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The final bell had rung almost an hour earlier, but the nervous flutter in my stomach refused to settle. I walked between Tori and Trisha down the long hallway toward the girls’ gym, my shiny black Mary Janes clicking softly against the tiled floor with each careful step. My pleated miniskirt swished around my thighs, the hem brushing just high enough to keep me hyper-aware of how much leg I was showing. My white blouse felt snug across my chest, the fabric stretching slightly against the soft, rounded swell that had grown there over the past few months. Every little movement and sensation was like a constant, sobering reminder of who I had become and what I was about to walk into.

Tori slipped her arm through mine, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Don’t worry, girl. You’re gonna be great.”

Trisha leaned in from the other side, her brunette hair swinging as she flashed a playful smile. “You better be. We want our sissy on the team, and you don’t want to disappoint us.”

I managed a nervous little smile, my painted lips curving even as my stomach lurched. “Thanks, Mistresses, I’ll… I’ll do my best.”

Both girls giggled, clearly amused by my nervousness.

We reached the locker room doors, and they gave me one last encouraging pat on the ass before heading off to sit with the coach and get ready to judge all the girls trying out. I pushed inside alone, the humid air thick with the scent of floral body sprays and faint sweat. A handful of other girls were already changing, chatting and laughing as they peeled off their pink plaid uniform skirts and crisp white blouses. Shiny black Mary Janes lay scattered on the benches beside them. They slipped into leggings, tiny athletic shorts, loose t-shirts, sports bras, and sneakers, their bodies moving with casual confidence, their womanly curves on full display, smooth skin glowing under the fluorescent lights of the locker room.

I found an empty corner and quickly undressed, folding my blouse and skirt neatly like Grace had trained me. The short black athletic shorts I pulled on were ridiculously tight. The material clung to my hips and ass like a second skin, and when I glanced down, my breath caught. The bottom half of my cheeks were practically bursting out the back, rounder and fuller than I remembered. I had a bubble butt. The estrogen had done its work there too, softening and reshaping me in ways that made me sick with shame, but also oddly intrigued. It was strange to look down at my own body and see the things that would normally have turned me on in a girl. It was still incredibly humiliating, but the more I got used to it, the more I found myself checking out my new body, more so out of curiosity than anything else. I tugged at the hem of the shorts, but it barely covered anything. Next came the sports bra, a soft, supportive fabric that hugged my perky breasts snugly, the slight bounce as I adjusted the straps serving as another noticeable reminder of how different my body was now.

Dressed now in just the tiny shorts, sports bra, and my pink sneakers, I took a deep breath and walked out into the main gym. The polished wooden floor gleamed under the bright lights, the air cooler and echoing with the distant squeak of sneakers and girlish laughter. I climbed the bleachers and sat among the cluster of other girls trying out, crossing my smooth legs tightly and folding my hands in my lap. My wavy brown extensions fell softly past my shoulders, framing my nervous face as I watched.

One by one, girls were called up. They grabbed the pom poms, stepped onto the floor, and performed their routines. Some were energetic but sloppy, others clearly nervous and offbeat. I found myself sitting straighter, a quiet confidence building in my chest as I compared their stumbles to the hours of naked practice the cheer squad had put me through at Tori’s sleepover. I had picked it all up so quickly, probably due to my years in gymnastics, and my ballet experience couldn’t hurt. My hips already knew the motions, my arms remembered the sharp, precise snaps. For a moment I caught myself proudly thinking how much of a better cheerleader I would make than these girls. Then it hit me. I was supposed to hate this. I was supposed to feel ridiculous sitting here in these tiny shorts with my feminized body on display. Instead, part of me was actually looking forward to stepping out there. I wondered for a moment how I would ever go back to being James now that I was like this. I told myself that I just had to put up with this year and then I’d be home-free for college, but day by day that felt more and more like a lie I was telling myself.

I quickly looked down at my manicured nails, anxiety creeping in as I tried to push the thought away.

Then the coach’s voice cut through the gym calling my name.

A sudden jolt of adrenaline shot through me making my heart pound against my ribs and my chest rise and fall with quick, shallow breaths. My mouth went dry. I timidly stood up, smoothing my hands down the front of my shorts, feeling the fabric stretch tight over my widened hips. Every eye in the bleachers seemed to turn toward me as I began the short walk down the metal steps, my sneakers squeaking softly, my round ass jiggling with each nervous step in the too-short shorts that left so much of me exposed.

I stepped onto the polished wooden floor, the bright lights overhead making everything feel too exposed. At the long table set up near the front, Coach Mindy sat with a clipboard, her expression pretty but intensely focused. To her left was Tori, looking stunning in her red-and-white cheer uniform, the sleeveless V-neck top with the sparkly red panther logo across the chest, blue-and-white trim, and the short pleated red skirt that showed off her toned legs. To her right sat Trisha and Lila, both equally sexy in their matching uniforms, their hair pulled back and smiles playing on their lips as they watched me approach.

My hands trembled slightly as I stopped in front of them, the weight of all those eyes on my barely-covered body making my skin prickle.

“Alright, Jennifer,” Coach Mindy said, her tone brisk but encouraging. “Let’s see what you’ve got. Start with a basic cheer stance: feet together, hands on hips, big smile!”

I swallowed hard, forcing my glossy lips into a bright smile as I planted my feet together. My arms moved into position, but my posture felt stiff at first, shoulders tense. The girls at the table smirked, Tori giving me a tiny nod of reassurance while Trisha’s eyes sparkled with amusement.

Coach Mindy did not look impressed. “Good start. Now hit me with a high V, arms straight up, nice and sharp!”

I raised my arms overhead, trying to make the motion crisp and enthusiastic even as my heart raced. The movement pulled the sports bra tighter across my chest, making my boobs jiggle a little bit. I held the pose, feeling the stretch in my shoulders.

She looked a bit more intrigued by my potential. “Nice extension. Now transition into a low V, then punch it out to a T!”

My arms dropped smoothly into the low V before snapping outward into the T position. The motions felt surprisingly easy after all the practice, my body remembered how to move with control and grace. A small flicker of confidence warmed me as I held it steady.

Coach Mindy nodded. “Better. Let’s add some footwork. Five, six, seven, eight, step-touch right, clap, step-touch left, then a quick kick!”

I moved with the count, my hips swaying as I stepped and touched, the tiny shorts riding up even higher with each motion. My round ass cheeks peeked out more with every kick, but I kept my movements precise, channeling my grace and flexibility into bubbly cheer energy. The nerves in my stomach eased just a little as I nailed the sequence without stumbling.

Mindy looked pleased, and I could tell from the look on the girls’ faces that I was doing well now. “Great energy! Now grab the pom poms and give me a full routine, start with a herkie jump, land into a toe touch, then hit a pike jump. Make it confident and loud!”

I scooped up the pom poms, the plastic ribbons rustling in my hands. My first herkie jump felt shaky, legs kicking out unevenly as I landed with a soft thud. But the second attempt came smoother, my body lifted with surprising lightness, thighs flexing, breasts bouncing lightly in the sports bra. The toe touch followed, my legs spreading wide in the air before I snapped back down. By the time I hit the pike jump, my movements had grown bolder, more enthusiastic, the grace from my summer of ballet making every leap look fluid and feminine. The pom poms shook sharply with each arm motion, my wavy brown hair bouncing around my shoulders.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Tori, Trisha, and Lila watching with smirking approval, their expressions shifting from playful amusement to genuine impressed glances.

Coach Mindy leaned forward slightly. “Excellent control on those jumps! Now let’s see some tumbling: cartwheel into a round-off, then finish with a clean back handspring if you’ve got it!”

Adrenaline surged again, but this time it carried excitement instead of pure fear. I took a running start, hands planting firmly as I executed the cartwheel, my body turning gracefully in the air, shorts riding up scandalously but my form staying controlled. The round-off flowed right into the back handspring, my legs whipping over with surprising power and poise, landing solidly on the mat. The feminine arch in my back during the motion made everything feel elegantly ladylike in the worst way.

When I straightened up, breathing a little harder, the girls at the table were all grinning widely. Coach Mindy’s intense expression had softened into a pleased smile.

She waved me forward to the table. I walked over on slightly wobbly legs, my cheeks flushed, but my steps lighter than when I’d started.

Coach Mindy leaned in and spoke quietly, her voice warm. “You were great, sweetie. You’re a natural.”

Tori, Trisha, and Lila were all grinning at me, their eyes sparkling with pride and something hungrier.

I giggled shyly, the sound coming out coy and girly as I ducked my head a little. “Thank you, Coach Mindy.”

She nodded. “Trisha will get you a uniform. Go with her, just be lowkey since we still need to decide who out of the other girls made the team.”

A genuine spark of excitement fluttered in my chest. “Thank you, Coach Mindy. I will.”

Trisha stood up smoothly, still in her sexy cheer uniform, and led me toward a side door. Once we were in the quiet cheer supply room, she squealed and pulled me into a tight hug, her larger breasts pressing against mine through our tops. “Congratulations, sissy! You’re a cheerleader now!”

She handed me the folded uniform, a red pleated skirt, white-and-red V-neck top with the sparkly cougar on it, just like the ones the girls had been wearing. Then she gave my ass a firm slap, the sound echoing lightly in the small room. “A cheerleader with a fat ass.”

I giggled, the sound escaping before I could stop it. “Thank you, Mistress.”

As I carefully folded the uniform and tucked it into my bag, Trisha watched me with a mischievous grin. “I still can’t get over how crazy this all must be for you: ballerina, sissy maid, cocksucker, and now cheerleader!”

I looked down at the floor, shame weighing heavily in my stomach as her words sank in, dragging me back to reality. “Yeah…”

Trisha giggled softly, then leaned in and kissed my cheek, her lips warm and sticky from her lip gloss. “Go find Tori, girly boy. I know she’s as excited as I am, probably even more.”

Twenty minutes later I sat in the passenger seat of Tori’s car, the pleated red skirt of my new cheer uniform fanned out across my smooth thighs, the crisp white-and-red V-neck top hugging my perky breasts and displaying the tops of them. Matching red-and-white ribbons tied my wavy brown extensions into playful pigtails that bounced with every small movement of my head, exactly the way Tori had insisted when she had me change right there in her car after leaving the gym. The short pleated skirt barely covered the bottom of my ass, and every shift in the seat made the fabric ride up, reminding me how much of my thickened, rounded cheeks were on display.

At every red-light Tori leaned over, her pillowy lips capturing mine in deep, hungry kisses while her hand slid boldly under the miniskirt. Her fingers found the front of my tiny pink panties and fondled my caged cock roughly, squeezing and rubbing the smooth plastic through the satin with aggressive little strokes that made me strain desperately against my pink prison. The sensation was intense, painful pressure mixed with helpless full-body arousal that had nowhere to go. When the light turned green, she would pull away with a wicked little giggle, leaving me breathless and throbbing.

She kept looking at me like I was food. “I’m so proud of you for making the team, Jenny… My sweet little bitch is a cheerleader now!”

I let out a soft, nervous giggle, the sound bubbling up even as an embarrassed blush bloomed across my cheeks and down my neck. Hearing her call me degrading names like that always made me squirm with leftover shame from the boy I used to be, yet her giddiness and excitement were enough to overwhelm any negative feeling. My nipples hardened against the soft fabric of my bra, and the rough teasing under my skirt left me aching and leaking uselessly into the cage. Thinking about how I now got wet far more often than hard, being called her bitch felt especially fitting.

“So where are we going, Mistress?” I asked, my voice coming out breathy and high-pitched.

She grinned, eyes sparkling as she accelerated through the intersection. “The mall, pretty girl.”

I turned toward her with a playful smile still lingering on my face. “Why’d I have to put on my new uniform for the mall, Mistress?”

Tori glanced over at me, her expression turning slow and seductive, lips curving into that dangerous smile that always made my pulse race. “Because you’re my property, Jennifer, and I say so. It turns me on to see my little gay boy dressed up in his slutty cheer uniform.”

Heat flooded my face as a deep, burning blush spread across it. I shifted in the seat, the short skirt riding higher on my thighs as I softly protested, “I’m not gay, Mistress…”

She laughed like I had just said the funniest thing as she pulled smoothly into a parking spot near the mall entrance. Before I could say anything else she leaned across the console and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding invasively into my mouth. When she finally pulled back, her eyes were gleaming with satisfaction.

“You’re a boy, Jennifer. A boy who sucks cock and now who cheerleads on an all-girl team. You are a complete and utter faggot… and I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

The words cut deep coming from her, cruel and humiliating. My chest tightened painfully, a sudden sadness rising behind my eyes as her words sank in. My pink lower lip trembled, and I had to blink hard against the hot sting threatening to spill over.

Tori noticed immediately. She kissed me again, softer this time, while her hand dove back under my skirt and grabbed my caged cock and balls hard, squeezing with deliberate pressure. The sudden sharp pain made my eyes fly open and a tiny whimper escape my throat.

She smirked against my lips, voice dripping with playful cruelty. “It feels so tiny, doesn’t it, Jennifer?”

The mix of pain from her tight grip and the shame her words brought, pointing out something I’d been noticing more and more, how much smaller and softer everything down there had become, made me want to cry. But strangely, pathetically, her teasing was also turning me on. I could feel the truth of it throbbing uselessly against the unyielding pink plastic. My voice came out small and defeated. “Yes, Mistress…”

She loosened her grip just enough to stroke me teasingly through the panties, leaning in to whisper seductively against my ear, “Good. Big dicks are for real men. I love your little pussy.”

Then she released me completely, planted one last lingering kiss on my lips, and smiled brightly. “Come on, princess.”

My caged clit throbbed insistently as I stepped out of the car, the cool afternoon air rushing up under my tiny pleated skirt and brushing against my smooth, exposed thighs and the curve of my perky ass. Every step toward the mall entrance made the short red skirt swish and flirt dangerously high, the ribbons in my pigtails bouncing with each movement. I felt super vulnerable and utterly on display, like every person walking past could see exactly what I had become: a feminized boy in a slutty cheerleader uniform, pigtails swaying, breasts gently bouncing, following his owner like the obedient little bitch she kept telling me I was.

The conflicting rush of humiliation, arousal, and that strange, giddy excitement from being in her presence still swirled inside me, leaving my cheeks flushed and my heart beating fast as we approached the busy mall doors.

A few moments later we stepped into Claire’s, the jewelry shop’s bright store lights and the smell of rubbing alcohol immediately hitting me. The cheerful pop music playing overhead only made the knot in my stomach twist tighter. My new cheer uniform felt even smaller and more revealing under the store’s fluorescent glow, the short red pleated skirt swishing against my smooth thighs with every hesitant step, the crisp white-and-red top hugging my perky breasts so snugly that the sparkly little panther seemed to announce my new status to the entire mall.

The girl behind the counter, a bubbly college-aged brunette with colorful clips in her hair, looked up with a bright smile. “Hi! How can I help you ladies?”

Tori squeezed my hand and answered eagerly, her voice full of excitement. “Hi, I’m here to get my sissy’s ears pierced and get her some jewelry.”

Panic exploded inside me in an instant. I blushed furiously, my pouty lips parting in silent embarrassment as I stared down at the sparkly display cases, my pigtails with their matching ribbons swinging forward to partially hide my burning cheeks.

The clerk giggled, clearly delighted. “Oh my gosh, this should be fun! When is he, I mean she, coming in?”

Tori didn’t miss a beat. She gently ushered me forward with a hand on the small of my back. “This is her.”

The girl’s eyes widened, her gaze sweeping over me from my ribboned pigtails down to the short cheer skirt and then lingering especially long on the soft, rounded swell of my breasts straining against the uniform top. “Oh my God… I thought she was a girl. And that outfit…”

Tori giggled, clearly enjoying every second of my humiliation. “She basically is. She just made the cheer team, so I figured I’d get her ears pierced as a reward. It’s long overdue anyway.”

I fidgeted uncomfortably, shifting my weight from one foot to the other. The casual way Tori had just called me her sissy and exposed me right there in public, in front of a total stranger, sent a confusing rush through me. It was mortifying, my skin prickled with shame as the clerk stared and laughed at me like I was her entertainment. On the other hand, there was a subtle thrill that made my caged clit twitch helplessly against the tight pink plastic again. I couldn’t believe how boldly she was exposing me, and yet part of me felt a dizzying sense of excitement at being so completely owned and shown off.

The clerk was still staring, particularly at my chest, her expression a mix of shock and amusement. “Definitely overdue. I can’t believe you got her boobs before earrings.”

Both girls burst into giggles at that. The sound made my blush deepen to a scorching crimson. I quickly folded my arms over my chest, trying to hide the perky mounds that had grown so noticeably over the summer.

The clerk motioned with a grin. “Sit down, miss,” she said, barely able to contain her giggles.

I lowered myself into the piercing chair, the short pleated skirt riding dangerously high on my thighs as I crossed my smooth legs tightly. My heart hammered against my ribs while she prepared the gun. The first quick sting in my left earlobe made me flinch, followed immediately by the second in my right. The cool metal slid through the fresh holes with a sharp little pinch that sent a little chill down my neck. She explained how to clean and maintain them, her tone giggly and condescending the whole time, like she was talking to a child, but all I could focus on was the unfamiliar weight already tugging gently at my newly pierced ears and the way my pigtails now brushed against the tender spots.

Afterward, she helped Tori pick out earrings. They went through tray after tray, selecting a bunch of pairs: sparkly studs, dainty hearts, and colorful hoops. Finally, they settled on a pair of big, shiny gold hoop earrings to wear out. The clerk slid them into my freshly pierced lobes, the heavier hoops pulling noticeably with every small movement of my head, a constant, dangling reminder that my purpose was now to be ornamental.

Next, Tori turned to the clerk with a bright smile. “I want to get her a necklace too, as a gift.”

The girl nodded eagerly. “What did you have in mind?”

Tori looked at me with a smirk and then back at the clerk. “Something really dainty and girly she can wear with a lot of outfits,” Tori replied.

They browsed through several displays, holding up delicate chains and tiny pendants until Tori’s eyes lit up. They chose a thin gold chain with a little ballerina pendant dangling from it, graceful and feminine, the tiny figure captured mid-pirouette.

Tori took the necklace and stepped behind me. “We’ll take it.” Her fingers brushed the sensitive skin of my neck as she fastened the clasp, the cool metal settling against my collarbone. The dainty ballerina pendant came to rest right between my boobs, nestled in my cleavage, the gentle weight of it pressing lightly against my skin with every breath.

She admired her work for a moment, then asked softly, “Do you like it, sissy?”

The humiliation was overwhelming, standing there in my slutty little cheer uniform with big hoop earrings now swinging from my freshly pierced ears, a ballerina pendant sitting shamelessly between my growing boobs, while a stranger bagged up the rest of the jewelry and tried not to laugh. My throat felt tight, a confusing swirl of deep shame and reluctant gratitude for my gifts and Tori’s dominance twisting inside me. I couldn’t deny the excited little flutter in my stomach at how pleased Tori looked.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, my voice small and breathy. I turned and gave her a shy hug, my arms wrapping around her soft body as the big hoop earrings brushed against her shoulder and the pendant shifted between us.

The clerk, still bagging the selected earrings, cracked up at my girlish reaction, her laughter ringing through the store.

A few hours later, I sat at the vanity in Trisha’s bedroom, the soft glow of the vanity lights casting a warm shimmer across the glossy black satin of my sissy maid uniform. The tiny dress clung to my feminized curves, its sweetheart neckline framing the top of my boobs while the poofy white petticoats flared out dramatically around my hips, making the short hem ride high on my stocking-clad thighs. My black lace choker hugged my neck, my little white maid cap perched neatly in my wavy brown hair, and my new big gold hoop earrings swung heavily from my freshly pierced lobes with every tilt of my head, their unfamiliar weight a constantly distracting sensation.

I leaned closer to the mirror, carefully applying the final coat of bold, slutty lipstick, bright cherry red that made my lips look plump and obscene. False lashes fluttered against my eyelids as I blinked, the heavy makeup turning my reflection into something unmistakably whorish and feminine. The scent of the creamy lipstick and the faint vanilla of my body lotion filled my nose with every breath.

Trisha lounged on her bed behind me, scrolling on her phone, her long legs stretched out casually. Just as I pressed my lips together to set the color, a car horn blared from outside.

She sat up with a stretch. “That’s my cue. I’ll see you later, sissy.”

I capped the lipstick and turned on the vanity stool, the petticoats fluffing noisily around me. “Where are you going, Mistress?”

Trisha grabbed her purse from the nightstand, slinging it over her shoulder with a casual flick of her brunette hair. “Out with Tori and two guys from school.”

I stood up slowly, the black heels clicking against the hardwood as the short satin skirt swayed and the hoop earrings brushed my shoulders. My stomach did a jealous little flip hearing that Tori was going out with another guy. “Um… like a date, Mistress?”

“Yes, sissy,” she replied, her tone light but pointed as she checked her reflection in the mirror. “You can’t keep all the dick to yourself.”

I suddenly felt like crying. While the love of my life was going on a double date with some lucky guy, I would be at her best friend’s house serving as her mom and her friends’ sissy maid. It was moments like these that really drove home just how pathetically far I was from being a real man.

She stepped in front of me, her expression shifting to something slightly annoyed as she looked me up and down in the ridiculous maid outfit. “Aren’t you gonna wish me a good date, Jenny?”

I quickly gathered the sides of the poofy petticoats and dropped into a deep, obedient curtsy, the satin rustling loudly as I lowered my eyes submissively. “Yes, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress. Have a great date!”

Trisha laughed, deeply amused as she turned toward the bedroom door. “Have fun with my mom, girly boy. I’d get down there quickly; her friends are eager to meet you. I’ll tell Tori you wished her luck with her date.”

My cheeks burned hotter at the casual reminder. I dropped into another quick curtsy, the petticoats bouncing and the little white maid cap shifting slightly in my hair. “Yes, Mistress.”

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving me standing there in the middle of her room, dressed like the perfect little sissy maid, bright red lips glistening, hoop earrings swaying, heart pounding with a confusing mix of shame, sadness, nervous anticipation, and that strange, deepening pull of submission.

I descended the stairs carefully in the tall black heels, each step making the poofy white petticoats of my black satin maid uniform rustle loudly and the short skirt bounce and flare around my thickened thighs. The tight sweetheart neckline pressed my perky breasts together, creating a provocative cleavage that jiggled slightly with every movement. My new hoops swung heavily from my freshly pierced lobes, brushing against my neck and shoulders, while the little white maid cap sat perched in my wavy brown hair. Bright red lipstick made my lips feel obscenely plump, and the black lace choker hugged my throat like a constant reminder of exactly what I was.

When I reached the dining room, Miss Keller was seated at the head of the polished wooden table, looking commanding in tight leather pants that hugged her ass and a crisp white blouse stretched taut over her big, full breasts. To her left sat a tall, gorgeous black woman with an absolutely insane hourglass figure, long legs, tiny waist, huge breasts, and powerful, confident posture that made her look both stunning and intimidating. To her right was a shorter, very pretty brunette with her hair pulled into a high, sleek ponytail, her expression sharp and amused. I could immediately sense that I was not their equal.

The moment they saw me, both women’s faces lit up with pure amusement. The tall Black woman burst out laughing, a rich, delighted sound that echoed through the room.

“No fucking way… that’s a boy?” she said, eyes wide with disbelief as she looked me up and down.

Miss Keller smirked, leaning back in her chair. “Introduce yourself, Jennifer.”

I stood there shamefully fiddling with the hem of my skirt as I remembered exactly how I was supposed to greet her friends. I gathered the sides of the poofy petticoats, the satin rustling loudly, and dropped into a deep, graceful curtsy, my heels forcing my ass to push out prominently behind me. The hoop earrings swayed heavily with the motion.

“Good evening, ladies,” I said in my sweetest, softest voice, forcing a bright smile onto my glossy red lips. “I’m sissy Jennifer. I’m so excited to serve you tonight!”

Both women cracked up immediately, their laughter ringing out. The black woman wiped a tear from her eye, still chuckling. “You’re adorable, Jennifer. My name’s Cassie. It’s so nice to meet you.”

I curtsied again, the petticoats fluffing noisily, my cheeks burning as I kept the shy smile plastered on my face. “It’s nice to meet you too, Miss Cassie.”

The shorter brunette introduced herself next, her ponytail swinging as she grinned. “And I’m Alex, nice to meet you sissy Jennifer.”

I dropped into another curtsy. “It’s nice to meet you too, Miss Alex.”

Miss Keller gestured lazily toward the kitchen. “Ladies, would you like something to drink?”

“Wine,” they both answered almost in unison.

Miss Keller turned to me with a smirk. “Three glasses of red, fairy princess.”

I curtsied once more, the short satin dress riding up dangerously. “Right away, ladies.”

I hurried back with the tray, heels clicking, petticoats swishing, careful not to spill. The moment I approached the table again, my stomach dropped. Sitting right in the center was a big, thick black dildo, realistic and intimidating, standing upright on the polished wood.

I placed the wine glasses down with trembling hands, trying not to stare at it. My face felt like all the blood had drained from it.

Cassie took a slow sip of her wine, eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, sissy… Miss Keller here was telling us you sucked a boy’s cock. Is this true?”

The memory of Mark’s house, the girls watching and recording as he came in my mouth, flooded back in vivid, shameful detail. My voice came out small and ashamed. “Yes, Miss Cassie…”

She chuckled, swirling her wine. “Wow, that must’ve been so humiliating for you, there’s no way to convince yourself you’re a man after that… and I hear the guy used to be your best friend when you were a boy.”

My eyes watered and my throat tightened as I recalled every degrading second. I curtsied again, the motion automatic now. “Yes, Miss Cassie…”

Alex leaned forward with a sly little smile, her high ponytail swaying. “So you must be like a pro, right?”

I looked timidly at Miss Keller, who was smirking with obvious satisfaction. She tilted her head. “She is a very good cocksucker, right, Jennifer?”

The words made me feel utterly pathetic, but once again, my caged clit twitched uselessly in its tight prison as the humiliation washed over me. My voice came out soft and broken. “Yes, Miss Keller… I’m a very good cocksucker.”

Cassie’s eyes lit up. She grabbed the thick black dildo from the table and stood up swinging it around emphatically, her incredible figure moving with confident grace. “Then show us, girly boy.”

She walked over to the nearby wall and firmly suctioned the dildo onto it at the perfect height, the heavy silicone toy now jutting out obscenely. My heart hammered in my chest, dread pooling low in my belly even as a confusing spark of shameful arousal built inside me.

I gathered my petticoats and dropped into another deep curtsy, the satin rustling loudly around my legs. “Yes, Miss Cassie.”

I hesitated for a long moment, the poofy white petticoats of my black satin maid uniform rustling loudly with every tiny shift of my weight. My black heels clicked uncertainly on the hardwood floor as I walked over to the wall where the thick black dildo now was.

Kneeling slowly in front of the toy, the petticoats flared out around my thighs like a ridiculous frilly cloud, the smooth hardwood pressing cold and unforgiving against my knees through the thin nylon of my stockings. The realistic black dildo loomed right in front of my face: thick, veined, and glistening slightly under the dining room lights. The women’s eyes burned into me from the table, their giggles already starting as I leaned forward.

My glossy bright red lips parted and I pressed a soft, tentative kiss to the wide head. The silicone was firm and slightly cool against my mouth, the taste faintly rubbery and humiliating. I gave another soft kiss, then another, working my way down the shaft while the women erupted.

“Oh my God, look at her,” Cassie laughed, her rich voice dripping with amusement. “She’s practically making love to it.”

Miss Keller smirked, swirling her wine. “Such a sweet little sissy. Keep going, Jennifer.”

Shame flooded my entire face as I continued kissing the length of the toy, my hoop earrings swinging with each bob of my head. The degradation was crushing, kneeling there in my slutty little maid outfit, bright red lips leaving shiny lipstick marks all over a big black cock while three grown women watched and laughed at me. My stomach fluttered with shame, my caged clit straining uselessly in its tiny prison as I tried not to think about the fact that a part of me, the tiny part between my legs, was really starting to enjoy being treated like a bitch.

They kept commenting.

“Aw, she’s so well trained,” Alex teased, her high ponytail bouncing as she leaned forward. “And look at that cute little panty-covered butt peeking out from under her skirt. She really was made for this.”

I couldn’t help it. After a few more kisses, something shifted, and I could feel my panties growing wetter and wetter. My tongue slipped out, tracing the thick head, and I took the tip into my warm, wet mouth. The silicone stretched my bright red lips wide as I began to suck, slowly at first, then with growing hunger. My hand wrapped around the base, stroking in time with my mouth while wet, obscene sucking sounds filled the room. The women’s giggles turned into open mocking.

“Fuck, she’s really getting into it,” Cassie said, grinning down at me. “Such a hungry little faggot.”

Miss Keller chuckled. “Told you she was good. My daughter and her friend have completely broken her.”

The humiliation burned hotter with every word, every laugh, every crude comment. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked harder, bobbing my head, the heavy hoop earrings swinging wildly and occasionally tapping against the dildo. Saliva began to drip down my chin, mixing with the bright red lipstick and making everything feel slick and messy. My knees ached against the hard floor, the petticoats bunched awkwardly around me, and my breasts jiggled inside the tight sweetheart neckline with each enthusiastic movement. Deep down, the shame was overwhelming, I was on my knees in a maid uniform, sucking a dildo to amuse three women like the pathetic sissy I’d become. But on the outside, I was trembling, my panties soaked and my clit twitching inside them.

Despite their relentless mocking, the confusing arousal kept building. I felt something strange, something I’d only ever felt for Tori and maybe Trisha on occasion. The desire to please, even at the cost of my dignity. To show off what a good girl I was. To make them laugh and giggle, even if that was by showing them what a pathetically emasculated bitch I was, an abysmal excuse for a man, but a perfect sissy. My strokes grew firmer, my sucking louder and wetter, soft little moans escaping around the thick silicone as my tongue swirled desperately.

Cassie suddenly stood up, her incredible figure towering over me. She stepped behind me and grabbed the back of my head with a firm hand, fingers threading through my hair just above the little white maid cap.

“Let’s see how she deep throats,” she said smugly.

She pushed my head forward steadily. The thick head pressed against the back of my throat, making me gag hard. My eyes watered instantly, tears spilling down my cheeks and smearing my heavy false lashes and slutty makeup. I tried to relax my throat like Tori had taught me during practice, breathing through my nose as Cassie guided me deeper. Wet, choking sounds filled the room as more saliva dripped messily down my chin and onto the front of my satin maid dress. My throat convulsed around the intrusion, the burning stretch intense and uncomfortable, but I kept going, desperate not to disappoint.

The women cheered and laughed at my gagging, their voices blending into a humiliating chorus.

After what felt like forever of Cassie using my mouth, Miss Keller spoke up, her tone amused and commanding. “Your man’s about to cum, sissy. Show my friends what a sweet little faggot you are and make him cum hard.”

A dizzying mix of crushing shame and the eager desire to obey surged through me. I wanted their approval. I wanted to prove I was exactly what she said: a sweet little faggot, a talented cocksucker, a good sissy slave. My sucking became more aggressive, my hand stroking faster along the slick shaft while I moaned loudly around the dildo, the vibrations traveling through the silicone. My head bobbed with frantic enthusiasm, tears still streaming down my face, bright red lipstick smeared everywhere, hoop earrings swinging wildly.

Moments later I pulled back just enough, eyes fluttering up at them as I made exaggerated swallowing motions, my throat working visibly as if taking every drop. I leaned back on my heels, looking up at the three women with my messy, tear-streaked face, chest heaving inside the tight maid dress, bright red lips glistening and swollen.

Both Cassie and Alex were in tears from laughing so hard, clapping and cheering loudly. Miss Keller sat back with a satisfied smirk, clearly pleased with the show.

I remained on my knees in front of the wall, chest heaving, my bright red lipstick smeared messily around my swollen lips and down my chin. Saliva glistened on my cheeks and dripped onto the front of my black satin maid dress, the poofy white petticoats bunched awkwardly around my thighs. The thick black dildo, now coated in my spit and smeared lipstick, bobbed slightly in front of my face as the women’s laughter slowly died down into amused murmurs.

Miss Keller set her wine glass down and stood, her leather pants creaking softly as she walked over to me. She looked down with a soft, knowing smile and gently stroked my hair, her fingers threading through the wavy brown extensions and brushing the little white maid cap. Her other hand cupped my tear-streaked cheek, thumb wiping away some of the mess with surprising tenderness, like I was a cherished pet.

She smiled at me with genuine warmth. “It looks like you finally understand what I was trying to tell you the day we met, Jennifer.”

I looked up at her curiously, my false lashes clumped together, my doe-like eyes wide and vulnerable.

She continued stroking my hair and face, her touch slow and soothing. “Not all males are meant to be men, sweetheart. Some are just meant to be…toys for women… and for real men.”

The words sank deep into me, heavy and honest at the same time. A powerful wave of submission washed over my body, making my limbs feel weak and my chest tight with overwhelming vulnerability. My voice came out small, soft, and strangely relieved as the confession slipped from my smeared red lips.

“I know I’m not a man, Miss Keller… I’m a toy. I just wanna be a good girl.”

Saying it out loud felt almost cathartic, like releasing something I’d been carrying for weeks, like surrendering the fragile masculinity I’d been fighting to hold on to for so long. The shame was still there, a deep sense of defeat, but beneath it was a strange, soothing peace born of my surrender.

Miss Keller’s smile widened, warm and approving. “You are a good girl,” she cooed, petting my hair more gently, her fingers tracing behind my ear and making the heavy hoop earrings sway. The praise sent a little tingle throughout my body that made me shiver as I let out a satisfied little giggle.

Cassie shook her head, still chuckling in disbelief. “I legit cannot believe this. Your daughter and her friend have literally broken her completely. It’s like there’s nothing male left.”

Alex leaned forward, her high ponytail swinging. “I don’t think there is. She sucks cock, cheerleads, and does ballet. What masculinity could be left?”

The three women exchanged a quick, mischievous glance that made my stomach drop. Before I could process it, Alex spoke bluntly, her voice sharp with excitement.

“Strip, sissy boy.”

My heart pounded as I quickly rose to my feet, the black heels clicking loudly. With trembling hands I reached behind me and unzipped the tiny satin maid dress. The fabric slid down my body with a silky whisper, the poofy petticoats collapsing around my ankles in a rustling heap. I stepped out of it, then unclasped the bra, letting my perky breasts bounce free into the cool air of the dining room. Finally, I hooked my thumbs into the tiny satin panties and pushed them down, the cool air rushing against my smooth skin and the tight pink chastity cage that trapped my shrunken clitty.

I stood there completely naked except for the black heels, white stockings, the lace choker, the little white maid cap still perched in my hair, and the big gold hoop earrings dangling from my lobes. My soft, rounded breasts, wide hips, thick ass, and the pathetic little pink cage were all on full display. The vulnerability was crushing, every inch of my feminized body exposed and trembling under their gaze. I felt like the starlet of a trans porn video about to get fucked on camera.

The women’s reactions were immediate. All three covered their mouths in genuine shock, eyes wide.

Cassie stepped forward first, her tall, powerful frame towering over me. She reached out and squeezed my breasts firmly in both hands, lifting and kneading the soft flesh as she commented in awe. “Holy shit… these are actually real. So perky and big already.”

Alex moved behind me and cupped my ass with both hands, giving the plump cheeks a possessive squeeze that made them jiggle. “And her ass… unbelievable.”

Cassie’s hand slid lower, wrapping around my caged clitty and balls, holding them gently in her palm and playfully rolling them between her fingers. The touch sent electricity through me, my tiny trapped flesh straining uselessly against the plastic. I blushed furiously, heat flooding my entire face and chest.

“It’s so tiny,” Cassie giggled, giving a little tug that made me wince.

Miss Keller laughed softly. “My daughter and her friends call it her clitty. She’s not allowed to refer to it as a penis.”

Alex gave my boob another firm squeeze, thumb brushing over my sensitive nipple. “Is that right, Jennifer? You don’t have a penis?”

Trembling with a mix of shame and arousal, I answered obediently, my voice small and breathy. “No, Miss Alex… I have a clitty.”

All three women cracked up at that, their laughter ringing through the room and making my ears burn.

Cassie’s expression shifted into a cruel, smug smirk. She kept playing with my cage as she looked me dead in the eyes. “You know you are a complete failure as a man, right, bitch?”

Deep down, I knew it was true, so true that it snapped me out of the moment and brought forward an intense surge of emotion. Tears welled up instantly in my eyes, hot and stinging. My voice cracked as I admitted it out loud. “I know, Miss Cassie…”

Then her expression shifted to something more playful. “Don’t you think you deserve to be punished for being such a pathetic excuse for a man?”

The tears spilled over, trailing down my cheeks and smearing what was left of my makeup. My lower lip trembled, but the overwhelming mix of humiliation and that deepening desire to submit made the words slip out. “Yes, Miss Cassie…”

Miss Keller’s voice cut through the air, calm and expectant. “You know what to do, sissy… hands and knees.”

With tears still welling and spilling from my eyes, I slowly lowered myself onto the hardwood floor, the cool surface pressing against my palms and knees. My heavy breasts hung beneath me, swaying gently, my fat ass pushed out behind me, and the little pink cage dangled helplessly between my smooth thighs. The vulnerability felt absolute, like I was completely weak and powerless.

Alex reached into her purse with a delighted little squeal. “Ohh, I have a hairbrush.”

Miss Keller smiled. “Perfect.”

I stayed completely still as Alex stepped forward first, the wooden hairbrush gripped firmly in her hand. The first sharp crack of the brush against my sensitive ass cheek exploded across my skin like fire, a hot, stinging pain that radiated outward and made my whole body jolt. The impact sent my breasts swinging heavily, nipples brushing the cool air, while the loud smack echoed through the dining room.

“Such a helpless little sissy,” Alex taunted, bringing the brush down again on the other cheek with even more force. The burn deepened instantly, my ass cheeks clenching and jiggling from the blow. “Look at you on your knees, crying like a little girl while a bunch of gorgeous women spank you. You were never going to make it as a man, were you?”

I whimpered loudly, the sound breaking into a sob as the next strike landed, harder this time, the wooden brush leaving a throbbing, stinging imprint that made my cries turn to sobs. Each slap was intense, sharp pain blooming into a deep, radiating heat that made my fat ass burn and quiver. I could feel every inch of my feminized body on display: breasts swaying, cage twitching helplessly, hoop earrings swinging wildly as my head jerked with every impact.

Cassie took her turn next, her tall, powerful frame looming behind me. Her swings were stronger, more deliberate, the hairbrush cracking loudly against my already tender flesh. “Cry all you want, little girl. This is what you need and you know it.” The pain was blinding now, each smack sending jolts up my spine and making my sobs louder, more broken. “You know you’re never gonna fuck that Tori girl, you know that right? She’s out right now on a date, getting what she needs from a real man while you’re here on the floor getting your ass spanked like the sissy you are.”

That hurt worse than the brush. I guessed that Trisha had told her about my crush before she left for the date, but I really didn’t care how she knew, her words felt so deeply true. I sobbed harder, shoulders shaking, snot and tears mixing on my face as the burning intensified with every strike and my pride slipped away completely. My mind reeled with images of Tori laughing with another guy, her perfect body pressed against a manly man who didn’t wear maid dresses or keep his nails painted, all the while the relentless spanking kept my ass on fire, the skin hot and swollen, every nerve screaming.

Miss Keller stepped in smoothly, her leather pants creaking as she swung the brush with practiced precision. “That’s right, sweetheart. Tori’s not for you; you have a very different future laid out ahead of you. You’re probably going to end up someone’s wife one day, getting fucked every single night by a big, strong man while you wear pretty lingerie and moan like the good little slut you are.” The brush cracked again and again, each impact making my plump cheeks ripple and sting viciously. I whimpered and cried out, the pain blending with the humiliating vision until it felt like my entire world was collapsing. “Or maybe you’ll just be a pathetic sissy cuck for the rest of your life, locked in your cage, cleaning up after your wife brings home real men, serving her like the slave you were always meant to be.”

Their taunts kept coming, overlapping and relentless, each one sinking deeper as the spanking continued in turns. Every smack of the hairbrush sent fresh waves of burning pain through my ass and thighs, the skin now blazing hot and hypersensitive. My sobs were now full, uncontrollable, shaking cries, body trembling, breasts heaving with each ragged breath, my little pink cage leaking uselessly as the humiliation and pain mixed into something overwhelming and all-consuming. I internalized every word, the truth of it burning into me alongside the physical sting: I would never be a man. I would never have Tori the way I once dreamed. I was just… this. A broken, feminized toy.

By the time they finally stopped, my ass was a throbbing, fiery mess of welts and deep heat that pulsed with every heartbeat. I was deeply broken: shaking uncontrollably, face buried against the floor, tears pouring freely as quiet, hiccupping sobs wracked my body. The pain was intense, radiating through my entire lower half, leaving me raw and shattered.

The women helped me up gently, their hands surprisingly soft now as they led my trembling, naked body over to the large couch. Miss Keller sat first, pulling me down so I was curled against her side, my sore, burning ass resting carefully on the cushion. Cassie took the other side, wrapping a strong arm around me, while Alex nestled in close, stroking my hair and wiping tears from my cheeks with her fingers. Their bodies were warm and comforting against my naked skin, their breasts pressing gently, smooth legs brushing mine, creating a confusing cocoon of comfort after the brutal punishment.

“Shhh, good girl,” Miss Keller murmured, petting my hair as I sniffled and trembled against her. “Now let’s have some fun. Tell us about your ideal future husband, Jennifer. Be honest, sweetheart. What does he look like? How does he treat his pretty little wife?”

The question was mortifying, but the humiliation and reluctance immediately gave way to the pain and exhaustion. My voice came out small, shaky, and choked up as I answered without thinking, the words spilling out despite how much they made me sick to my stomach and confused me.

“He… he’d be tall and strong… with big hands that make me feel small and safe. He’d… he’d take charge, make all the decisions… and he’d treat me like his princess. I’d cook and clean for him in pretty dresses, and he’d… he’d show me off to his friends as his perfect wife…”

The women cooed softly, holding me tighter, their gentle cuddling and praise wrapping around the deep, aching shame as I continued describing my future in quiet, broken whispers.

Monday after school, the final bell had barely stopped ringing when Tori fell into step beside me in the hallway, her arm brushing mine as we headed toward the girls’ gym for cheer practice. She was already talking, voice light and bubbly, the words tumbling out fast.

“He was seriously so hot, Jenny. Tall, like huge arms and this sexy, deep laugh that just hit different. We went to this quiet little Italian spot and he kept ordering things for us to share, feeding me bites across the table. And afterward in the car… the way he fucked me? So powerful, like my body belonged to him. Hands on my waist, smacking my ass…and his dick was huge!”

Each detail landed painfully. My throat tightened as I pictured her delicate body bent over in the dark car, her long legs parting for someone else, her breath catching in a way that I knew my clit was far too small to cause, even if I was allowed out of my cage. The image burned behind my eyes, making my steps feel heavier, my shoulders unconsciously rounding inward as if trying to shrink away from the hallway lights. My fingers curled tightly around the strap of my bag, nails digging into my palm while a slow, sick jealousy settled low in my stomach.

Tori kept going, completely unaware or maybe not caring how every word carved deeper. “He lasted forever too! I swear I came like three times before he did, it was incredible.”

I swallowed hard, the memory of Friday night replaying in my mind, me on my knees at Trisha’s, ass burning from the hairbrush while the women laughed and told me exactly this would happen. That I’d never be the one fucking Tori like that. That I’d end up watching from the sidelines, locked and useless, while real men took what they wanted. The thought made me feel weak and sissy walking beside her in my pleated skirt, a heavy pressure building behind my eyes.

Tori finally glanced sideways at me, catching the way my body had tensed and my gaze had dropped to the floor. A playful little smile curved her lips.

“Aww, is my Jenny getting all worked up listening to this?” She slowed, turning to face me right there in the hallway. Her fingers came up to tilt my chin gently so I had to meet her eyes. “You’re jealous, aren’t you?”

Before I could answer she leaned in and kissed me, soft at first, then deeper, her strawberry lip gloss sweet and familiar against my mouth. When she pulled back just enough to speak, her voice dropped to a teasing whisper.

“Don’t be jealous, baby. I need big, manly men in my life… but I also need my little sissy princess. You’re perfect for me just the way you are.”

The kiss left a lingering warmth on my lips, and for a moment the tight knot in my chest loosened just a bit. A little spark of gratitude flickered through me at being told I still mattered to her, even like this. But it didn’t erase the hollow ache underneath, the painful knowledge that I was the “little sissy” part of her life, not the man part. My shoulders stayed slightly hunched as we started walking again, the contrast between her casual happiness and my own heavy silence reminding me that my place was not as her equal.

We pushed through the double doors into the girls’ locker room. The humid air wrapped around us immediately, thick with the mingled scents of fruity body sprays, fresh deodorant, and warm skin. Chatter and laughter bounced off the lockers as other cheer girls changed and stretched, the casual confidence in their movements only making the distance between who I used to want to be and who I was now feel wider than ever.

Tori gave my hand a gentle squeeze as we stepped fully inside, her touch both comforting and a painful reminder all at once.

Lockers clanged open and shut while cheerful chatter and laughter bounced off the tiled walls. All around me, the other cheer girls were peeling off their pink plaid school skirts and white blouses, casually slipping into their red-and-white cheer uniforms. Smooth legs, toned stomachs, and full breasts moved with easy confidence as sports bras and short pleated skirts were tugged into place.

I found a spot next to Tori and began changing alongside her, my fingers trembling slightly as I unbuttoned my blouse. The cool air kissed my skin as I slipped out of the school uniform and into the tight cheer top, the fabric stretching snugly across my chest. The short red pleated skirt felt even shorter now, the hem barely covering the bottom curve of my plump ass. I kept my gaze down at first, but curiosity pulled my eyes upward.

All around me were beautiful girls, sexy, confident, laughing and joking as they adjusted their uniforms. Girls I would have fantasized about endlessly a year ago. Girls I would have desperately wanted to impress or date. Now they were just… teammates. The realization settled over me like a heavy blanket, slow and suffocating. I glanced at Tori beside me, the girl I had loved for so long, her gorgeous body moving gracefully as she pulled her cheer skirt into place over her red thong, her blonde hair falling perfectly over her shoulders. She was right there, close enough to touch, and yet completely out of reach in the way I had always dreamed. Because I wasn’t a man who could have her anymore, in reality I never was.

I was one of the girls now.

The thought settled with a quiet, aching finality. My hands paused on the hem of my skirt as the weight of it pressed down: the soft curves of my own body, the way my hips swayed when I moved, the way the other girls smiled at me without a second thought. The hollow ache in my chest deepened, a strange mix of loss and reluctant acceptance blending together.

Tori finished adjusting her top and turned to me with a bright grin. She grabbed her pom poms, then reached for mine and pressed them into my hands. “Ready, baby?”

I nodded, swallowing past the lump in my throat, and we walked out of the locker room together, the polished wooden floor of the gym stretching out ahead under the bright lights. The short red pleated skirt swished against my thighs with each step, the ribbons in my pigtails bouncing lightly.

Right before we reached the rest of the squad, Tori suddenly leaned in and pressed a quick, affectionate kiss to my cheek. She gave an excited little squeal, her voice bright and happy.

I felt heat bloom across my face instantly, my lips curving into a shy smile even as my stomach fluttered. “What was that for, mistress?”

Tori’s eyes sparkled as she squeezed my hand. “I just love you.”

That made me feel warm and happy inside, softening some of the sadness from moments earlier. My cheeks flushed deeper, a small, genuine smile breaking through as I looked at her. “I love you too, mistress.”

We joined the other girls on the gym floor, pom poms in hand, the energy of the squad buzzing around us. I was surprisingly content as we fell into formation, not perfect, not what I once wanted, but happy enough in that moment to let me breathe a little easier and enjoy my first cheer practice.

Later in the week, Friday morning sunlight spilled across the kitchen as I came downstairs wearing my full cheer uniform for the first game of the year. The short red pleated skirt felt dangerously high against my thighs, the crisp white-and-red top clung tightly across my chest with the sparkly panther stretched over boobs, and my pigtails bounced with each careful step down the stairs, red-and-white ribbons fluttering.

Grace spotted me immediately and let out a high-pitched squeal of delight, her hands flying to her cheeks. She rushed forward, pulling me into a crushing hug that pressed my face against her shoulder while she rocked me side to side. “Oh my beautiful girl! First football game and you look absolutely perfect!”

I forced a bright, bubbly smile and gave a little twirl on the spot, letting the short skirt flare out dramatically as I tilted my head and batted my lashes. “Thanks, Mommy! I’m so excited to cheer today,” I said in my softest, highest voice, adding a playful giggle at the end. I realized that my life was easier when I made her, and all the other women in my life happy, so I might as well play the role properly. Besides, I figured at this point in my life, I might as well just try to accept and enjoy being Jennifer, the perky cheerleader. It wasn’t like I had any other options.

Kyle leaned against the counter, watching with an amused smirk. “So you’re really gonna be out there shaking those pom poms for me today, huh sis?” I blushed instantly, looking down at my shoes and clutching the hem of my skirt at his teasing tone. The mental image of me prancing on the sidelines in this tiny outfit while he dominated the field felt entirely emasculating. He chuckled, then stepped closer and gave my shoulder a gentle squeeze, his voice softening. “You’re gonna do great out there, Jenny. Seriously.”

I managed a small nod, the tension in my chest easing slightly. “You too.”

Our rides pulled up at the same time. Grace walked us both to the door, practically vibrating as she hugged us again. “Good luck to both my big man who’s gonna be throwing tons of touchdown passes today, and to my beautiful girl cheering for him! I can’t wait to see you both out there!”

Outside, Kyle wrapped one strong arm around my shoulders and pressed a quick kiss to my forehead. “See you later, sis,” he said warmly before climbing into his friend’s car.

I headed to Trisha’s car and slid into the passenger seat. Without thinking, I lifted the front of my short pleated skirt and shimmied my tiny red panties down just enough to expose the locked cage.

Trisha glanced over and let out a bright giggle. “Well, I can see which stepbrother wears the pants in the relationship.”

My face burned, but what she was saying was obvious by this point. I forced a weak laugh, trying to brush it off even as my fingers gripped the edge of the seat tighter. “What gave it away, the cheer skirt or the lipstick?”

Trisha reached over with the key, still grinning. She unlocked the cage with a quiet click. The sudden freedom made my shrunken flesh twitch in the open air.

Trisha gave me a cruel little grin as she held the cage in her palm. “The micro penis.”

My throat closed up instantly as I looked down at my shrunken little clit. The sight hit like a punch, it was so much smaller now, soft and pale and shrunken after months on the hormones. A sharp sting burned behind my eyes, my vision blurring as hot tears threatened to spill. I wanted to curl into a ball and disappear right there in the seat. So much for accepting being Jenny

Trisha noticed immediately and rolled her eyes. “Oh come on, don’t start with the waterworks, sissy. It was a joke! Besides, it’s not like you need it anymore.”

I blinked hard, swallowing past the lump in my throat. “Yeah… I know,” I said quietly, my voice small and defeated.

I finished tucking as best I could, the smooth, flat front of my panties settling into place, then smoothed the short cheer skirt back down over my thighs with careful hands.

The classroom buzzed with the usual end-of-period chatter as the bell rang, but I stayed seated for a moment, packing my notebook slowly. All week Mark had been staring at me during class, his eyes lingering too long, tracing over my body like I was something to be devoured. Today, in the tight cheer uniform for game day, it was worse. His gaze kept dropping to the short red pleated skirt, the way it rode up my thighs when I crossed my legs, and the sparkly panther stretched across my breasts. The hunger in his eyes was unmistakable; the cheer uniform was clearly turning him on even more than usual. He wanted me.

Ever since that night at his house, when the cheer girls had made me suck him off while they recorded everything, Mark had been nonstop texting and asking me to “hang out.” I knew exactly what he really wanted: another blowjob. The thought made my stomach churn.

As I stood up and headed for the door, Mark approached, blocking my path with a cocky grin. “Hey, Jenny.”

I kept my eyes lowered, my voice coming out soft and timid. “Hey, Mark.”

He leaned in a little closer, smirking. “Look, so I had a lot of fun the other night and it seemed like you did too…” His grin widened. “So I figured I’d give you the chance to got again and try to beat your last time.”

I wanted to kill him, my lips pressing into a tight line as I stared down at the ground. The casual assumption that I’d jump at the chance to drop to my knees for him again made my hands clench tighter around the strap of my bag as I tried to think of a response. I wanted to snap at him, to tell him to fuck off, to say something nasty and assertive like the old me would have. But the words wouldn’t come. That kind of response just wasn’t in me anymore. The fight had been trained out of me over the summer, replaced by meek obedience and girlish manners.

Instead, I kept my voice quiet and polite. “Oh… I’m sorry. I’ve actually been seeing another guy. But thanks anyways.”

Mark’s expression showed obvious annoyance, like it was my loss. “Whatever. No problem,” he muttered rudely before turning and walking away without another word, shoulders stiff.

I stood there for a second, watching him go. The dismissive tone, the entitled attitude, it all clicked into place. Mark had always been like this, even when we were best friends. Cocky, selfish, quick to get pissed when he didn’t get what he wanted. A year ago I would have found it cool if he treated a girl that way, I probably would’ve admired it honestly. Now it just made me feel used and pathetic, like I was of no use to him if he couldn’t use me as a sex toy. I wondered if all guys were like that underneath, jerks who only saw what they could take.

As I walked down the hallway toward my next class, the short cheer skirt brushing my thighs and the ribbons in my pigtails bouncing lightly, the thought lingered. Maybe… maybe I really was better off like this. As a girl. At least the girls, even though they were cruel at times, were also sweet. They didn’t objectify people like Mark and so many other guys obviously did. I suddenly felt a swell of pride as I swished over to my next class, actually proud of what I had become for a moment.

After school I headed toward the gym for cheer practice, the short red pleated skirt of my uniform swishing around me with every step. The ribbons in my pigtails bounced gently as I walked in my white cheer sneakers. I felt light and girly.

A tall, very muscular guy with warm brown eyes and a bulky, athletic build suddenly fell into step beside me. He looked over with a gentle smile. “Hey… Jenny, right?”

I glanced up politely, offering a small smile in return. “Yes.”

“I’m Blake. Nice to meet you.” He extended his hand.

I reached out and slipped my smaller hand into his. His grip was surprisingly gentle, like he was afraid of squeezing too hard and hurting me. I suddenly felt small and delicate in a way that wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

“Nice to meet you too,” I said softly, my voice coming out breathier than I intended.

He kept walking beside me, rubbing the back of his neck with his free hand. “I figured since you’re gonna be cheering for me tonight, I should introduce myself. I noticed you’re new here.”

I tilted my head, smiling a little wider. “Oh, you’re on the football team?”

“Yeah, I’m a lineman.” He let out a small, self-conscious laugh. “Super nervous for the game tonight, honestly.”

“Aww, don’t be nervous,” I replied, the words slipping out naturally as I gave him a reassuring little smile. “I’m sure you’ll do great.”

Blake’s face softened into a warm, genuine smile that reached his eyes. “Thanks… If I need a little extra confidence, I’ll look over at you to borrow some of yours.”

A soft, girlish giggle bubbled up from my throat before I could stop it. My cheeks warmed as I ducked my head slightly, the sound light, flirty, and completely automatic. “I’ll blow you a kiss if I see you looking over.”

The second the words left my mouth I was left blushing, unable to believe my own behavior. I was flirting back with a guy like it was the most natural thing in the world. I felt a nervous little flutter in my stomach, a confusing mix of thrill and disbelief swirling inside as I realized how much I was actually enjoying the flirty attention.

Blake’s smile grew a little shy, a faint blush coloring his own cheeks. “Well, it was nice to meet you, Jenny. I’ve been meaning to introduce myself all week, but I’m a little shy around pretty girls.”

Heat flooded my face again. I looked down at my cheer sneakers for a second before glancing back up at him through my lashes. “Well… I’m glad you did. I’ll see you tonight.”

As I walked past him toward the gym doors, I felt a giddy little burst of energy, making my steps feel lighter and my heart beat just a bit faster. Blake was kind of cute, I thought to myself, before realizing that I was actually thinking about a man romantically. The realization confused me, but it felt nice. Maybe not all guys were jerks after all.

After practice, the five of us sat together in a quiet corner of the locker room, mirrors lined up as we touched up our makeup before the game. I dabbed at my lips with a fresh coat of bright red while Tori brushed mascara onto her lashes beside me. Trisha and Lila were on my other side, giggling over shared compacts, and Lacey sat cross-legged on the bench, carefully blending blush on her cheeks.

The conversation flowed easily between them about which boys on the team were looking especially good this season, who had texted who over the weekend, the usual excited chatter. Then Lila’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she glanced at me.

“I saw you talking to Blake earlier, Jenny. Looked like quite the conversation.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks instantly. I felt my shiny lips form a shy smile despite my embarrassment. “Yeah… he came up and introduced himself. He was really sweet about it. Said he was nervous for the game tonight.”

The girls leaned in closer, their expressions lighting up as they began to interrogate me. I found myself opening up more than I expected, the words tumbling out with a giddy little rush. “He was so gentle when he shook my hand… like he didn’t want to squeeze too hard. And when I told him he’d do great, he said he might look over at me for extra confidence.” I let out a soft, girly giggle, my shoulders lifting with the memory. “I even told him I’d blow him a kiss.”

Lacey’s eyes widened with delight. “Oh my gosh, that’s adorable! What did you think of him?”

I hesitated for half a second, then answered honestly, my voice soft and a little coy. “He’s… kind of cute.”

The reaction was immediate. All four girls burst into excited giggles and squeals. Tori and Lacey clapped their hands, beaming with genuine happiness. “That’s so cute!” Lacey said, reaching over to squeeze my arm. Tori leaned in and gave me a quick, affectionate nudge with her shoulder, her smile warm and proud.

Trisha and Lila, however, were far more teasing. Trisha grinned wickedly. “Aww, our little Jenny’s actually turning into a girl, I love it!”

Lila laughed, bumping my hip. “Look at you blushing! You know…Blake’s gonna be staring at you the whole game now.”

I ducked my head, cheeks burning hotter, but couldn’t stop the small, pleased smile tugging at my lips.

A few minutes later the conversation shifted. Tori started recounting her double date from last week again, her voice dropping into a husky, satisfied tone. “God, he fucked me so hard... I swear his dick was huge, I could barely take it all at first.”

I fidgeted uncomfortably, not wanting to hear this again. I stared down at my pom poms, fingers tightening around the handles as jealousy crept back in dispute the reassurances she had given me earlier. The image of Tori moaning for someone else, her body arching under a real man, made me want to throw up.

Lila noticed right away and smirked. “Uh oh, someone’s jealous...”

Tori turned to me gently, her expression softening. She cupped my face affectionately and pressed a soft kiss to my lips, her strawberry gloss sweet against mine. “We talked about this…you know I love you, baby,” she whispered, thumb brushing my cheek. “But we both need men in our life too, right princess?”

The comfort felt hollow. I nodded weakly, voice barely above a whisper. “Yes, Mistress.”

Just then Coach Mindy walked over, clapping her hands. “Alright girls, time to start heading over to the field!”

My stomach lurched with anxiety. The thought of walking out onto that field in this tiny uniform, pom poms in hand, while the whole school watched made my pulse race and my palms go clammy. We each grabbed our pom poms and started toward the exit, the short skirts swishing around our thighs.

Tori slipped her hand into mine and gave it a gentle squeeze. “You’re gonna do great, baby.”

The stadium lights blazed down as we lined up along the sidelines for warm-ups. The cool evening air raised goosebumps across my bare thighs and arms, the thin cheer top offering almost no protection against the breeze. I hugged my pom poms to my chest, shifting nervously from one white sneaker to the other while the football players stretched and ran drills across the field. My stomach fluttered with anxious energy, the short red pleated skirt constantly threatening to lift in the wind.

When the game began, we launched into our opening cheer with sharp precision. “Ready? Okay!” Arms snapped high into Vs, pom poms shaking in crisp, rhythmic bursts as we stomped through tight formations. I hit every toe touch and herkie jump cleanly, feeling the powerful bounce of my body with each leap, the skirt flaring dramatically around my hips. The crowd’s roar vibrated through my ribs as we chanted “Let’s go team!” and “Defense!” in unison. But every time Kyle dropped back and fired a perfect spiral downfield, or one of the linemen powered through blockers, I felt a pang of resentment about what my life had become. Here I was, feminine, curvy, prancing and smiling in a tiny uniform loudly cheering for the very kind of manly strength I would probably never have again.

Halftime brought the big performance. We moved to the center of the field under the bright lights, the entire stadium watching. My pulse thundered in my ears as we began. The choreography poured out of me instinctively: sharp arm motions into a high V, quick pivots, synchronized cartwheels that made my skirt fly up shamelessly, exposing my ass to the crowd. I stuck a perfect round-off into a back handspring, then joined the final pyramid, holding my position at the base with burning legs and trembling arms. The roar that erupted when we nailed the dismount sent a dizzying rush through me. For those few minutes, the performance reminded me so strongly of how I felt at my ballet recital: that same graceful control mixed with raw, feminine expression. I felt seen, powerful in my softness, and deeply ashamed all at once.

The second half flew by with growing excitement. I threw myself into every routine with real enthusiasm now, especially whenever Blake glanced over from the line. Our eyes would meet and my cheeks would heat instantly, a giddy little spark lighting in my chest. When our team scored, I jumped and screamed with the rest of the squad, pom poms flashing wildly as we chanted the fight song at the top of our lungs. The win felt electric, the entire squad feeding off the energy as the final whistle blew.

Coach Mindy gathered us on the sidelines afterward, smiling proudly. “Girls, that was an excellent first game! You looked sharp, energetic, and confident out there. Great job tonight! I’ll see you all at practice on Monday.”

She dismissed us with a nod. Tori immediately slipped her arm through my right one while Trisha took my left, both still buzzing. Trisha giggled as we started walking across the grass toward the edge of the field. “I can’t wait to see your mommy’s reaction to her little girl out there tonight.”

My face burned a bit, but the post-game high still hummed through me. I let them lead me between them, the cool night air brushing my flushed skin and the distant roar of the crowd still echoing in my ears as we approached Grace waiting near the fence line.

Grace spotted us the moment we reached the fence line and let out a delighted squeal that carried over the lingering crowd noise. She rushed forward, arms wide, and pulled me into a tight hug that squished my breasts against hers.

“Oh my beautiful girl! You were absolutely stunning out there!” She held me at arm’s length, eyes shining as she looked me up and down in the cheer uniform. “The way you moved, the smiles, those perfect jumps, you see I told you that were really born for this, Jennifer. I mean, can you imagine if the roles were reversed and you were on the field tonight? I can’t even picture it.” She laughed brightly, glancing at the girls. “You in shoulder pads trying to tackle people? No, no. This is exactly where you belong, sweetheart.”

I hated that what she was saying was resonating so strongly, but unfortunately it did. I could not imagine myself on the field playing football, just as I couldn’t imagine my stepbrother as a cheerleader, even a male one. I forced a bright, girly smile anyway, tilting my head and giving a little playful giggle. “Thank you, Mommy. I’m so happy you liked it.” My voice came out sweet and soft, exactly the way she expected. I knew any other reaction would only make it worse. At this point, I was basically a girl, acting any other way would do me no good and would only serve to upset Grace or my mistresses.

Kyle jogged over a minute later, still buzzing from the win, helmet tucked under his arm. Grace practically tackled him in a hug. “My superstar! Three touchdown passes! I’m so proud of you!” Kyle grinned wide, soaking it up, his broad shoulders still pumped from the game.

Tori gave him a flirty little smile. “You looked really good out there, Kyle.” Trisha leaned in closer, touching his arm as she flirted too, “Yeah, super impressive. That last pass? You could literally be a pro athlete in a few years.” Kyle laughed easily, flexing a little and flirting right back with that natural, confident charm that made me feel even farther from manhood. Watching him, so effortlessly dominant, so comfortable, with the same girls who owned and humiliated me every day were practically melting around him… it made me feel even more pathetic standing there in my cheer skirt. Yet another reminder of what I was not.

I was trying to act naturally and hide my inner turmoil when I noticed Blake walking toward our group from across the field. My heart jumped. I didn’t want to talk with him in front of my family.

“I’m gonna go say hi to my friend real quick,” I said quickly, stepping away.

Kyle raised an eyebrow. “You know Blake?”

The girls giggled behind me. Grace just grinned, a smug look on her face making my ears burn. “Um, yeah,” I mumbled, hurrying a few feet away before he reached my family.

Blake slowed as he got closer, smiling shyly. “Hey… I just wanted to tell you that you were great out there. I can’t believe this was your first time cheering. You looked like you’d been doing it forever.”

I pivoted slightly on my tiptoes, tilting my head as I looked up at him through my long lashes. A soft giggle slipped out instinctually. “Thanks… you were really great too. Congrats on the win.”

He smiled down at me, cheeks a little flushed. “Thanks… Listen, so um, I’m not sure if you noticed, but it was pretty hard for me to keep my eyes off you during the game.” He smirked, gentle and boyish. “You’re kind of distracting…”

I felt my own lips curve into a coy little smile as I twirled a strand of my wavy hair around one finger. “Yeah… I noticed.”

Blake chuckled, warm and low. “Well, obviously I think you’re really cute. I’d love to get your number and take you out sometime.”

Excitement bloomed in my chest, and for a second I didn’t even remember that I was a boy. “Yeah… I’d like that.”

I took his phone when he offered it and typed in “Jenny ❤️” before handing it back. Blake smiled down at the screen, then stepped in and wrapped me in a gentle hug. His strong arms felt protective around me, like I was safe with him. When he pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, my knees actually weakened for a second. I melted against him without meaning to, breathing in the scent of his skin and jersey, a dizzy little rush spinning through me.

“Bye, Jenny,” he said softly as he pulled back.

“Bye, Blake,” I whispered, still smiling.

I turned around, and the warmth vanished instantly.

Kyle stood there looking visibly uncomfortable, shifting his weight like he didn’t know where to put his eyes. Grace had that satisfied, “I told you so” expression on her face, almost glowing with vindication. Tori and Trisha were barely holding back giggles, covering their mouths and exchanging delighted glances.

I suddenly felt ridiculous, standing there in my tiny cheer uniform, hair done up in pigtails and ribbons, cheek still burning from Blake’s kiss, while my stepbrother, stepmom, and the girls who owned me watched the whole thing. My shoulders curled inward slightly as I walked back toward them, the high from Blake’s attention crashing down amidst the squirming embarrassment of being seen flirting with a boy by everyone I had tried to convince I was a not a sissy to.

The next day I was overjoyed to be invited out to lunch with Tori. I was incredibly grateful for anytime spent with her, especially alone time.

The restaurant was quiet for a Saturday afternoon, soft sunlight filtering through the windows and warming quaint dining space. Tori had picked out matching pink dresses for us, so we could look like sisters, she said. She looked breathtaking across from me, blonde hair falling in loose waves, her dress hugging her body like it was made for her. Every time she smiled at me my chest ached with a deep, longing desire.

The waiter had just walked away after taking our order when Tori leaned in, eyes sparkling with mischief. “He was totally checking you out, you know. He thinks you’re cute.”

A shy, pleased little smile tugged at my pouty pink lips. I looked down at the table for a second, then back up at her with open longing. “He’s probably more interested in you, Mistress. You look like an angel.”

Tori let out a delighted giggle, reaching across to brush her fingers over mine. “Thank you, princess. Maybe he wants us both. Can you blame him?”

I squeezed her hand gently, grateful beyond words for this quiet moment alone with her. Just the two of us, sharing lunch like any other couple. For a little while the rest of my complicated life felt far away.

My phone dinged softly inside my purse. I pulled it out and opened the message, my breath catching.

“Hey Jenny, it’s Blake.”

I turned the screen toward Tori immediately. Her eyes lit up and she let out a girlish squeal that made me giggle along with her, the giddy excitement bubbling up so naturally between us. “Text him back!” she urged, bouncing in her seat. “Flirt with him, girl. Say something like… ‘Hey Blake… I guess you miss me already?’”

My fingers hovered over the keyboard, embarrassment flickering through me at doing this right in front of Tori, my crush, my Mistress, the girl I ached for. But there was also a strange, genuine spark of intrigue. Blake’s flirting from last night kept flashing in my mind. I typed the message she suggested and hit send, heart fluttering.

A minute later his reply came through with a winky emoji: “I definitely do.”

Tori squealed again, grabbing my arm. I couldn’t help smiling wide, a warm, excited rush bubbling up as we huddled together deciding what to say next.

Then another text popped up. “I wanted to talk to you about something but I don’t want you to get upset or take it the wrong way.”

Curiosity shifted into nervous tension. I stared at the screen, thumb hovering, stomach tightening.

The next message appeared. “I know your secret… I overheard Lila talking about it with one of the girls on the team.”

Everything inside me went cold. My throat closed up so tightly it hurt to swallow. Tears flooded my eyes without warning, hot and blurry, as my hands started shaking so badly I nearly dropped the phone. The restaurant noise faded into a distant hum while my mind spun with the terrifying reality that someone outside our circle finally knew. That everything could unravel.

Tori noticed immediately and slid closer, wrapping an arm around me. “Hey, hey, breathe, princess. It’s gonna be okay. Just breathe.”

Before I could spiral further, another text came in. “I don’t want you to worry though. I promise I’ll never say anything to anyone. I actually think it’s kind of hot that you’re trans and I’d still love to take you out if you’re still interested.”

The relief was so sudden and overwhelming that my shoulders sagged and a shaky breath escaped me. The tears still clung to my lashes, but the crushing panic slowly loosened its grip, leaving me raw and emotional.

I looked at Tori with wide, anxious eyes. “What do I say?”

She grinned, practically vibrating with excitement. “I got you, girl.” She plucked the phone from my fingers before I could protest.

“Mistress, what are you saying?” I asked, voice small and nervous.

“You’ll see, pretty girl,” she giggled, typing quickly.

She handed the phone back. My eyes widened in horror as I read what she’d sent: “I’m glad you think it’s hot Daddy ?? I’d love to go out with you. Just give me a time and place and I’m all yours.”

My face burned crimson. I couldn’t believe she had sent that text to a guy from our school, a guy who knew my secret. As I squirmed in my seat trying to make sense of my emotions, I realized that despite being humiliated, part of me was excited. The idea of going on a real date with someone who knew the truth about me and still wanted me anyway was…intriguing. I had only ever had that with Tori, and in truth I was becoming less and less confident that these dates were actual dates rather than just two girlfriends hanging out.

The whole thing left me deeply confused. I didn’t think I was gay. I was in love with Tori, and I had never had any interest in boys before. But I had to admit that something had shifted lately. As I found myself slipping into a more feminine and submissive headspace, I noticed myself enjoying many things that I hadn’t before. I also knew deep down that part of me had enjoyed making Connor and Mark cum, though I was almost certain that was just me being turned on by being a good girl for my mistresses. Either way, it seemed like dating Blake might be a safe way to do some self-exploration without the constant anxiety over my secret being discovered.

Tori leaned back with a satisfied smirk. “Looks like you have two daddies now.”

I could only blush deeper, staring at the message, caught between mortification and a fluttering, forbidden curiosity about what might happen next.

To be Continued…


Coming Soon:

Stepmom’s Humiliating Punishment: Part 8

[image: ]


Also By Alexa Rose:

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


OEBPS/image_rsrcEK.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcEJ.jpg
NISNMEeN:
Tl T1%.

4





OEBPS/image_rsrcEM.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Beginning




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56






