

Stepmom’s Humiliating Punishment: Part 8

Jennifer’s Girly Summer

By Alexa Rose


[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 by Alexa Rose

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

For Adults Only (18+):
This book contains explicit material intended for mature audiences only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older.


I sat at my vanity wrapped in the smooth satin of my little red dress, its fabric cool and slippery against my freshly shaved thighs. The low neckline dipped daringly, framing the soft swell of my chest that pushed up with every breath, while the hem skimmed mid-thigh and left my legs looking endlessly long in the strappy red four-inch heels. The mirror reflected back a girl with wavy brown hair cascading past her shoulders, glossy lips already parted in concentration as I leaned close and carefully swept mascara over my lashes.

Grace stood behind me, the warm scent of her perfume wrapping around us as she curled another section of my hair with the iron, the gentle heat brushing my neck each time she worked a strand. “Oh, Jennifer, I’m just so excited for you,” she cooed, her voice bright and maternal. “Blake is such a lucky guy, getting to take out a pretty girl like you tonight. Look at you, absolutely stunning!”

Heat flooded my cheeks, turning them a soft pink that I could see blooming in the reflection. “Thank you, mommy,” I murmured, my voice light and practiced now, the words slipping out almost automatically even as my stomach did a little flip.

The past week replayed in my mind: Blake catching my eye in the hallway between classes, his easy smile making my steps falter; the way he’d texted me silly memes at lunch and lingered by my locker just to talk. The tension had built like static in the air, warm and buzzing, and I caught myself smiling softly as I reached for the bright red lipstick tube.

Grace’s eyes sparkled in the mirror. “I bet your new man is going to love that color on you, honey. So bold and kissable.”

I said nothing, just uncapped the lipstick and glided the creamy pigment across my lips, pressing them together with a soft smack. The mirror showed a glossy, heart-shaped pout that looked nothing like the boy I used to see there. Grace’s smug little smile curved behind me. “I’m so glad you finally realize you’re better off like this. Seriously, you look so happy, Jennifer.”

My hand paused for half a second. A subtle resentment sparked deep inside, wanting to say I wasn’t gay, that I didn’t want any of this. The feeling rose up and died just as fast. What was the point? Here I was, perched in heels and satin, prepping for a date with a boy no one had forced me into. Any protests felt ridiculous at this point, I wasn’t even sure if I believed them anymore. I capped the lipstick in silence, dropped it into my little silver clutch, and snapped it shut with a delicate click.

Grace finished the last curl, then slipped small red hoop earrings into my lobes, the metal cool and slightly heavy. “All done, princess.” She took my hands and gently stood me up, stepping back to look me over with open pride. “You look so beautiful, honey. Give me a spin.”

I felt my shoulders lift shyly as a tiny, bashful little giggle escaped. I turned slowly on my toes, the dress swirling around my thighs, the heels forcing my posture into that graceful arch. Grace squealed with delight. “Adorable!” She reached out and adjusted my breasts with casual familiarity, plumping them higher in the neckline. “I’m sure Blake will love these. They’re practically bursting out of your dress!”

Fresh heat scorched my face. “Um… I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that, Mommy,” I said softly, voice barely above a whisper. “My bras have been feeling kind of tight lately.”

She giggled, giving them another gentle squeeze that sent a shiver through me. “Yeah, they’re still growing, honey. You’re definitely a B-cup now. We’ll get you some new bras this week.”

Anxiety crept in at how my body kept becoming more and more womanly, hips rounding, chest filling out in ways that felt impossible to ignore. “Thanks, mommy,” I managed, the words small and timid.

My phone dinged on the vanity. Blake’s name lit up the screen. “Oh, Blake’s here, mommy.”

Grace smiled warmly and rested her hands on my shoulders, turning me toward her. “You’re going to have so much fun, sweetheart. You look beautiful.” We hugged, the press of her body against mine reminding me how small and delicate I was now, then exchanged careful air-kisses so I wouldn’t smudge my makeup. I grabbed my clutch, and she escorted me down the stairs, one steadying hand on my elbow as my heels clicked carefully on each step.

At the front door she paused. “Oh, wait!” She unzipped my purse, fished a condom from her pocket, and held it up with a knowing smirk. “In case you’re feeling extra womanly tonight.”

I stood there burning, lips parted, wanting to protest that I wouldn’t need it, but the words wouldn’t come. Instead, I whispered, “Thanks, Mommy,” and opened the door.

Cool evening air brushed my bare legs as I stepped outside, hips swaying naturally in the tight dress and heels. Blake leaned against his car in a crisp button-down and dark jeans, looking tall and handsome. The moment his eyes landed on me his whole face lit up with a bright, excited smile.

I walked toward Blake with a careful sway in my hips, the red satin dress clinging to my curves and the four-inch heels forcing me to take small, graceful steps. A shy smile curved my glossy red lips as I met his eyes. “Hi, Blake.”

He straightened up from the car, his smile widening into something warm and appreciative that made my pulse quicken. “You look beautiful,” he said, stepping in close. His strong arms wrapped around me in a gentle hug, pulling me against his solid chest. The scent of his cologne, woody and masculine, filled my nose as he pressed a soft kiss to my cheek. The light stubble on his jaw brushed my skin, sending a little tickle through me.

I blushed instantly. “Thank you… you look very handsome,” I replied, my voice soft and breathy.

“Thank you,” he said with a low chuckle, stepping back just enough to open the passenger door for me. He offered his hand like it was the most natural thing in the world. I slipped into the seat as ladylike as I could, smoothing the short hem of my dress down my thighs and crossing my ankles neatly, the leather cool against the backs of my legs.

Once he was behind the wheel and we were gliding through the evening streets, I glanced over at him, fingers fidgeting with the silver clasp of my clutch. “So um… where are you taking me?”

Blake glanced my way, that confident smile still playing on his lips. “It’s a surprise.”

A flutter of nervousness stirred in my stomach. “A surprise?”

“Yep,” he said, reaching over to rest his hand lightly on my knee for a moment, warm and confident. “All you need to worry about is enjoying yourself and looking pretty, and you’ve already got the second part covered. I’ll take care of the rest.”

His flirty words wrapped around me like the satin of my dress, making me feel small and delicate and… taken care of. A soft, giggly little laugh escaped. “Okay,” I said, the sound light and girlish even to my own ears. My cheeks stayed warm the whole ride.

A few minutes later we pulled into the parking lot of the fanciest steakhouse in town, its elegant stone façade glowing under soft lights. My eyes widened. “Oh my gosh, Blake, this place is so expensive. I can’t let you take me here.”

He just smiled, shaking his head as he put the car in park. “Of course you can.” He got out and came around, opening my door again and offering his hand. I slid my fingers into his, feeling the strength there as he helped me rise from the low seat. The movement made my dress ride up my thighs for a second and I quickly tugged it back down, hyper-aware of how my breasts shifted in the low neckline.

I clasped his arm with both hands, leaning into him just a little as we walked toward the entrance, my heels clicking rhythmically on the pavement beside his steady footsteps. The cool evening air brushed my bare legs and cleavage, while the solid feel of his arm under my fingers made me feel soft and protected. I was already enjoying this more than I wanted to admit.

I settled into the plush booth across from Blake, the soft leather cool against the backs of my thighs where my short red dress rode up slightly. The restaurant hummed with low conversation and the faint clink of silverware, warm ambient lighting casting a golden glow over everything. Blake didn’t even glance at the drink menu. He simply smiled at the waiter and ordered a bottle of red wine for us both, smooth and decisive.

When the waiter left, Blake leaned in a little, eyes warm. “Trust me, you’ll like it.”

I felt myself slipping back into that coy little smile. “Okay… I trust you.”

The wine arrived quickly, deep ruby in elegant glasses. We clinked them gently and I took a sip, the rich, velvety flavor blooming across my tongue with notes of cherry and spice. It was really good. From there the conversation flowed easily, casual and light. We talked about the latest football games, our favorite movies, funny stories from classes. Blake kept slipping in little compliments. “That laugh of yours is contagious,” or “You look so cute when you get excited like that.” He flirted without being pushy, making my cheeks stay pleasantly warm the whole time. I was actually enjoying this, letting him take charge, he was doing a good job.

I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop: awkward questions about being trans, sexual comments, hungry looks I’d gotten from other boys. But none of it came. We were just talking, laughing, and enjoying each other’s company like two normal people on a date. The wine settled warm in my stomach, loosening me up as I sipped and let him lead the conversation.

When the waiter returned for our food orders, neither of us had even opened the menu. Blake didn’t hesitate. “I’ll have the ribeye, medium rare,” he said confidently, then glanced at me with a gentle smile. “And she’ll have the filet mignon, also medium rare.”

My eyes widened the second the words left his mouth. “Oh my God, I love filet mignon,” I blurted excitedly. “How’d you know?”

Blake chuckled, that easy, handsome grin spreading back across his face. “Most girls do, but they don’t want to order something heavy on a first date. I think that’s so dumb. I want you to enjoy yourself, and I know it’s really good here.”

Suddenly I felt like I had a frog stuck in my throat. My vision blurred for a second as I stared at him across the candlelit table, unable to believe how thoughtful he was being. Ever since my feminization, no one ever treated me this way without wanting something from me. “Blake… you are literally the sweetest,” I managed, my voice small and a little unsteady.

He laughed softly, warm and genuine. “I gotta get you used to the princess treatment, Jenny. You deserve it.”

At this point, I was feeling like a princess, and I was sure my cheeks matched my dress. My fingers tightened around the stem of my wine glass as a rush of overwhelming gratitude and emotion made my chest feel all fluttery. I didn’t know what to say, so I stammered the first thing that came to mind, trying not to cry as emotion threatened to spill over. “So… tell me about football. You looked so good at the game the other day. You’re like… crazy strong.”

“I’m not that strong,” Blake chuckled, then launched into stories about how he first got into football in middle school, the early morning practices, the rush of Friday nights under the lights, and how much he still loved the game. I listened with my chin resting lightly on my hand, eyes fixed on him, the warm buzz of the wine making everything feel softer and more intimate as I clung to every word slipping from his lips.

The waiter arrived with our plates, the rich aroma of perfectly seared steak and garlic butter rising between us. “Thank you,” we both said almost in unison. Blake grinned across the table. “This looks incredible.” I nodded, carefully cutting a small piece of my filet mignon with delicate motions, taking tiny, ladylike bites. The meat was buttery and tender, practically melting on my tongue.

“So, tell me about you,” Blake said after a few bites, his gaze warm and curious. “You looked super athletic out there cheering. Pretty hot too, if I’m being honest.”

I dabbed my lips with the napkin, buying a second. “Thank you,” I murmured, savoring his praise more than the steak. I told him about doing gymnastics when I was younger, how flexible it had made me, and how the girls Tori had basically dragged me into cheer tryouts. He asked how I liked it, whether the routines were hard, if I got nervous before games. The conversation flowed so naturally that I found myself enjoying it more and more with every bite.

Then he asked, “Did you play any other sports growing up?”

I hesitated. I had played soccer, baseball, and basketball. But strangely enough, I didn’t want to admit that. I wanted him to envision me as feminine and ladylike, not imagine me back as a boy playing sports like one. Instead, I flicked my wrist, girly and delicate. “I’m actually a ballerina.”

The second I said it, I felt completely embarrassed. My thighs pressed together under the table, the short hem of my satin dress suddenly feeling even shorter, the swell of my breasts pressing against the low neckline as I shifted. But Blake’s eyes lit up with genuine interest. “No way. That’s awesome. How long have you been doing it?”

We talked about ballet for the rest of the meal, my summer, the Swan Lake recital, the way it made me feel graceful and elegant. He listened intently, asking real questions, leaning in like he actually cared. By the time our plates were clean, I wasn’t embarrassed anymore, and was actually beaming with pride as I probably bored him recalling the choreography of my recital. This was the most anyone had let me just talk about myself in months. No teasing, no mockery. Just Blake, smiling at me like I was the most interesting person in the room. I was addicted.

The waiter returned. “Any dessert for you two tonight?”

Blake looked at me expectantly. I shook my head, smiling shyly. “No thank you.”

When the check came, the waiter placed it directly in front of Blake without hesitation. The simple gesture hit me again, how completely I was being treated like the girl on the date. I reached for my clutch anyway. “I can—”

“No way,” Blake said with a smirk, already pulling out his card. “I got this. I’m just so glad you came. I had a ton of fun with you.”

I felt that warm, fluttery feeling again. He was making me feel feminine and special at every turn, truly like a princess. “You know… you’re doing a really good job with that whole princess treatment thing.”

Blake laughed softly as he stood, offering his hand. “Good. You deserve it.”

I slipped my fingers into his, letting him help me up. The room tilted just a little, between the wine and the tall heels, my balance wasn’t the steadiest. I clasped his arm again, leaning into the solid warmth of him as we walked out of the restaurant together. My heels clicked sharply on the pavement, the cool night air brushing over my bare legs and boobs, the satin dress swaying against my curves with every step. I stayed close, letting him lead me back to the car, feeling small, delicate, and cared for.

The drive back to my house felt warmer somehow, the streetlights sliding across the dashboard as we chatted easily about how perfect the dinner had been, the food, the service, the way conversation just flowed. We both agreed we wanted to do it again soon, our voices excited and full of promise. But as the familiar lights of my street came into view, a nervous flutter built in my stomach. The date was ending, and something in me felt the need to address the elephant in the car.

I twisted my fingers in my lap, smoothing the satin hem of my red dress over my thighs. “You know… I kind of thought you were gonna ask about me being trans,” I said timidly, my voice barely louder than the hum of the engine.

Blake glanced over, his expression shifting to something almost apologetic. “Oh, I’m sorry…did you want me to? I didn’t mean to be rude.”

I let out a soft giggle, the sound bubbling up despite my nerves. He really was sweet. “No, not necessarily. I just… kind of expected it.”

“I guess I just didn’t want to make you uncomfortable,” he replied sincerely.

I smiled at him, the glossy red of my lipstick catching the dashboard glow. “You’re really sweet, you know that?”

He chuckled a little awkwardly as he pulled up outside my house. “So are you.”

Silence settled for a beat. I bit my lip, then pushed forward. “So… you really don’t care?”

“Not at all,” he said, turning toward me. “Like I said, I actually think it’s kind of a turn-on.”

My cheeks burned instantly, heat crawling all the way up to my ears. I didn’t know what to say, so I just sat there, heart racing.

Blake shifted in his seat, looking a bit uncertain. “So um… I see you have boobs.”

The bluntness hit so hard I burst into giggles. Blake started laughing too, the tension cracking between us. He continued, still awkward but curious, “So did you like… have bottom surgery too?”

“Well, um… my boobs and my butt are from taking estrogen,” I explained, voice small. “I didn’t get any surgeries.”

He continued a bit more awkwardly. “So…you still have um…”

“My clit?” The word slipped out before I could stop it. I was completely mortified the second I said it. I pressed my thighs together, feeling the smooth satin and the delicate lace of my panties against my smooth skin.

Blake’s eyebrows rose. “Your clit?”

“Um, yeah… I guess I kind of refer to it as that because it’s not really big and it can’t really get hard anymore because of the cage I wear,” I mumbled, humiliation prickling hot across my chest and neck.

“Cage?” he asked, genuinely curious now.

I wanted the seat to swallow me whole. “Yeah… um, like a chastity cage.”

The silence that followed was agonizing. It was probably only a few seconds, but it felt like it was forever. My pulse thundered in my ears. Before I could think better of it, the words tumbled out: “Do you wanna see it?”

“Sure,” he said, not quite hiding his curiosity.

Completely ashamed and regretting my offer, I glanced around the dark street, then gingerly lifted the hem of my short red dress. My fingers hooked into the waistband of my lacy panties and slid them down just enough. The cool air kissed my shrunken, pink-caged clit, making me shiver as I exposed it completely. For the first time all night, I felt completely pathetic.

Blake looked for a long moment, then said honestly, “I see why you call it a clit.”

In any other moment that would have crushed me, but the sheer awkward sincerity of it made it funny. He was teasing me, but it wasn’t malicious. We cracked up together, the laughter spilling out and easing the tension.

I playfully smacked his arm, still giggling. “Come on, it’s not that small.”

“No, no, definitely not,” he teased back, grinning wide.

Then his voice softened. “It’s kind of cute.”

“Cute?” I echoed, breath catching.

He smiled, glancing down at it and then back up at me. “Yeah… kind of. Like it’s very girly. It fits you.”

All night he’d been kind, sweet, treating me like I was precious. And now, in this most vulnerable moment, he was still gentle and kind. I was so grateful that I couldn’t hold myself back. With my panties still lowered and my caged clit still on display, I leaned across the console, cupped his face with my manicured hands, and kissed him passionately.

Our lips met softly at first, warm and tentative. Then faster, more aggressive. He cupped my face with one big hand, thumb brushing my cheek as we made out in the quiet dark of the car. His tongue brushed mine gently, tasting faintly of wine and mint, but he never pushed further, never let his hands wander below my shoulders. The gentlemanly restraint only made my heart flutter harder.

When we finally parted, both a little breathless, I whispered, “I’d really like to do this again.”

“Me too,” Blake said, smiling. Then he glanced down with a soft laugh. “But you should probably pull your panties up if you’re gonna get out of the car.”

We both giggled again as I quickly fixed my lingerie, smoothing my dress back down over my thighs. I leaned in for one more soft, affectionate kiss, then whispered, “Goodnight, Blake.”

He smiled at me as I opened the door. “Goodnight, Jenny.”

I stepped out of the car on shaky heels, the cool night air swirling around my bare legs and still-flushed skin. My silver clutch dangled from my fingers as I walked toward the front door, hips swaying naturally, a giddy little smile playing on my glossy red lips the whole way.

The next day, I stood in front of Tori’s vanity in my tight, satin black French maid dress, the shiny fabric stretching across my swollen B-cup breasts and cinching my waist dramatically. The poofy layers of the petticoat beneath the skirt flared out obscenely short, barely covering the tops of my white thigh-high stockings, while the black stilettos made my calves flex and my ass push out with every tiny movement. The lacy maid cap sat perched on my wavy brown hair, and the matching lace choker hugged my throat like a constant reminder of my place.

I finished blotting my bright red lipstick, overdrawn into a plump, cock-sucking pout, and stepped back to check myself in the mirror. Smokey eyes stared back at me, dark, sultry shadows and thick false lashes that made me look like a total whore. My blush was applied a little too heavily, giving my cheeks that permanent flushed look. Tori’s biggest hoop earrings swung heavily from my lobes. I looked… slutty. Sexy. Like the kind of girl who existed only to please. A strange, shameful thrill ran through me as I smoothed my hands down the satin.

I minced over to Tori’s bed on my towering stilettos, the petticoats swishing loudly with every mincing step, my caged clit throbbing uselessly against the tight confines of my panties as I took her in. Tori lounged there in full lingerie: a black lace bra barely containing her perfect breasts, matching thong, garter belt, and stockings. The sight made my mouth water. I sank to my knees beside the bed without being told, the petticoats fluffing out around me like a ridiculous frilly cloud.

In moments like this, staring up at her, it was impossible to remember I’d ever wanted anything else. No Blake. No boys or other girls. Just her. My Mistress. The girl I was madly, hopelessly in love with.

“I’m ready, Mistress,” I whispered, voice breathy and eager.

Tori smiled down at me, slow and predatory, then sat up on the edge of the bed so her lace-covered pussy was mere inches from my face. Her fingers slid into my hair, petting me gently. “Such a good girl, Jennifer.”

I leaned into her touch, melting.

“Do you know why I told you to come over today, sissy?” she asked sweetly.

“No, Mistress,” I answered obediently. “I figured you wanted some chores done.”

“That’s a good guess, my sweet little princess,” she cooed, still stroking my hair, “but no.” She stood up slowly, bringing her pussy so close I could feel the heat of it against my nose. Her fingers kept stroking my hair like a pet. “I told you to come over so you could learn what you’re not.”

Completely aroused, my tiny, caged clit straining painfully, I whimpered, “What I’m not, Mistress?”

“Yes, pretty girl,” she murmured, voice dripping with mock sympathy. “You’re not a man. You don’t get any pussy.”

A sharp pang of sadness twisted deep inside me, but my body only grew hotter, nipples tingling against the satin bodice, panties already growing damp. “I know that, Mistress,” I whimpered.

She rubbed the front of her panties slowly across my face, the soft lace dragging over my nose and overdrawn red lips. “I know you say that, little girl, but I’m not sure you’ve fully internalized it.” Her fingers tightened in my hair and she gently tilted my head back so I had to look up at her. “That’s why you’re here today. To watch a real man fuck me so that you can see that you’re not one.”

Tears welled up instantly in my eyes, but the only words that came out were a broken, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Such an obedient little girl,” she praised, pushing my face back against her panties. “You can kiss it, baby… but that’s the closest you’ll ever get.”

Heartbroken and aching, I pressed my glossy red lips to the warm lace and began kissing. Soft at first, then more desperate, long, worshipful presses of my mouth, little kitten licks along the fabric, inhaling her scent with every breath. The petticoats rustled loudly as I shifted on my knees, stilettos digging into the carpet. For twenty long minutes I stayed there, face buried in her crotch, kissing and licking and nuzzling her pussy through the thin panties while she moaned softly above me and stroked my hair.

“Mmm, that’s it, sissy… worship what you’ll never have,” she purred, rolling her hips gently against my eager mouth. “Look at you, all dolled up like a porn star just to kiss my panties. Pathetic… but so fucking cute.”

My cheeks burned, tears slipping down despite how painfully hard my caged clit throbbed, leaking steadily into my panties. My breasts tingled and felt heavy, nipples stiff and sensitive against the satin. I kept kissing her, long, devoted presses of my overdrawn lips, gentle sucks, my false lashes fluttering as I looked up at her with pure devotion.

Then the doorbell rang.

Tori gently pulled my head back, my red lipstick now smeared across her panties. “Go get the door, sweet girl.”

Tears welled fresh in my eyes, my body trembling with a confusing cocktail of humiliation, sadness, and unbearable arousal, panties soaked. I rose unsteadily on my stilettos and curtsied deeply, the petticoats flaring. “Yes, Mistress.”

As I reached her bedroom door, she called after me sweetly, “Oh, and Jennifer… make sure you introduce yourself as Sissy Jennifer and address him as Sir. This way everyone’s roles are clear.”

Feeling utterly pathetic, I curtsied again. “Yes, Mistress.”

Then I turned and headed out the door, stilettos clicking loudly down the stairs toward the front door.

I minced down the stairs in my slutty black French maid outfit, the poofy petticoats swishing loudly with every tiny, heel-clacking step, my heart hammering faster the closer I got to the door. Nervous sweat prickled along my spine under the tight satin bodice. I thought to myself anxiously: “Please don’t let it be someone from school. Please, please…”

My trembling hand turned the knob. I felt a surge of relief when I saw a guy I didn’t recognize at all, tall, athletic-looking, with messy dark hair. Still, the humiliation burned deep as I dropped into a perfect, demure curtsy, the short skirt flaring up and exposing the lacy white tops of my stockings. “Welcome, Sir,” I said softly around the rising lump in my throat, voice muffled slightly by my shame. “My name is Sissy Jennifer. Mistress Tori is waiting for you upstairs.”

He stared, dumbfounded for a second, then let out an amused little laugh. “Uh… okay.” He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. I turned and led the way back up, each step in the sky-high stilettos making my ass sway and the petticoats bounce. I could feel his eyes on me the whole way, undoubtedly catching flashes of my panties with every upward step. The knowledge made me feel even smaller and more ashamed as I dejectedly minced my way to her room.

When we reached Tori’s room, she bounced off the bed with a delighted squeal. “Hey, Brayden!” She threw her arms around him, kissing him deeply right in front of me, his hands immediately finding her barely-covered ass. Then she turned, eyes sparkling with wicked glee. “So… what do you think of my sissy?”

Brayden looked me up and down, clearly stunned. “I seriously can’t believe she used to be a guy… this is crazy.”

Tori giggled and grabbed my breasts, squeezing them firmly and pulling down my dress so they spilled over the low neckline of the maid dress. “I know, right? Look at her tits.”

“No way they’re real,” he said, eyes wide.

Tori laughed again. “Feel for yourself.”

Before I could even react, Brayden stepped forward and cupped them, squeezing experimentally. A hot blush exploded across my face as I stood there, feeling like a sex doll as he groped me in my slutty outfit. “Holy shit,” he muttered, “that’s crazy.”

Tori led him to the bed, sitting beside him, then patted the space in front of her. “Come here, sissy.”

I walked over timidly, every click of my stilettos and rustle of petticoats amplifying how pathetic I felt. Sadness and deep emasculation sat heavy in my chest as I stopped before them, eyes lowered.

“Are you going to be a good girl for Brayden?” Tori asked sweetly.

Fighting back the sting of tears, I whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.” She stood and went to her closet, returning with a pink shopping bag. “I got these for you the other day, honey.”

She pulled out a thick black penis-shaped gag with straps. “Open wide, sissy.”

Brayden chuckled. My eyes watered immediately as I parted my overdrawn red lips. The fat silicone cock slid deep into my mouth, stretching my jaw and pressing heavily against my tongue. Tori buckled the pink straps tightly behind my head, the intrusion forcing me to breathe through my nose in short, humiliated puffs. “Just imagine it’s Blake’s cock, baby,” she cooed. The shame I felt was so incredibly intense that I had to look down, unable to face them, drool already threatening to spill from the corners of my stretched mouth.

Then she produced the silver butt plug with its sparkly pink jewel base that she and Trisha had bought for me a few months ago. “Remember this, Jenny?” She held it up teasingly. “I thought this would be a good time to start training your pussy, especially since you’re catching feelings for a man and all that. You’ll thank me later.”

I started shaking. Brayden fell back on the bed laughing. “I cannot believe this shit.”

Tori cupped my face gently. “Do you trust me, princess?”

I nodded reluctantly, melting under her gaze despite everything.

She stroked my cheek affectionately. “Good girl. Now just try to relax.”

She bent me over the edge of the bed, facing Brayden. My skirt was flipped up, panties yanked down, leaving me completely exposed, degraded, and vulnerable in front of this stranger. The position made me feel utterly powerless, like I had been castrated. Suddenly cool lube-coated metal pressed against my tight hole. I flinched hard.

“Shhh, just relax, Jennifer,” Tori cooed, pushing me back down. “Deep breath.”

I tried. I really did. But as the thick, cold metal pushed inside me, stretching my pussy wider and wider, a sharp burning pain made tears spill down my cheeks. My whole body trembled. Then it popped past the widest part and settled deep, leaving me gasping around the fat dildo gag. The sudden, heavy fullness was overwhelming, a constant, invasive pressure that made me feel completely taken, owned, and helpless. Every tiny shift of my hips sent new waves of strange, humiliating sensation through my core.

Tori giggled and gave my ass a playful smack. “Good girl, Jenny. You can pull your panties up, princess.”

Sniffling, I stood on shaky stilettos and slowly slid my panties back into place. The plug pressed even firmer now, the pink jewel nestled between my cheeks, the fullness impossible to ignore with every movement.

Tori took my hand and led me to a chair she’d pulled over to face the bed. “Sit.”

I lowered myself carefully, smoothing my skirt, but the moment my weight settled the plug drove deeper, grinding against a sensitive spot inside. A muffled groan escaped around the gag. She quickly wrapped soft pink rope around my chest and arms, binding me securely to the chair. The rope bit gently into my skin, holding me immobile, breasts pushed out lewdly by the tight bands.

Tori knelt in front of me, inches from my tear-streaked face. “Do you promise me you’ll be a good girl and watch?”

Crying silently, unable to speak around the thick cock stretching my mouth, I gave a sad little nod.

“Trust me, baby. This will be good for you.” She kissed my forehead tenderly, then climbed onto the bed. “Oh wait, I almost forgot—”

She grabbed a small remote from the bag and clicked it. The plug inside me roared to life.

Intense vibrations surged through my insides, buzzing relentlessly against my prostate. My eyes widened, a long, broken groan vibrating around the dildo gag as the powerful sensations overwhelmed me, deep, rhythmic pulses that made my caged clit leak helplessly into my panties and my sensitive nipples tingle wildly against the satin. The fullness combined with the buzzing left me trembling, drooling, and utterly trapped in the overwhelming sensations.

Tori tossed the remote aside with a giggle and straddled Brayden. His hands immediately grabbed her ass, pulling her down as their mouths crashed together. She ground against him instinctively, both of them groaning loudly as they started devouring each other right in front of me.

I sat bound to the chair in my slutty black French maid dress, the pink rope digging snugly into my chest and arms, forcing my B-cup breasts to strain forward against the tight satin bodice. The thick black dildo gag stretched my jaw wide, my overdrawn red lips wrapped obscenely around its base while drool already trickled down my chin in warm, humiliating strings. But nothing compared to the silver butt plug lodged deep inside me. Its pink jewel base nestled between my cheeks, and the relentless vibrations Tori had cranked to maximum buzzed through my core like a living thing, deep, rhythmic pulses that vibrated relentlessly inside my pussy, making my caged clit leak steadily into the front of my lacy panties. Every tiny shift of my hips sent fresh waves of unwanted heat radiating outward, my nipples tingling and stiff against the shiny fabric, my whole body trembling in the poofy petticoats.

Tori straddled Brayden on the bed right in front of me, her perfect body grinding down against the obvious bulge in his jeans as they kissed hungrily. Their moans filled the room, low and masculine from him, breathy and needy from her. His big hands gripped her ass, squeezing hard enough to make her whimper into his mouth. My stomach twisted sharply at the sight, deep sadness and jealousy lancing through the buzzing pleasure between my legs. “That should be me,” some broken part of me thought, but the thought felt ridiculous even as it formed. There I sat, dolled up like a whore, plugged and gagged and tied, while a real man took what I could never have.

Brayden broke the kiss just long enough to peel Tori’s lace bra off, freeing her full breasts. He groaned appreciatively and immediately filled his hands with them, squeezing roughly, thumbs flicking over her nipples until she arched and moaned louder. She glanced over at me then, her eyes soft, almost affectionate, like she was sharing something beautiful with her favorite little pet. The warmth in her gaze only made the knife twist deeper. Brayden noticed too. He looked straight at me and smirked, that lazy, superior curl of his lips saying everything: Pathetic.

The plug pulsed harder inside me as I watched him bury his face between her breasts, sucking and biting while she rocked against him. My own chest ached in sympathy, the vibrations traveling up my spine and making my sensitive nipples throb in time with each rough pull of his mouth. Shame burned through me, hot and deep, but my caged clit kept leaking anyway, the front of my panties growing slick and sticky. I didn’t want this, didn’t want to feel any of it, but the fullness, the buzzing, the way it forced my body to respond… it was relentless. Truthfully, it was amazing.

Tori sat up long enough for Brayden to strip her completely, peeling the thong and garter belt down her long legs with impatient hands. Naked now, she looked like every fantasy I’d ever had: sexy, confident, glowing. He sat up too, towering over her, and shoved his jeans and boxers down. His cock sprang free, thick and hard and undeniably superior to mine. My eyes widened around the gag, more tears spilling over as the contrast between us hit me like a punch to the gut. That was what a real man looked like. What I could never be.

He pushed her onto the bed on all fours, facing me directly. Tori’s eyes locked on mine again, warm, almost tender, as Brayden lined himself up behind her. He slapped her ass hard, the crack echoing through the room, and she moaned loudly. Then he thrust in, deep and sudden. Her whole body jolted forward, mouth falling open in a broken cry of pleasure. The wet, rhythmic sound of him fucking her filled the air immediately, skin slapping skin, her ass cheeks rippling and clapping back against his hips with every powerful stroke.

The plug inside me seemed to vibrate in perfect sync with their rhythm, grinding against that spot over and over until my vision blurred. I whimpered around the fat dildo gag, drool dripping onto my satin-covered breasts, my whole lower body clenching and jolting helplessly. Shame and heartbreak crashed through me in waves. Every hard thrust he gave her drove home how utterly inadequate I was, how my tiny, useless caged clit could never stretch her, never make her moan like that, never dominate her the way he was. I was just… this. A tied-up, plugged sissy in a frilly maid dress, leaking and trembling while a real man claimed what I loved most.

Brayden spanked her again, harder, leaving red handprints on her perfect ass as he pounded into her. “Fuck, you feel so good,” he growled, voice rough with lust. Tori’s moans grew louder, needier, her breasts swinging heavily beneath her as she pushed back against him. She looked over at me again, eyes glassy with pleasure but still soft, like she was proud of me for watching, for taking it. Brayden smirked at me too, that same mocking look, his eyes flicking down to the obvious wet spot on my panties before he drove into her even harder.

The intensity built with every slap, every wet thrust, every moan. The plug buzzed mercilessly, forcing my body higher and higher against my will. My hips twitched uselessly in the ropes, trying to find friction that would never come. Tears streamed down my face, smearing my heavy makeup, but my caged clit throbbed and leaked in time with their fucking. I hated how aroused I was. I hated how right it felt to see her like this, lost in pleasure only a real man could give her. The sadness deepened into something sharper, more devastating: the growing, undeniable understanding that I could never satisfy her. Never satisfy any woman. Not like this. Not ever.

Brayden flipped her onto her back, spreading her legs wide and slamming back inside. Her nails dug into his back as she cried out, fingers clawing at his shoulders. He fucked her even harder now, the bed creaking, her breasts bouncing wildly with every brutal thrust. Both of them kept glancing over, him with that smug, superior smirk that made me feel smaller than ever, her with those warm, loving eyes that somehow made the humiliation sweeter and crueler at the same time.

I sobbed harder around the gag, shoulders shaking in their pink rope bonds. The plug’s vibrations had become unbearable, pushing me right to the edge of something I couldn’t name. My panties were soaked, my nipples ached, my whole feminized body trembled with forced pleasure and crushing heartbreak. This was me. This was what I was now. A pretty little sissy who only got to watch. Who got to leak and cry while she understood exactly where she belonged.

Brayden’s pace grew frantic. He pulled out suddenly, stroking himself furiously over her. With a deep groan he came hard, thick ropes of cum painting her lower back and the curve of her ass in hot, glistening streaks. Tori moaned softly, arching into it, her eyes fluttering open to find mine again, soft, reassuring, almost proud.

Brayden collapsed back onto the bed beside her, chest heaving, a satisfied grin on his face. I sat there sobbing uncontrollably, tears pouring down my ruined makeup, body still buzzing and clenching helplessly around the plug, overwhelmed by the devastating cocktail of shame, heartbreak, emasculation, and the strangest, deepest thread of gratitude that I couldn’t deny anymore. I was no longer a man. I could never satisfy her like that. I belonged exactly where I was, tied up, plugged, gagged, watching. And some broken, pathetic part of me was even grateful she got to feel that kind of pleasure.

Tori’s voice came out breathy and post-sex soft as she glanced over at Brayden with a lazy smile. “You can turn her plug off, baby.”

He reached for the remote, still catching his breath, and clicked it off. The vibrations died instantly, leaving me empty and aching and still sobbing in the sudden, overwhelming silence. After that night, nothing would ever be the same. I was not the same. I was a completely broken little bitch and I knew it. I accepted it.

Three weeks later on Halloween morning, I stood in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom, smoothing my hands down the front of my costume as the soft fabric whispered against my smooth thighs. The pink-and-white gingham dress hugged my growing B-cup breasts perfectly in its sweetheart neckline, pushing them up into a very noticeable cleavage that made my pearl necklace sit prettily just above it. The sleeveless bodice cinched tight at my waist before flaring out into a short, flouncy skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, the crisp material swishing with even the smallest movement. A massive pink gingham bow sat perched on top of my long, wavy brown hair, and my feet were perched in strappy hot-pink heels that made my legs look endlessly long. White heart-shaped earrings dangled from my lobes, and my makeup was pure Barbie, bright pink overdrawn lips, heavy blush on my cheeks, and big, fluttery lashes.

As I turned slowly side to side, watching the skirt flare and my reflection twirl, a rush of conflicting emotions washed over me. The past few weeks since that afternoon in Tori’s room kept playing through my mind like a constant loop.

Watching Brayden fuck her so hard, so dominantly, while I sat tied to that chair, plugged, gagged, leaking helplessly, had shattered something deep inside me. But instead of just breaking me, it had… settled something. For the first time, I truly understood, bone-deep, that I wasn’t a man anymore. The realization still hurt in quiet moments, a sharp little ache in my chest, but it also brought this strange, almost soothing clarity. I didn’t know how to be a man anymore. I hadn’t felt like one in months. Letting go of the idea that I ever could be one felt like exhaling after holding my breath for far too long. There was peace in it. Acceptance.

I was still madly in love with Tori. That hadn’t changed. But being her sissy cuckold, her pretty little pet who got to watch real men please her, had started to feel more and more like my actual purpose. Every time she tied me up, slid a buzzing plug deep inside me, and made me watch, the humiliation burned, jealousy flared… but it also felt right. More right every single time. And the way my body responded, leaking and throbbing in its cage while I cried, left me deeply ashamed. I was more turned on by being her obedient sissy than I had ever been by anything before.

My relationship with Blake had only deepened the feeling that my days as a man were long gone. Almost every weekend we went out, and each date felt more magical than the last. He treated me like a princess, opening doors, complimenting me constantly, making me feel delicate and desired. Last week Trisha had decided it was time to reward him properly for being such a gentleman. On her instructions, I’d ended up on my knees in front of him, eagerly sucking his cock with long, wet strokes until he pulled out and painted my face with his cum. The shame had still been there, but I hadn’t hated it. Not really. I actually kind of liked it. I liked making him feel good. I liked being the kind of girl who rewarded her man that way. My feelings for Blake were getting stronger and more confusing by the day, but they all circled back to the same truth: this was what I was good at now. Being soft. Being pretty. Being a girl.

A giddy little smile tugged at my glossy pink lips as I gave one last twirl in the mirror, the skirt lifting just enough to flash the white panties underneath. Humiliation still prickled at the thought of walking into school like this. My mistresses had chosen the Barbie costume, of course, but beneath that embarrassment was real excitement bubbling up. We had a double date after school: me and Blake, Tori and Roger, the tall football player she’d been seeing. The thought of being on Blake’s arm again, all dolled up like this, made my stomach flutter in the best way.

A car horn honked loudly from the driveway.

I quickly leaned closer to the mirror, checking my lipstick one last time and fluffing the big bow in my hair, then grabbed my little pink purse and headed out of my bedroom, heels clicking confidently down the hallway.

I headed down the stairs carefully in my pink heels, the short gingham skirt swishing around my thighs with every step. Grace and Kyle were sitting at the kitchen table, Kyle in a simple construction worker costume, complete with a hard hat and tool belt. Grace looked up first and immediately broke into a delighted giggle.

“Have a good day at school, Barbie,” she sang, eyes sparkling with amusement.

My cheeks flushed hot. “Thanks, Mommy,” I murmured, voice soft and shy.

Grace tilted her head, still smiling. “Is Blake still taking you out after school, sweetie?”

The blush deepened, spreading down my neck. I shifted on my heels, suddenly very aware of how my breasts pressed against the tight bodice. “Yes, Mommy.”

Kyle glanced up from his phone, looking a little awkward. “So… is he like your boyfriend now?”

I blushed as I contemplated how to respond. The truth, that I basically had a boyfriend now, sat heavily in my chest. I looked down at the floor, pivoting coyly on my toes so my skirt flared out just a little. “I don’t know… we’re not really official yet,” I said quietly, the words feeling both embarrassing and strangely exciting at the same time.

Grace let out another warm giggle. “Soon enough you will be, sweetheart. Have a good day at school.”

“Thanks, Mommy… see you at school, Kyle,” I said, swinging my little pink purse.

“See you,” Kyle replied, still sounding a bit uncomfortable.

I stepped outside, the cool morning air brushing over my bare legs, and hurried toward Trisha’s car. I opened the passenger door and slid in as gracefully as I could, smoothing my skirt beneath me.

Trisha sat behind the wheel in her sexy leopard-print bodysuit that clung to every curve, cat ears perched on her head, and a long tail curling beside her. She looked stunning: confident, powerful, and effortlessly hot.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I said softly, unable to hide the admiration in my voice. “You look really beautiful.”

She smiled at me, eyes roaming over my Barbie costume. “So do you, Barbie.”

A little rush of pride warmed my chest even through the blush. I lifted the hem of my short gingham skirt, hooked my fingers into my white panties, and slid them down my thighs. Trisha reached over without hesitation, unlocked my pink chastity cage, and slipped it off. My tiny, shrunken clit twitched in the open air.

She giggled immediately. “It really does get smaller every time, Jennifer.”

For a moment, I felt shame as I stared down at how pathetic and tiny it looked now, barely there, soft and cute in a way that felt completely unmanly. But then, almost without thinking, the words slipped out: “Better small and cute than all big, manly, and gross, right Mistress?”

Trisha burst out laughing, bright and delighted. “Right you are, girly girl.”

I felt pathetic about what I had just said, but I pushed it aside. Overall, I was in a surprisingly good mood. While Trisha started driving, I carefully tucked my clit back with the tucking tape, smoothing everything neatly between my legs until it was completely flat and hidden beneath the short pink dress. The familiar motion felt almost comforting now, like another little ritual that reminded me exactly who I was.

I spent most of the school day floating through a sea of costumes, the hallways packed with witches, superheroes, zombies, and everything in between. My short pink gingham dress and giant bow actually blended in more than I expected, though every time I passed a group of cheerleaders they made sure I didn’t forget who I was.

“Hi Barbie!” they’d call out loudly, giggling.

I’d force a bright, girly smile, lift my hand in a delicate little wave with my pink nails flashing, and reply in my highest, sweetest voice, “Hi Barbie!” The words felt ridiculous coming out of my mouth, but I played along with the trend from the movie. Each time I did it my cheeks warmed and my skirt swished around my thighs, a constant reminder of how completely I’d slipped into this role.

At lunch I stepped into the cafeteria and my jaw nearly dropped. Tori was standing near our usual table in the sexiest Playboy bunny costume I’d ever seen. The black satin bodysuit was cut so high on her hips it was basically a thong, the front dipping low to show off an incredible amount of cleavage. Sheer black pantyhose hugged her long legs, disappearing into sky-high black heels. A fluffy white bunny tail sat perched on her perfect ass, and the matching bunny ears sat cutely on her head. A little black bowtie rested at her throat. She looked breathtaking, pure sex and confidence.

“You… you look beautiful, Mistress,” I stammered, eyes wide.

She grinned and pulled me into a tight hug. Our breasts pressed together firmly through our costumes, soft and warm, and she whispered against my ear, “We look beautiful, Jennifer. And I bet our men will think so too.”

A strange mix of emotions swirled through me. Part of me still ached with the old wish that I could be her man, the one who got to claim her like that. But another, stronger part felt a giddy rush of camaraderie, a special secret bond between us as two pretty girls chatting about their dates. It felt… nice. Intimate in a way I was starting to crave.

We were barely seated with the other girls when our dates approached. Roger was in a cop costume that showed off some muscle but wasn’t overly sexy. My eyes went straight to Blake walking beside him. He wore a tight plaid farmer’s shirt with the sleeves rolled up, the top few buttons undone to show off his broad, muscular chest and thick biceps. The worn jeans and rustic suspenders only made him look stronger, more masculine. A straw hat sat crooked on his head. Heat flushed through me as I stared. I thought to myself, “God, he’s sexy.” The thought hit me hard, and a flicker of confusion followed right behind it. That was the first time I’d ever thought of a man that way.

Blake stepped right up to me, cupped my face gently, and kissed me softly on the lips. Roger did the same with Tori. Then Blake pulled back just enough to smile down at me. “You excited for our date tonight?”

I blushed furiously, nodding. “Very,” I admitted, voice small and breathy.

His grin widened. He cupped my chin again, tilted my face up, and kissed me deeper this time, slow and sweet. “Me too. I’ll see you after school.” He gave my hand a squeeze before he and Roger walked off.

The second they were gone the girls at the table exploded into teasing.

“Oh my god, look at her face! She’s so in love with her boyfriend!”

“Barbie’s got a crush on a big strong farmer!”

“Jenny’s gonna get her little clit all tingly thinking about her man tonight!”

I buried my face in my hands, blushing crimson, the short skirt suddenly feeling even shorter. The embarrassment burned… but underneath it, deep down, I was really excited. Excited to be on his arm, to be treated like his girl, to feel that princess feeling he always gave me.

The rest of the school day passed in a happy, dreamy haze. I drifted through my classes barely paying attention, my mind full of the nervous-fluttery feeling of anticipating the evening ahead.

When the final bell finally rang, Tori and I linked arms and walked out together, our hips bumping playfully as our heels clicked in sync down the hallway. We slipped into the backseat of Roger’s car, giggling and chatting like any two excited girlfriends, adjusting each other’s costumes, touching up our lipstick, whispering about the boys. Up front, Roger and Blake talked about tomorrow’s football game, their deep voices a comfortable backdrop as we pulled away from school.

I followed Blake’s lead into the casual bar and grill downtown, my pink gingham skirt swishing around my thighs with every step in my strappy heels. The place had a relaxed, lively vibe, dim warm lighting, wooden tables, and the low hum of conversation mixed with laughter. No one even asked for our IDs when the guys ordered drinks for us. I sipped a sweet, fruity cocktail through a straw, the alcohol warming my chest and loosening everything inside me as the night went on.

The food was incredible: juicy burgers, crispy fries, and loaded nachos that we all shared. Blake kept leaning close, making me laugh with his terrible dad jokes and silly impressions, while Roger did the same with Tori. I found myself cracking up alongside her, my glossy pink lips parted in girlish giggles as the two boys tried to one-up each other with increasingly stupid humor. It felt…normal. Fun. Like I was just a regular girl on a double date.

Every now and then I’d catch Roger’s hand brushing Tori’s thigh or the way he whispered something in her ear that made her bite her lip. A sharp little sting of jealousy would twist inside me, but then Blake would flash me that warm, relaxed smile or compliment how cute I looked when I laughed, and the feeling would melt away. His attention felt like a spotlight I didn’t want to step out of.

By the time we were waiting for the bill, I was pleasantly buzzed, cheeks warm and head a little floaty. That’s when I noticed it under the table, Tori had her leg extended, her black high heel slowly rubbing against the front of Roger’s pants. His jaw was tight, eyes half-lidded. Without really thinking, I mirrored her. I slid my foot up Blake’s leg until I found the growing bulge in his jeans. I rubbed gently, teasingly, feeling him harden almost instantly under my sole.

Blake’s breath hitched. He looked at me with wide eyes, face flushed, like he was barely holding it together. The sight made something giddy and excited bubble up inside me. I couldn’t stop the little giggle that escaped my lips as I kept rubbing, watching his muscular chest rise and fall faster.

The guys paid, then led us back out to the car like perfect gentlemen. Tori and I slipped into the backseat together, our bare thighs brushing as we settled in. Up front, Roger and Blake started chatting again about tomorrow’s football game, their deep voices a comfortable rumble.

Tori leaned close, her bunny ears brushing my big pink bow as she whispered, “I think I’m gonna fuck Roger when we get back to his house.”

A quick pang of sadness flickered through me, jealous and familiar, but it was softer now, mixed with something warmer. I was honestly excited for her, for my Mistress to get the deep, satisfying pleasure she deserved from a real man.

She turned to me with a wicked little smirk. “What about you?”

I smirked right back, the words slipping out naturally in my soft, breathy voice. “I’ll take care of him.”

We both dissolved into quiet, conspiratorial giggles in the back seat, two pretty girls sharing secrets while our dates drove us toward the rest of the night.

I followed Blake into Roger’s house, my pink heels clicking softly on the hardwood as we all settled onto the big sectional couch in the living room. The lights were low, and Roger put on a random action movie that none of us really cared about. Within minutes the room filled with the wet sounds of kissing. Tori and Roger were already going at it beside us, her bunny costume rustling as he pulled her closer.

I felt another sting of jealousy twisted when I heard her soft, needy moan against Roger’s mouth, but it faded quickly. Blake cupped my face with both hands and kissed me deeply, his tongue sliding against mine, tasting faintly of the beer he’d had at dinner. I melted into him, my manicured hands resting on his broad chest, feeling the heat of his skin through the thin plaid shirt. The farmer costume made him look so strong, so masculine, and something deep inside me responded with a warm, fluttering rush of adrenaline.

Our kisses grew hungrier. I shifted closer, swinging one leg over so I was half-straddling his thigh, my short gingham skirt riding up. My hand slid down his stomach until I found the thick bulge in his jeans. I rubbed him slowly through the fabric, moaning softly into his mouth as I felt him harden under my palm. The power of making him react like that was exhilarating.

After a few more heated minutes, Tori and Roger stood up, giggling and whispering as they headed upstairs. The sound of her laughter and their footsteps faded, leaving Blake and me completely alone on the couch.

Our making out turned desperate. I rubbed his cock more aggressively, feeling it throb and strain against his pants. Heat pooled low in my belly, my tucked clit pulsing uselessly against the tape. Breathless and aching, I pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips, “Can I suck your cock, daddy?”

Blake’s eyes darkened with lust. Without a word he frantically unbuttoned his jeans and shoved them down. His thick, hard cock sprang free, heavy and veined, the head already glistening. A soft, excited giggle escaped me. I was surprised by how eager I was.

I bent down on all fours, the short pink skirt flipping up over my ass as I crawled between his spread legs. My heart raced as I wrapped my soft hand around his shaft, stroking him slowly, watching precum bead at the tip. Blake groaned deeply. “Oh fuck yeah… suck it, baby.”

Feeling incredibly turned on by how much I was affecting him, I leaned down and took him into my mouth. The taste was warm, salty, and masculine. I swirled my tongue around the head before sliding lower, taking as much of him as I could. Blake moaned loudly, his fingers threading gently through my long brown hair, careful not to mess up my big pink bow.

“Good girl… just like that,” he breathed, voice rough with pleasure. “You look so fucking pretty with my cock in your mouth.”

The praise made my whole body tingle with excitement. My ass stayed up high in the air, skirt bunched around my waist, white panties on full display. Blake’s hand slid down my back, over the smooth gingham, and cupped my ass, squeezing firmly. I moaned around his cock, the vibration making him twitch in my mouth. His touch felt so good, possessive and gentle at the same time.

A moment later I felt him shift. He brought two fingers to his own mouth, sucking on them to wet them, then slipped them under the waistband of my panties. I shivered with nervous excitement as his slick fingertips probed between my cheeks, circling my tight little hole. He pressed slowly, carefully, and then one finger slid inside me.

The sensation was strange at first, stretching, invasive, but not entirely unfamiliar after all the plugs Tori had made me wear. Then he added a second finger, curling them gently, and pleasure sparked deep inside me. I moaned louder around his cock, sucking harder as he began to slowly finger me. The wet, rhythmic sounds of my mouth mixed with the slick noises coming from behind me. My panties were soaked, the front of my tucked clit straining desperately against the tape, twitching and leaking with every curl of his fingers.

Blake’s breathing grew ragged. “Fuck, Jenny… you’re so tight. Such a good girl for Daddy.”

I was losing myself in it. My head bobbed faster, lips stretched wide around his thick shaft, drool slipping down my chin onto his balls. His fingers curled perfectly against that sensitive spot inside me, sending electric jolts of pleasure through my core with every movement. My whole body trembled. My nipples ached against the gingham bodice. I was so close already, even though nothing touched my clit directly.

We built together, perfectly in sync. Blake’s grip tightened in my hair. His hips started rocking up to meet my mouth while his fingers curled faster and deeper. I whimpered and moaned around his cock, eyes watering, completely vulnerable and taken.

“Jenny…” he groaned, voice strained.

I looked up at him with wide, glassy eyes, his cock buried between my glossy pink lips, his fingers knuckle-deep in my ass. The eye contact felt impossibly intimate. I was utterly his in that moment, a pretty little sissy on all fours, desperate to please her man.

“You want daddy to cum for you?” he rasped.

I nodded eagerly, moaning a muffled “Mhm” around his throbbing cock.

That was all it took. Blake started thrusting harder into my mouth, fingers fucking me with perfect, relentless pressure. The pleasure coiled tighter and tighter inside me until I was shaking uncontrollably. My ass clenched rhythmically around his fingers, my entire body vibrating with need.

Blake groaned loud and deep as his cock pulsed wildly between my lips. The first thick rope of cum exploded across my tongue, hot and salty. I swallowed desperately, moaning as another wave hit me. My own orgasm crashed over me like nothing I’d ever felt, not just from my restricted little clit, but a full-body, prostate-driven explosion that made my toes curl in my heels and my vision white out. My whole body convulsed hard, ass spasming around his fingers, muffled cries vibrating around his cock as wave after wave rolled through me. It felt like it lasted forever, intense and overwhelming, leaving me trembling and euphoric.

When it finally subsided, I stayed right where I was, dazed, floating in a pink haze of pleasure. Blake’s softening cock rested in my mouth and his fingers stayed gently inside me. I continued to suck him slowly, tenderly, swirling my tongue around him in lazy circles, not wanting to let him go. Soft, contented little moans escaped me as I nursed on his manhood, lost in the warm, submissive afterglow.

Two hours later, I knelt on the soft carpet in front of Tori’s bed, freshly showered and dressed in delicate pink lingerie, a lacy babydoll that barely reached the tops of my thighs, with matching panties that hugged my once again caged clit snugly. The fabric felt cool and silky against my smooth skin, my B-cup breasts pressing gently against the sheer cups. I looked up at Tori with pure adoration. She looked breathtaking in her own black lace lingerie, the intricate patterns clinging to her curves, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. My heart swelled with love so intense it almost hurt.

She smiled down at me softly, reaching out to stroke my cheek. “You know, princess. We need to talk.”

I stayed on my knees, gazing up at her, completely submissive. “Yes, Mistress.”

“I’ve been thinking about tonight,” she began, her voice warm and intimate. “Seeing you embrace this more and more… it makes me so happy, Jennifer. Really happy. Knowing Blake fingered you tonight, and that you liked it? God, that turns me on so much. My sweet little sissy getting fingered by her man while she sucked his cock.”

Heat flooded my face instantly. The shame and embarrassment burned deep, making my cheeks glow and my stomach twist, but I couldn’t hide the shy, giggly smile that tugged at my lips. “It… it was really intense, Mistress,” I admitted softly, voice trembling with both shame and excitement. “I felt so… full. And the way he looked at me…”

Tori’s smile widened. “You loved it, didn’t you?”

I bit my lip, squirming on my knees. The humiliation made me want to look away, but her gaze held me. After a long moment, I nodded, cheeks burning. “Yes, Mistress… I’ve grown to enjoy being a sissy. It feels… right. Especially when it makes you happy.”

She leaned forward, cupping my face with both hands. “Good girl. But I want you to step it up even more. I want you to really embrace it.”

I swallowed hard, voice small. “I… I’m already living as a girl, blowing boys, cheering… what else can I do, Mistress?”

She smiled down at me like I was her precious little pet. “I want you to lean all the way in…dress sluttier at school, maybe ask me and Trisha for an even smaller chastity cage because you want your little clit to shrink even more, try your best to show what a pathetic little bitch you are when you’re watching me get fucked. I want that mindset shift, baby. Fully embrace what you are. For me.”

The words hit hard. I was deeply ashamed of what she was asking me, to degrade, feminize, and emasculate myself willingly. To make being a hyperfeminine sissy my identity to my core. Part of me recoiled at how far she wanted me to go. But another, stronger part, the part that loved her more than anything, knew she was right. This was what I was meant for. I could feel it in my bones.

Tori’s eyes sparkled with affection. “I want you to wake up every day and choose to be my perfect little sissy because it pleases me and because it’s who you are choosing to be.”

My eyes stung with tears as I realized that I was going to say yes and mean in, but I felt a strange sense of peace too. She knew best. She always had. And I belonged to her. Her property.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, voice thick with emotion. “I’ll do it. For you. I want to… I want to be everything you want me to be.”

She beamed and stroked my hair lovingly. “Such a good girl.” Her fingers felt like heaven. I giggled shyly, leaning into her touch despite the lingering shame.

“There’s one last thing,” she said gently.

I looked up anxiously. “What is it, Mistress?”

“Blake is your man now, Jennifer. I want you to fully lean into being his girlfriend. He’s going to ask you to be his girl soon, and when he does, I want you to say yes.”

My heart fluttered wildly. The idea of officially having a boyfriend, of being Blake’s girlfriend, sent a confusing rush of embarrassment and excitement through me. I never thought I’d be anyone’s girlfriend, but I couldn’t deny having strong feelings for Blake. “Yes, Mistress,” I breathed, cheeks burning.

“And as his girlfriend,” she continued, voice sweet but firm, “I expect you to suck his cock every time you’re together. I also want you to start getting yourself ready to lose your virginity to him very soon.”

Nervous butterflies exploded in my stomach. The thought of actually being fucked by a man, of giving up my virginity that way, filled me with deep shame and anxiety. But beneath it all was total obedience. Total trust. This was what was best for me. Tori knew it. And I loved her enough to surrender completely.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said softly, voice full of submission. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

She smiled proudly. “Good girl. Now get into bed with me.”

I crawled up onto the mattress. Tori pulled me close, and we settled face-to-face under the covers. Our breasts pressed together warmly through the thin lace, soft and intimate. Her hand slid down to squeeze my ass as mine did the same to hers. We both giggled girlishly, the sound light and sweet between us.

Then we started kissing, slow, deep, loving kisses. Her tongue danced with mine, her fingers gently kneading my ass while I melted against her. In that moment, wrapped up in her arms and her affection, I felt incredibly content. Loved. Owned in the best possible way.

But even as I lost myself in her kiss, a small, creeping thought lingered in the back of my mind: no matter how close we were right now, no matter how passionately we made out in her bed… I would never have sex with her. I would never be inside her. Soon, I would lose my virginity to a real man instead. The shame of that truth sat quietly beside the warmth of the moment, a constant, humiliating reminder of exactly who, and what, I had become.

To Be Continued…
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