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“Who cares how I was born? Your father, brother, and boyfriend don’t seem to mind.”

Note: This is a graphic novella. It includes beautiful images inside. Enjoy!

Stacey is ready for more spicy adventures in school, and she's not afraid to push her boundaries to the limit.

With her stunning beauty and seductive personality, she knows how to turn heads and capture the attention of everyone around her.

As she navigates the hallways, she finds herself drawn to new and exciting experiences, from experimenting with more men and getting nominated to be the prom queen. This sequel will have you begging for more!

Clutch your Pearl Necklace Tight and

Prepare for a Wild Sissy Romance Ride!

Note: This title contains feminization, transgender romance, and first time with a transgender woman tropes. Some real places and people were referenced but the story is a work of fiction. The cover image is from DepositPhotos and Lilly Lustwood.

I’m Lilly Lustwood and I’m a transgender woman. I’m a senior editor by day and I recall and write my romantic rendezvous by night.

Most of my titles deal with feminization. A fragment of what makes me find happiness in my gender identity, amidst the discrimination against women like me is my transformation.

When I look in the mirror and I gaze at my authentic self, I know that no matter what happens, I’m living my life and not somebody else’s idea of how I should.

The clothes I wear, my long black hair, the fruity bath products that I use, the hormone medications I take before I go to bed, the sillage of my floral perfume, the surgeries I’ve undergone, and every step that I take with my size 12 Jimmy Choos, are all proudly from me…

…from my authentic feminine self.

Picture this…

✓    I have long and straight black hair and stand 5ft 6in.

✓    My alabaster curvaceous physique enjoys silk dresses

✓    I’m blessed with huge cat eyes and heart-shaped lips

✓    I want to share the rest but that’s not very lady-like *wink*

It’s March 06, 2023, 03:33 PM, and chilly in the Philippines. Luckily, I’m wearing a tight red dress and a light jacket.

Now that you know what your storyteller looks like, let’s get to Stacey The School Slut Sissy Part Two – A High School Sissy Story.


Free Vip Mailing List
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Before we get to the exciting part, I’m cordially inviting you to be a Lilly Lustwood VIP.

IT DOESN’T COST ANYTHING. All you have to do is Join my Mailing List.

I will be sending you FREE Exclusive Romantic Content that you won’t find anywhere else.

My First Gift for You
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Apart from that, I’ll also send you Announcements of my New Releases and Promos.

I won’t send you anything that’s not related to my stories and I won’t share your information with any person or entity.

CLICK TO READ FOR FREE

or Copy this Link -> stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view

Note: Please check your Spam or Promotions tab
if the confirmation doesn’t arrive in your inbox.

Love Always,

Lilly


Chapter 1
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I felt bored watching TV in the living room, so I decided to go to my bedroom and paint my nails bright pink. I rummaged through my collection of nail polishes, looking for the perfect shade that would make me feel happy and pretty.

Settling on a bright, neon pink, I carefully applied it to my nails. As I painted each one, I felt a sense of calm and relaxation wash over me. It was nice to take a break from the chaos of school and just focus on something simple and enjoyable.
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Once my nails were painted, I admired them for a moment before blowing on them to help them dry. As I waited, I glanced around my bedroom, taking in the familiar sights and sounds of my sanctuary.

My bed was neatly made, and my favorite pink comforter was folded neatly at the foot of it. My closet doors were open, revealing rows of cute dresses and high heels.

I felt content and happy in this space, surrounded by things that made me feel good about myself. As I continued to wait for my nails to dry, I hummed a soft tune to myself and let my mind wander.

I was sitting alone in my bedroom, feeling sorry for myself. I had lost my friends, the Bombshell Babes, after my ex-bestie Megan, accused me of stealing her necklace.

I didn't steal it, all I stole was her father from her mother. They believed her, and I was ostracized from the group. I missed having friends, but at the same time, I didn't care. All I could think about was Billy.

I pulled out my phone and opened my gallery, scrolling through my pictures until I found the ones of me and Billy. I smiled as I remembered the times we spent together, the laughter and the love we shared. I missed him so much.

As I was lost in my thoughts, my phone buzzed. It was a text message from Grant Mulroney, Megan's dad. I wondered what he wanted.

"Hey, Stacey, what are you up to?" the message read.

I hesitated for a moment before replying, wondering if this was some kind of trap or if Megan had put him up to it. But then I thought, what could be the harm in replying?

"Just hanging out at home. You?" I replied.

"Not much, just finishing up some work. Listen, I wanted to talk to you about something. Do you think we could meet up sometime?"

I felt a little uneasy, but I also felt curious. What could he possibly want to talk to me about? I decided to play along.

"Sure, when and where?" I replied.

"How about tomorrow afternoon at the coffee shop down the street from your school? Let's say 2 pm?"

I thought about it for a moment. I had nothing else to do, and I was curious about what he wanted to talk to me about. Besides, it wasn't like I had any friends to hang out with. I agreed to the meeting.

"Sounds good. See you tomorrow at 2 pm, xx."

I put my phone down and sighed. I didn't know what to expect from the meeting, but I had a feeling it was going to be interesting. I went back to looking at the pictures of Billy and smiled, feeling content in my own little world.


Chapter 2
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A day later, I stepped into the shower and let the hot water run down my body, washing away the sweat and dirt from the day. The sound of the water hitting the tiles echoed in the small bathroom as I closed my eyes and let out a sigh of relief.
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After a few minutes, I turned off the water and stepped out of the shower, wrapping a fluffy towel around my body. I walked over to the vanity and grabbed my makeup bag, sitting down in front of the mirror.

I started with my foundation, applying it evenly across my face and neck. Then, I added a bit of blush to my cheeks and some highlighter to my cheekbones. I brushed out my eyebrows and added some color to my lips.

Next, it was time to get dressed. I wanted to look naughty, so I picked out my favorite black lace lingerie, complete with garters and stockings. I slipped into a tight black mini dress that showed off my curves and paired it with a pair of black stilettos.

But something was missing, I thought to myself as I stood in front of the mirror. That's when I remembered my blonde wig. I quickly grabbed it from the drawer and placed it on my head, adjusting it until it was just right.

Finally, I spritzed on the perfume Megan had given me. It was floral with a hint of a chain smoker, and I loved how it made me feel. I smiled at my reflection, feeling sexy and confident.

As soon as I finished getting ready, I made my way downstairs. I could feel my mom's eyes on me as I walked past her, but I tried to ignore it and head straight for the door.

"Stacey, what are you wearing? You can't go out dressed like that," she exclaimed, her voice filled with concern.

I turned to her, a sly smile on my lips. "Don't worry, Mom, I'm just meeting my sugar daddy," I joked, watching as her eyes widened in shock.

I couldn't help but laugh at her reaction. "Relax, Mom, I'm just kidding. I'm actually going to the library to study," I said as I headed towards the door.

“Besides, I’ll cover myself with a jacket, it’s not like anyone will see me in this hot dress.”

She let out a sigh of relief, but I could tell she was still worried.

"Be careful, Stacey. And please, be safe," she said.

The late afternoon sun peeked through the cloudy sky, giving off a dull light that hinted at the arrival of spring. I stepped out of my house, feeling a fresh breeze brush against my cheeks.

The chilly Oregon air nipped at my skin, but I ignored it as I strutted down the street in my high heels.

As I walked, I noticed the disapproving glares of the Karen neighbors who were gathered in their front yards, watching me with disdain. I couldn't help but smile to myself as I passed by, giving their husbands a flirtatious wave.

Despite their looks of disapproval, I felt a newfound sense of confidence. For the first time, my parents had allowed me to express myself and wear what I wanted

Albeit my black jacket was long, it didn’t fail to show my stockings and come-fuck-me high-heel boots that made me feel sexy and powerful.

I continued walking down the street, the clacking of my heels echoing on the pavement. I felt like I was on top of the world, and nothing could bring me down.

I walked into the coffee shop, scanning the area for any familiar faces. As I turned my head to the corner, I saw Grant, sitting alone, looking down at his coffee. His eyes lit up when he saw me approaching him.

"Stacey, it's great to see you," he said, standing up to greet me with a hug.

I felt nervous, wondering if he wanted to talk to me about Megan. But as we sat down, he began to tell me about how much he missed me and how he wanted to spend more time with me.

My heart raced as I listened to him, knowing that he  was married and this was an illicit affair. Well actually, scratch that, I couldn’t care less.

As he continued talking, I slowly started to footsie his bulge under the table. He looked at me with a surprised expression but didn't say anything. I knew what he wanted and I wanted it too.

He then leaned in and whispered in my ear about his plans to pay for my boob job. My heart skipped a beat as I felt the excitement rush through my body. I couldn't wait to see my body transformed into a more feminine shape.

As soon as we got in his car, I felt his hand on my thigh, slowly moving up towards my crotch. I was wearing a dress, so it was easy for him to tease me.

"Can't wait to get my hands on you," he whispered in my ear, sending shivers down my spine.

We drove for about 15 minutes until we reached a cheap motel on the outskirts of town. It was dingy and rundown, but I didn't care, it was obscure and nobody knew us in that part of Prineville. I just wanted to be alone with him.

As soon as we entered the room, he pushed me against the wall and kissed me hard, his hands groping my body.
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"I've missed you so much," he said, breaking the kiss.

"I missed you too," I replied, feeling his hard-on pressing against me.

He pushed me onto the bed and started undressing me, his hands eager to explore every inch of my body. I could feel the heat rising between us as he kissed his way down my neck, his hands cupping my tiny tits.

I moaned with pleasure as he teased my nipples with his tongue, making them hard and sensitive.

"You're so beautiful," he said, looking up at me with desire in his eyes.

I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement and adrenaline as he continued to explore my body. I knew it was wrong, but it felt so good.

I could feel the heat rising between us as my body pressed against his. My heart raced as his hand traced down my spine, sending shivers down my body.

I couldn't resist his touch as I moaned softly, feeling myself getting wetter with every passing second. His lips pressed against mine, his tongue exploring my mouth as we kissed passionately.

"I want you so bad, Stacey."

"I want you too, Mr. Mulroney. Take me. I'm all yours."

As his hands roamed over my body, he reached down to caress my backside, making me gasp with pleasure.

"I want to feel you. I want to taste you."

"Mmm, yes. Do it. Take me however you want."

His eyes alight, he looked at me with utmost excitement.

"Let's try something new. Get on your hands and knees for me."

"Oh, I like the sound of that. I'm ready."

I leaned back onto the bed, my legs parting as he positioned himself between them. I felt his hardness pressing against me, and I couldn't wait to feel him inside of me.

"You have such a beautiful ass, Stacey."

"Thank you, Mr. Mulroney. It's all for you."

He entered me slowly, and I arched my back, letting out a loud moan as he filled me up completely.

“Ahhh! Mr. Mulroney!”

Our bodies moved together in perfect harmony, as the sound of our skin slapping against each other filled the room. I couldn't believe how amazing it felt to be with him, to be loved by him in the most intimate way possible.

“Fuck! Stacey, you fucking slut!”

“Mmm, keep doing that, ah!” I screamed, embracing every inch of him.

"Oh, Mr. Mulroney. Yes. Don't stop!" I pleaded.

"I can feel you getting clenching my cock. You like this, don't you? You lil’ slut!?"

"I love it! I love everything about your big cock!"

"Good. Because I'm going to keep going until you can't take it anymore!"

Shortly after, he started filling the room with the sound of his hissing and panting while grabbing onto my waist like it was his offshore bank account.

“I’m cumming, Stacey!”

“Yes, Mr. Mulroney!” I screamed, giving my best performance to get my breast augmentation budget.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!” he yelled as he filled me with his warm and thick cum.

Naughtily, I clenched my ass again to relish his very last drop and to remind him that his wife wasn’t as tight and that I was the only one who could draw semen out of his balls like that.

“Ahhh…” he said softly, with warm breaths on my neck.

“Thank you, my love.”

He and I continued by kissing passionately, our bodies pressed against each other. Breaking it abruptly, I looked up at him and asked, "Did you mean it when you said you'd sponsor my boob job?"

He smiled and pulled me close, "Of course I did, babe. I want you to feel confident and happy in your body."

I felt tears of gratitude and love welling up in my eyes as I hugged him tightly, feeling more connected to his bank account than ever before.

Moments later, I walked through the front door of our house, feeling a mixture of excitement and nervousness. My heart was racing as I took a deep breath and called out to my mother.

"Mom, I have something important to tell you," I said, my voice trembling slightly.

She looked up from the TV and gave me a curious look.

"What is it, Stacey?"

I hesitated for a moment before blurting it out.

"I've decided to get breast augmentation surgery."

Her eyes widened in surprise.

"Breast augmentation? Why on earth would you want to do that?! And what money will you use for it!?"

I took a deep breath and lied, "Well, I actually made a lot of money by investing in an NFT and selling it for a huge profit. I have enough money to pay for it now."

She looked even more confused.

"Investing in what? What's an NFT?"

I sighed and realized that explaining cryptocurrency to my mother would be a lost cause.

"Never mind, mom. The point is, I have the money and I'm serious about doing this."

She frowned and said, "I don't know, Stacey. This is a big decision. I'll have to talk to your father about it."

I nodded, knowing that my father was the more understanding of the two.

"That's fine, Mom. Just let me know what he says."

As soon as my dad got home, I sat him down and told him about my plans to get breast augmentation surgery. I was nervous, but I had to tell him sooner or later.

To my surprise, he was very supportive and even excited for me. It was a complete 180 from his previous attitude towards my transition.

I couldn't believe what he just said.

"Go big or go home, right Stacey? Men love 'em big!"

He was practically salivating at the thought of me with large breasts.

"Uh, dad...I don't think that's the only reason I want to get them," I said, trying to hide my embarrassment.

My mom, on the other hand, was not amused.

"You're encouraging her to do this? You know how expensive and dangerous plastic surgery can be!"

He scoffed. "Oh, come on, Sarah. It's just a little nip and tuck. And besides, she's a grown woman now. She can make her own decisions."

I couldn't believe how supportive he was being, especially after how hesitant he was when I first came out as a transgender woman. It was like he was trying to make up for lost time by being overly enthusiastic.

She rolled her eyes. "Fine, but I'm not going to pay for it. And I hope you know what you're doing, Stacey."

I smiled, feeling a sense of relief wash over me.

"Thanks, mom. And don't worry, I've got it covered. I secretly invested in an NFT and sold it for a huge profit."

She gave me a blank stare.

"What's an NFT again?"

I rolled my eyes, realizing that explaining cryptocurrency to her was going to be a long and painful process.

"Never mind, it's a long story. But trust me, I have the money for it."

He winked at me. "That's my girl! Soon you'll have all the guys drooling over you."

I couldn't help but cringe at his words, but I knew that deep down, he was just trying to show his support in his own unique way.


Chapter 3

[image: ]

Two weeks later, with Mr. Mulroney’s money in my pink handbag, as I entered the clinic, I was immediately struck by the sleek and modern decor.

The receptionist was dressed in a crisp white blouse and black pencil skirt, and she greeted me with a warm smile. I nervously fidgeted with the hem of my tight red mini-dress, feeling exposed in the chilly winter air.

After a short wait, I was led into a consultation room where I met Dr. Michael, the plastic surgeon. My eyes widened at the sight of him.
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He had piercing blue eyes, chiseled jawline, and sandy blond hair that was styled perfectly. He looked like he had just stepped off the cover of a men's magazine.

"Hello, Stacey. I'm Dr. Michael. How can I assist you today?" he asked, with a smile that made my heart flutter.

I told him that I was interested in breast augmentation and nervously explained my desires. Dr. Michael listened attentively, nodding occasionally and asking questions. I couldn't help but feel self-conscious as he examined my flat chest, but his touch was gentle and professional.

As the consultation came to an end, Dr. Michael leaned in closer to me and whispered, "You know, Stacey, I think you're already perfect as you are."

My cheeks flushed, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement. Was he flirting with me?

"Thank you, Dr. Michael," I said coyly, twirling a strand of my blonde wig around my finger.

But then he suddenly leaned in, whispering in my ear, “Do you mind if I play with your breasts before I work on them?” I was taken aback but intrigued.

He continued, “I want to experience them before they become a plastic Barbie’s. And I’ll offer the surgery for free.”

My heart was racing, and I couldn’t resist the thought of wild sex with a hot surgeon. So, I happily agreed, and he immediately got to work.

He started by cupping my flat breasts in his large, rough hands, and I could feel my nipples hardening. He teased them through my thin top, sending shivers down my spine.

He then lifted my dress and bra, revealing my perky, yet small breasts. He traced circles around my pink nipples with his tongue, and I moaned in pleasure.

Taking one of them into his mouth, he sucked it hard, causing me to arch my back in ecstasy. He gave the other nipple the same treatment, and I was already dripping wet.

He then pushed me onto the examination table, and I eagerly spread my legs for him. Quickly, he undressed, revealing his muscular body and impressive package.

He climbed on top of me, and I could feel his hard cock pressing against my thigh. He whispered in my ear, “Are you ready for the ride of your life?” And I nodded eagerly.

He kissed me deeply, his tongue exploring every inch of my mouth. He then moved down my body, kissing and biting my neck, my collarbone, and my breasts. Teasing my nipples with his tongue once more, he continued moving even lower, his hot breath tickling my stomach.

“I don’t ha—“

“Shh, it’s fine, Stacey, I like trans girls, especially natural ones like you.”

My panties were soaked in lady cum, and my lady penis looked like it suffered the devastation of a tsunami. I was so wet, his stares alone got me so close to cumming.

Without thinking things through, he slid my panties to the side, exposing my wet penis. He buried his face in between my thighs, his tongue darting in and out of my lady balls. I writhed in pleasure, moaning loudly.

He then stood up, unbuckled his belt, and pulled down his pants. His impressive cock sprang free, and I couldn’t resist the urge to touch it. I ran my hands over the smooth skin, feeling it grow even harder in my hands.

It was my turn to impress him, and to thank him in advance for my impending double Ds.

Like a kid in the candy store, I opened my mouth and knelt, then took his huge cock like it was a jawbreaker. Like a bonafide doctor, health and hygiene were obviously important to him. He was cleanly shaven, saccharinely tasteful, and oh so big.

“Oh, Stacey, I'm so close...I can't hold it much longer!" He moaned, thrusting harder and harder into my mouth.

"Oh fuck!" he discreetly let out, as he grabbed my wig and pulled me towards him. He let out a long, deep groan as he came, shooting his hot load deep inside my throat.

He then pulled out quickly, and shot half of his wad on my face then slapped me with his throbbing dick, painting me with his daddy gravy.
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"Mmm, that was amazing," I said, as I licked my lips and smiled at him.

"You were incredible, Stacey," he said as kissed me deeply.

"I can't wait to see you again."

However, that romantic moment was abruptly interrupted by his nagging need to get rid of germs.

"I'm going to go get cleaned up," he said, as he got up from the table.

"But I'll be back soon. We have some tests to do before the surgery,” he followed before pinching my cheeks and lasciviously winking at me.

Finally, the scary yet the day of my dreams arrived. As I walked into the surgical center, my heart was pounding with nerves. The sterile white walls, beeping machines, and the smell of disinfectant all made me feel like I was in a sci-fi movie.

I held tightly onto my mom's hand as we made our way to the reception desk, where a kind nurse greeted us.

"Good morning, Stacey. How are you feeling today?" the nurse asked, smiling warmly.

"I'm a bit nervous, to be honest," I replied, my voice shaking.

"That's completely normal. Don't worry, you're in good hands. Dr. Michael will be with you shortly," she said, reassuringly.

I nodded, feeling slightly more at ease. My mom gave me a tight hug, her eyes filled with tears.

"Are you sure you want to do this, Stacey? It's not too late to change your mind," she said, her voice trembling.

I took a deep breath, trying to be strong.

"I'm sure, mom. This is my dream, and I have to go through with it," I said, trying to sound confident.

Dr. Michael then appeared, dressed in scrubs and a mask, and greeted us with a smile.

"Hello, Stacey. How are you feeling today?" he asked, his voice calming.

"I'm a bit nervous," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Completely understandable. We'll take good care of you. Are you ready to get started?" he asked, his tone reassuring.

I nodded, trying to put on a brave face. He then led us to a private room where I was given a gown to change into. The nurse then came in and started preparing me for the surgery.

As she hooked me up to the machines and started the anesthesia, I felt my nerves start to get the better of me. I turned to my mom, tears welling up in my eyes.

"I'm scared, mom. What if something goes wrong?" I said, my voice trembling.

She gave me a tight hug, trying to hold back her own tears.

"Don't worry, honey. You're going to be fine. Dr. Michael is one of the best surgeons around, and he's done this hundreds of times. You're in good hands," she said, her voice soothing.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself down. Dr. Michael then came in, and the nurse started prepping me for surgery. As they wheeled me into the operating room, I closed my eyes and tried to focus on my breathing.

As I drifted off to sleep, the last thing I heard was Dr. Michael's voice, reassuring me that everything would be okay.

Moments later, I slowly opened my eyes to a bright, sterile room. The sound of beeping machines and muffled voices filled my ears. As I looked around, I realized I was in a hospital bed, my body wrapped in white blankets.

"Hey Stacey! How are you feeling?" one of the nurses asked, walking over to my bedside with a cheerful smile.

I groaned and rubbed my eyes.

"I feel groggy and sore. What happened?"

"You just had your breast augmentation surgery, sweetie!" she exclaimed, clapping her hands in excitement.
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My heart raced with anticipation as I sat up, wincing at the pain. The nurse and her colleagues assisted me in getting out of bed and helped me stand up.

"You got 400 CC implants, and now you have double Ds!" another nurse chimed in, as they led me over to a nearby mirror.

I gasped as I saw my reflection for the first time. My breasts were swollen and covered in bandages, but I could already tell they were huge.

"Oh my god," I whispered, running my hands over my chest.

"They're so big."

The nurses giggled at my reaction, clearly pleased with their work.

"It went perfectly, Stacey," a familiar voice spoke up from behind me.

I turned around to see Dr. Michael, who had just entered the room. He was still dressed in his surgical scrubs, and his hair was disheveled from the operation.

"How are you feeling?" he asked, with a smile.

"I feel sore, but I'm so excited to see the final results," I replied, grinning.

Dr. Michael walked over to me and placed his hand on my lower back, drawing me closer. His touch was warm and comforting, and I couldn't help but feel a rush of desire.

"I'm glad to hear that, Stacey. You're going to look amazing," he said, before giving my butt a playful squeeze.

I giggled, feeling a surge of pleasure at his touch.

"Thank you, Dr. Michael. I can't wait to see them without the bandages."

He winked at me and said, "You'll have to be patient, Stacey. It takes time for the swelling to go down. But trust me, it's worth the wait."

I blushed, feeling a mixture of excitement and nervousness. The journey to becoming the perfect plastic Barbie was just beginning, but I knew I was in good hands with Dr. Michael and his team of talented nurses.

Three days later, as I could already do the bare minimum and use my phone, I nervously dialed the number for Mr. Willy Wang, the principal of my high school. After a few rings, he picked up.

"Hello, Stacey! How are you doing?" he said cheerfully.

"Hi, Mr. Wang. I wanted to let you know that I won't be able to come to school for a month. I just had breast augmentation surgery yesterday," I explained.

"Oh my! Are you okay? Do you need anything? I hope you're feeling better soon," he said, his voice full of concern.

"I'm okay, just a little sore. But I'm so excited to see the results," I said, giggling.

"I'm sure you are, Stacey. You always know how to make me smile," he said with a chuckle.

I could hear the lust in his voice, and I knew that he was excited to see my new breasts. Mr. Wang and I had a bit of a naughty relationship and fucked several times already, I didn't see the harm in it.

"I promise to show you my new breasts when I come back to school. You won't be disappointed. Do you promise to eat them like groceries?" I said, playfully.

"Oh, Stacey, don’t make me jerk off five minutes before my appointment, you naughty little slut. You really know how to make a man's day. I'm going to miss you, though. School won't be the same without you," he said, his voice filled with longing.

"I'll miss you too, Mr. Wang. But don't worry, I'll be back before you know it," I said, trying to sound reassuring.

"Take care of yourself, Stacey. I can't wait to see you again," he said before hanging up.

Alas, it has been a month and I was ready to face school with Stacey version 2.0. I stood naked in front of the full-length mirror, examining every inch of my body. My hair was now past shoulder length, and I couldn't help but run my fingers through it, admiring how the soft curls framed my face perfectly. I no longer needed to wear my blonde wig, and it felt liberating.

My once delicate decolletage was now even more prominent, thanks to my new big breasts. I couldn't stop admiring them, and I lifted them up and squeezed them together, loving how they looked in the mirror. I turned to the side and admired my tiny waist, so slim and perfect.

Then there it was, my skin. It was so smooth and flawless, like that of an Olay model. My hairless legs were long and lean, and I couldn't resist striking a few poses in front of the mirror. I lifted one leg and placed it on the dresser, admiring how it made my butt look even more smooth and milky.

Speaking of my butt, it was truly iconic. So round and smooth, it was the envy of all my friends, well, ex-friends. I couldn't resist turning around and looking at it from different angles, admiring how perfect it looked.

I traced my fingers down my stomach, admiring how flat and toned it was. My belly button was a cute little innie, and I couldn't help but giggle as I poked it.

Finally, my penis, which I endearingly called my clitty, that I tucked into looking like a vagina. It was fabulous and everything that I hoped for, but it had to wait.

I was so obsessed with my body, and I knew I looked amazing. I couldn't wait to show off my new assets to everyone, especially Billy. If I could only offer them to one man, it’d be him.

Then again, why only one man? Fuck it, I’m gonna give it to everyone, I thought.

I struck a few more poses, admiring my curves from every angle. I was truly a work of art, and I couldn't wait to show off my body to the world.

“This is it bitches! Stacey 2.0 is here! Hold on tight to your men because the bitch is back!” I said as I looked at my face in the mirror, also known as the proof of God’s existence.


Chapter 4
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I woke up early on my first day back to school, feeling excited and anxious. I decided to take a shower to freshen up, letting the warm water cascade over my newly augmented breasts.

After toweling off, I made my way to my vanity mirror, ready to transform myself into the hottest babe in school. I started with my makeup, applying a light layer of foundation to even out my complexion. Then, I used a fluffy brush to dust some rosy blush onto the apples of my cheeks, giving me a youthful glow.
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Next came my eyes. I used a deep black eyeliner to create a sharp cat-eye, flicking the liner up at the outer corner of my eyes to make them appear larger. I added a couple of coats of mascara to my lashes, giving them volume and length. For the final touch, I applied a bright red lipstick to my lips, making them look plump and luscious.

Moving on to my hair, I let it down from its messy bun and started blow-drying it, using a round brush to create some volume. Once it was dry, I grabbed my curling iron and started curling my hair in sections, creating soft, bouncy waves that cascaded down my back.

I then put on my stockings, carefully smoothing them up my newly shaven legs, admiring how they accentuated my smooth skin. Next came my plaid micro mini skirt, hugging my hips and showing off my toned thighs. I paired it with a tight red bra that pushed my breasts tightly together, creating an impressive cleavage.

Finally, I put on my body-hugging pink jacket, admiring how it emphasized my tiny waist and accentuated my curves. I was ready to make a statement on my first day back, and I was sure to turn heads as I walked through the halls.

I twirled in front of the mirror, admiring the way my new body moved and the confidence I felt within it. I knew I was going to be the hottest babe in school, and I was ready to take on the day with all the sass and confidence that came with it.

As I walked down the hallway of Summitville High School, I couldn't help but notice how all eyes were on me. The boys were drooling, staring with their mouths open, trying to catch my attention with their flirty words and compliments. I just smiled and ignored them, knowing that I was out of their league.
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The school hallway was bustling with students, all busy with their own activities. Some were in groups, laughing and chatting, while others were hurrying to their classes, carrying their heavy backpacks. The sound of lockers slamming, the chatter of students, and the echoes of footsteps filled the air.

As I approached the end of the hallway, I could feel their stares piercing through my skin. The Bombshell Babes, my ex-friends, were glaring at me from a distance. They were all dressed to the nines, wearing designer clothes that screamed luxury and wealth. Their faces were caked with makeup, and their hair was styled perfectly, but then again, their charm ended at that, they didn’t have the sex appeal I possessed and wasn’t skilled in making a man’s dick hard with just one look.

I could feel their judgmental gazes on me, and for a moment, I felt small and insignificant. But then, I flipped my long, blonde hair and gave them a smug smile. I knew I looked hotter than ever, and I didn't need their validation to feel good about myself.

And there he was, Billy, standing a few feet away from them, looking at me longingly.
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I knew he badly wanted to talk to me, but he was too scared of what the other students might say or think. I could see the desire in his eyes, and I knew he wanted me.

As I walked past them, the Bombshell Babes whispered insults and snickers behind my back, but I paid them no mind. I had bigger things and cocks to focus on than their petty drama.

As I entered my classroom, I could feel the eyes of my classmates on me. The girls were whispering amongst themselves, probably gossiping about me, while the boys were openly staring. I took my seat and pulled out my books, pretending not to notice their attention.

But deep down, I relished in the fact that I was the center of their attention. I knew that I was the hottest babe in school, and I reveled in it. No one could bring me down, not even the Bombshell Babes.

As I was taking notes in my homeroom class, Mrs. Welsch discreetly called me to her desk. My heart began to race as I approached her, wondering what I had done wrong.

"Stacey, I just wanted to talk to you about your grades," she said in a soft voice.

I tried to hide my anxiety as she continued, "I understand that you've missed a significant amount of school, and I'm worried about how that may have affected your grades. I recommend that you consider getting a tutor to help you catch up."

I let out a sigh of relief as her concern was not directed towards anything bad that I did. I nodded, "Thank you, Mrs. Welsch. I appreciate your advice. I'll definitely look into getting a tutor."

She smiled at me, "I'm glad to hear that. You're a bright student, Stacey, and I would hate to see you fall behind."

I thanked her again and went back to my desk, feeling grateful for her concern and advice. I knew I had to work harder to catch up on my studies, but I was determined to do whatever it takes to succeed.

After her warning, I started to think about who could possibly help me with my studies. As I looked around the room, my eyes fell on Paul Wanks, who was scribbling away in his notebook.

Despite his nerdy appearance, I knew that he was one of the smartest kids in school.

I gave him a sly wink, and I could see him shiver from desire. It wasn't the first time I had noticed his infatuation with me, and I knew he would do anything to impress me.

After class, I approached him with a smile, and asked if he could help me with my studies in a cute way.

"Hey, Paul, I was wondering if you could help me study sometime? I really need to catch up."

His eyes lit up, and he nervously stuttered out a yes. I couldn't help but smile at his reaction.
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"Great! How about after school today? We could study together... in my room," I suggested.

He looked like he had won the lottery, and I could see his excitement bubbling over.

"Yes, absolutely! I’ll meet you wherever you are after school."

As we parted ways, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. He might not have been the most popular or attractive guy in school, but I knew he had something valuable to offer me, his intelligence, and who knows, maybe he was hiding a huge package underneath the baggy clothes.

Moments later, as I stepped out of the gate, I scanned the area for Paul. I spotted him leaning against a nearby wall, his nose buried in a thick book.

"Hey, Paul," I said as I approached him.

He looked up and his eyes widened in surprise.

"Stacey! H-Hi," he stammered.

I chuckled at his nervousness.

"I was wondering if you're still up for tutoring me after school?" I asked, batting my eyelashes.

"O-of course, I am," he said eagerly, a slight blush creeping onto his cheeks.

As we started walking, I noticed Billy walking towards us. He looked at me and said, "Stacey, you look beautiful as always."

I smiled, feeling a bit flattered by his comment.

"Thanks, Billy," I replied.

Paul, on the other hand, looked uncomfortable and fidgety. I realized that what he felt was more than a crush, but I was just using him to improve my grades.

"Excuse me, Billy," I said, turning to Paul.

"We have a lot of things to do, I'll see you later."

Billy looked slightly hurt as I left him standing there. I couldn't help but feel a twinge of guilt, but I wasn’t done with my mini revenge yet. Besides, I knew that my education was more important than a boy's feelings. I needed to graduate to get closer to rich men in the future. Having a taste of money from Mr. Mulroney made me realize my worth.

As we arrived at the living room, my mom greeted us warmly and thanked Paul for his help. She insisted on preparing snacks for us, which he gratefully accepted.

As we sat down on the couch, I couldn't help but feel a little nervous. Paul was the nerdiest kid in school, and I was worried that spending time with him would make me lose my status as the hottest girl in school.

But as we started talking, I realized that he was actually a really cool guy. He had a dry sense of humor and a sharp wit that I found surprisingly attractive.

As we munched on chips and dip, we talked about our favorite TV shows, music, and movies.

After we finished our snacks, we headed up to my bedroom. I sat at my desk while he sat on my bed, and we started going through my homework assignments.

He was patient and thorough, explaining difficult concepts in a way that was easy to understand.

As we worked through the problems, I couldn't help but notice how handsome he was. His curly red hair was a little messy, and his glasses made him look even nerdier, but there was something about his earnestness and intelligence that made him incredibly appealing.

But I knew that I couldn't let my guard down too much. I was still the hottest girl in school, and I couldn't risk losing my status. So I tried to keep things light and friendly, making jokes and teasing him playfully.

As we wrapped up our study session, Paul looked up at me and smiled.

"Thanks for having me over, Stacey. I had a great time."

I grinned back at him.

"Me too, Paul. You're a really good teacher."

He blushed a little at the compliment, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction. It was nice to have someone who looked up to me and admired me for once.

As he got up to leave, I walked him to the door and gave him a quick hug.

"See you at school tomorrow, Paul."

He smiled back at me. "See you, Stacey."

Suddenly, I couldn’t take it anymore. The charity of lust enveloped my big breasts and I pulled him closer to me, feeling the tension between us.

Our lips met and I could feel his inexperience in the way he was kissing me. I couldn't help but giggle a little bit, but I didn't want to discourage him. After all, he was helping me catch up on my studies.

I leaned into him, running my fingers through his curly red hair as our tongues met in a clumsy dance. I could feel his hands shaking as he tentatively placed them on my hips. It was like he wasn't quite sure what to do with them.

I decided to take the lead, pressing my body against his as I deepened the kiss. I could feel his arousal growing as we continued to explore each other's mouths. It was an odd feeling, being turned on by someone who was so inexperienced. But there was something endearing about it too.

We pulled away, gasping for air.

"Sorry," he said, looking embarrassed.

"Don't be," I reassured him, running my fingers over his cheek.

"It was cute."

He blushed and looked away. I could tell he was still nervous, but I was determined to help him improve his skills. I led Paul to my bed, my hands exploring his chest and feeling his heart pounding.

"Now, let me show you what I like," I whispered, pushing him back onto the bed and straddling him. I leaned down to kiss him, feeling his hands exploring my body.

"Oh, Stacey," he moaned as I guided his hands to my breasts.

"They're so soft."

I laughed softly and encouraged him to lick and kiss them.

"Mmm, that feels good," I moaned as he tentatively explored my breasts.

His hands groped them, sending shivers down my spine. I couldn't help but let out a soft moan as he squeezed them. I leaned down to kiss him again, and as we kissed, his hands traveled lower, cupping my butt. I arched my back, pressing my body against his, enjoying the sensation of his hands on my body.

I broke off the kiss and stood up, taking off my shirt and bra, revealing my perky breasts to him. I unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it off, revealing his toned chest. I could feel his nerves, but his excitement was evident.

I unzipped his pants and pulled them down, revealing his hard cock, standing at attention.

"Wow," I said, staring at it in amazement.

"It's huge." I couldn't help but giggle at the sight of it.

He blushed, clearly embarrassed, but I reassured him.

"Don't worry, Paul. I'm going to take good care of you."

I leaned down and took him into my mouth, swirling my tongue around him and taking him as deep as I could. He moaned loudly, his hands gripping the sheets.

I continued to suck him, feeling him getting harder and harder in my mouth. I could feel him pulsing, his hands running through my hair.

“Stacey! Stacey! Stace—"

Suddenly, he erupted, shooting his load into my mouth. I swallowed, enjoying the taste of him.

We collapsed onto the bed, exhausted and spent.

"That was amazing," he said, his breathing still heavy. I smiled, feeling satisfied and happy.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," I said, leaning in for another kiss.

As we lay there, I couldn't help but feel excited for what was to come. Paul might not have been the most experienced lover, but he was eager to learn, and I was more than happy to teach him.

As I watched him walk down the driveway, I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to date someone like him. He was smart, funny, and genuinely kind, but could he really handle someone as hot and popular as me? Only time would tell.


Chapter 5
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The day after, Mr. Wang asked me to visit him in his office. As I walked down the hallway towards our love nest, my heart was pounding with excitement.
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I had an insatiable craving for Asian dick and the anticipation of being with him again was almost unbearable. When I reached his door, he opened it and greeted me with a warm smile.

"Stacey, my dear, how wonderful to see you again," he said, pulling me into a tight embrace. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my body against his, feeling the familiar heat between us.

"I've missed you so much," I whispered.

"I've missed you too, Stacey," he replied, his lips meeting mine in a passionate kiss. We held each other tightly, our bodies pressed together, as we kissed deeply. I could feel his hands roaming over my back, pulling me even closer to him.

Eventually, we broke apart, gasping for air.

"Come in, my love," he said, taking my hand and leading me into his office.

"I have something special planned for us today."

My heart raced with anticipation as I followed him to his desk. He motioned for me to sit down, then walked around to the other side of the desk and leaned in close to me.

"I want you, Stacey," he whispered, his eyes burning with desire.

"I want you too, Mr. Wang," I replied, feeling a rush of excitement at the thought of being with him again.

"What do you have in mind?"

“I haven’t ejaculated since our last sex, I’m gonna drown your ass with a flood of cum!”

Without a word, he began to kiss me again, his hands roaming over my body. I moaned softly as he cupped my breasts through my shirt, then began to unbutton it. Soon, he had pulled it off me, revealing my braless chest.

He leaned down and began to kiss and nibble at my nipples, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I ran my fingers through his hair, pulling him closer to me.

"Oh, Mr. Wang," I gasped, "I need you so badly."

"I need you too, Stacey," he replied, pulling away from my breasts and standing up.

"Come with me." He took my hand and led me to the other side of the room, where a large wooden table sat in the center.

"Take off your clothes, my love," he said, his voice husky with desire. "I want to see all of you."

I did as he asked, stripping off my clothes until I was completely naked in front of him. He stepped closer to me, running his hands over my body and admiring me from every angle.

"You're so beautiful," he said, his eyes drinking in the sight of me.

Then he began to undress himself, revealing his muscular body and his large hairy Asian dick.
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I felt a surge of desire as I realized how much he wanted me. Without a word, he climbed up onto the table and motioned for me to join him.

I climbed up beside him, feeling a rush of excitement at the thought of what was about to happen. He pulled me close to him, his lips finding mine in another passionate kiss.

As we kissed, he began to explore my body with his hands, tracing the curves of my breasts and hips.

Then he began to kiss his way down my body, his lips trailing hotly over my skin. I moaned softly as he reached my inner thighs, then gasped as he began to explore me with his tongue. I arched my back, pressing myself closer to him, as he continued to lick and suck at me.

Finally, unable to wait any longer, he climbed up over me then spat on his member and entered me slowly, making sure to be gentle and attentive to my needs. I moaned softly in pleasure as he started to move, his hips slowly thrusting against mine.

“Mmm, Mr. Wang, I’ve missed you so much.”

“Stacey, you have no idea how many wet dreams I had since you stopped coming to school,” he said, grabbing my arms like he was squeezing a stress ball.

We fucked on his table, our bodies entwined in a passionate embrace. His hands explored every inch of my body, teasing and caressing me in all the right places. I felt completely safe and loved in his arms, knowing that he would always take care of me.

As we moved together, the intensity of our passion grew, and our bodies became slick with sweat. His hands were everywhere, massaging my breasts, stroking my hair, and gripping my hips as he thrust deeper and harder inside me.

“Ahhh! Fuckkk!”

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him even closer as our bodies became one. The pleasure was overwhelming, and I cried out his name in ecstasy as I reached my climax and created a puddle of girly gravy on his table.

“Mr. Wang!”

“I’m cumming, you lil—”

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”

He continued to move inside me, his own release not far behind. With a deep groan, he came inside me, his body shuddering with pleasure as his sweet and sour sauce seasoned my prostate.

We lay there for a few moments, our bodies still entwined, as we caught our breath and basked in the afterglow of our lovemaking. He whispered sweet nothings in my ear, telling me how much he loved me and how happy he was to be with me.

Eventually, we got dressed and returned to our normal lives, before he held my hand.

“Don’t worry about your grades, Stacey. I’m gonna make sure you’ll pass high school.”

Suddenly, butterflies in my belly swarmed. I rewarded him with a wet and warm kiss before exiting his office.

As I walked down the hallway towards my classroom, I bumped into Billy. At first, I didn't even want to acknowledge him, but he apologized for denying me and kept telling me how good I looked. I could see the desperation in his eyes, and part of me enjoyed it.

"Stacey, I'm so sorry for what happened. I've been thinking about you a lot lately and how much I miss you. I want to make it up to you by taking you out on a date this weekend. What do you say?" he asked, his voice trembling with anticipation.

I looked him over, taking in his nervous demeanor and pitiful expression. For a brief moment, I considered his offer. But then I remembered how he treated me in the past. I couldn't just let him off the hook so easily.

"I'll have to think about it," I replied coolly, flipping my hair over my shoulder.

"But thanks for apologizing."

With that, I turned on my heel and walked away, feeling a sense of power and control. It was a small victory, but it felt good.

As I walked to my classroom, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. The tides had turned, and now Billy was the one chasing after me.

It was an iconic moment, and I relished in it. But I also knew that I couldn't let my guard down. He was still the same person he always was, and I needed to be careful.

As I took my seat in class, I couldn't help but replay the encounter with him in my head. Part of me wanted to give him a chance, but the other part knew better. I couldn't let him hurt me again.

The rest of the day passed by in a blur, but my mind was still preoccupied with thoughts of him. When the final bell rang, I gathered my things and headed out of the classroom.

After more than an hour of him consuming so much airtime in my mind, I walked towards the baseball field. I couldn't help but think about him and his sudden sincerity. I wasn’t dumb, but still, the way he looked at me, the tone of his voice, said otherwise.

As I made my way to the bleachers, I couldn't help but feel nervous.

The baseball field was situated on the outskirts of Summitville High. It was a lush green expanse with freshly cut grass, the smell of which filled the air.

It was a lovely April afternoon in Oregon. The sun was out, and a gentle breeze carried the sounds of the baseball practice. I made my way to the bleachers, scanning the field for any sign of Billy.
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As I sat down on the bleachers, I saw the Bombshell Babes walking toward me. My heart sank as they approached me. Megan, the queen bee of the group, was leading the way with a smirk on her face.

"Well, well, well, if it isn't Stacey," she said, her tone dripping with sarcasm.

"What are you doing here? Did you come to watch my ex-boyfriend practice?"

I tried to ignore her and focus on the practice, but she persisted.

"Oh, I forgot, you don't have a boyfriend. No one wants to date a freak like you."

The other girls snickered, and I felt my face turn red with anger and embarrassment. I tried to get up and leave, but she blocked my way.

"Where do you think you're going? We're not done with you yet," she said, moving closer to me.

Just then, I heard a voice behind me.

"Hey, leave her alone."

I turned around and saw Billy in his baseball uniform, looking at the Bombshell Babes with a stern expression.

"What's your problem?" Megan said, stepping towards him.

"She's a loser, why are you even talking to her?"

"I'll talk to whoever I want," he replied, his voice firm.

"Now leave her alone, or you'll have to answer to me."

The girls looked at each other and then scurried away, leaving me alone with Billy. He sat down next to me and put his arm around me.

"I'm sorry they said those things to you," he said.

"You don't deserve that."

I couldn't believe what was happening. The guy I had been crushing on for years was now sitting next to me, defending me from the Bombshell Babes. It was like something out of a movie.

As the sun began to set, he turned to me and said, "Hey, I know this might be sudden, but have you made a decision about the date yet?"

My heart skipped a beat as I looked into his eyes.

"I would love to," I said, feeling a surge of happiness.

I gave him my new number and I walked home that day with a huge smile on my face.

The next day, as I sat in my classroom, my mind still reeling from yesterday’s unexpected encounter with Billy, the intercom suddenly crackled to life, interrupting my thoughts.

“Attention students, attention please,” Mr. Wang’s voice boomed over the speakers.

“We have some exciting news to announce. The nominees for prom queen have been selected, and they are…”

I listened intently as he read out the names of the four girls, including Megan Mulroney, Kylie Kitagawa, Laura Dela Cruz, and of course, myself.

A small smile tugged at my lips as I realized that being different didn’t seem to matter when it came to being nominated for prom queen.

“And now for the nominees for prom king,” he continued. “They are Billy Bronson, Xander Wang, Jack Embers, and Hunter Voss.”

I felt a pang in my chest as Billy’s name was called. My feelings for him were so confusing, on one hand, I was still angry with him for what he had done, but on the other hand, I couldn’t deny that I still had feelings for him.

As the bell rang, signaling the end of class, I gathered my things and made my way to my next class, deep in thought.
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When I walked into the room, my classmates were all buzzing about the prom nominations, and several of them congratulated me on being selected as a nominee.

I smiled and thanked them, but my mind was still elsewhere. I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to be crowned prom queen, to be the center of attention for one night.

As the day went on, I found myself daydreaming about prom, picturing myself in a beautiful dress, dancing with the perfect guy. But the reality was, I had no idea who that guy would be.

As the final bell of the day rang, I gathered my things and made my way to my locker. As I was putting my books away, I heard a voice behind me.

“Hey, Stacey.”
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I turned around to see Billy standing there, looking nervous. I couldn’t help but feel a flutter in my chest at the sight of him.

“Hey Billy,” I replied, trying to keep my voice neutral.

“I just wanted to say congrats on being nominated for prom queen,” he said, his eyes locked onto mine.

I felt my cheeks flush as he continued to look at me with such intensity. It was like I could see the same boy I used to know, the one who always made me feel special.

“Thanks,” I said, trying to break the tension.

“And congrats to you too, for being nominated for prom king.”

He smiled, and for a moment, it was like everything was back to the way it used to be between us.

“Listen, Stacey,” he said, his voice low.

“I know I messed up before, but I want to make it up to you. Will you go to prom with me?”

I was caught off guard by his question. I had no idea what to say, and I could feel the eyes of my classmates on us, watching our every move.

“I don’t know, Billy,” I said hesitantly.

“I need to think about it.”

His face fell, and I could tell he was disappointed.

“Okay,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

“I understand.”

As he turned to walk away, I felt a pang of guilt in my chest. Maybe I should give him a chance, I thought to myself. After all, he was one of the nominees for prom king, and if I wanted to have any chance at winning prom queen, I needed to have a date.

Walking down the hallway, I heard someone call my name. I turned around to see Xander Wang, one of the popular jocks, approaching me.
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"Hey Stacey, I was just wondering if you wanted to go to prom with me?" he asked, flashing me a charming smile.

I smiled back, feeling flattered.

"That's really sweet of you, Xander. I'll have to think about it."

"Sure thing," he said, before walking away.

As I continued down the hallway, I bumped into Jack Embers, another popular jock.
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"Hey there, Stacey," he said, grinning at me.

"I was just wondering if you wanted to go to prom with me?"

I couldn't believe it. Was I really getting asked to prom by all these popular guys?

"I'll have to think about it, Jack," I said, trying to keep my cool.

"No problem," he said, before walking away.
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Just as I thought my luck had run out, I bumped into Hunter Voss, one of the most handsome guys in school and was an heir to a conglomerate.

"Hey Stacey, I was wondering if you wanted to go to prom with me?" he asked, giving me a charming smile.

I was starting to feel overwhelmed by all the attention.

"I'm not sure yet, Hunter. Can I let you know later?"

"Sure thing, Stacey," he said, before walking away.

Finally, I ran into Paul Wanks, my sweet tutor.
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"Hey Stacey, I was wondering if you wanted to go to prom with me?" he asked, looking a little nervous.

I smiled at him, touched that he had the courage to ask me.

"That's really sweet of you, Paul. I'll definitely consider it."

"Great, I'll be waiting to hear back from you," he said, before walking away.

As I continued walking down the hallway, I couldn't believe what had just happened. I had been asked to prom by four of the most popular guys in school. Now I just had to decide who I wanted to go with.

Seeing the main door, I felt the familiar eyes of the Bombshell Babes on me. Megan, Kylie, and Laura approached me, their faces twisted in disbelief.

"You're nominated for prom queen? That's a joke, right?" Megan sneered, her perfectly plucked eyebrows raised in surprise.

"I wasn't aware that being born a woman was a requirement for the title," I retorted, meeting her gaze head-on.

Kylie rolled her eyes, "You're not even a real girl, how can you be nominated for prom queen?"

"I may not have been born a girl, but I'm more of a woman than any of you could ever hope to be," I said, flicking my hair back with a confidence that I didn't quite feel.

Laura stepped forward, her voice laced with venom.

"You may be pretty, but you're not one of us. You don't belong here."

I took a deep breath, refusing to let them see the hurt that their words caused.

"I belong wherever I choose to be. And I choose to be here, nominated for prom queen."

Megan laughed, "You're delusional. The fact that you're even considered for the title is a disgrace."

I could feel my blood boiling, but I refused to back down.

"You know what's a disgrace? The fact that you think being born into money is all that matters. You may have the looks, but you have no substance. Besides, who cares how I was born, your father, brother, and boyfriend, oops, I mean ex, don’t seem to mind.”

Kylie stepped forward, her hand raised as if to strike me. But I stood my ground, staring her down until she lowered her hand.

"You're not worth our time," Megan spat out before turning on her heel and walking away.

I watched them go, feeling a mixture of anger and hurt. But as I turned to walk home, I felt a sense of pride. I had stood up for myself, and I had shown them that I was more than just my appearance.


Chapter 6
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As I sat there in the church with high ceilings, wooden pews, and stained-glass windows that let in the sunlight, listening to Pastor Joe's sermon, my mind began to wander. He, then stood at the pulpit, his voice booming as he preached about sin and redemption.
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But as he went on and on, I found myself getting more and more bored. I glanced over at my parents, who were nodding along to his words, and then looked around the room.

My eyes settled on a group of guys in the back row, who were chatting and laughing quietly among themselves.

I couldn't help but watch them, my attention completely taken away from the sermon. One of them caught my eye and grinned, and I felt my cheeks flush as I quickly looked away.

Meanwhile, Pastor Joe continued to speak, his voice rising and falling in a steady rhythm.

"And so we must all strive to live a life of righteousness," he intoned.

"We must resist the temptations of the flesh and walk the path of the Lord."

I stifled a yawn and glanced back at the guys. They were still talking, and one of them looked up and caught my eye again. This time, he didn't just grin, he winked at me.

I felt my heart race as I looked away, my mind racing with thoughts I knew I shouldn't be having in church. But as Pastor Joe droned on, I found myself increasingly drawn to the guys in the back row.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the sermon came to an end. My parents rose to their feet, clapping and thanking Pastor Joe for his inspiring words. I followed suit, but my mind was elsewhere.

As the service ended, my parents and I made our way toward the exit. That's when Pastor Joe approached us with a warm smile and thanked us for always attending the church.

"It's always wonderful to see you and your lovely family, Stacey," he said, his eyes lingering on my new tits.

My parents beamed with pride at the compliment and thanked him for his great service as usual. But as they spoke, I couldn't help but notice Pastor Joe's wandering gaze.

Suddenly, he turned to me and said, "Stacey, could you stay behind for a moment? I'd like to talk to you about our bible studies."

My parents were so excited, thinking that the pastor wanted me to be an instrument of the lord’s work. As they left, I watched his eyes once again flicker to my tits before he led me to a small room adjacent to the church.

Once inside, Pastor Joe shut the door and turned to me with a grin. "Now, Stacey, let's get down to business," he said, his eyes once again locked on my boobs.

Our lips locked in a passionate embrace as we explored each other's bodies with fervor. His hands were all over me, grabbing and squeezing every inch of my curves. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter with each passing moment.

"I missed you so much, Stacey," he whispered in my ear as he nibbled on my neck.

"I missed your body, your scent, your taste." I moaned in response, feeling his hard cock pressing against me.

Our clothes were soon discarded on the floor as we continued to kiss and touch each other, our bodies intertwining in a wild frenzy.
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His hands found their way to my breasts, kneading them and playing with my nipples until they were hard and sensitive.

"You're so beautiful, Stacey," he murmured, his eyes burning with desire.

"I want you so badly." And with that, he positioned himself between my legs and entered me with a groan.

The pleasure was overwhelming as he thrust into me, his hands gripping my hips tightly. I moaned and writhed beneath him, feeling my orgasm building rapidly.

"Oh God, yes!" I cried out as I came, my body convulsing with pleasure. He continued to pound into me, bringing me to the brink of ecstasy again and again.

“Stacey! You devil!”

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”
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“Yes, keep fucking the devil out of me, Pastor Joe!”

“I will! I surely will!”

Finally, he could hold back no longer and with a final grunt, he came inside me, filling me with his hot cum. We collapsed onto the floor, panting and sweating, our bodies spent from the intense passion we had just shared.

"That was amazing," he said, stroking my hair gently.

"I can't wait to do it again." I smiled, feeling completely satisfied and fulfilled.

“What do you think about my boobs?”

“You already know, baby girl.”

The next day after school, I met Mr. Mulroney who promised to take me shopping for a prom dress. We kissed for what felt like hours, our bodies pressed against each other in his car.

I felt alive and free, like I was on top of the world. He whispered sweet nothings in my ear, telling me how much he loved me and how special I was to him. Finally, we broke away from each other, both of us breathless and flushed.

"Let's get started with the shopping," he said, taking my hand and leading me into the first store. We were greeted by a sales assistant, a perky young woman who eagerly offered her assistance.

"What kind of dress are you looking for?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"Something elegant and timeless," he replied, looking at me with a grin.

"Something that will make her feel like royalty."

The sales assistant nodded enthusiastically and led us over to a rack of dresses. She pulled out a few options and handed them to me to try on. Mr. Mulroney sat outside the dressing room, waiting patiently while I slipped into each dress.

"How does it look?" I asked, stepping out in a beautiful pink gown.

"Stunning," he replied, his eyes widening.

"Absolutely breathtaking."

The sales assistant clapped her hands in delight.

"That dress was made for you," she said with a smile.

"You look like a princess."

We continued like this for hours, trying on dress after dress, admiring each other, and laughing. The sales assistants came and went, bringing us more and more options to try on.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I found the perfect dress. It was a classic black red with a fitted bodice and a flowing skirt. His eyes lit up when he saw me in it.

"You look incredible," he said, taking my hand and leading me to the jewelry section.

"Let's find the perfect accessories to go with it."

We spent another hour picking out earrings, a necklace, and a bracelet to complete the look. The sales assistants were more than happy to help us, bringing us trays of glittering jewels to choose from.
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"This is going to be the best prom ever," I said, twirling around in my new dress and necklace.

He pulled me close, his eyes intense.

"It's going to be more than that," he whispered in my ear.

"It's going to be the night that changes everything."

I gasped, feeling a shiver run down my spine.

"What do you mean?" I asked, my heart pounding in my chest.

His lips curved into a wicked smile.

"I mean, tonight is going to be the night you become a woman, Stacey," he said, his voice low and husky.

"The night that I’m gonna cum three times in a row in your ass."

I blushed, feeling my body heat up at his words.

"I don't know if I'm ready for that," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

He cupped my face in his hands, his eyes searching mine.

"I'll make sure you're ready," he said, his voice filled with conviction.

"I'll take care of you, Stacey. I'll show you how good it can be."

I looked into his eyes, feeling a mix of fear and excitement. Part of me wanted to run, to forget about all of this and just go home. But another part of me was curious, eager to explore this new side of our relationship.

We arrived at the dress store and were immediately greeted by a friendly sales assistant.

"Can I help you find something special?" she asked, her eyes lighting up as she looked us over.

He smiled at her, his charm in full force.

We left the store, arm in arm, and made our way back to his car. We then drove back to a fancy hotel, where he eventually fucked me three times in a row with me, wearing nothing but the expensive jewelry he bought me.


Chapter 7

[image: ]

As I walked home with a sore ass, I saw Megan's car approaching me. She pulled over and rolled down the window.

"Hey, Stacey, can we talk?" she asked in a friendly tone.

I looked at her suspiciously.

"What do you want to talk about?" I asked.

She sighed.

"Look, I know we haven't been the best friends to you lately. We were wrong to treat you like that. Can we please make it up to you?"

I raised an eyebrow, not sure if I should trust them.

"How do I know you're not just playing a prank on me?"

Kylie leaned over from the back seat.

"We promise we won't do anything like that again. We just want to be friends with you again."

I thought about it for a moment before agreeing.

"Okay, let's start fresh. But I don't want any drama."

Megan smiled. "No drama, I promise. Hop in, we'll give you a ride home."

As I got in the car, I couldn't help but feel a bit uneasy. But I tried to push the feeling aside and engage in small talk with them. However, the ride was short-lived as I suddenly heard a loud bang.

"What the hell was that?" I exclaimed, looking around.

Kylie turned around to face me, a wicked grin on her face.

"We just wanted to see your reaction. Chill out, Stacey."

I rolled my eyes, feeling foolish for falling for their act again.

"Can you please just drop me off here? I'd rather walk home."

Megan looked apologetic.

"Of course, Stacey. We didn't mean to scare you like that."

Suddenly, my heart raced as I sat in between Kylie and Laura. I had no idea what was happening until Kylie pulled out a pair of pink scissors and Laura restricted me.

"What the hell?!" I exclaimed, trying to back away as they grabbed my hair and started cutting.

"This is what you get for thinking you could compete with us and for running my life!" Megan laughed as she drove fast and watched Kylie snip away at my locks.

They cackled with delight as they chopped my hair. They giggled and cheered Kylie on, reveling in their power.

"Stop it!" I yelled, trying to push them away—struggling to break free.

"Oh, but we can," Kylie said with a smirk.

"And we will. You don't deserve to win prom with hair like that."

My heart sank as I realized what they were saying was true. Without my hair, I didn't stand a chance. I felt defeated and alone. After the harrowing encounter, they finally kicked me out of the car, telling me that I was ugly now and didn't stand a chance of winning prom. I was humiliated and devastated.

As I sat on the ground, tears streaming down my face and shopping bags scattered around me, I couldn't help but feel defeated.
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Just when I thought it couldn't get any worse, I heard footsteps approaching. I looked up and saw Billy, running towards me in his jogging attire.

"Stacey, what happened? Are you okay?" he asked, concern etched on his handsome face.

I shook my head, unable to hold back my tears any longer.

"The Bombshell Babes happened. They cut off my hair and laughed at me," I said, my voice cracking.

He knelt down beside me, gently placing a hand on my shoulder. "That's awful. They have no right to do that to you. You deserve better than that," he said, his voice full of sincerity.

We sat there for a while, me pouring out my heart to him and him listening attentively. It was as if he truly cared about what I was going through.

Finally, he stood up and held out his hand.

"Come on, let's get out of here. I'll take you to my place, and we can talk more there," he said.

Feeling a glimmer of hope, I took his hand, and he helped me up. As we walked, I couldn't help but feel grateful for his kindness. Maybe he really was sorry after all.

When we arrived at his house,

“Hey mom, this is Stacey!”

“Oh, poor thing, what happened?” she asked.

“We’ll tell you about it later, mom.”

He then led me to his bedroom and offered me a seat on his bed.

"So, tell me more about what happened," he said, his eyes meeting mine.

I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts.

"Well, they, approached me as I was walking on the sidewalk. They said they wanted to make up with me and I rode the car, only to get my hair chopped off. Then after cutting off my hair, they laughed and made fun of me. They said I wouldn't win prom anymore because of how I look now, and kicked me to the curb" I said, my voice shaking with anger.
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His jaw clenched, his fists balling up in anger.

"That's not right. You don't deserve to be treated that way. You're beautiful, no matter what they say," he said, his voice firm and unwavering.

I couldn't help but feel my heart skip a beat at his words. We continued talking for hours, me pouring out all my frustrations and feelings, and him listening and offering words of encouragement. As the night wore on, I found myself feeling more and more comfortable around him, like I could truly be myself.

As I gazed deeply into Billy's piercing eyes, I felt my heart rate increase. He leaned in closer, his warm breath on my lips sending shivers down my spine. I couldn't resist any longer, and we kissed passionately.
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"Stacey," he whispered between kisses, "I've wanted this for so long. I missed you so much and those new tits… just wow." I moaned in response, my hands running through his messy hair. I felt alive and free, as if nothing else mattered in the world except for this moment.

His hands cupped my breasts then roamed my body, tracing the curves of my hips and then back to the swell of my breasts. I arched my back, pressing myself against him, and he groaned in pleasure.

"God, you're so beautiful," he murmured.

As we kissed, our bodies entwined, I couldn't help but think how right this felt. I had never felt this way before, like everything was falling into place.

I knew I shouldn't be doing this as I had to punish him, but I didn't care. All that mattered was Billy and me, together in this moment.

We broke apart, gasping for breath, and he looked at me with intense desire in his eyes.

"I want you," he said, and I knew exactly what he meant. We moved to his bed, our hands and lips exploring each other's bodies.

"I can't believe how good this feels," I whispered, as he kissed down my neck.

"I know," he replied, his voice low and rough.

"I've wanted you for so long, Stacey. I can't get enough of you."

Our bodies moved together in perfect rhythm, our breaths coming in short gasps. Every touch, every kiss, sent waves of pleasure coursing through me. I was lost in the moment, lost in his arms.

"I love you, Stacey," he murmured against my skin, and I knew that he meant it. At that moment, I realized that I loved him too. We were meant to be together, no matter what anyone else thought.

Those three words were all that I needed, I was completely lost in the moment.

“I love you too, Billy, I’ve loved you for so long.”

Without hesitations, I leaned into his crotch. I took him into my mouth, feeling the warm, soft skin of his hard member against my tongue.

I swirled my tongue around the head, taking him deeper and deeper with each stroke. I could feel the wetness of my mouth and his arousal mixing together as I bobbed my head up and down.

He moaned discreetly, his hands grabbing my hair tightly as he pushed deeper into my mouth.

"Oh my god, Stacey," he gasped.

"That feels amazing."
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I continued to suck and lick him, feeling his body tense up as he got closer and closer to the edge.

He started to thrust his hips forward, meeting my mouth with each movement.

"Fuck, baby, I'm gonna cum," he groaned.

“Don’t cum yet!” I stopped, giving him room to breathe. Once he relaxed, I took him even deeper, swirling my tongue around him faster.

“Mmm, mmm, mmm.”

“Stace—I can’t control it any longer!” he said, curling his toes and grabbing my pixie hair.

“Ah! Fuck! Ah!”

He then came hard in my mouth and I swallowed every drop, feeling his body relax as I continued to softly lick him clean.

We collapsed onto the bed, breathless and satisfied. He pulled me into his arms, kissing me deeply as we lay there.

"That was incredible, Stacey," he whispered.

"You're amazing."

I snuggled closer to him, feeling the warmth of his body against mine. "I just want to make you happy," I murmured. He kissed my forehead, running his hands through my hair.

"I am happy, Stacey," he said softly.

"Being with you makes me so happy." We lay there in silence for a few moments, just enjoying the intimacy of the moment.

Suddenly, he rolled over, pulling me on top of him.

"I want to make you feel good now," he said, a wicked grin on his face. I gasped as he slid his hands down my body, grabbing my clitty tightly.

“Billy!” I screamed, in shock that he attended to my girly cock.

“Shhh! Don’t worry, Stacey, I accept you for who you are.”

He then started licking my balls, then my head, until sucking every inch of me. I was lost in his face, pleasuring me, and was in total disbelief of what had transpired.

“Oh, Billy… I didn’t imagine this would feel so good.”

“Me neither,” he said, breathing hard before sucking me once more. Shortly after, he flipped me over, positioning himself between my legs.

I moaned as he kissed down my body, stopping at my breasts. He took one into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the sensitive nipple.

“Oh god," I groaned, arching my back as he continued to tease me with his mouth. He moved down my body, stopping at my clitty once more. I could feel the wetness between my legs as he licked and sucked me, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

He continued to play with me, exploring every inch of my body with his hands and mouth. I felt so incredibly turned on, and I could tell he was too.

Finally, he spat on his cock generously and positioned himself at my entrance, sliding into me slowly. I tried to moan as softly as I could to not let his mother hear as he started to move, his thrusts becoming faster and harder.

We moved together, lost in our pleasure. I could feel my body building towards an orgasm, and I knew he was close too.

Finally, we both came together, our bodies shaking with the intensity of our release. He collapsed on top of me, his breath coming in short gasps.

"That was incredible," he whispered, rolling off of me. I snuggled closer to him, feeling completely satisfied and happy.


Chapter 8
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As I woke up the next day, I couldn't help but feel a little down about my hair. It wasn't the way I wanted it to be, and I couldn't believe that the Bombshell Babes had done that to me.

But then, as I was getting dressed, I remembered the amazing night I had with Billy. The memory brought a smile to my face and made me forget about my hair for a moment.

I decided to wear my old blonde wig and dress up in my best clothes. I was excited to see him again and couldn't wait to talk to him about what had happened between us.

I made my way to the baseball field, scanning the area for him. Finally, I saw him talking to his teammates, and I approached him with a big smile on my face.

"Billy!" I exclaimed, running over to him.
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"Hey, Stacey," he replied, not looking too thrilled to see me.

"Listen, about last night-" I started, but he cut me off.

"I don't know what you're talking about," he said, looking around at his teammates who were starting to take notice of our conversation.

I felt my face heat up with embarrassment.

"What do you mean? You know exactly what I'm talking about," I said, trying to keep my voice from shaking.

He looked at me with a cold expression.

"I don't know what you're trying to pull, Stacey. I don't want anything to do with you," he said, turning back to his teammates.

I felt tears start to form in my eyes as I turned and walked away. I could hear the Bombshell Babes laughing at me, and I felt like the whole world was against me.

After my encounter with Billy, I couldn't help but think about ways to get back at him. I couldn't let him get away with embarrassing me like that in front of his team. I had to show him that I was not someone to be messed with.

That's when I had an idea. I would approach Xander, Jack, Hunter, and Paul, separately, and tell them that I would go to prom with them instead. They all asked me to prom, so this would be the perfect way to make Billy and the Bombshell Babes know their place.

I started with Xander, the wrestling jock.

"Hey Xander," I said with a coy smile.

"I was wondering if you'd like to go to prom with me?"

His eyes widened in surprise.

"Really?" he asked, his voice filled with excitement.

"Of course, Stacey! I would love to go to prom with you."

I couldn't help but giggle at his enthusiasm.

"Great," I said. "I can't wait."

Next up was Jack in the basketball gym. I knew he had been crushing on me for a while, so this would be an easy win.

"Hey Jack," I said, giving him a flirty smile.

"I was thinking, would you like to go to prom with me?"

His face lit up with excitement.

"Absolutely, Stacey," he said.

"I would be honored to go with you."

I could tell he was trying to play it cool, but I could see the excitement in his eyes. I gave him a wink before moving on to Hunter who was hanging out by his Porsche 911 in the parking lot.

"Hey Hunter," I said, sauntering up to him.

"I was wondering if you'd like to go to prom with me?"

His eyes widened in surprise.

"Really?" he asked.

"You want to go with me?"

I nodded, giving him a sly smile.

"Of course," I said. "I think we would have a lot of fun together."

He couldn't contain his excitement, grinning from ear to ear.

"I would love to, Stacey," he said.

"Thank you."

Finally, I approached Paul, my sweet little tutor.

"Hey Paul," I said, giving him a playful smile.

"I’m going to prom with you, wear your best outfit."

His eyes widened in surprise, and he looked like he was trying to hold back a smile.

"Of course, Stacey," he said.

"I would be honored to go with you."

I could see the excitement in his eyes, and I knew I had him hooked.

"Great," I said.

"I can't wait to go with you."

As I walked away from Paul, I couldn't help but feel satisfied with myself. I had four guys willing to go to prom with me, and I knew it would make Billy regret his decision. This was going to be the best prom ever.

Moments later, Billy approached me in the hallway, his eyes pleading for forgiveness.

"Stacey, I am so sorry. I shouldn't have denied you like that in front of everyone. It was a dick move, and I regret it so much."

I crossed my arms and glared at him.

"You think a simple sorry is enough? Do you know how humiliated I felt when you denied me in front of your team? And the Bombshell Babes? They laughed at me! Do you have any idea what that feels like?"

"I know, and I feel terrible about it," he replied, his voice cracking with emotion.

"I just...I don't know. I was afraid of what my team would think, and I didn't want to ruin my reputation."

"Your reputation? That's all you care about? What about me? Do you even care how I feel?" I snapped back.

He took a step closer to me, his hand reaching out to touch my arm.

"Of course, I care about you, Stacey. I care about you a lot. I know I messed up, but please, give me a chance to make it right."

I shook my head, pulling away from him.

"I don't know, Billy. It's hard to trust you after what happened. You hurt me deeply, and I don't know if I can forgive you."

"I understand that, and I am willing to do anything to make it up to you," he said, his voice soft and sincere.

I sighed, feeling conflicted. Part of me wanted to forgive him, but the other part was still hurt and angry.

"The only way you could make up to me is if you take me to prom."

"I will! I will proudly do it!" he said, giving me a pleading look.

“I care about you, Stacey. More than you know."

I nodded slowly, feeling a small glimmer of hope.

"Okay. But you have a lot to make up for."

"I know, and I will," he replied, a determined look in his eyes.

"I won't give up on you, Stacey. I promise."

As he walked away, a smile spread across my face. I’ve just devised a plan that would not only hurt him more than he hurt me but would elevate my status and help me leave a legacy in Summitville.

“Don’t mess with Stacey Wetthole!” I said to myself before flipping my wig and walking to my next class.


Chapter 9
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It was just after lunch and the day of the prom when I picked up my phone and dialed Billy's number, feeling a mixture of excitement and nervousness. He answered on the third ring, and I could hear the sound of laughter and chatter in the background.

"Hey, Stacey! What's up?" he asked.

"I'm getting my makeup done at the salon down the street from you later. Can you pick me up there twenty minutes before prom?" I said.

"By the way, the stylist doesn't like disturbances. You'll have to wait in your car," I replied.

"Okay, no problem. I'll bring some snacks and wait for you outside," he said.

I stepped into the bathroom and turned on the shower, letting the water run until it turned warm. I reached for my favorite body wash, a creamy coconut-scented one that always made me feel like I was on a tropical vacation. I lathered up my loofah and began to scrub my skin, reveling in the sensation of the suds and the warm water cascading over me.

As I washed my hair, I couldn't help but think about how I wanted to look my best for the prom. I had already picked out the perfect dress, shoes, and jewelry, but I knew that my hair, well my wig, thanks to those bitches who cut my hair, and makeup would be the finishing touches to complete the look.

I washed away all of the stress and worries of the day, letting the hot water wash over me and soothe my aching muscles. I took my time, enjoying the sensations and smells of the bath products, and savoring the feeling of being pampered and taken care of.

As the water began to cool, I rinsed off one last time and stepped out of the shower. I wrapped myself in a plush towel and took a deep breath, feeling refreshed and rejuvenated. I couldn't wait to finish getting ready and head out to the prom, feeling confident and beautiful in my own skin.

After taking a refreshing shower, I went to my vanity to start my makeup routine.

“Gosh, you’re such a goddess even without makeup on,” I told myself.

I couldn't wait to show off my flawless skin, perfect nose, and plump lips to everyone at the dance.

I started by applying a thin layer of primer, making sure it was evenly distributed. Then, I reached for my trusty foundation and expertly blended it in, ensuring that every inch of my face was covered.
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I admired myself in the mirror once more, seeing how my skin looked smooth and blemish-free.

“How could anyone be this perfect? Life’s so unfair.”

Next, I moved on to my eyes. I expertly blended my favorite eyeshadow palette, carefully selecting the shades that would complement my blue eyes. With each stroke of my brush, my eyes seemed to grow brighter and more captivating.

I then applied a few coats of mascara to my lashes, making them appear long and voluminous. I was amazed at how it made my eyes pop even more, and I couldn't help but smile at the sight of myself in the mirror.

Taking a moment, I contoured my cheekbones, using a light hand to make sure I looked sculpted but still natural. I couldn't help but admire my perfect jawline, and how the contouring only emphasized it.

Finally, I applied a bold red lip color that matched my dress, adding just the right amount of drama to my overall look. I couldn't wait to show off my gorgeous lips and the rest of my stunning features.

After finishing my makeup, I moved on to my wig. I carefully curled each strand, using a wand to create loose, bouncy waves. I admired how the waves perfectly framed my face and how it looked real, luscious, and healthy.

I then teased it at the crown, giving it a little extra volume and bounce. I couldn't help but run my fingers through it, feeling how soft and silky it was. My wig was like a work of art, and I was the masterpiece.

Finally, I added a few sparkly hairpins and a spritz of hairspray to keep everything in place. I stepped back and admired my reflection in the mirror. I looked like a goddess, and I knew that everyone at the prom would be in awe of my beauty.

I slipped into my red lingerie and stood in front of the mirror.

"Damn, you look good," I said to myself, admiring my curves and the way the lingerie hugged my body perfectly.

I turned around and looked over my shoulder, taking in the way the lace thong accentuated my ass.

"I'm a golden goddess," I said, smiling at myself in the mirror.

As I ran my hands over my body, feeling the silky smoothness of the fabric against my skin, I couldn't help but continue to admire myself.

"Who needs Billy when you have a body like this?" I chuckled to myself.

I twirled around in front of the mirror, taking in every angle.

"I am perfection," I whispered to myself, feeling confident and sexy.

After a few more moments of admiring myself, I slipped into my red prom dress. It hugged my curves in all the right places and flowed elegantly down to the floor.

I couldn't help but smile as I looked at myself in the mirror.

"Stunning," I said, running my hands over the fabric.

"Absolutely stunning."

I posed in front of the mirror, striking a few different poses and feeling like a model on a runway.

"This dress was made for me," I said, feeling more confident than ever.

As I continued to admire myself, I couldn't help but think about how jealous the Bombshell Babes would be if they saw me now.

"They could never compare to me," I said to myself, smiling smugly at my reflection.
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With one last glance in the mirror, I grabbed my purse and headed out the door, ready to make a statement at prom.

I took a deep breath and confidently walked down the stairs, feeling the soft fabric of my dress brush against my skin with every step.

As I made my way to the bottom, I saw my parents waiting for me, and their expressions were priceless. My mom was a bit taken aback by the amount of cleavage my dress showed, but she couldn't deny how stunning I looked.

My dad, on the other hand, was absolutely speechless. He looked at me like I was the most beautiful girl in the world, and it made me feel like a true goddess.

"Stacey, you look...wow," he finally managed to say, his eyes wide with amazement.

"Thank you, Dad," I replied, grinning from ear to ear.

Mom, on the other hand, looked a bit concerned.

"Sweetheart, you’re gorgeous but are you sure you want to wear that dress? It's showing a lot of skin."

I rolled my eyes, already anticipating her reaction.

"Mom, please. It's prom night, and I want to look my best. Plus, it's not like I'm showing anything inappropriate."

He chuckled, sensing the tension between me and her.

"Come on, honey. Let the girl have her fun. She looks amazing, and she's not a little girl anymore."

She let out a sigh, knowing she couldn't argue with my dad.

"Fine, but just be careful, Stacey. You never know what kind of people will be at that prom."

I nodded, grateful for their compliments but also eager to leave and show off my dress to everyone else.

"Thanks, mom, dad. I'll be careful, I promise. Now, can we take some pictures before I head out?"

They both agreed, and I posed for the camera with a big smile on my face, feeling like the most beautiful girl in the world.

Soon after, the sound of the doorbell echoed through the house, and I heard my mom's hesitant footsteps as she approached the door.
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I was already feeling a bit nervous, but the sight of Xander, Jack, Hunter, and Paul standing on our doorstep with four expensive cars on the street made my heart skip a beat.

She opened the door, looking a little confused at the sight of the four boys.

"Can I help you?" she asked, her voice hesitant.

"Hi, Mrs. Wetthole," Xander said smoothly, flashing her a charming smile.

"I’m here to pick up Stacey for prom."

“What!? I’m here to pick her up!” Hunter interjected.

“You must be kidding!” Jack added.

Paul’s didn’t add but I could see the shocked look on his face.

I appeared behind my mom, my heart racing with excitement as I caught sight of the boys. She looked me over, a frown forming on her face as she took in the revealing dress I was wearing.

I stepped forward, a smile on my face as I greeted the boys.

"Hi, guys," I said, my voice filled with excitement.

"You all look amazing!"

Suddenly, their anger was pacified as soon as they saw my whole look—their eyes lingering on my dress and my perfectly styled hair and makeup.

I could tell they were impressed, and I felt a rush of satisfaction at the thought of how desirable I must look to them.

Xander cleared his throat, tearing his gaze away from me to address my mom.

"We'll have her back by midnight, Mrs. Wetthole," he said smoothly.

"I promise she'll be in good hands,” Jack added.

My mom looked uncertain, but my dad appeared at her side, a grin on his face as he surveyed the boys.

"Don't worry, honey," he said to my mom.

"These boys seem like upstanding young men."

I felt my cheeks flush with pleasure at my dad's words, and I shot him a grateful smile. The boys grinned at my dad's praise, clearly pleased with themselves.

Standing on the street, I was greeted by Xander, Jack, Hunter, and Paul, all looking dapper in their suits. They presented me with their corsage one-by-one, and I felt like a princess with four beautiful flowers adorning my left arm. Each corsage was unique and perfectly matched the color of my dress.

"Wow, you boys look so handsome," I said, admiring their suits.

"You look stunning, Stacey," Xander said, smiling at me.

"Absolutely gorgeous," Jack added.

My dad came out of the house and was impressed by the sight before him.

"Well, well, well. Look at all these handsome young men," he said with a grin.

"Stacey, why don't you take some pictures with them?"

I couldn't agree more, so I asked my mom to grab her camera. We took a few photos, posing in different ways with each of the boys, and they all looked so happy to be there with me.

After the photo session, we decided to hop into Hunter’s fancy limousine and headed to Summitville. As we drove, I chatted with each of them and got to know them better. They were all so charming and funny, and I felt lucky to have four amazing dates.

"Stacey, I’m sure you’ll be the most beautiful girl there tonight," Hunter said, his eyes locked on mine.

I blushed, feeling flattered.

"Thanks, Hunter. You're not too shabby yourself," I said, laughing.

Paul, who had been quiet for most of the ride, suddenly spoke up.

"You know, Stacey, I've had a crush on you since freshman year," he confessed. Even before you had those big boobs.”

The boys teased him, causing him to blush, almost as red as his hair. I was surprised but flattered by his admission.

"Really? I had no idea," I said, smiling at him.

"Yeah, I was too scared to ask you out. But I'm glad I finally did," he said, taking my hand in his.

Suddenly, I heard the sound of my phone ringing, and when I checked it, I saw it was Billy calling. I swiped to answer, and he asked me where I was.

"Hey Billy, are you ready?" I said.

"Hey, where are you? I'm already waiting in the car," he replied.

"Good, sorry, I'm still inside the salon. I'll be there in about 10 more minutes," I said, trying to sound convincing.

"Okay, I'll wait for you. See you soon," he said before hanging up.

As soon as I ended the call, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction. This was my chance to get back at him for what he did to me. I was finally in control.

"I'm gonna make him wait a little longer," I thought to myself.

"He deserves to know what it feels like to be let down."

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. For a moment, I felt guilty about what I was doing, but then I reminded myself of how he had hurt me. He deserved this.

I continued to relax and enjoy my time with the boys, knowing that Billy was waiting for me on a street, unaware that I had no intention of showing up anytime soon.


Chapter 10
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As we walked toward Summitville, I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement. The air was filled with the sounds of music and laughter, and there were lights everywhere.

Summitville looked absolutely breathtaking. It was like a fairytale come to life, with flowers and balloons decorating every corner.

Couples were posing for pictures, while groups of friends were laughing and taking selfies. The atmosphere was simply electric.

The boys were all dressed in their finest suits, and I couldn't help but notice how handsome they looked. Jack had opted for a classic black tuxedo, while Hunter had chosen a sharp navy blue suit.

Xander was wearing a stylish maroon jacket, while Paul had gone for a more traditional look with a white tuxedo. They were all perfect in their own way, but it was me who stood out the most.

As we walked, I could feel everyone's eyes on me. Girls were looking at me with envy, while guys were staring at me with longing looks.

I felt like a goddess, with my red dress hugging my curves in all the right places. My hair was styled in loose waves, and my makeup was perfect. I was the center of attention, and I loved it.

The Bombshell Babes were there too, and they were fuming. Not only were their outfits bland and boring, but I took all of their dates.

I could tell they were trying to pretend like they didn't care, but I knew they were seething with jealousy. I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction as I walked past them, holding onto the arms of the four most handsome boys in school.

As we approached the entrance, a group of photographers asked us to pose for pictures. We happily obliged, striking various poses and smiling for the cameras.

I felt like a celebrity, and it was an amazing feeling. We finally made our way inside, and I was blown away by the decorations. The theme was "A Night in Paris", and it felt like we had been transported to the city of love itself.

The dance floor was crowded, and the music was loud. Couples were dancing to slow songs, while groups of friends were jumping and dancing to fast beats.

The boys asked me to dance, and we spent the first few dances together.
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I couldn't help but feel a sense of contentment as we swayed to the music. It felt like everything was perfect.

As the night went on, I found myself dancing with different guys. Xander, Jack, Hunter, and Paul were all having a great time, and so was I. The music was amazing, and I felt like I was in a dream. It was like nothing could go wrong.

An hour passed, and I was still having the time of my life dancing with Xander, Jack, Hunter, and Paul. I didn't care if my wig was disheveled and if Billy was waiting outside the salon earlier because it was his fault for being a jerk.
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But suddenly, I saw him standing at the edge of the dance floor, glaring at me with a burning rage.

"What the hell, Stacey? You made me wait for nothing!" Billy yelled at me over the loud music.

"I don’t know what you’re talking about. You must be dreaming." I replied with a sassy tone.

Everyone around us turned to watch as our conversation got louder. The Bombshell Babes were there too, trying to eavesdrop on our conversation. I could see the envy in their eyes, wishing they were in my shoes.

"You stood me up on purpose, didn't you?! You're just trying to make me jealous," he continued, his fists clenched.

"You wish, Billy. I'm having a great time with my four handsome dates here," I said, holding up my left arm with the four corsages on it.

Xander, Jack, Hunter, and Paul all smiled at me, clearly enjoying the attention. I could tell they were proud to be seen with me.

"You're such a bitch, Stacey. You think you're better than everyone else?" he spat at me.

"You must be talking about Megan," I retorted, feeling a rush of anger.

The music paused for a moment, and everyone around us went quiet, waiting to see what would happen next.

"I'm sorry, Stacey. I just...I don't know. I really like you, and I hate seeing you with other guys," Billy said, his voice suddenly softer.

Suddenly, our argument was cut off short as Mr. Wang began to announce the prom kings and queens. The entire gym fell silent, brimming with anticipation. I could feel my heart pounding with anxiety as I waited to hear the results.

"And the winner of prom king is... Billy Bronson!" Mr. Wang announced, and the crowd erupted into cheers.

I glanced over at Billy, who looked ecstatic as he made his way to the stage to accept his crown. Despite our recent argument, I couldn't help but feel happy for him.

“And Summitville’s prom queen is… Stacey Wetthole!”

Everyone cheered but the excitement was short-lived as Megan suddenly let out a loud scream.

"No way! This is rigged! Stacey isn't even a real woman, she shouldn't have won!" she protested.

The room fell silent once again as everyone turned to stare at her. I could feel my cheeks flushing with embarrassment as I heard the whispers and giggles around me.

But suddenly, the crowd began to boo and jeer at Megan, drowning out her protests.

"Get over it, Megan! Stacey deserved to win!" someone shouted from the back.

Mr. Wang then stepped forward, trying to calm the situation.

"Now, now, let's not get carried away. Stacey, please come up to the stage to receive your crown," he announced.

I hesitated for a moment, feeling nervous as I made my way through the crowd towards the stage. But as I climbed the stairs to receive my crown, the cheering and applause from the crowd overwhelmed me.

As Mr. Wang placed the crown on my head, I felt like a true queen. Looking out at the sea of faces in front of me, I felt a sense of pride and satisfaction. I had come so far, from being humiliated by the Bombshell Babes to standing up for myself and being crowned prom queen.

Suddenly, Billy took the microphone from Mr. Wang, making my heart skip a beat. I couldn't believe he was making a speech. The crowd was cheering and hollering, eagerly waiting for him to say something.

He cleared his throat, and in his most sincere voice, he started to apologize.

"Stacey, I'm sorry for everything. I shouldn't have treated you the way I did. You deserve better, and I realize that now. I know it's too late for me to say this, but I love you. I've loved you for a long time and I was just too afraid. I will love you forever. I'm not afraid of what others would say anymore, and I want you to be my girlfriend. Will you forgive me, Stacey?"

My eyes welled up with tears as I heard his words. I couldn't believe this was happening.

The crowd was silent, waiting for my response. I took a deep breath, looked into Billy's eyes, and said, "Yes, Billy, I forgive you. I love you too."

The crowd erupted into cheers, and he kneeled before me, taking my hand and slipping a ring on my finger. I felt tears streaming down my face as he stood up, and we hugged each other tightly.
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The cheers grew louder as we shared a passionate kiss.

Mr. Wang took the mic out of jealousy and cleared his throat, trying to grab the attention of the crowd.

"Ladies and gentlemen, we have our prom king and queen!"

The crowd roared as we walked towards the stage, hand in hand.

Billy took the mic again.

“I want to thank everyone for coming here tonight. This is the best night of my life, and I couldn’t have done it without Stacey. I love you all, and I hope you have a great night.”

The night ended with dancing, laughter, and love. He and I danced together, lost in each other’s arms. The other boys I had invited to prom didn’t matter anymore.

It was just me and Billy, two young lovers, celebrating our love under the moonlight.


Epilogue
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As summer break rolled around, Billy and I were still basking in the afterglow of our prom night. We spent our days lounging by the pool, taking long walks on the beach, and just enjoying each other's company.

We talked about our future and where we wanted to go to college.

He was accepted into several top universities with his impressive grades and athletic talent, but he surprised me by choosing to attend a local college.

He said he didn't want to be far away from me and that he wanted to build a life with me in our hometown.

I, on the other hand, was torn between going to a prestigious university across the country or staying close to home. I knew that going away would be an incredible opportunity, but I also couldn't bear the thought of being away from him.

During our break, as I waited for him to finish setting up a tent for our camping date, my phone buzzed.

“Hey, Stacey baby, have college plans yet?” Mr. Mulroney sent a message through text.

I started typing when…

“Hey, Stace, you think this tent can handle our rough night?” Billy asked with a wink. I smiled at him before sending my reply then rushed to him—giving him a deep, wet, and passionate kiss by the lake.

The End <3

What a wild ride! I truly hope you enjoyed this one. Stacey holds such a special place in my heart and I’m glad you guys voted for the continuation of her story.

It gives me great pleasure knowing that you and I have such a strong bond.

I hope that you enjoyed reading it as much as I tried my best to control myself and finish it as I was extremely wet and aroused while writing!

If you enjoyed, it, please pretty please, give it a rating and review on Kindle. It would mean so much to me and would propel the rankings for more readers to enjoy her story.

Missed the first book?
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Read Stacey Part 1

Introducing, my first ever POV Feminization book. Yes, it’s YOUR story. I just wrote it for you.
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Note: This is a Graphic Novella, it includes beautiful images inside! Enjoy!

Get ready for an unforgettable journey of self-discovery and desire. In this steamy and provocative novella, the protagonist is YOU.

Yearning to explore your feminine side? With the help of a unique and alluring companion, me, you will embark on a journey that will unlock new realms of passion and pleasure.

As you explore the sensual world of femininity, you will discover a side of yourself that you never knew existed. From the soft embrace of lingerie against your skin to the flow of a frilly dress, revel in the freedom of expressing yourself in ways that were previously unimaginable.

But with pleasure comes risk, and you must navigate a world that is not always accepting of those who challenge societal norms.

Will you be able to overcome the obstacles in your path and fully embrace your newfound identity, or will you be forced to hide your desires once again?

With sizzling storytelling and imagery, this book is a journey of discovery and desire that will leave you breathless.

The setting of this story is in the Philippines and you’re looking forward to your vacation in Boracay island, a tropical paradise. I, Lilly, a hot Asian transgender lady, will help realize your innermost fantasies. If you're ready to explore the limits of passion and pleasure, then come along for the ride. It's going to be a wild one.

Read Feminizing You


Other Titles
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“Look kid, I’m gonna be blunt with you, we don't hire twigs as fitness instructors. We’re called Big Boys gym for a reason. We have something open for the Dancing Diva class though.”

Read Let’s Get Physical
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It encapsulates five titillating reluctant feminization stories of men submitting to sissification brought upon by domineering t-girls and femdom.

Read Top T-Girls and Sub Sissies

[image: ]

It encapsulates three transgender romance stories of three sissies’ first time feminization, forced feminization, and sissy husband experiences with three dominant transgender women.

Read Romantic Sissies V1
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It encapsulates three transgender romance and MM stories of three sissies’ forced feminization fairy tales with dominant transgender women, futas, and romantic gentlemen.

Read Sissy Fairy Tales Volume One
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Transformed By T-Girls Volume One is Lilly Lustwood’s first collection of her Prima Femina Romances books.

Read Transformed By T-Girls Vol. One
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It contains Five Best-selling Transgender, Feminization, and Sissy Romances brought upon by self-discovery and love.

Read The Feminization Bible V1
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Find a place with utmost privacy and join Lilly as she takes you back to 2007 when she experienced being coveted, objectified, and loved for the very first time.

Read My Cherry No More


Author’s Message
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Dear Romantic Reader,

Thank you very much for purchasing and reading Stacey The School Slut Sissy Part Two.

For a writer, I can’t seem to find the best word to describe how grateful I am for your support.

If you enjoyed this book, KINDLY (with puppy-dog eyes) give it a Rating and Review it on Kindle.

Let’s get it to the overall bestseller list <3

Should you feel the need to send me a message concerning this book, your love life, or just about anything, please feel free to follow the pages below and Subscribe to my Mailing List to get updates on Free Books, Promos, and New Releases.

Mailing List (stats.sender.net/forms/er756a/view)

Home Page (www.lillylustwood.wordpress.com)

Amazon Page (www.amazon.com/Lilly-Lustwood/e/B0B9X11BMR/)

Facebook | Twitter | TikTok (@LillyLustwood)

Goodreads (www.goodreads.com/lillylustwood)
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