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The apartment was quiet except for the soft hum of the TV and the faint click of Tina’s heels across the floor. Each step echoed lightly against the hardwood, blending with the faint sweetness of pumpkin candles still burning from earlier.

She was tidying up what was left of their Halloween party last night, collecting plastic cups, tossing napkins and plates into a trash bag, and straightening the pillows on the couch, trying not to remember the humiliation last night. Sabrina had invited a bunch of people from their apartment building over for a party and had insisted on Tina dressing up as Barbie. They probably already knew that something was up from the day they moved in, but last night had solidified it. While she didn’t outright tell them that Tina was a sissy, it was clear from their reactions to her outfit and the way Sabrina ordered her around that they obviously knew.

She wore a pink plaid mini dress with a fitted bodice and flared skirt that hit mid-thigh, the kind that looked straight out of a Malibu dream closet. The pattern was bright and playful, checkered in shades of bubblegum and blush, cinched at the waist with a slim white belt. Over her shoulders was a soft cropped jacket in matching plaid, its buttons glinting under the party lights. Her blonde wig was glossy and bouncy, held back by a satin pink headband that shimmered every time she turned her head. Painted nails, pale pink with a glassy shine, matched the glossy finish of his lips. She’d been accessorized with white heels, pearl earrings, and a little quilted handbag. She looked exactly like Barbie, right down to the heart-shaped sunglasses perched on her head.

Though she hated that half his apartment now knew about her feminized status, it was nothing new to her. Tina, formerly Tom, had begun dating Sabrina in their junior year of college. They had what he thought was a great relationship for months before she decided to feminize him. It started with bedroom games that he was not super fond of, but went along with for her sake. Before he knew it, she was blackmailing him with pictures and videos and making him dress up daily. Alongside her sorority sisters, she trained him to look, act, and talk like a girl, even to the point of sending him to class in dresses and making him kiss guys on nights out. By the time junior year ended, Tom had become Tina, and she was a different person completely. Her hair was long and girly, her body was petite and feminine, and she had more slutty clothes than any girl she knew.

Sabrina relished her new control, pushing Tina farther every chance she got. She had her serving at her sorority as their French maid every weekend, cleaning up after the girls and serving them food and drinks as they mocked and humiliated her. By that point, of course, she had begun dating other men, telling her that she was free to do the same and often bringing her along on double dates. Tina’s cock, clitty now, was caged, and Sabrina’s control over her most intimate parts further solidified her dominance over her reluctant sissy. By the time they graduated, everyone knew she was a sissy, including both of their friends, professors, and probably half the campus. That was in May, in June, Sabrina announced that they would be moving into an apartment together, continuing their sissy-mistress lifestyle. Though being so utterly feminized humiliated Tina to her core, she couldn’t deny still feeling love and affection for Sabrina. Though that love had now transformed into something far less like that of a boyfriend for his girlfriend and more like that of a little girl for her crush.

As Tina minced around the kitchen, her slutty French maid uniform caught the light with every movement. It was a black satin dress trimmed with white lace, the neckline modest but delicate, the skirt flaring around her upper thighs with a soft swish. The tiny white apron tied neatly at her waist, matching sheer white stockings clung to her hairless legs and made them look a mile long, and the lacey white headband framed her long hair, all coming together in a way that made her look like a man’s wet dream.

When she reached down to pick up another cup, her pink nails, glossy and rounded, stood out against the pale plastic. She noticed them as she worked, how dainty they looked, how they clicked softly when she brushed them against the rim of the table. Her motions were small, precise, and graceful, like every moment was a performance. She felt shame creeping up her neck as she reflected on how normal this all felt. This is who she was now, this is how she’d been trained.

On the couch, Sabrina lounged with her legs curled beneath her, wearing a loose gray sweatshirt that made her look perfectly at ease. She still looked gorgeous, radiating a natural beauty that most girls wished for but never achieved. She had long dark hair, a curvy body that would draw any guy’s attention, and a face that lit up whatever room she walked into. Still, Tina was the more feminine of the two, and probably the sexier as well, given how she dressed and carried herself. Sabrina watched Tina for a moment before speaking, her voice calm, teasing.

“You nervous, Tina?”

Tina froze mid-step, the hem of her skirt brushing her thigh. “Yes, Mistress,” she said quietly, her voice higher-pitched and more melodic than Sabrina’s. “I haven’t seen anyone since graduation. I don’t even know what to say to them.”

Sabrina smiled, setting her phone aside. “Don’t be nervous, sweetie,” she said softly, standing up and crossing the room, and wrapping her arms around Tina’s waist. Her tone was light, affectionate. “They know you’re my sissy. And the ones who don’t know you will just see a gorgeous girl in an adorable costume. You look so pretty. You’ve come so far since we graduated; they’ll be so excited to see you.”

Tina turned toward her, her lashes lowering for a moment as she reflected on her words. Then Sabrina leaned in, her hair brushing Tina’s shoulder as she pressed a quick kiss to her cheek, warm and comforting, but not quite romantic.

Tina blinked, a faint smile finding its way accompanied by a deep blush, energized by her affection. “Thank you, Mistress Sabrina.”

“Okay, princess,” Sabrina said, smoothing a wrinkle from Tina’s skirt and giving her butt a playful smack. “Let’s get dressed for the party.”

Tina’s bedroom looked like the inside of a little girl’s dream: soft pink walls, white furniture, and a Hello Kitty comforter perfectly smoothed across the bed. Fairy lights glowed around the mirror, casting a warm haze that made everything feel gentle, girly, and a little childish. She still felt a pang of shame every time she walked in, unable to believe that this ultra-feminine space was her own. Still, she had grown used to it and couldn’t deny that it was well-suited to her role and honestly felt like home.

When they stepped inside, Tina noticed the costume laid neatly across her bed: a red plaid pleated skirt, a crisp white blouse with pearl buttons, a pair of low black heels polished to a soft shine, and a tiny pink purse resting beside them.

For a moment, she just stood there, her fingers brushing the fabric of the tiny skirt. It was short and pleated, perfectly pressed, the kind of thing she never would’ve imagined wearing a few years ago. She could almost picture herself in it, heels clicking, makeup overdone, the tiny skirt swaying with each step. The thought made her blush.

Sabrina leaned against the doorframe, smiling. “Alright, schoolgirl,” she said, giggling. “Get changed and do your makeup all cute and girly, okay? Lots of pink. Oh, and take off your bra and panties and put on the pink satin set. It’s much more appropriate for a sexy schoolgirl.”

Tina responded quietly, still blushing. “Okay.”

“I’m gonna go get ready myself,” Sabrina said, pushing off the frame. “I’ll come back in a bit and help with your hair.”

When she left, the room felt suddenly quieter, just the low hum of the fairy lights and the faint rustle of his dress as Tina ran her hand over the costume again. She sat on the edge of the bed, looking at the reflection of herself in the French maid outfit in the mirror.

It was strange to think about how much her life had changed. Just a few years ago, she lived in hoodies and sneakers, hit on girls, and played sports with his buddies. Now she spent her days dressed like a doll, heels clicking as she minced around following her Mistress’s orders, moving and gesturing more dramatically feminine than any girl she knew.

She blushed again, eyes drifting back to the red plaid skirt. She had grown eerily used to this version of herself: delicate, polished, even confident in a coquettish sort of way.

Tina set her heels neatly by the door and rolled off her nylons, laying them on her vanity. The room was warm and quiet, the faint scent of her perfume hanging in the air. She slipped out of his maid uniform with care, folding it over the back of her chair, and paused for a moment, catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror. What she saw looking back at her was a seductive girl in dainty black lace panties that showed no obvious bulge, a matching satin black bra that clung to her deceivingly realistic and perky breasts, a beautiful girl’s face made up with bright red lipstick and smoky eyes, and a lacey white headband in her long, glossy hair adding a touch of innocent femininity. She flushed deeply, averting her gaze, still humiliated by the fact that the sexy girl in the mirror was herself.

She stripped off the bra, revealing the two hyper-realistic breast forms glued to her chest. By now, she was used to the weight and feel of them and thought of them almost casually as “my boobs.” Slipping down her panties, she caught sight of her manhood, if you could still call it that, trapped within its tiny one-inch pink cage. The sight of it still caused a deep sense of shame, coupled with the fact that Sabrina regularly let her know how tiny she was and called it his “clitty,” making sure that she did too. In truth, it was more like a clitty, that wasn’t what a man’s penis looked like. She leaned her head back, the view of her clitty disappearing beneath her c-cup boobies. She shuffled over to her lingerie drawer, now just her underwear drawer since that was the only underwear she owned. Fishing through a sea of lace and satin, she pulled out the matching pink set, quickly sliding the cool, satin panties up her legs until her clitty once again disappeared, no bulge in sight. She clasped on the bra, embarrassed at how much more comfortable and supported she felt wearing one since wearing breast forms had become a mandated part of her daily routine.

She reached for the schoolgirl costume on the bed, the red plaid skirt and white blouse waiting like a promise of further emasculation. The skirt swished as she pulled it into place, and she smoothed it carefully, nervous about how high it fell, barely covering her pink panties. The blouse buttoned crisp and tight against her skin, its fabric cool and sheer enough to reveal the color of her bra and draw attention to her boobs.

She noticed the glint of her pink pedicure as she slipped her feet into the heels, seemingly unable to escape her own femininity wherever she looked. She swayed over to the mirror, tilting her head slightly, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment as she took herself in.

The girl looking back was delicate, sexual in a coy, innocent kind of way, almost slutty. A nervous energy stirred in her chest.

Tina moved to the vanity and sat down gracefully, smoothing her skirt beneath her and pressing her knees together the way she had been taught, the movement small and instinctively graceful. She trembled at seeing her reflection again, reaching for her makeup brushes as she contemplated seeing the other girls from college again.

Tina switched on the ring light above her vanity, and the soft pink halo filled the room like morning sunlight through silk curtains. Her reflection glowed in the mirror, framed by an array of carefully arranged brushes, palettes, and powders that smelled faintly of rose water and vanilla.

She began by wiping away the remains of the earlier makeup, the cotton pad cool and damp against her skin. A light floral cleanser left behind a delicate scent, and as she patted her face dry with a towel, she felt the smoothness of her skin beneath her fingertips, almost babylike.

Even barefaced, her features carried the quiet signs of Sabrina’s training: long lashes that brushed lightly against her skin when she blinked, neatly arched brows, soft cheeks with a faint natural pink. Months of beauty treatments had turned her face so feminine that even without makeup, she looked much more like a girl than a boy. With her long hair, boobs, and girly skirts and dresses, no one would mistake her for a guy.

She squeezed a small drop of primer onto her fingertips. It felt silky, gliding over her face in featherlight strokes. Then came the foundation, cool at first, then warming as she blended it in smooth, circular motions with the brush, the soft bristles whispering over her cheekbones. The even texture gave her skin a gentle glow that caught the light whenever she turned her head.

A dusting of bright pink blush followed. Tina dipped the brush carefully, tapping once to shake off the excess, then swept it across her cheeks in soft arcs, feeling the faint tickle of bristles against her skin. The color bloomed perfectly, like warmth rising beneath the surface. The ritual, meant to strip her of her masculinity while she watched in the mirror, was strangely normal to her, calming even.

Next came the glittery blue eyeshadow. She brushed it across her lids, feeling the faint coolness of the powder before it settled into shimmer. Under the light, it caught tiny glints of silver and teal. Eyeliner came next, a smooth, practiced line drawn in a single, fluid motion.

Tina reached for her lash curler, metal cool against her fingers, and pressed gently. The faint click echoed in the quiet room. A few coats of mascara later, her lashes fanned out in dark, delicate arcs. When she blinked, she could see the faint flutter at the top of her vision, a small, familiar reminder of what she had become.

Finally, she lifted his lipstick. The scent of it was sweet and faintly fruity. She puckered her lips and applied it with a steady hand, coating her lips in a coral pink hue, then added a layer of gloss that made them gleam. When she pressed her lips together, she tasted the faint sugary stickiness and turned beet red as she took in her reflection.

Everything about the look, every color, line, and shimmer, felt like a nail in the coffin of her dreams of manhood. She should’ve been used to this by now, but this time was different. She looked like a sweet, demure, coquettish schoolgirl. And she was going to look that way in front of the people who had helped feminize her. She had become quite skilled at putting her face on, a talent learned from many lessons and many spankings. As she set the last brush down, her reflection seemed to glow back at her: bright eyes, flushed cheeks, a soft pink smile. She looked adorable.

Tina tilted her head slightly, checking every detail. Her eyeliner was sharp and even, the blush perfectly blended, the shimmer across her lids catching light like morning dew, her lips pouty and kissable. She turned her head one way, then the other, the motion graceful and deliberate, preening the way she’d been taught to do. Everything was flawless.

She reached for Sabrina’s favorite perfume of hers, the one with the glittery pink bottle and gold cap, and spritzed it lightly over her neck and wrists. A cloud of sweetness drifted through the room, warm and floral, settling over her like a soft veil. She slipped in two gold earrings, tiny hearts, completing the over-the-top girly look.

Standing, she walked over to the front of his full-length mirror, ashamed at how feminine her posture had become: boobs protruded forward, butt wiggling, steps dainty and small, wrists limp at her sides. The reflection staring back made her heart skip a beat. Her dark hair, smooth and glossy, framed her face in soft waves that brushed against her shoulders. The bright pinks and blues of the makeup gave her an almost doll-like glow, not unlike the Barbie makeup from the night before. The white blouse fit snugly against her boobs and hinted at her pink push-up bra, tucked into the tiny red pleated skirt that flared dramatically when she shifted her weight. Her legs looked graceful in the low black heels, her posture tall and elegant. The tiny pink purse she’d set on the nightstand would complete the look: sweet, cute, unmistakably sexy.

She blushed, brushing a stray strand of hair behind her ear. It still felt strange to look this way and realize this was her life now, that she was a cute, dainty, soft girl and not the meek and nerdy boy she had been all her life.

Just then, Sabrina stepped into the room. Her costume was simple but breathtaking: a little black dress, black cat ears perched above loose waves of dark hair, a slim tail pinned to the back, and a bold red lipstick that made her smile look almost cinematic.

“Wow,” she said, eyes bright. “You look delicious! Give me a twirl, sissy.”

Tina giggled, cheeks warming at her praise, and turned in a small circle, the skirt flaring around her and giving a peek at her panties. Despite her shame, she loved Sabrina deeply, and she had broken her to the point where no matter how she humiliated Tina, she would always be desperate for her affection and praise. “So do you,” she said honestly, her voice soft and full of awe at her former girlfriend, now Mistress’s, effortless beauty.

Sabrina laughed. “Thanks, girly.” She stepped closer, setting her makeup bag on the vanity. “Now sit down so I can do your hair.”

Tina smoothed her skirt beneath her as she sat back at the vanity, crossing her legs at the knee in an attempt to be extra cute for her. The perfume lingered in the air, the mirror still glowing softly before them, and as Sabrina moved behind him, Tina caught a glimpse of her reflection, bright-eyed, beautiful, and glowing with quiet pride over her sissy.

The soft buzz of the straightener filled the air, blending with the scent of Mistress and sissy’s perfumes. Warm light from the vanity spread across the pink walls, catching on glass bottles and bits of jewelry scattered neatly along the edge. Tina sat still, feeling the gentle pull and release as Sabrina worked behind her, each stroke turning her dark hair smooth and glossy.

“Everyone is gonna eat you up tonight,” Sabrina said giddily, her voice half-muffled by concentration, “I know Kayla and Stacy are excited to see you.”

Tina met her own doe-like eyes in the mirror. “I’m kind of nervous, Mistress,” she admitted. “Kayla and Stacy used to tease me a lot when you were feminizing me.”

Sabrina smiled. “They were just having fun, sweetie. You’re a sissy, and at the time, you still thought you were a boy. They were just helping you realize who you were. You should be grateful for their guidance. Besides, that obviously won’t be an issue now. They’ll love seeing you now! You’ve become so beautiful and feminine, I know they’ll be proud.”

Tina’s mind flashed back to college. Memories of the girls’ roles in her feminization flooded her mind. They suggested that Sabrina buy her the maid uniform, and at their insistence, she served as a sissy maid at their sorority every weekend. Tina remembered many times when Kayla had bent her over her knee, lifted her skirt, and spanked her until she was sobbing and saying whatever humiliating thing she had coerced out of her, often in front of laughing spectators that Tina knew from class. Stacy had been less interested in public humiliation and more so in eroding Tina’s male ego. It was her idea to put her in a chastity cage, to make her go on dates with guys, and to bring her to school football games in her girliest dresses, never missing a chance to point out how ladylike she was compared to such manly men.

Tina’s lips quivered. “Yes, Mistress.”

Sabrina’s tone turned teasing. “And who knows? Maybe you’ll meet a cute guy tonight. Looking like that, all the guys are gonna want to fuck you.”

Tina blushed and glanced down. “I know,” she whispered, “but I really don’t want to meet any guys.”

“Well, you’re gonna sweet girl, hopefully they can keep their hands to themselves,” Sabrina said with a soft laugh.

The room grew quiet again except for the sound of the straightener and the occasional rustle of fabric when Tina shifted in her seat. When Sabrina finished, she set the straightener aside and reached for two white satin bows. Gathering Tina’s hair into high ponytails, she tied them carefully, the ribbons gleaming softly under the light.

“All done,” Sabrina said, brushing a hand over Tina’s shoulder. “You look adorable.”

Tina lifted her gaze to the mirror, and her mouth fell open. Her long dark hair fell into two high, glossy ponytails that bounced lightly whenever she moved her head, each tied neatly with a white satin bow. The style framed her face perfectly, giving her a soft, innocent look that made her pink lips seem glossier and her blush a little deeper. The blue shimmer of her eyeshadow caught the light with every blink, her long lashes fluttering. She tilted her head one way, then the other, watching the ponytails sway, an expression of shock playing at the corners of her mouth.

The sight made her cheeks warm with humiliation. The schoolgirl in the mirror looked innocent, sexy, unmistakably feminine, like she was fresh out of a porn shoot.

Sabrina smiled behind her. “Alright, little miss Tina,” she said, grabbing her purse. “Let’s go. We don’t want to be late.”

Tina stood, smoothing her skirt and giving her reflection one last glance. The perfume in the air made her more aware of her situation, and for a heartbeat, she just breathed it in, trying to steady herself.

Tina slung the little pink purse over the crook of her arm while Sabrina opened the door. The soft click of Tina’s heels followed them down the hallway, hips swaying, skirt swishing, boobs bouncing with every step.

Outside, the autumn night was cool and clear, the sky sharp with stars. As soon as they climbed into Sabrina’s car, music flooded the small space, bright, glittery pop that made the leather seats hum with the beat. Sabrina sang along under her breath, drumming the steering wheel, while Tina sat quietly in the passenger seat, fingers twisting the strap of her purse. Every now and then, she glanced at her reflection in the window, the faint shimmer of her eyeshadow, the white bows bobbing with each bump in the road.

By the time they pulled into the apartment complex, laughter and muffled music were already drifting from upstairs windows. The two climbed the narrow stairwell, the sound of their heels tapping lightly against the concrete, and stopped outside a door covered in fake cobwebs and orange lights.

Sabrina looked at her, face stern. “I expect you to be a good girl tonight, Tina. Remember, you’re a sissy, you will obey whatever you’re told by me, Stacy, or Kayla. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress, I’ll be a good girl.”

Sabrina knocked.

The door swung open to reveal Stacy, tall, blonde, glowing in a sparkly silver dress, and Kayla beside her, slightly shorter, with dark hair pulled into a sleek ponytail, wearing a basketball jersey with cute athletic short-shorts. Both froze for a second before grinning in unison.

“Oh my God,” Stacy gasped. “Tina! You look adorable! It's so nice to see you embracing being a sissy after all this time.”

Kayla leaned against the doorframe, eyes bright. “Seriously, that outfit suits you so much. We should’ve sent you to class like this every day.”

Tina’s cheeks went pink. “Thank you,” she said nervously, brushing a hand down the side of her skirt.

Sabrina laughed. “I told her she’d look sexy like this. The guys are gonna eat her up.”

Stacy gave an approving nod. “You did a great job with her. I can’t believe this is the same sissy who used to argue about wearing a dress to the dining hall. She looks like a totally new person.”

Kayla grinned. “Yeah, she looks like a slut.”

The girls giggled together as they moved into the apartment, the sound of music and voices swelled around them, the pulse of conversation, the scent of cider and candles, the flicker of string lights looping across the ceiling.

Tina followed close behind Sabrina, incredibly nervous but grateful that she was not noticing anyone else that she knew. Her nerves began to soften for the first time that night, but she knew she would still be in for some humiliation.

Stacy moved easily through the crowd, her silver dress catching the light as she reached for the bottles lined up on the counter in the kitchen away from the other partygoers. Tina had forgotten how attractive she was, but certainly not how cruel she could be.

“Okay, what are we drinking?” she asked cheerfully.

“Something strong,” Sabrina said with a grin.

Stacy laughed and poured out a few glasses of a rosy-colored punch, handing one to each of them. The glasses were cold, condensation beading on the sides, and Tina felt it chill his fingertips as he took his.

“So,” Stacy said, glancing around, “see any boys you like tonight?”

Sabrina tilted her head playfully, eyes scanning the room. “Maybe one or two,” she blushed, pointing discreetly toward a small group near the doorway. Tina hated that Sabrina would so brazenly talk about guys she was into in front of her, but it's not like she wasn’t used to it, and worse.

Kayla leaned her elbows on the counter. “What about you, Tina? See any guys you want inside you tonight?” Sabrina and Stacy burst out laughing.

Tina’s arched brows furrowed, about to say something snarky, but catching a glare from Sabrina that reminded her of her position, she thought better of it. She forced a polite smile, feeling a pang of shame at her inability to stand up to Kayla. “I just got here,” she said, smiling softly. “I haven’t really looked yet.”

All three of them cracked up, the sound blending with the hum of voices and the faint thump of music from the next room.

“You really broke her,” said Stacy as if Tina wasn’t in the room with them, “she doesn’t even resist anymore. I guess you finally accepted you’re not a man anymore, right, sissy?”

Tina glanced down at her heels, fighting to subdue what little remained of her pride. “Yes, Miss Stacy, I know I’m not a man anymore.”

That elicited another round of laughter from the girls before they downed their drinks and decided to head into the party.

They drifted out into the party, glasses in hand. The living room was full of people around their age dressed in Halloween costumes. Tina noticed the sexy costumes the girls were wearing, instinctively checking them out before shamefully remembering that she was one of them. She followed close behind Sabrina, skirt swaying lightly against her legs as she walked, the soft bounce of her ponytails tickling her collarbone.

They ran into a few girls Sabrina knew near the window. There were squeals and hugs, perfume mingling in the air, bracelets clinking as they pulled one another close.

“Oh my God, it’s been forever!” one of them said, smiling at Sabrina.

“It really has,” Sabrina replied, laughing. “This is my friend Tina.”

Tina smiled and extended her hand lightly, her voice bubbly and feminine. “Hi! It’s so nice to meet you.”

“You’re costume is so adorable!” one of the girls, dressed as Daphne from Scooby Doo, said immediately. “You look so sexy. I love the pigtails.”

Tina blushed. “Thank you,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

They chatted easily, the kind of flowing conversation that made time disappear. She was surprised how comfortable she was in girly small talk, but she guessed that she had more than enough practice over the years. One of the girls leaned closer to Sabrina. “So are you still with that guy, Tom?” Tina’s eyes shot up and her stomach ached with anxiety, praying she would not expose her.

Sabrina let out a laugh. “No, we broke up. Turns out Tom’s gay. Well, actually, he’s like, a sissy, or something like that. He likes to dress as a girl. He’s actually dating a guy now.”

The group broke into mocking laughter, the sound like nails against a chalkboard to Tina’s ears. “I could totally see that,” the other girl said. “He was always kind of feminine.”

“Right?” Sabrina said, still laughing. “I should’ve known. He was always wearing my panties and begging me to teach him how to do his makeup. He was sweet, but I needed a real man, you know?”

The girls laughed and nodded in agreement, while Tina stood there blushing, overwhelmed with shame and embarrassment, but trying to smile and laugh along and not to do or say anything that might make them suspicious that she was Tom.

The conversation shifted to work, plans, and what everyone had been doing since graduation. Sabrina told them about her accounting job downtown, rolling her eyes as she joked about long hours.

When they asked Tina, she smiled politely. “I work from home, I’m in tech,” she said, taking a small sip from her drink to calm herself. “Mostly project coordination.”

“That’s awesome,” one of the girls said. “You get to stay comfy all day.”

“Pretty much,” Tina said with a small laugh. “Lots of sweatpants and hoodies,” she lied, knowing full well that she spent every day dressed like she was competing in a beauty pageant.

They stayed there talking for nearly twenty minutes, exchanging college stories, and laughing along.

Sabrina finally leaned close to Tina. “Let’s go find Stacy and Kayla,” she said.

As they turned toward the hallway, Tina noticed Stacy whispering something into Sabrina’s ear near the door. Sabrina’s lips curved into a small smile, and she nodded. “Okay,” she said lightly. “Let’s go to your room. We’ll show you.”

Tina blinked, curious, the faintest flutter of anxiety stirring in her chest. Show us what? she wondered, following behind as they disappeared down the hall through the crowd of laughter and music.

Stacy’s room was softly lit, strings of orange lights twined along the ceiling and a candle flickering on the dresser beside a stack of costume jewelry. Kayla was already there, leaning against the edge of the bed with a red plastic cup in her hand.

“There you are,” she said with a grin. “We were just talking about you, sissy.”

Tina blinked, nervous. “About me?”

Sabrina laughed. “They wanted to see your itty bitty clitty, Tina. Come on, show them.”

Tina’s eyes widened in shame, but she knew she had no choice. Also, she hated it when she called it that, but the girls laughed, clearly loving it. “Right…right now?”

“Yes,” Sabrina said, nodding. “Now, sissy, unless you want to go over each of our knees!”

Tina immediately complied, stepping into the open space by the bed. She gathered her skirt and lifted it, displaying her shiny, satin pink panties for the amused Stacy and Kayla. With her other hand, she grabbed at the waistband, fixating momentarily on how her nails matched the satin before slowly pulling them down and exposing her tiny pink cage. She looked at the floor, tears welling in her eyes, waiting for a response.

The room erupted in laughter.

“Oh my God!” Stacy said, clapping her hands. “It got even smaller! It’s literally a clit now!

Kayla was laughing so hard she had to set her drink down. “I can’t believe you actually did this to her! How do you feel having such a tiny clitty, Tina? Do you feel manly?”

Tina blushed, unable to meet her eyes. “It’s humiliating, Miss Kayla. I don’t feel like a man at all,” she admitted shamefully.

“Yeah, because you’re not, princess,” added Stacy, walking up to her and grabbing her cage delicately with her long acrylic nails, “Now, with a clitty that small, don’t you think it makes sense that Sabrina gets to fuck real men, sissy? Also, doesn’t it make sense that you focus your efforts on pleasing guys, since you obviously won’t be pleasing any girls?”

Tina was fighting back tears at this point, doing everything she could to keep her composure.

“Yes, Miss Stacy.”

“Yes, what?” Stacy said, still holding the pink cage.

“Yes, it makes sense that Mistress Sabrina sleeps with real men. Also, that I focus on pleasing real men since I can't please a woman.”

The girls laughed at her complete submission and self-denigration, impressed by how far Sabrina had taken her.

Sabrina kissed Tina’s cheek, warm and affectionate. “Good girl, you can pull up your panties and drop your skirt again, doll.” He obeyed quickly.

The teasing continued. “You’ve gotten so feminine,” Stacy said, still smiling. “Your voice, your hair, your nails, even the way you move, even at graduation, I never imagined you would go this far.” Tina’s mind flashed back to graduation, and the little black dress she wore beneath her gown as she walked on stage to accept her diploma with long acrylic red nails.

Kayla nodded. “Seriously. This is crazy. And this slutty little outfit…the white bows, too cute.”

Tina felt her cheeks warm again. She anxiously played with her pigtails. “Thank you,” she said, voice soft and submissive.

After a few more minutes of teasing, Kayla straightened up and smoothed her dress. “Alright, let’s get back out there before everyone finishes the drinks without us.”

They all filed out of the room together, the sound of the music growing louder as the door opened, the bass pulsing through the floor, laughter spilling in from the hallway. Tina followed, her skirt swishing and her booty wiggling with every step.

The living room had grown busier by the time they stepped back out. The music was louder now, the air carrying a mix of perfume, laughter, and the faint sugary scent of spilled drinks. Colored lights rippled across the ceiling, washing everyone in shifting hues of pink, gold, and violet.

Sabrina smiled at some guys across the room and drifted off with an easy smile, her black dress glinting as she disappeared into a small circle of guys near the window.

Stacy looped her arm lightly through Tina’s. “Come on, sissy, there’s two girls I want you to meet, they’re super into fashion and all things girly, just like you. I figured you ladies could chat while your Mistress flirts with some real men.” Tina nodded shamefully, letting Stacy lead her across the room.

They reached two gorgeous girls standing near the couch, one dressed in white with feathery angel wings, the other in sleek red with small glittering horns.

“Ladies, this is Tina,” Stacy said, her tone cheerful. “She’s as obsessed with fashion as you two are, so I figured I’d introduce you.”

The Latina angel-girl smiled, tilting her head. “Oh, perfect. Nice to meet you Tina. I love your look, the bows and skirt are so demure!.”

“Thank you,” Tina said softly, returning the smile, “I love your costumes too, you girls look stunning.”

Stacy smirked and gave Tina’s arm a light squeeze. “I’ll catch up with you in a bit, girly.”

When Stacy wandered off, Tina found herself in a surprisingly easy conversation with the two girls. They compared favorite brands, fabrics, and the little things that made outfits come together for different occasions. She was surprised by how much she knew, definitely more than the average girl, she reflected shamefully. Tina found herself laughing, gesturing lightly with her hands as she spoke. Every time her skirt shifted or her pigtails brushed her shoulders, she was reminded of how she looked, reminded to be as feminine as possible.

After a while, the music changed to something slower. From across the room, Sabrina caught her eye and smiled, standing now with two guys who were clearly friends. One wore a fireman costume complete with a toy fireman hat slung low on his head, the other a police uniform that looked almost too real. Both were tall, broad-shouldered, the kind of effortlessly masculine guys that made Tina feel more like a girl than any dress or skirt ever could.

“Tina!” Sabrina called, her voice cutting through the music with friendly insistence. She waved her hand. “Come here for a sec!”

Tina glanced back at the two girls she’d been chatting with, gave them an apologetic smile, and made her way across the room nervously. The crowd parted just enough for her to slip through, the click of her heels faint against the pulse of the music as she approached.

Tina continued toward them through the crowd, her purse tucked close against her side. The lights shimmered pink and gold over the moving crowd, catching in the soft sheen of his blouse and the swish of her skirt as she took small, dainty steps between the other partygoers. She could feel her own heels click rhythmically against the floor; her posture was exaggeratedly feminine, her ponytails bouncing with each step. There was a hum in the air, perfume, laughter, the faint bite of cool air seeping through the balcony door, and for a brief second, she felt every bit the woman she looked like: soft, poised, and beautiful.

Sabrina turned just as Tina reached her. “There you are! Come meet these two.”
She gestured between them. “This is Frank,” she said, nodding toward the tall guy in the police costume, dark hair, charming grin, “and this is Matt,” motioning to the fireman beside him, broad-shouldered, relaxed, holding a drink loosely in his hand.

“Hey,” Matt said with an easy smile. “So, you’re the girl Sabrina’s been telling me all about?”

Tina giggled nervously, not having flirted with any guys in months. “Yeah, I guess so. All good things, I hope.”

“Mostly,” he said playfully. “So, a schoolgirl, huh? I like your bows.”

Tina laughed lightly, blushing. Everyone kept mentioning the bows. “Thank you. I just felt like doing something cute for Halloween,” she said, slipping into character.

Matt smiled. “Well, you’re definitely cute.” Tina’s cheeks flushed, shamefully knowing her words to be true.

Sabrina and Frank had already fallen into conversation beside them, flirting similarly. Tina glanced over, jealous that this guy was flirting with the girl she loved in front of her, then turned back to Matt, who was looking at her like she was a juicy steak.

“I like your costume,” Tina said, knowing that Sabrina was listening and would expect her to flirt too, “your arms look huge. Like, the size of my legs.”

“Thanks,” he said, smiling. “I work out a lot.”

“I can tell,” Tina replied, shifting her weight anxiously on her heels, then looked up at Matt seductively through her long lashes. Tina felt a faint warmth in her cheeks, but it wasn’t necessarily uncomfortable. She had done this many times before. In fact, Sabrina had made a point of having her spend almost every weekend in college, flirting with guys.

Sabrina laughed loudly at something Frank said, and Matt leaned closer slightly so Tina could hear him over the music. “You and I might have to represent the quiet half of the group tonight.”

Tina tilted her head, looking back up at him. “I think we’re doing fine.”

Matt gestured toward the couch. “Come on, let’s sit for a bit.”

Sabrina and Frank followed as they threaded through the crowd until they found a spot that barely fit four. Sabrina laughed, unconcerned, and slipped easily onto Frank’s lap, giving Tina a look that said she expected her to do the same.

Tina hesitated, then followed suit, sitting on Matt’s lap, adjusting her skirt and pressing her knees together so that her panties would not be on display. The couch cushions dipped slightly under their weight, as Matt wrapped his arm around Tina’s waist, resting it on her thigh just below the hem of her skirt.

The lights had dimmed; a slower song pulsed through the speakers, humming under the chatter. From the corner of her eye, Tina saw Frank lean closer to Sabrina and whisper something that made her laugh. She felt a flare of jealousy again, but dressed like a schoolgirl, sitting on a guy’s lap, she knew she was not the man in the situation and could do nothing about it.

Matt looked over, then back at Tina, rubbing her inner thigh with his thumb. “You look really sexy,” he said with a small grin.

Tina blushed. “Thanks, so do you.”

They kept talking, voices low, words almost lost under the music. Compliments slipped into the conversation naturally, and the laughter between them came easily.

The room felt warmer, quieter in that strange way crowded rooms sometimes do when you’re focused on only one person. When their eyes met again, neither of them looked away right away; it was enough to make Tina’s stomach flutter, a soft, nervous feeling rising in her chest.

Frank and Sabrina were kissing now, passionate and aggressive, his hands grabbing on to her ass. Tina caught sight of them from the corner of her eye, and felt another pang of jealousy and resentment.

When she turned back, Matt was looking deep into her eyes, his hand now grasping Tina’s thigh warmly. His fireman hat caught the light, the faint shadow of his beard rough against the clean lines of his jaw. He smiled slightly, eyes flicking toward Tina’s lips, a silent question.

Tina’s heart skipped. She felt small next to him, soft in the pleated skirt and pink lip gloss, the bows in her hair bobbing when she moved.

Matt leaned in slowly, his hand grazing Tina’s face. The texture of his beard brushed Tina’s skin, rough and warm, sending a tingle down her neck. When their lips met, it was gentle at first, tasting faintly of beer mixing with the candy-like sheen of Tina’s pink lip gloss.

The kiss deepened gradually, the hesitation melting into passion. His hand slid from Tina’s cheek down to her ass, firm and steady, guiding her closer until Tina was straddling him completely. Tina felt Matt’s manhood growing beneath her, pressing up into her skirt, far bigger and harder than the tiny caged clitty she had in her panties. This wasn’t the first time she had experienced this, but it didn’t make it any less emasculating. It made her feel impossibly feminine: soft, delicate, tiny.

Tina’s fingers tangled in the fabric of Matt’s shirt, her boobs pressing against Matt as he grabbed Tina’s ass more firmly, pulling her closer. The kiss grew slower, heavier, each movement syncing naturally as the noise of the room disappeared around them. Matt began guiding Tina back and forth, squeezing her ass through the tiny skirt as Tina grinded against his hard cock.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard, faces still close. Matt smiled against Tina’s lips, his thumb brushing the edge of her jaw. Tina’s head spun; lip gloss smudged, heart racing, never having felt more like a girl in her life. She saw past Matt into the kitchen, and there were Stacy and Kayla, laughing and recording. She felt a rush of humiliation snapping her back to reality.

Noticing Tina’s nervous expression, Matt chuckled softly, a quiet, knowing sound, and then he kissed her again. His lips met Tina’s with more confidence this time, his hands massaging Tina’s butt as she reluctantly continued to grind on Matt’s erection, which now was making her hyper aware of his own inadequacy.

The kiss deepened quickly, the world around them fading into muffled music and laughter. His beard brushed Tina’s skin as they moved together, Tina’s lip gloss smudging faintly between them as Matt kissed her dominantly. His hands stayed on Tina’s body, switching between her butt and boobs, and Tina leaned into him fully, her feminized body soft against his solid frame.

After a while, they finally broke apart, both smiling, a little breathless. Tina twirled a strand of hair around her finger, still feeling his warmth on her skin.

Sabrina suddenly straightened, slipping off Frank’s lap and turning to Tina with a grin. “Come to the bathroom with me, we’ve gotta fix our makeup,” she said, grabbing Tina’s hand.

Tina nodded, still a little dazed. “Okay.”

As Sabrina tugged her up, she called back to the guys over her shoulder, teasing, “We’ll be right back.”

Matt watched Tina go, skirt swishing, as she followed Sabrina down the hall, her heartbeat still unsteady from the kiss. The bathroom light was bright and almost too obtrusive after the haze of the living room. Sabrina leaned against the counter, pulling out her lipstick and smirking at Tina through the mirror.

“Seems like you’re having fun, cupcake,” she said teasingly, “you’re really getting into it.”

Tina blushed softly, reaching for a tissue to fix the faint smudge of pink on her lips. “I’m trying to be a good girl, Mistress,” she said, his voice shy and ashamed.

Before Sabrina could respond, the door swung open and Stacy and Kayla stepped in, both smiling like they’d just stumbled upon a secret.

“Ohhh, look at the little slut,” Stacy teased. “Miss Schoolgirl’s blushing.”

Tina turned red immediately. “Stop,” she muttered unconvincingly.

Kayla grinned. “So, you and Matt, huh? How big is his dick? We saw you grinding on it. ”

Tina tried to keep her composure, dabbing at her lip gloss, but the blush gave her away. “Big,” she admitted reluctantly.

Kayla exchanged a look with Sabrina, then leaned in conspiratorially. “Great, since you’re such a slutty sissy now, you can take him to my room and suck his dick. I know you must be dying for some cum, you probably haven’t had much since college.”

Tina froze, shaking her head at first, then saw Sabrina glaring at her. “Do I have to?” she asked.

Sabrina smirked. “Yes, you do, sissy, if you ever want to cum again. And you’ll be punished for questioning Miss Kayla when we get home.”

They all shared a knowing grin as Tina reapplied a final coat of gloss and smoothed her skirt. When she and Sabrina walked back out, the party had grown louder again, the music pulsing through the floorboards.

Sabrina made her way straight back to Frank, slipping into his lap like she’d never left, their lips meeting again instantly.

Tina hesitated just a moment, spotting Matt across the room. When he noticed her, his smile widened. She crossed the space between them, her nerves buzzing with anxiety.

“Come with me, I wanna give you something,” she said softly, taking his hand.

He stood without a word, letting her lead him through the crowd, her fingers laced with his as they disappeared down the hallway toward Kayla’s room.

Kayla’s room glowed softly in shades of rose and gold, a faint trace of perfume hanging in the air. The room looked cozy, intimate, and feminine, not feminine like Tina’s room, feminine in a more adult kind of way.

Tina guided Matt inside, her hand still in his, her pulse fluttering. She smiled faintly over her shoulder and closed the door halfway before turning to him again. “Sit,” she said quietly.

Matt sat on the edge of the bed, watching her with that same steady, interested look. The skirt of her costume brushed his knees as she stepped closer, the pigtails in her hair slipping against her shoulders. When she climbed onto his lap, the air between them seemed to thicken with tension. He was still hard as a rock.

Their eyes met, then she leaned in. The kiss came easily, hurried but warm, the faint rasp of his beard grazing her skin as her lip gloss caught the light. She tasted faintly of sugar and mint, and his cologne surrounded her, grounding and solid, mitigating her stress about what she was about to do.

His hands moved under her skirt, grabbing her ass over her panties and pulling her closer as the kiss deepened. Tina felt her breath catch, her whole body reluctantly softening into him, the contrast between his roughness and her delicacy heightening her humiliation. The fabric of her skirt shifted under his palms as he held her near, his touch steady, unspoken but dominant.

The rhythm between them grew slower, more natural, her fingers curling into his shirt as their bodies pressed close. The faint music from the party faded into background noise, replaced by the quiet sound of kissing, the brush of fabric, the steady heartbeat she could almost feel through his chest.

Tina’s worries blurred, replaced by sensation, the warmth of him, the sweetness of her own perfume, the way the moment made her feel completely feminine, soft, and vulnerable. But she knew what she had to do.

Dropping down to her knees, Tina looked at him in a way that told him exactly what she was about to do. He began unbuttoning his pants as quickly as he could while Tina looked up at him expectantly with wide doe-like eyes and pouty lips.

Matt’s cock sprang free, far larger and harder than the tiny excuse for manhood that Tina had in her pink panties. She reached out, grasping him, blushing at how he pulsed under her touch, and began rubbing him slowly.

After a few moments of jerking him slowly, Tina leaned forward, parting her lips and taking him into her mouth. She had never given a blowjob before, but was very familiar with the taste of cum from all the times she had cleaned up after Sabrina’s lovers. She was surprised by how warm he felt in her mouth, and at the fact that she wasn’t gagging. Most of all, she was surprised by the emotional sensation, the strange feeling of comfort that accompanied her deep humiliation. Having a man’s hard cock in her mouth was like an unspoken reminder of her femininity and emasculation; it was oddly grounding.

Tina bobbed up and down, sucking Matt’s dick the way she had seen her Mistress do for countless guys far more manly than her. Her pink lipstick smeared across his shaft as he pulled on her pigtails, guiding her deeper and deeper, the wet sound of the motion beginning to fill the room.

She continued for a few minutes, trying not to think about what she was doing. Trying to focus on anything other than what a sissy she had become, hard to do with a dick in her mouth.

Matt’s breath quickened, and he began thrusting back into Tina’s mouth and pulling on her hair every time she sucked him. She could tell he was going to cum soon. Looking up into his lust-filled eyes, she steadied herself, speeding her pace and using her soft hands to help him along.

Seconds later, Matt erupted, letting out a deep groan as he shot his cum into Tina’s mouth and across her glistening pink lips. Swallowing her shame along with his juices, she gulped down all of the familiar saltiness and licked her lips clean. She was overcome with emotion; she had just sucked a man’s cock.

Matt lay there for a second, his penis out, still far bigger than anything Tina could ever hope to possess.

“You’re really fucking good at that,” he said, all smiles.

“Thanks,” Tina blushed, still on her knees in front of him, looking up at the guy she had just given her first blowjob to.

A few moments later, Matt excused himself, thanking her for the blowjob and saying they should return to the party.

Tina stood in front of the mirror, still catching her breath a little as she reapplied her lip gloss. The faint pink shimmer glowed under the bathroom light, and she blushed, trembling at her reflection, a slutty schoolgirl who had just given her first blowjob. She smoothed her skirt, straightened her bows, and took one last steadying breath before stepping back out.

Sabrina was waiting for her near the hallway with Kayla and Stacy, all of them wearing knowing smiles.

“Well, look who’s all red and excited,” Sabrina teased, her voice warm and excited.

Tina tried to hide her shame, looking down at the floor. “Stop,” she said softly.

“And guess what, cocksucker, we got the whole thing on video,” mocked Kayla, “I set up a video camera in the corner of the room. Now you’ll be able to show off your blowjob skills to all your little sissy friends.”

Tina felt her eyes beginning to water again. This couldn’t be happening. They had video of her dressed as a schoolgirl sucking cock, gagging as Matt guided her up and down on his dick by her pigtails. A video of him cumming in her mouth, and her licking her lips.

Sabrina just smiled wider. “I’m proud of you,” she said. “But we should get going soon. Before we do, though…” She leaned closer, lowering her voice. “You should probably get Matt’s number. You clearly like him, and I already got Frank’s. We’ll double date, and you can get some more practice on your knees.”

Tina felt her stomach turn at the idea, but she nodded, resigned to the fact that this was her life now, and oddly excited by the prospect of more male attention and the way it made her feel. “Okay,” she said quietly.

She stepped back into the living room, the music a little quieter now as the party wound down. It didn’t take long to spot Matt standing near the couch, talking with a couple of friends. When he saw her coming, his expression softened instantly.

“Hey,” he said, smirking.

Tina hesitated for just a second, then met his gaze, her voice soft and unintentionally a little extra girlish. “Um… can I get your number?”

His smile widened. “Yeah, of course.”

They exchanged phones, tapping in their numbers with small, nervous laughs. When they handed them back, their fingers brushed, and that same tension from before lingered between them.

“I’ll text you soon,” Matt said.

“Sounds good,” Tina replied, blushing.

As she turned to rejoin her mistress, she couldn’t help smiling to herself, still tasting his cum, still feeling humiliated, but oddly accepting of her role as a sissy.

Tina rejoined the group, still feeling that quiet rush in her chest. Sabrina smiled at her, then turned to Stacy and Kayla.

“Thank you both for the party,” she said warmly. “We had such a great time. We’ll see you soon, okay?”

Stacy grinned. “You better. We’re already excited to see this little slut again.”

Kayla laughed and nodded in agreement, and Tina’s cheeks flushed instantly. She tried to hide her embarrassment, shaking her head. “Thank you for having us,” she said softly as she reluctantly hugged them both.

“Anytime, sissy,” Kayla said, giving her a quick squeeze. “At the rate you’re going, I’m sure the next time we see you, you’ll have real boobs and have lost your virginity to a man. I can’t wait.”

Tina followed Sabrina toward the door, waving once more before stepping out into the cool night air. The quiet after the party felt peaceful. She was happy it was over and that she had pleased Sabrina.

As they settled into the car, Sabrina started chatting, her voice bright. “Frank’s great,” she said. “I’m excited to see where that goes. And you and Matt, come on, that was adorable. I can’t wait for our double date. I can’t wait to watch you give a blowjob in person. Oh my God, I need Kayla to send that video.”

Tina smiled, leaning her head against the window as they drove, happy, at least, that Sabrina was happy. The city lights blurred past, and she caught her reflection faintly in the glass: the gloss on her lips, the bows in her hair, the faint flush still on her cheeks.

She thought about the night, about how easily she’d been ordered around, how vulnerable she’d felt in her outfit, and how natural it had been to let herself feel soft and feminine under Matt’s guidance. The thought made her blush again, quiet and embarrassed, but also accepting, maybe even excited.

The End.


Coming Soon:

The Beauty Pageant Boy: My Summer in Skirts Part 3
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