catching him off guard as my hand settled on his chest. “Thank you, handsome. My name’s Juliette. What’s yours?”

He slipped his other hand around me, the two of them clasping in the back and engulfing my tiny waist. “Brock.”

I blushed, completely uncomfortable with being looked at or held like I was some cute little thing, especially by a man who was clearly so much bigger and more powerful than me. His warm but rough palms rested against the bare skin just above my butt, the height difference forcing me to tip my head back just to meet his eyes. “You look like a Brock…hey I have an idea, why don’t you take me to the back room, Brock?”

He smiled like he knew exactly what that meant. “Lead the way.”

I took his hand and led him out of the main area, feeling his eyes on my jiggling cheeks with every hip-swaying step, my skirt flipping just enough with each step that my pink panties stayed visible. As we walked I noticed Britney a few feet away following us, smirking at me like this was proof of every reason she had decided to feminize me. I could tell she was watching the way I was carrying myself with pride, mincing through the crowd like a delicate little sissy while I led a real man to a dark corner of the bar.

Brock and I settled in a corner of the other room, the light so much dimmer that I could barely see his face. I stood there awkwardly waiting for him to make a move, figuring that he was the man after all and that being a sissy I might as well take advantage of the fact that I didn’t need to be assertive. Then I felt his hands on my waist, sliding down to cup my ass before pulling me in close. I could see his face more clearly now that it was only inches away, looking down at me with that intense look guys give a girl when they want them. I hated that look, and I hated that I knew exactly what to do; I had been well trained. I put my arms around his neck, stroking my long nails through his curly hair as he leaned down to kiss me.

His mouth was warm and wet when it met mine, the taste of beer still on his tongue as it pushed past my lips, invading my mouth. I submissively parted my lips for him, my sticky pink lipstick smearing as he licked into my mouth and danced with my tongue. His hands stayed under my skirt, squeezing and kneading my bare ass, his fingers digging in and pulling my cheeks apart while he pressed me tighter against him. I nearly jolted when I felt the full length of his manhood through his pants, hard and thick, grinding against my stomach with every small shift of his hips.

The height difference made me stretch up onto my toes just to keep the kiss going, my breast forms pressed up against his firm chest, his cock pressed up against my flimsy skirt. Every second it continued I felt smaller and more powerless, his rough grip on my soft ass and the insistence of his hard cock against me making it impossible to forget which of us was dominant and manly and which was submissive and feminine.

His erect cock kept poking me, his hips thrusting into me every few seconds, clearly intentional. It made me feel so weak and vulnerable, his bulging manhood hard and rough like the rest of him while I remained soft, passive, and tiny, just like my own tucked away penis. I hated myself for thinking it, but I figured I may as well jerk him off. There was nothing I wanted to do less than make a man cum, but I knew if I didn’t it’d wind up being Trevor. Even if I didn’t have to do anything sexual with him, spending a weekend alone with him felt like it would be far more degrading than jerking some random guy off. I gasped as Brock pinned me against the wall, his hands now completely under my skirt and squeezing my ass roughly, making me writhe and squirm against him. I knew what I had to do. I reluctantly reached forward and grabbed his throbbing penis over his pants, massaging it for a moment while he groaned into my mouth before I undid his fly and slipped my hand inside.

His cock was warm, heavy, and rock-hard in my palm the second I wrapped my fingers around it, far thicker than I expected, the skin smooth and already slick at the tip. I cringed as I slowly stroked him, my glittery pink nails sliding along the shaft while his tongue kept penetrating my mouth. Every pull of my hand made him thrust harder into my fist, the wet sound of the kiss mixing with the low groans he kept releasing into my mouth. His grip on my ass tightened, making me whimper as one finger pressed between my cheeks and started rubbing over the thin fabric of my panties while I worked him. The head of his cock kept catching against my palm, leaking more the longer I stroked, the smell of his cologne filling the small space between us. My wrist ached from the angle, my heels still forcing me up on my toes against the wall, and every throb of him in my soft hand made me feel even more humiliated. He started thrusting into my fist in short, rough movements, his breathing getting heavier against my sticky lips. I kept my eyes closed and my hand moving, the sticky precum coating my fingers and making the strokes slicker. Eventually his whole body tensed, a low groan catching in his throat, and then he exploded in his pants. Thick pulses of hot cum shot over my hand and wrist, thick and sticky, some of it dripping down my fingers while he kept grinding against me and groaning into the kiss. I didn’t stop stroking until the last of it had spilled across my palm, the wet heat of it cooling against my skin as he finally pulled his mouth off mine.

I pulled my sticky, cum-covered hand out of his pants, looking at it in disgust as he leaned against me with a stupid grin on his face. His thick globs of cum glistened against my sparkly pink nails, a humiliating sight that immediately sapped any bit of dignity right out of me. I looked around for something to wipe my hand on, trying the wall at first and realizing it wasn’t working. I felt like I had to get it off my hand, foolishly choosing to smear what was left across my inner thigh, immediately regretting my decision as the feeling of his cum drying on me settled in and left me feeling like a cheap whore.

Over the next hour I made out with two more guys, one around my height in a cop costume that couldn’t seem to get enough of squeezing and smacking my ass hard, and another, heavy-set guy who was much gentler with me despite the bulge in his pants nearly throbbing against me every time I brushed against him. And to my deep shame, Britney had witnessed all of it. I had never felt more emasculated, used, and pathetic in my life, my lipstick smeared and my inner thigh still sticky from Brock’s cum from that stupid decision I made before I went to the bathroom and found a napkin. I knew I was five points short of being done, and probably far more from winning, but I needed a break. I shuffled through the crowded bar to one of the private bathrooms, my cheeks burning with shame as I hoped no one else besides Britney had noticed me bouncing between three guys within an hour. It was bad enough being dressed like a whore, now everyone who saw me definitely thought I was one. As I neared the bathrooms I heard high-pitched moaning and whining coming from inside one of them that sounded a lot like Yuna. I’m not sure why, but against my better judgment, I opened the door and my jaw dropped.

Yuna was bent over the sink, her blue fairy costume still on, the fluffy tutu pushed up and her panties stretched around her ankles above the blue heels. A guy in a baseball uniform stood behind her, one hand gripping her hip hard while the other held his phone up to record. His cock was buried deep inside Yuna, thick and shiny with her, the length of it sliding almost all the way out before he drove it back in hard enough to rock her forward against the sink and make her moan. Yuna’s mouth hung open, girly little whines spilling out with every thrust, her baby-blue nails braced on the edge of the counter and her long black hair falling forward. Her face looked flushed and relaxed, eyes half-lidded, the expression on it completely soft and open as she took him inside her. She looked up when the door opened and smiled like this was normal, his cock still fully inside her as she spoke in that same bubbly voice. “You wanna join us, Juliette?”

The guy turned his head and looked at me, his eyes moving over my face and down my body as he took in what seemed to him to be a potential three-way. The lust in his eyes while his cock was inside my friend made me feel more dainty and vulnerable than I had all night, my body trembling while I stood there in the doorway. I squeaked out, “No…sorry,” and quickly closed the door.

The sound of her whining and the wet slap of his hips against her ass cut off behind the wood. I stood there for a second with my hand still on the handle, the image of how easily she had taken him and how natural it had looked on her face stuck inside my head. I was suddenly all too aware of the sticky patch of dried cum on my inner thigh, swallowing anxiously at the thought of ending up bent over a sink the same way, smiling and looking happy while a real man used me like his toy.

Just as I began to walk over to the other bathroom Britney intercepted me and laughed. “Checking in on your girlfriend, sissy?”

For some reason I thought she’d be as shocked as me. “Mistress, Yuna’s having sex with a guy in there!”

She just chuckled. “I was able to put that together from the sounds, Juliette. Isn’t she a doll? She’s such a great role model for you.”

I was horrified at the implication that I was supposed to become anything like Yuna, my emotions starting to spill over. I felt my throat closing and tears starting to well up in my eyes. “I don’t wanna be like Yuna, Mistress. I just wanna be a guy again…I wanna be your boyfriend again.”

She gave me a warm look, sympathetic, but in the kind of way one looks at a child when they’re asking for something unrealistic. She grabbed my arms, her thumbs rubbing slowly. “Aww, Juliette, you know you’re not a boy. Look at you, sweetie, you’re literally more of a girly girl than me. And besides, I’m with a real man now, you know that princess.”

I looked down at the floor, blinking away the incoming tears. I knew she was right which only made her words hurt more. It would be very hard to think of myself as a boy at this point, and probably even harder to compare myself to Trevor who, by comparison, made me look like a complete pussy. I shifted around uncomfortably in my heels, my skirt fluttering and swishing against my thighs, my crop top clinging tightly to my breast forms. None of it felt like something a boyfriend would be standing in. None of it was.

She continued gently. “Listen, I know this is a lot for you, Juliette, but rules are rules. You’re five points short and you only have around thirty minutes…I would fix my lipstick and get out there asap if I were you, sissy.”

My sadness turned to panic as I realized she was right. I had just over thirty minutes to get five points, which felt impossibly short for what it required. I quickly fixed my lipstick and turned back to the dance floor, frantically searching for a man who was showing even the faintest bit of interest in me. The lights flashed across the crowd and the platforms kept my steps short and dainty while I scanned for anyone looking my way.

I ran into Sophia first, her natural confidence and feminine glow a stark contrast to my panicked, desperate look. My words tumbled out desperately. “You have to help me. We have thirty minutes left and I’m five points short.”

Sophia nodded, clearly taking the situation seriously. She took my hand. “I got you, girl. Come with me and follow my lead.”

I was genuinely grateful. “Thank you so much, Sophia!”

She smiled like I was sweet for even thanking her. “Of course, what are sisters for?”

I blushed at being referred to as sisters, embarrassed by the idea of it, but I was grateful for her help. She led me onto the dance floor, taking my hands and placing them on her plump bubble butt before reaching under my skirt and gently grabbing my own tender cheeks. I nearly jumped, completely shocked. “What are you…”

She cut me off with a firm kiss on the lips, her painted red lips sticky and sweet against my own pink ones. “Just trust me, Juliette. Guys love when girls kiss, they’ll be swarming us in seconds.”

I couldn’t argue with the logic, and despite being male, Sophia was far more beautiful than most girls were. I nodded before I leaned in and kissed her back, humiliated to be making out with another sissy but finding it surprisingly pleasant. Her lipstick tasted faintly sweet, the sensual rhythm of her lips easy to follow, her hands under my skirt staying light and gentle, massaging my ass tenderly while we kissed. I was still a bit reserved though, she was a guy, and no one was forcing us to do this.

She exhaled against my wet mouth. “Get into it you little faggot.”

The word faggot made me wince; she had never spoken to me like that before. “I’m not…”

She cut me off with another kiss, ending it with a soft nibble on my lower lip that made my entire body tingle as she looked me in the eyes and pulled back slowly before releasing it. “You are. We both are. But we’re also really fucking pretty girls. Try to relax and have fun. It’ll be easier if you get into this before any actual guys pull up.”

We kept kissing on the dance floor, Sophia’s mouth soft and sticky against mine while the music pulsed around us. Her hand stayed under my skirt, fingers stroking lightly on the bare curve of my ass, the feeling making everything below the waist feel warm and tingly. Every time she nibbled on my lips I felt my body press closer without thinking. The kiss was slow and wet, her tongue sliding against mine in a slow, sensual way that made me relax a bit and surrender to the pleasure. I could feel my tucked penis shifting and twitching inside my panties with every small grind of my hips, the thin fabric tight around it, and a dull, warm ache starting to build there that felt nothing like getting hard like a man does. It was softer, warmer, more constant, less dominant, the kind of pressure that made me want to rock against her despite the shame of knowing I was willingly making out with and grinding against another sissy. My glittery pink nails sparkled against the fabric of her dark leotard, the sweet taste of her lipstick mixing with mine.

Eventually I felt a pair of large hands settle on my hips from behind, warm and firm, much stronger and more dominant than Sophia’s. A second later the outline of a hard cock pressed up between my cheeks. I opened my eyes and saw a guy dressed as a construction worker standing behind Sophia, his body flush against her the same way, his hands already reaching around and groping her breasts. Sophia slowly bent forward, arching her back so her ass pushed into him, wiggling teasingly against him while he gripped her boobs tighter. I followed her lead without thinking, forcing the same arch into my own posture as I bent over and pushed against the guy behind me without even getting a look at him. My skirt rode up immediately, the short hem riding higher until my barely covered ass was completely on display, the guy’s cock settling directly between my cheeks with only my thin pink panties between us. The invading feel of him was immediate, thick and solid, grinding along my virgin hole every time he rocked his hips. I felt so nervous and powerless, never in a million years having imagined that I’d wind up bent over with a man’s hard cock mere centimeters away from what Britney now called my boy pussy.

Sophia leaned back in and kissed me again, her mouth eager and wet. I welcomed the comfort and kissed her back while we both started to gyrate and grind our asses against the men. The two cocks pressed against us in the same rhythm, the guy behind me squeezing my hips and pulling me closer so every thrust dragged along my panties and the sensitive skin under them. It was all so strange and confusing. The making out combined with the pressure between my cheeks felt pleasurable enough that it made my tucked penis throb weakly inside my panties, a humiliating sensation I had not expected. At the same time, every grind also made me feel more helpless and vulnerable, my submissive posture and the way my skirt stayed flipped up leaving me completely open to whoever was behind me.

We stayed like that for a while, kissing and grinding, the guys’ hands roaming over our asses while the music kept going. Every few minutes I caught a glimpse of Yuna a few feet away, her legs wrapped around some guy’s waist while he carried her, their mouths locked together in a deep kiss, her fluffy tutu bouncing with each step he took. Meanwhile, Sophia’s passionate kissing and the steady grind of the cock between my cheeks kept the warm pressure building in my panties. I was incredibly embarrassed when I realized it, but the bond between us really did feel sisterly in a strange and obscene sort of way: both of us feminized and stripped of our manhood, both of us dominated by the women we used to call ours, both of us bent over in slutty costumes while real men groped and pressed against us, both of us still kissing like it was the most natural thing in the world for two sissies like us. My lipstick was smeared again, the sticky taste of hers mixing with mine, and every time the guy behind me thrust harder I felt my panties pull tighter across my tuck.

After around five minutes that felt like thirty, Sophia leaned back to whisper something to her guy. The guy looked super excited and pulled back, gesturing the guy behind me to come over to him. As he pulled off of me and started walking over to his friend, Sophia grabbed my wrist and pulled my close. She looked thrilled. “You’re doing great girl! But we’re not done yet. We’re gonna go back to their car and suck their dicks. I know it’s your first time, but we need to be quick since time is running out, so make sure you make it good like the girls taught you. Okay?”

I was completely caught off guard, struggling to process that this was really happening while I stood there still panting from the most intense sexual experience I had experienced since becoming Juliette. My stomach was churning now, the ache in my panties still there, but no part of me wanting to get on my knees in a car and put a cock in my mouth. I nodded anyway, knowing I had no other option and that time was quickly running out. “Okay.”

The guys walked us out to the car, each of them keeping a hand on us the whole way. The guy who had been grinding on me wore a flannel, jeans, and a corny cowboy hat, his whole vibe seeming more manly and serious than I had realized in the bar. He stayed close behind me, his palm resting low on my back and sliding over the curve of my ass every few steps like he now had a claim to it after rubbing his cock against it so many times. Sophia’s guy, who was a bit more laid back in his yellow hard hat and orange vest, had his arm around her waist, his hand already cupping her ass where the leotard failed to cover it. She laughed at something he said and leaned into him without hesitation. I tried to match her flirty energy, forcing a small smile and letting my hips sway a bit more dramatically under his hand even though it was very clear I was nervous.

We reached their car and they opened the doors for us. I climbed into the back seat with the cowboy while Sophia got up front with the construction worker. The space felt way too small the second the door closed. I kept my hands in my lap and my eyes down, too timid to even speak or look his way. Part of it was nerves, part of it was a deep sense of shame knowing what I was about to do.

Sophia turned in her seat, smiling like this was all completely normal. “Hey, can you both record us? It’s for a sorority thing.”

Both guys laughed. The guy I was with said, “Sorority thing, huh? You sure you girls aren’t just excited to replay the moment in bed later?”

The guy up front snorted and smiled at Sophia to let her know they were just teasing. They took our phones when we handed them over and started recording. The little white light on mine stayed pointed at me from that moment on, a little spotlight on me that was going to capture the most emasculating moment of my life.

My heart was pounding in my chest again. I had been trained on a dildo many times, but in the moment, I had no idea what to do. Thinking was causing me to freak out so I tried not think, instead deciding to look up front at Sophia and copy everything she was doing. She was already angled toward her guy, looking up at him with her lips parted as she slid down onto the passenger seat between his knees. I did the same, dropping onto my knees on the back seat and reaching for the cowboy’s zipper. The camera stayed on me the whole time, catching my hands trembling as I slowly reached in and pulled his cock out like I was both desperate for it and terrified by it. I could tell he liked that. My hands trembled a little more as I pulled it free, a hard, throbbing cock that was far bigger than any I had ever seen. I looked up at him with parted lips and wide, doe-like eyes, batting my lashes the way Sophia had with her guy, trying to express coy submissiveness like she did so well and like I had been trained to do. The way he stared back down at me while he recorded made my face burn with shame. I felt like he was the hunter and I was his prey.

We both had their dicks out now, starting to stroke them slowly. Following Sophia’s lead, I leaned down and swallowed my pride, kissing and licking along the head and shaft. The taste of his manhood was salty and warm on my tongue, my glittery pink nails sliding over the slick skin as I left little pink lipstick prints up and down it. Sophia was moving faster up front, the wet sounds of her mouth loud in the car. Every time my tongue dragged along him the camera caught it, the humiliation of sucking a man’s cock never fading, especially while being recorded.

Sophia got right into it, taking her guy deep in her throat and bobbing her head in long, steady strokes while her hand jerked him in sync. I reluctantly followed, opening my mouth and sliding down as his hard cock slipped further into my mouth and poked the back of my throat. The first few times his cock hit the back of my throat I gagged, my eyes watering while I pulled off and tried again. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, sucking cock was even more humiliating than I imagined it would be. It wasn’t just the fact that it involved a man’s hard dick, or the intimacy or having his dick in my mouth; it was inherently so submissive. The camera stayed fixed on my face, capturing the spit on my chin and my lipstick smearing further every time I went down.

After a few attempts I managed to relax enough to take more of him, the thick length sliding over my tongue and into my throat while my hand kept stroking what wouldn’t fit. We stayed like that for a few minutes, the guys moaning and occasionally gripping the back of our heads to guide us as we pleased them like two good sluts. Meanwhile they just sat back and relaxed, phones held steady, completely in control and at ease as we worked to please them like we were desperate for them to cum. My jaw ached from the size of it stretching my pink lips, the wet sounds of my cocksucking filling the car. Every thrust into my mouth, every pulse from his manhood, every tug on my hair further cemented my status as a submissive, girly little bitch.

Their reactions got louder the longer we went. My guy started thrusting up into my mouth to meet me every time I bobbed on him, short rough movements that pushed him deeper and made me gag again before I adjusted to it. Sophia’s guy was doing the same up front, her head bobbing faster to meet him. The sound built until he groaned loudly and came, Sophia staying down and diligently swallowing everything while her hand kept milking him into her mouth.

A moment later my guy tensed under me, my eyes going wide with horror as I realized a man was about to cum in my mouth. It felt so surreal; I was dressed in a slutty cheerleader costume in the back of a random guy’s car, gagging on his dick like a the whore I appeared to be. Shame was an understatement, emasculation was an understatement, it was like my entire masculine identity had suddenly died, replaced completely by the submissive sissy on her knees in the backseat.

Suddenly his cock twitched, coming alive inside my mouth as the first pulse hit the back of my throat, his cum hot and thick. I froze, tears forming in my eyes as the reality that I was now a cocksucker hit me. More cum followed, filling my mouth faster than I could swallow, a good amount spilling out over my lower lip and down my chin. The taste was salty and musky, coating my tongue while he kept thrusting through it and giving me the rest of his seed. I whined helplessly as I swallowed what I could, the rest turning sticky on my face. For a minute afterwards I stayed there on my knees with his softening cock still in my mouth, sucking more gently as I tried not to think about what I was doing until he finally pulled back.

I sat up slowly, cum smeared across my chin and cheek, the white light capturing the evidence of his domination on my face. I was feeling completely degraded and used sitting there like that, a man’s cum drying on my face as I fidgeted uncomfortably in the backseat and tried not to cry. I was starting to spiral, but thankfully Sophia didn’t give me much time to ruminate. She smiled at her guy, saying “Thanks baby,” as she kissed the head of his soft dick, taking her phone as she opened the door and climbed out. I did the same without even thinking, leaning in to press my sticky lips to the tip before I grabbed my phone and climbed out of the car. The night air left me feeling vulnerable and exposed the second I got out of the car, my cheeks burning with shame as I stepped into the public parking lot with cum on my face. If the people seeing me didn’t think I was a whore before, they definitely would now.

I called after Sophia. “Wait, I can’t go back in there like this, I have cum on my face.”

Sophia turned and kissed me deeply, catching me completely off guard. The musky taste of cum passed between us as her tongue slid against mine, sticky and bitter, her painted lips pressing hard enough that we were getting cum and lipstick on each other’s lips.

She pulled back just enough to speak against my mouth. “We both do, and we’re definitely gonna have a lot more on our faces in the future. You gotta get used to this girl.”

I hung my head in shame and despair, the cool night air hitting the mess still drying on my skin. Sophia stopped me from spiraling. “Come on, chin up, even if it’s covered in cum.” She giggled. “Yuna definitely won tonight, but we all make our mistresses proud every time we do stuff like this, and we’re all like sisters to each other. Now take my hand.”

I reluctantly took Sophia’s hand. Her red nails intertwining with my pink ones as she started leading me toward the door. “If you walk in there thinking you’re a man, of course you’re gonna be humiliated, your lipstick is smeared from blowing a guy in his car. But if we walk in there like two confident sissies then this is something to be proud of. I know our mistresses will be happy, and I know I had fun with you, that’s what you should focus on.”

I was mortified and afraid as we stopped by the door, the taste of cum still thick on my tongue as we walked near the bulky bouncer who couldn’t help but staring at us. At the same time, I was genuinely grateful for Sophia’s affection and guidance all night. I turned to her and gave her a warm, affectionate hug. “Thank you.”

She hugged me back, her soft breasts pressing against my forms as we squeezed each other. “Aww you’re welcome pretty girl.”

We held hands and walked inside together. I was trembling, the short hem of my skirt shifting with every step and my heels clicking on the floor, but the steady grip of her hand and the new closeness between us kept me moving forward, even though I knew it was deeper into my own emasculation.

The End.
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