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I knelt on the soft pink carpet in Tori’s bedroom, the delicate lace of my lingerie whispering against my smooth skin with every tiny, anxious shift of my weight. The outfit was pure Tori, a sheer black babydoll trimmed in hot pink satin ribbons that tied just beneath my swelling B-cup breasts, the cups themselves barely containing them as they rose and fell with each nervous breath. Matching thong panties hugged my caged clit tightly, while sheer thigh-high stockings clung to my toned legs, the lacy tops digging gently into my thick thighs. A delicate pink choker with a little silver heart rested at my throat, completing the look of a desperate, eager little plaything.

My knees pressed into the carpet as I squirmed again, unable to stay still. The movement made the plug nestled deep inside me shift, sending slow, warm ripples through my core that made my breath hitch.

I lifted my gaze to the full-length mirror across from me. The reflection that stared back was almost too much to process, a stunningly sexy girl with wavy brown hair cascading past her delicate shoulders, glossy pink lips parted slightly, heavy-lidded eyes lined in smoky shadow. My breasts strained against the thin fabric, nipples visibly stiff and aching against the lace. The curve of my hips and the soft roundness of my ass completed the picture of a hyper-feminine sissy slut, dressed to serve and to ache desperately. It was hard to remember the boy I used to be when I looked like this.

The past few weeks had changed my life drastically since I’d promised Tori I would fully embrace this. I was Blake’s girlfriend now. The thought still sent a confusing flutter through me every time I said it, every time I read one of his sweet, attentive texts, whenever he called me “princess” and pulled me into his lap like I belonged there. I had gone to Grace the very next day after that conversation with Tori and asked, voice shaking, if she would increase my hormone dose. She had smiled so proudly, almost lovingly, as she agreed to up it.

The changes had come on stronger than ever. Everything felt heightened. My breasts were so much more sensitive now, brushing against fabric or even the lightest touch was enough to make my toes curl and my breath catch. My whole body felt softer, more delicate, more ladylike. Emotions surged through me at the smallest things, a song on the radio, the way Tori looked at me, the scent of Blake’s cologne on my skin after we’d been together. I was more submissive than ever, more eager to please, more willing to sink deeper into this girly role I had once fought.

My eyes drifted from my reflection to the framed photo on Tori’s vanity, her smiling brightly in the center, surrounded by Trisha, Madison, Sophia, and the rest of the cheer squad. I stared at it with pure adoration, my heart swelling as I took in her confident beauty, the effortless way she owned every room she entered. I squirmed again on my knees, the plug pressing firmly against that sensitive spot inside me, sending another pulse of needy warmth radiating outward. It traveled up my spine and settled into my chest, making my nipples buzz against the lace, tighter and more tender than they had been even a week ago. At the same time, I could feel my poor little clit shrinking further in its cage, a constant shrinking reminder of what I was becoming and what I was losing.

Tori was still in the bathroom getting ready. Any minute now her guy would arrive, and the familiar anxious twist would begin in earnest. My stomach fluttered with that familiar mix of dread and anticipation, the sharp sting of jealousy I knew was coming, the burning shame of watching her moan and writhe for someone else while I waited on my knees like a good little sissy, the intense emotional flood that always left me trembling and leaking into my panties. But I was getting used to it. I was trying to lean into it, just like Tori had instructed. Every time it happened I reminded myself this was exactly where I belonged, pretty, plugged, and obedient.

I stayed on my knees, heart beating faster, waiting for the sound of the doorbell.

I heard the bathroom door open, and my heart skipped as Tori stepped into the room.

She looked absolutely breathtaking. Her blonde hair fell in perfect, voluminous waves around her shoulders, her makeup flawless: smoky eyes that made her gaze piercing, glossy lips in a deep seductive red, and a touch of shimmer on her cheeks. She wore a tiny black lace bra that barely contained her large, perky breasts, the delicate straps thin and teasing, while the matching panties were little more than a scrap of sheer fabric that clung to her curves, the front panel so fine it left almost nothing to the imagination. Sky-high black heels made her legs look endless, her hips swaying with every confident step. She was a goddess: powerful, sexual, untouchable in her beauty.

I was completely enamored, staring up at her with pure worship in my eyes. My chest ached with how much I loved her, how desperately I needed to please her. She owned every part of me.

Tori smirked down at me, one perfectly shaped eyebrow raised. “Come, girl.”

I immediately dropped forward onto my hands and knees, the plug shifting deep inside me as I crawled after her. The lace of my babydoll brushed against my sensitive nipples with every movement, sending little sparks through my chest. My caged clit strained uselessly against its tiny prison as I followed behind her perfect ass, the click of her heels on the floor like a siren call I was helpless to resist.

She reached the bed and sat down gracefully, crossing one long leg over the other in a slow, seductive motion that made the lace of her panties pull tight across her pussy. I knelt before her, gazing up like she was divine, my pouty pink lips parted, breathing shallow.

Tori looked down at me with that knowing smile. “Sissy, I was wondering… who do you belong to?”

“You, Mistress,” I answered instantly, voice soft and breathy.

“Oh?” she tilted her head, amused. “I thought you belonged to Blake now. You know, since he’s your boyfriend.”

I shook my head desperately, leaning forward on my knees. “No, Mistress. I belong to you. I’m just Blake’s girlfriend… but you’re my owner. My goddess. Please… I’m all yours.”

She let me squirm for a moment before her smile softened into something warmer. “Good girl.”

Tori uncrossed her legs slowly, letting them part just enough. “Even though you have a boyfriend now, I’m going to need you to do some things that might be considered cheating if you’re going to be a good cuck for me.”

“I understand, Mistress,” I whispered, cheeks burning.

“I knew you would, sissy. Now, do you remember what we agreed to?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, voice trembling with shame as the memory flooded back. “You want me to make him feel like a man by showing him how much I’m not. To make myself as girly and submissive as possible.”

Tori’s eyes sparkled with satisfaction. “And is that just how you act for my boyfriends, sissy?”

I swallowed hard, the humiliation sinking deep into my bones, but the acceptance was absolute now. “No, Mistress. It’s for all aspects of my life… with everyone. It’s who I am now.”

She looked incredibly pleased, almost glowing. “Good girl… I think you deserve a treat before Matt arrives.”

She uncrossed her legs fully, spreading them in a slow, teasing motion. My eyes locked immediately onto the sheer lace covering her pussy, transfixed, my mouth watering.

“Be a good girl,” she purred, “and worship the pussy you’ll never have.”

“Thank you so much, Mistress,” I breathed, genuine gratitude flooding through me. I leaned in reverently, pressing my soft lips to the warm lace over her mound in a soft, lingering kiss. The scent of her arousal filled my nose, sweet, intoxicating, feminine. I kissed again and again, slow and worshipful, my tongue tracing the delicate fabric as I made out with her covered pussy. I licked long, broad strokes from the bottom of her slit up to her clit, feeling the heat of her through the thin material, tasting the faint wetness seeping through.

Tori’s fingers slid into my hair, petting me gently. “That’s it, princess… such a good little sissy. Look at you, so eager for the pussy you can never fuck.”

I moaned softly against her, the vibrations making her hips twitch. I pressed my face deeper, sucking gently on the lace, my tongue working in firm circles over her clit while my hands rested submissively on her thighs. The plug in my ass throbbed in time with my movements, and my sensitive boobs ached as they brushed against the bedspread. Every lick, every kiss, every adoring press of my mouth sent waves of submissive bliss through me, mixed with the deep, aching shame of knowing this was as close as I would ever get.

She cooed above me, her voice husky. “Mmm, fuck… you’re getting so good at this, baby. My perfect pussy-worshipping sissy. Keep going… just like that.”

I lost myself in it, licking and kissing and sucking with increasing devotion, my tongue pressing the soaked lace between her folds as I made love to her pussy with my mouth. Her moans grew breathier, her fingers tightening in my hair as she guided me exactly where she wanted. Time seemed to stretch. Nothing existed except her taste, her heat, her praise, and the overwhelming feeling of being exactly where I belonged.

The sharp sound of the doorbell suddenly rang through the house.

Tori gently but firmly tugged my hair, pulling my flushed, glistening face back. I looked up at her, lips swollen and shiny, eyes glassy with need.

She smiled down at me lovingly. “Go get it, girl.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered obediently.

I rose carefully to my feet, the sky-high pink heels forcing me into tiny, mincing steps that made my hips sway and my plugged ass wiggle with every movement. The sheer babydoll lingerie brushed teasingly against my sensitive, swollen nipples as I walked, sending constant little jolts throughout my body. My caged clit throbbed uselessly in its tight confines while the plug shifted deep inside me with each careful step down the stairs.

I reached the front door, took a shaky breath, and opened it.

A tall, muscular black guy stood there, easily 6’3, broad-shouldered, the same guy I vaguely recognized from the rival football team we’d played a couple weeks ago. He looked me up and down slowly, his eyes devouring my slutty lingerie-clad body like I was a piece of meat. The intensity of his gaze made my stomach flutter uncomfortably… and also a shameful little spark of excitement.

“Hi… I’m sissy Jenny,” I said in my most bubbly voice, high and feminine. “Please come in, sir.”

He smirked, stepping inside without a word. I turned and led him upstairs, feeling his eyes locked on my swaying ass the entire way. Every click of my heels on the hardwood felt deafening.

When we entered Tori’s room, Matt immediately pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss. Tori melted into it for a moment before pulling back with a wicked smile.

“You still want to do it?” she asked him, glancing over at me.

Matt looked me up and down again, his eyes dark with lust. “Fuck yeah.”

Tori turned that same smile on me. “Get on the bed on all fours, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered immediately, my voice small. I minced over to the bed in my heels and climbed on, arching my back deeply and pushing my panty-covered ass up high, presenting myself like a present for the real man we were apparently both entertaining.

Tori walked over with Matt, leaning in close to my face. Her perfume wrapped around me as she whispered, “Matt wants to spank you, little girl. What do you say to him?”

My cheeks burned with shame. I looked over my shoulder at the large man standing behind me. “Thank you, sir,” I said, voice trembling.

“Good girl,” Tori purred.

Matt stepped forward, his large hand caressing my ass for a moment before he brought it down hard.

SMACK!

The sharp sting exploded across my right cheek, making me whimper loudly. Before I could recover, his hand came down again on the left, even harder. The sound echoed through the room as heat bloomed across my skin. He didn’t hold back, each heavy, stinging slap landed with purpose, alternating cheeks, sometimes hitting the same spot repeatedly until I was gasping and squirming on the bed.

My eyes started to water as the spanking intensified. The pain was sharp and burning, radiating through my tender, plump ass, but I fought to stay in position, back deeply arched, ass pushed up and presented for him, thighs trembling in my stockings. Every impact made the plug jolt inside me, sending confusing sparks of fullness and pleasure through my core that mixed painfully with the growing burn.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“Look at you, you pathetic little bitch,” Matt mocked, his deep voice dripping with amusement as his hand kept falling. “You know you deserve this, don’t you?”

Tears finally spilled over, running down my cheeks and smudging my mascara as the spanking continued without mercy. My whole body shook with each loud crack of his palm, the skin of my ass growing hotter and hotter, throbbing with raw heat. Still, I kept my position, sniffling and whimpering, desperate to be a good girl for Tori.

After what felt like forever, Matt paused his hand on my sore, blazing cheeks and leaned in. “You want me to fuck your girl, faggot?”

The words hit deep. Tears streamed freely as I answered, voice breaking. “Yes, sir… please fuck Mistress Tori…”

“Louder,” he growled, bringing his hand down again.

SMACK!

I cried out, more tears falling. “Please, sir! Please fuck Mistress Tori!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

He kept spanking me hard as I begged between sobs, my voice growing more broken and pathetic with every strike. “Please… please fuck her, sir! She deserves a real man… I’m just a sissy… please fuck her while I watch…”

The humiliation burned hotter than the pain, yet beneath the tears and the stinging fire across my ass, something strangely cathartic settled over me, a deep, calming surrender. Like every slap and every degrading word was reaffirming the commitment I had made to my sissy identity.

Matt finally stopped, breathing heavily. My ass felt swollen and blazing hot, every nerve ending screaming.

Tori stepped forward and gently placed her soft hand on my sore, panty-covered cheeks, rubbing slow circles over the tender skin. The contrast of her cool touch against the burning heat made me whimper again.

“You’re doing great, princess,” she whispered lovingly. “Now get on the floor on your knees.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sniffled, carefully sliding off the bed. I sank down onto my knees in front of them, wiping at the tears and ruined makeup on my face as I looked up at Tori and Matt, trembling and obedient.

Matt stood over me, towering and confident, his eyes dark with lust as he reached down and unzipped his pants. He pulled out his thick, heavy cock, already half-hard and intimidatingly large. It hung heavily in front of my face, the musky masculine scent of him filling my nose and making my stomach twist with deep, submissive shame.

“Beg for it, sissy,” he ordered, voice low and commanding. “Beg to suck my cock.”

The fresh sting across my spanked ass throbbed with every tiny shift of my body on my knees, keeping me deep in that hazy, emotional headspace. My voice came out small, trembling, and desperate.

“Please, daddy… please let me suck your cock,” I whimpered, staring up at him with glassy, tear-streaked eyes. “It’s so big and thick… so much bigger than my tiny little clit. I need it, daddy. I need to feel it in my mouth so badly…”

Matt smirked and slapped his heavy cock against my big pink lips with a wet thwack. The warm, velvety weight of it made my lips tingle. I moaned softly, opening my mouth eagerly, only for him to pull back and slap it across my cheek, then the other cheek, then back to my tongue as I stuck it out submissively.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

Each impact sent demeaning little jolts through me, smearing precum across my flushed skin and ruined makeup.

“Please, daddy,” I cooed breathily between slaps, my voice cracking with emotion. “I’m such a good little cocksucker now… I love sucking real men like you while my mistress watches. My little clitty is leaking just thinking about it. Please let me suck you… I’ll be so good for you…”

He dragged the fat head of his cock slowly across my tongue, slapping it down again and again as I kept begging, my words growing more pathetic and needy with every strike. The taste of his skin, salty and masculine, coated my tongue. My plugged ass clenched around the toy with every breath, my sensitive breasts heaving in the sheer babydoll, nipples painfully hard and aching. Tears continued to slip down my cheeks, not just from the earlier spanking, but from the overwhelming wave of emotion that crashed over me with every degrading slap.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of torment, Matt grabbed the back of my head and pushed forward.

I took him into my mouth eagerly, lips stretching wide around his thick shaft as I began to suck him with passionate devotion. My tongue swirled around the head, then slid along the underside as I bobbed deeper, hollowing my cheeks. Soft, wet, slurping sounds filled the room as I worshipped him, lost in the act.

That’s when Tori reached down and clicked the remote.

The plug in my ass buzzed to life on a low, throbbing setting. A deep, full-body vibration pulsed against my prostate, sending warm, intense waves of pleasure radiating through my core. My whole body shuddered. My caged clit strained desperately in its pink prison, leaking steadily into the front of my soaked panties as the dual sensations, the thick cock filling my mouth and the relentless buzzing inside me, melted me further into submission.

Tori watched us with hooded eyes, one hand slipping into her tiny lace panties as she began fingering herself. Her soft moans mixed with the wet sounds of my eager blowjob. The knowledge that I was pleasing her, that she was getting turned on watching her sissy suck another man’s cock, made the arousal even more intense. It wasn’t just the physical pleasure anymore, it was a deep, emotional, feminine feeling that spread from my plugged ass to my sensitive, swollen breasts and all the way to my leaking clitty.

I sucked him harder, more passionately, taking him deeper into my throat with wet gagging sounds, tears still flowing as I gave myself completely to the moment.

After several long, intense minutes, Tori’s moans grew louder. She pulled her fingers free, glistening, and gasped, “Matt… fuck me. Now.”

Matt groaned and pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet, obscene pop. Strings of saliva connected my swollen lips to his glistening shaft for a moment before breaking. Without another word, he grabbed Tori, tossed her onto the bed, and climbed on top of her, his powerful body covering hers as they began to kiss hungrily.

I remained on my knees on the floor, breathing hard, lips puffy and shiny, ass still vibrating, clit leaking, and heart pounding as I watched them. This was where I belonged.

A few weeks later, I found myself bouncing energetically along the sidelines with the rest of the cheer squad, my pleated cheer skirt flipping up with every sharp movement, the cool air brushing against my smooth thighs and the tight spandex shorts underneath. The gym was alive with noise: the roaring crowd, squeaking sneakers on the polished floor, the rhythmic thud of the basketball. My heart pounded in time with the music blasting through the speakers as we hit our routine.

Every kick sent my skirt flaring, exposing flashes of my toned legs; every hip roll and arm extension made my boobs bounce gently against the tight crop top. The glossy red lipstick on my lips felt slick as I flashed bright smiles, my wavy brown hair swaying in its high ponytail with each crisp turn and clap. I moved in perfect sync with Tori and Trisha beside me, our voices blending in unified cheers, the thrill of performing making me feel graceful, pretty, and completely in my element.

When the final buzzer sounded and our team won, the gym erupted. We burst into our victory cheer: jumping, screaming, pom-poms shaking wildly as we hugged and bounced together in a whirlwind of giggles and high-fives. The rush of adrenaline mixed with the warm glow of pride in my chest as we finally made our way back to the locker room, legs still buzzing from the performance.

Coach gathered us in a proud circle, beaming. “Girls, you were incredible tonight! Such heart, such precision. Have an amazing winter break, enjoy your Christmas, and I can’t wait to see you all come back even stronger to finish out the basketball season. Merry Christmas, ladies!”

We chorused our thanks and goodbyes before heading back out into the gym, still buzzing with excitement. I walked between Tori and Trisha, chatting eagerly about our plans for break, my sneakers squeaking lightly on the gym floor, skirt swishing around my hips.

That’s when I spotted Blake approaching from across the court, tall and confident in his letterman jacket. Tori and Trisha immediately smirked.

“Ooh, look who’s here for his little cheerleader girlfriend,” Tori teased, voice low and playful. “Bet he’s dying to finally fuck you, huh Jenny?”

Trisha giggled. “Yeah, you better get that pretty ass ready, sissy.”

My cheeks burned hot as I thought about their words; he definitely was dying to fuck me. I knew that, and it terrified me.

Blake reached us with a big smile. “Hey girls,” he said smoothly, pulling me into a warm hug. His strong arms wrapped around me before he tilted my chin up for a sweet but possessive kiss. His large hand settled firmly on my ass, squeezing gently through my skirt as I melted against him.

Tori and Trisha exchanged knowing smirks. “Hey Blake,” they said in unison, then giggled as they walked off, leaving us alone.

Blake looked down at me affectionately, his hand still resting on my butt. “So… is that your stepmom up in the bleachers?” He nodded toward the stands.

I followed his gaze and saw Grace standing there, arms crossed, a smug little smirk on her face as she watched us. My stomach fluttered with nervous embarrassment.

“Um yeah, that’s her,” I said softly, cheeks burning.

Blake smiled. “I feel like this is a good time to meet her right? What do you think?”

I felt a rush of nervousness and embarrassment at the idea of introducing my boyfriend to Grace, knowing exactly how smug she would be, how in her eyes it would prove her right about me being a sissy. But then it dawned on me: I was a sissy. There was no point in worrying about it anymore. The realization brought a strange sense of peace.

I looked up at Blake with a soft smile, squeezing his hand. “I think that’s a great idea, baby. Let’s go.”

I slipped my smaller hand into his, lacing our fingers together, and led him across the gym floor toward Grace.

On Christmas Day, I stood in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom, turning slowly from side to side as I preened. The sexy red halter dress hugged my curves beautifully, the soft fabric shimmering under the lights. The neckline plunged daringly, displaying generous cleavage from my B-cup breasts, while the flared skirt swished playfully around my thighs with every movement, showing off my smooth legs. My shiny red heels were sky-high, making my calves and ass look even more perfect as I shifted my weight. Long red nails matched the dress perfectly, and my makeup was glamorous yet elegant: smoky eyes, perfectly contoured cheeks, and bright, glossy red lips that looked so kissable. The big, dramatic lacey white faux flower pinned in my wavy brown hair added an innocently feminine touch that gave me a sort of delicate, girly-girl sex appeal.

I blushed at my reflection, then reached up and gently tugged the neckline lower, adjusting it to reveal even more cleavage. The cool air kissed my skin there, and I felt a shy little thrill run through me. “I hope Blake notices,” I thought, my cheeks warming with excitement.

Satisfied, I headed downstairs, my heels click-clacking delicately on the hardwood with every mincing step. The sound echoed softly through the house, a constant reminder of how I moved now, graceful, feminine, ladylike.

When I reached the living room, I paused by the glowing Christmas tree, its lights twinkling warmly among the colorful ornaments and garlands. The whole room smelled of pine and fresh-baked cookies. It felt so surreal. Last Christmas I was still a boy, looking forward to opening gifts of video games, jeans, and cologne. Now here I was in a tight red dress and heels, with a boyfriend who was coming over. The contrast was bizarre but felt strangely right.

I spotted Kyle lounging on the couch in a simple sweater and jeans. Suddenly I felt a bit silly standing there dressed so femininely, but I smiled softly.

“Merry Christmas, Kyle,” I said, voice light and sweet.

He looked up and did a slight double-take, clearly a it taken aback. “Merry Christmas, Jennifer… you uh, you look very pretty.”

I blushed deeply, shifting my weight in my heels. The movement made my skirt flare out cutely around my thighs. “Thanks, Kyle. You look nice too.”

Grace walked in from the kitchen just then, wiping her hands on a festive apron. She took one look at me and smiled knowingly. “I think what Kyle meant was sexy, honey. I’m sure your new boyfriend is gonna love that dress. You look so feminine.”

Heat flooded my face, but a large part of me hoped she was right. “Thanks, Mommy,” I murmured.

Grace walked over and gave me a warm kiss on the cheek. “Merry Christmas, sweetheart.”

“Merry Christmas, Mommy,” I replied softly, leaning into the affection.

She smiled brightly. “Now be a good girl and help me set the table.”

It dawned on me that Kyle didn’t have to help because he was a man, but surprisingly it didn’t bother me much. It felt almost natural now. “Yes, Mommy,” I said obediently and started helping her set the table, my heels clicking as I moved back and forth with plates and silverware.

Just as I was finishing up, the doorbell rang.

Grace’s eyes lit up excitedly. “Oh, that must be Blake! Go get the door, sweetie!”

She and Kyle both looked at me expectantly as I smoothed my dress and walked over to answer it.

I opened the door, and there stood Blake, looking incredibly handsome in a crisp button-down shirt, dark slacks, and a fitted sweater that accentuated his broad shoulders. He held two beautiful bouquets of flowers, one vibrant mix of reds and whites, the other softer pastels, along with a cute pink gift bag in his other hand.

“Merry Christmas, baby,” he said warmly, leaning in to give me a gentle, lingering kiss right on the lips. His free hand rested lightly on my waist as he pulled back and handed me one of the bouquets. “These are for you. You look really beautiful.”

A deep blush spread across my cheeks and down my neck as warmth bloomed in my chest. The flowers smelled fresh and sweet, their soft petals brushing against the plunging neckline of my red dress.

“Aww, they’re so pretty. Thank you, baby,” I replied softly, my voice full of genuine delight. I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around him in a tight hug, pressing my body against him for a moment and breathing in his cologne. The flared skirt of my dress swished around my thighs as I held him, everything about the moment making me feel small and delicate in his embrace.

I took his hand and led him inside, my heels click-clacking delicately across the floor. Kyle awkwardly stood up from the couch, clearly a little unsure how to handle the situation.

“What’s up, man?” Kyle said, extending his hand.

Blake shook it firmly with a friendly smile. “Hey, Kyle. Good to see you.”

Then Blake turned to Grace, who was beaming from the entrance to the dining area. He gave her a warm hug and a polite kiss on the cheek, handing her the second bouquet. “Merry Christmas, Grace. These are for you.”

Grace accepted them with a delighted laugh, inhaling their scent. “Oh, Blake, you are just the sweetest! Look at this gentleman. Jennifer, what a good boyfriend you’ve found. So thoughtful and charming.”

I stood there beside them, still holding my own bouquet, feeling a bit exposed. The mix of happiness fluttering in my stomach and the familiar embarrassment warming my face made my skin tingle. My red dress suddenly felt even more revealing, the cleavage, the short flared skirt, the dramatic flower in my hair, all making me seem incredibly girly as I stood there in front of my stepmom and stepbrother with my boyfriend. It was all so incredibly surreal. Last Christmas I was still a normal boy. Now I was dressed like this, dolled up, and introducing my boyfriend to the family like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Grace continued gushing happily, glancing between Blake and me with obvious satisfaction, while I shifted in my shiny red heels, a mostly happy mix of emotions inside me.

We all sat down for a beautiful Christmas dinner. The table looked festive with candles flickering, holiday glassware, and the delicious smells of roasted turkey, mashed potatoes, stuffing, and cranberry sauce filling the air. For the most part, it was a genuinely nice meal. Laughter flowed easily, and the holiday cheer in the room made everything feel almost normal.

There were a few embarrassing moments, though. Grace kept steering the conversation in ways that she knew would humiliate me. “You know, I’ve always known Jennifer was meant to be a girl,” she said at one point, smiling sweetly as she passed the gravy. She launched into stories about how prissy and feminine I had been growing up, how I used to play with her makeup when I thought no one was looking, how I’d sneak into her heels as a little kid, how delicate and emotional I’d always been. None of it was true, but there was no point in denying it. I was sitting in a dress and heels with my boyfriend now, it may as well have been true. I was sure she was doing it on purpose just to watch me squirm, but I kept a polite smile on my face, smiling politely and shifting in my seat as my red dress rode up my thighs. Blake squeezed my hand under the table supportively, which somehow made the humiliation both worse and strangely comforting.

Still, Blake carried the evening beautifully. He was the perfect gentleman, attentive to me, charming with Grace, and effortlessly funny. He told hilarious stories about the football team and other school mishaps that had Grace and Kyle cracking up throughout dinner. Watching him like that, so confident and socially skilled, made him even more attractive to me. My heart fluttered every time he glanced my way, his eyes lingering on my cleavage or the flower in my hair. I was glad I made such an effort to look so pretty for him.

After we finished eating, Blake stood up politely. “That was amazing. Can I help with the dishes?”

Grace waved him off with a warm smile. “Oh no, sweetie, you boys go relax in the living room. Jennifer and I will take care of everything.”

Blake leaned down and gave me a tender kiss on the lips, his hand gently cupping my cheek. “Thank you for having me, baby,” he murmured. Then he headed off with Kyle toward the couch.

In the kitchen, as I carried plates over to the sink in my clicking red heels, Grace looked at me with genuine affection. “I really like Blake, honey. You two are super cute together…and he can’t keep his eyes off you.”

I blushed furiously, a shy giggle escaping my red lips as I wiped down a plate. “Thanks, Mommy.”

We finished cleaning up together, the domestic rhythm feeling natural now. When the last dish was put away, Grace dried her hands and smiled. “Alright, we’re going to exchange gifts now. Go get the gifts you bought from your room, sweetie.”

“Okay, Mommy,” I said obediently. I quickly minced upstairs in my high red heels, the flared skirt of my dress swishing around my thighs with every delicate step, heading to my room to gather the gifts I had bought for Kyle, Blake, and Grace.

I came back downstairs carrying the wrapped gifts, my heels clicking delicately on the steps. Everyone was gathered comfortably on the large couch, chatting and laughing. I sat down right next to Blake, our knees touching. He immediately rested his large, warm hand on my lap, his thumb gently stroking my thigh through the flared skirt of my dress. The touch sent a little tickle through my lower body.

We started exchanging gifts with me going first.

Kyle handed me a pink gift box. I thanked him awkwardly, my face heating up as I opened it in front of everyone. Inside was a bubblegum pink dress: short, flouncy, and undeniably little-girlish. I was deeply humiliated receiving such a feminine gift from my stepbrother, but I couldn’t deny how much I genuinely liked it. My eyes lit up with real excitement as I held it up.

“Thank you so much, Kyle,” I said, leaning over to give him a quick kiss on the cheek. The whole thing felt incredibly humiliating, my stepbrother buying me a frilly dress, but I reminded myself I was a sissy now. There was no room left for male pride, and somehow that thought made it easier to simply enjoy the gift.

Next, Grace handed me her bag with a knowing smile. I reached in tentatively, already anticipating something super girly or sexy. I was right. I pulled out a very flimsy little nightgown, sheer white lace with delicate pink ribbons, barely there and incredibly revealing. I loved it instantly. “Blake will love seeing me in this,” I thought excitedly, “and Tori definitely will too.”

“Oh my gosh, Mommy, it’s perfect!” I gushed, standing up to hug and kiss her on the cheek. “Thank you so much!”

Lastly, I took the gift bag from Blake. “I hope you like it,” he said with a warm smile.

Inside the small box was a delicate gold necklace with “princess” written in elegant script. My eyes watered up immediately at how sweet and perfect it was.

“Oh my gosh… it’s so pretty,” I whispered, voice thick with emotion.

Grace let out an adoring “Aww!” as I threw my arms around Blake and kissed him deeply. “Thank you, baby. Will you put it on me?”

Blake carefully fastened the necklace around my neck while Grace watched us, smiling. “Aww, so sweet,” she said as our eyes met. I blushed deeply, the new necklace resting cool and dainty against my skin just above my boobs.

We continued with gifts for Grace, then Kyle. It felt particularly embarrassing watching Kyle open the video game I’d gotten him, a masculine war game that I would have loved once, but now knew suited him far better. Still, seeing how much he genuinely liked it and how pleased Grace looked made me happy.

Finally, I gave Blake his gift. He opened it and lit up with excitement as he went through the collared shirts I had carefully picked out for him. “These are awesome, baby! Thank you so much,” he said profusely, pulling me in for another heartfelt kiss.

The rest of the night passed smoothly. We chatted easily over dessert, the conversation light and warm, until it grew late. Eventually Blake stood up. “I should head out. Thank you so much for having me, Grace,” he said, giving her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. He said goodbye to Kyle, then I walked him to the door.

“Thank you for coming,” I told him softly. “It means a lot to me.” We shared one last tender kiss before he left. “I’ll see you at the New Year’s party, baby.”

That night I changed into the new flimsy nightgown Grace had given me and cuddled up on the couch with her while we watched The Grinch. The sheer lace felt soft and delicate against my skin as she held me close.

“It seems like you really like Blake, Jennifer,” she said gently.

I felt a bit embarrassed but answered truthfully. “I do, Mommy.”

Grace chuckled softly and played with my hair. “Is he the one?”

I looked at her confused. “What do you mean, Mommy?”

She smiled at me affectionately. “The man you want to lose your virginity to, sweetie.”

I thought about it for a minute, blushing deeply, before answering coyly, “Umm… I think so.”

Grace chuckled and pulled me closer, teasing playfully, “Sissy.”

I giggled in response, nestling deeper into her embrace.

During the day of New Year’s Eve, I sat in a plush salon chair between Tori and Trisha, the soft hum of nail files and quiet chatter filling the air around us. The warm water from my pedicure had felt soothing on my smooth feet, and now the technician was carefully painting my toenails a pretty sky blue that matched my fingernails. The cool polish brush glided over each nail, leaving a glossy, feminine shine. I wiggled my fingers slightly, admiring how delicate and pretty they looked in the bright salon lights.

Tori leaned over, her own nails being polished a deep festive red, and grinned at me. “So, big night tonight, Jenny. You ready for the New Year’s Eve party? It’s going to be insane.”

Trisha, on my other side with her nails in a matching bold color, smirked and added, “And even bigger things after the party. Blake’s sleeping over at your place, right? With Grace out with her friends and Kyle at his own party… the house will be all yours.”

I shifted in the chair, the soft salon robe brushing against my sensitive skin as I felt that familiar mix of nerves and giddy excitement bubbling inside me. My mistresses had made it very clear over the past week that tonight was the night, the night I would finally lose my virginity to Blake. The thought made me extremely nervous, but it felt inevitable at this point.

“Yeah… tonight,” I murmured softly, voice breathy. Despite the anxious flutter in my stomach, a shy, excited smile tugged at my lips. The idea of Blake finally taking me completely, of being his in that total and complete way, left me feeling both terrified and thrilled.

Tori reached over and squeezed my hand gently. “You’re going to look so pretty for him, princess. We’ve trained you so well. Just remember to be a good little sissy and let him fuck you exactly how he wants. This is what you were made for.”

Trisha giggled. “We expect full details tomorrow, obviously. You better not back out.”

The three of us laughed, though mine came out a little nervous. Still, the giddy feeling wouldn’t go away, the thought of giving myself to Blake tonight, of finally crossing that line, made my caged clit twitch a tiny bit in my panties and my nipples tighten against my top.

Once our mani-pedis were fully dry, we paid and headed out, my sky-blue nails catching the light beautifully with every gesture. We drove back to Trisha’s house to start getting ready for the party, the excitement for the night ahead buzzing between us the whole way.

Two hours later, I sat on the edge of Trisha’s bed next to Tori, both of us fully done up and looking stunning. My sexy blue sequin mini dress clung to every curve, the shimmering fabric sparkling with every tiny movement and hugging my breasts and hips perfectly. The neckline plunged daringly, showing off plenty of cleavage, while the short hem barely reached mid-thigh. My sky-blue mani-pedi glowed against the dress, and my makeup was flawless, smoky eyes, contoured cheeks, and glossy pink lips. My wavy brown hair cascaded over one shoulder, and the delicate “princess” necklace from Blake rested warmly against my skin.

Tori looked incredible beside me in a tight black cocktail dress that accentuated her curves. Trisha was still at her vanity, touching up her bold red lipstick, wearing a slinky emerald green dress that made her look dangerously sexy.

Trisha finally stood up, smoothing her dress over her hips, and spun around. “I think I’m done. How do I look, girls?”

Tori grinned. “Damn, girl. Look at that ass.”

They both giggled. I took in Trisha’s stunning figure and smiled shyly. “You look gorgeous, Mistress.”

She giggled again. “Why thank you, sissy.”

Tori clapped her hands. “We need pictures!”

The three of us gathered in front of Trisha’s full-length mirror, posing together for several shots, arms around each other, hips cocked, playful smiles. I stared at our reflections, mesmerized. I was really one of them: a sexy, feminine girl in a sparkling blue sequin dress, sky-blue nails gleaming, cleavage on full display, legs looking long and smooth in strappy heels. Tori and Trisha flanked me, both radiating confidence and beauty. It hit me hard how surreal this was. I was no longer pretending or fighting it, I truly was one of those sexy girls now. This was my life from now on.

As we posed, Trisha suddenly stepped behind me, grabbing my breasts firmly and thrusting her hips against my ass playfully. “You better get ready for this, faggot. This is gonna be you when you’re getting fucked later.”

Tori burst out laughing. “Yeah, bend over and show us how you’re gonna get fucked.”

My face burned with embarrassment, but arousal creeped in anyway. I placed my hands on the mirror, arched my back deeply, and pushed my ass out. I started moving my hips back and forth in a slow, sensual rhythm, moaning softly like I imagined I would later.

“Oh yes… fuck me, daddy,” I breathed, voice breathy and submissive. “Please… harder…”

Both girls erupted into delighted laughter and giggles. Trisha smacked my ass hard, the sequins of my dress shimmering with the impact. Tori joined in, giving my other cheek a firm smack. “That’s our good little sissy,” Tori praised between laughs. “You’re going to do so well tonight.”

I stayed bent over, cheeks blazing, ass stinging pleasantly, while they continued giggling and teasing me.

A few hours later we were in the car headed to the party. Tori and Trisha sat up front chatting excitedly while I fidgeted nervously in the back seat, my matching blue sequin purse resting in my lap. My sky-blue nails tapped anxiously against the smooth surface as I crossed and uncrossed my smooth legs, the short hem of my dress riding up my thighs with every small movement.

Trisha kept glancing back at me in the rearview mirror with a wicked grin. “So, sissy… tonight’s the big night. Blake’s finally gonna fuck that pretty little pussy. Once he does, it’s permanent. You’ll never be able to call yourself a man again after taking a real cock deep inside you.”

I swallowed hard, nervous, but answered honestly, my voice soft and a little ashamed. “I… I already think I’ll never be a man again. That ship feels like it sailed a long time ago, mistress.”

Trisha burst out laughing, clearly delighted by my response. Tori turned around in her seat, smiling at me warmly. “I’m so proud of you, princess. You’re right. You’ve come so far.”

When we finally arrived and stepped inside the party, the house was packed with people from school, music thumping, laughter echoing, colorful lights flashing. We wove through the crowd until we spotted Blake and a few of his football teammates. The moment Blake saw me his face lit up with a big smile. All my anxiety melted away instantly. I felt safe.

I walked straight up to him, wrapped my arms around his neck, and pulled him into a big hug before kissing him sweetly. “I missed you,” I said coyly, looking up at him through my lashes.

Blake kissed me back, his strong hands on my waist. “I missed you too, baby.”

Over the next few hours, the group of us, Blake, me, Tori, Trisha, and a couple of Blake’s friends, hung out together, drinking, laughing, and having fun. The alcohol warmed my body and loosened my nerves as we danced and chatted, my sequin dress sparkling under the party lights.

Around 11:50 everyone started gathering around the big TV to watch the ball drop. As the timer counted down, I leaned against Blake’s side, his arm around my waist. My mind wandered over everything that had happened this year, how different my life was now compared to the start of it. Graduating high school soon, starting college as a girl… it was all so overwhelming, but strangely I felt content. Peaceful. I decided to let myself be excited about whatever came next.

When the ball finally dropped and everyone screamed “Happy New Year!” the room erupted in cheers and noisemakers. Feeling emotional and a little drunk, I rose up on my tiptoes, wrapped my arms around Blake’s neck, and kissed him passionately.

Our lips met hungrily. His mouth was warm and tasted faintly of whiskey as our tongues danced together slowly at first, then deeper. I pressed my body against him, feeling the hard planes of his chest against my soft breasts through the thin sequined fabric. His hands slid down to grip my ass, pulling me tighter as the kiss grew more intense. I moaned softly into his mouth, the sound lost in the chaos around us, my fingers threading through his hair. The world faded away, the noise, the people, everything except the taste of him, the feel of his strong body, and the overwhelming rush of being completely his in that moment. We made out like no one else existed, slow and deep and needy, my glossy lips sliding against his as our tongues explored and my heart raced wildly.

Eventually Tori grabbed my arm, gently breaking us apart. I was breathless, lips swollen and shiny. She smiled at Blake. “Mind if I borrow her for a minute?”

Blake smiled back, still holding my waist. “Of course. Happy New Year!”

“Happy New Year,” Tori replied cordially. She took my hand and led me away from the celebrating crowd, guiding me through the house toward the bathroom.

Tori pulled me into the bathroom and closed the door behind us, the muffled thump of the party music vibrating through the walls. The small space felt intimate, the air warm and scented with her perfume.

“Happy New Year, Mist—” I started, but the words barely left my lips before she aggressively pinned me against the wall. Her body pressed firmly into mine as her mouth claimed me in a deep, hungry kiss.

I moaned softly, caught completely off guard by the sudden intensity. Tori’s lips were soft yet demanding, her tongue pushing into my mouth with desperate need. She tasted like champagne and cherry lip gloss. Her hands roamed aggressively, one squeezing my ass hard through the sequined dress, the other sliding up to grope my sensitive breasts, pinching my stiff nipples through the thin fabric. I melted under her touch, responding more passively and gently, my smaller hands caressing her curves, playing with her perfect ass and breasts while she took control.

The kiss grew messier, more frantic. Our bodies moved together, breasts pressing and rubbing, hips grinding. Every touch sent sparks through my soft, sensitive body, my clit straining uselessly, my nipples aching with sensitivity. She was so beautiful up close: her blonde hair slightly tousled now, lips swollen from kissing, eyes dark with lust and affection. She looked like a goddess claiming what was hers.

Eventually she pulled back just enough to groan against my lips, voice husky and raw. “I fucking love you.”

The words hit deep. Overwhelming emotion and passion surged through my chest, making my eyes sting with happy tears. “I love you, Mistress,” I whispered breathily, voice trembling.

We dove back into the kiss, groping and grinding with renewed hunger. Her hands were everywhere, possessive, aggressive, while mine yielded to her softly. The heat between us built until she reached under the short hem of my dress, her fingers rubbing firmly over my panties right on top of my clit. I moaned into her mouth, the pressure making my poor little clitty strain desperately against the tight tuck, leaking steadily as pleasure radiated from my groin.

Tori pulled back slightly, still rubbing me in slow, teasing circles while staring deep into my eyes. Her gaze was intense, loving, and dominant all at once.

“Are you gonna be a good girl for me and get fucked tonight?” she asked, voice low and commanding.

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned, hips twitching against her hand.

“Whose gonna fuck who?” she continued, rubbing a little harder.

“Blake’s gonna fuck me, Mistress,” I gasped.

She looked like she wanted to eat me. “You know why that is, sissy?”

Lost in the pleasure, my voice came out in a high-pitched, needy whine. “Why, Mistress?”

“Because you’re a little bitch,” she purred, leaning in close. “My little bitch.”

She kissed me passionately again, her fingers never stopping their rubbing, before pulling back once more to lock eyes with me. “Now get out there and get your man ready for tonight. I wanna see him waddling out of here with a huge bulge in his pants within the next 20 minutes. You got that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I breathed, super turned on and desperate to please her.

She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, voice a sultry whisper. “Be a good girl for him tonight… and tomorrow you’ll get to be a good girl for me. Would you like that?”

I almost whined with need. “Yes, Mistress…”

Tori smiled proudly. “Good girl. Now go.”

As I turned to leave, she smacked my ass super hard. The sharp sting bloomed across my cheek, making me yelp and then giggle breathily, the pain mixing deliciously with my arousal.

I walked out of the bathroom with extra sway in my hips, the sequins of my dress shimmering as I moved. I felt an intense sense of purpose — sexy, owned, and determined to make my man throbbing hard for me.

I approached him seductively, putting a little extra roll into my hips, letting the short hem of my dress tease my thighs. When I reached him, I didn’t say a word. I simply took his hand confidently, lacing our fingers together, and pulled him toward the large couch in the corner of the room. He followed willingly, a surprised but eager smile on his face.

I pushed him down onto the couch gently but firmly, then climbed onto his lap, straddling him with my smooth thighs on either side of his hips. The position made my dress ride up high, exposing more of my skin as I settled my weight against him. I leaned in immediately and kissed him passionately, my desperate mouth pressing hard against his, my tongue slipping into his mouth with needy hunger.

Blake’s hands found my ass almost instantly, squeezing and massaging the soft, plump cheeks through the thin sequined fabric. I started grinding on him slowly at first, then with more desperation, rolling my hips in smooth, sensual circles, pressing my caged clit and fat ass down against the growing hardness in his pants. The friction sent warm sparks through my body, my sensitive breasts brushing against his chest with every movement.

Within a minute or two, I felt him harden fully beneath me, his thick cock straining against his pants and pressing right up against my ass. The realization made me moan softly into his mouth, a thrill of excitement and feminine arousal flooding through me. I was doing this to him. I was turning my man on so much he was rock hard in seconds. I kept grinding harder, more insistently, my sky-blue nails digging lightly into his shoulders as our kiss grew messier and wetter.

Blake kissed me back with increasing passion, his hands getting rougher on my ass: squeezing, kneading, even spreading my cheeks slightly through the dress as he pulled me tighter against his throbbing erection. The sensation of his strong hands, the heat of his body, the taste of him, and the way his cock pulsed against me made me dizzy with need.

I finally pulled back just enough to break the kiss, my swollen lips brushing his ear as I whispered breathily, voice dripping with sensual desperation, “I want you to fuck me.”

Blake pulled back slightly, eyes wide with surprise but dark with excitement. “Yeah? Are you sure?”

His sweetness, the way he still checked in with me even while clearly aching for it, made my heart flutter and my arousal spike even higher. I leaned back into his ear, grinding slowly against his hard cock as I whispered, “I need to feel you inside my tight little pussy. Can you do that for me, daddy?”

Blake groaned and kissed me hungrily, his mouth claiming mine with raw dominance as his hands squeezed my ass extremely tight, fingers digging in possessively.

A second later he stood up, lifting me effortlessly with him for a moment before setting me on my feet. I quickly grabbed my little blue purse from the couch. Blake took my hand firmly and began leading me toward the door.

As we walked through the crowd, I glanced over and saw Trisha with a few of the other cheer girls smirking and giggling at the sight of us, my flushed face, swollen lips, and the obvious way Blake was leading his eager little girlfriend away. But then my eyes found Tori. She was smiling at me with pure pride and satisfaction. I smiled back at her, a rush of excitement and pride filling me. I had pleased her. I was being a good girl. A good sissy.

Blake led me outside into the cool night air, his hand warm and strong around mine, my heels clicking purposefully on the pavement as we headed toward the car and the night I knew would change everything.

By the time Blake pulled into the driveway, most of the arousal from the party had faded away, replaced by a tightening knot of anxiety in my stomach. The reality of what was about to happen kept looping through my mind, I was about to lose my virginity to a man. To Blake. To my boyfriend. The thought made my hands tremble slightly as I clutched my little blue purse.

I led him inside the quiet, dark house, my heels clicking delicately on the hardwood floors. Every step felt small and timid compared to his confident stride behind me. I could feel the masculine presence of him at my back as we climbed the stairs. My bedroom door was ajar, and I pushed it open, flicking on the soft pink lamp.

Blake stepped in and paused, looking around with raised eyebrows. My room was a pastel dream: frilly pink bedding, lace curtains, vanity covered in makeup and hair products, posters of feminine idols, and shelves lined with stuffed animals and ballet memorabilia. “Wow… this is really girly,” he said, a hint of surprise in his deep voice.

I blushed a little, shifting my weight in my heels and looking down at my sky-blue nails. “Um, yeah… my stepmom went a little overboard when I transitioned,” I murmured shyly, voice soft and delicate.

Blake stepped closer, tilting my chin up gently with his strong hand. “Nah, I think it’s cute.” He leaned down and kissed me softly, his lips warm and reassuring against mine.

As we kissed, his hands moved to the zipper at the back of my dress. The slow metallic sound of it descending sent a shiver down my spine. He peeled the sequined fabric down my body, letting it pool at my feet. Cool air kissed my bare skin as he unhooked my bra with practiced ease and pulled it away, tossing it aside. His large hands returned to my ass, massaging the soft, rounded cheeks gently but possessively over my tiny panties.

He pulled back slightly and looked me up and down, taking in my nearly nude body. I stood there in nothing but my sky-blue panties and strappy heels, feeling incredibly vulnerable and timid. My arms instinctively moved to cover my perky breasts, but I forced them back down, blushing deeply under his gaze. The contrast between us felt overwhelming, his tall, broad, masculine frame versus my delicate, curvy, feminine one.

“You look beautiful,” he said sincerely, voice low.

“Thanks… you look really handsome,” I whispered nervously, my voice barely above a breath.

Blake smiled and gently walked me backward until the backs of my knees hit the bed. I fell onto it softly with a little gasp, my wavy hair fanning out around me. He stood over me for a moment, then reached down and pulled his shirt off, revealing his muscular chest and toned abs. The sight made my breath catch, so strong, so undeniably male. He undid his belt, sliding his pants down and stepping out of them. Now standing there in just his boxers, the large, obvious bulge straining against the fabric made my anxiety spike again. He looked so powerful.

Blake slowly climbed onto the bed, settling his weight on top of me. His hard cock pressed firmly against my panties through the thin material as he pinned my slender wrists above my head with one of his big hands. The feeling of being held down, completely overpowered by his size and strength, made me squirm beneath him, a soft, anxious whimper escaping my lips. I was so small and delicate under him, powerless in the most submissive way possible.

I was still extremely nervous, my mind racing even as I tried to relax and stay in the moment. His body heat enveloped me, his masculine scent filling my nose. Then Blake lowered his head and began kissing my neck gently, his lips soft and warm against my sensitive skin.

A soft gasp slipped out of me at the sensation, my body twitching. He kept going, trailing slow, tender kisses along my neck and collarbone. Little by little, the gentle attention helped me relax. The anxiety eased into something warmer, more receptive, as his mouth worked its way downward toward my perky, sensitive boobs.

I continued to lie there beneath Blake, my heart fluttering rapidly as his warm, soft lips trailed gentle kisses across my tingling breasts. Each press of his mouth sent little electric tingles through my sensitive skin, my nipples tightening into hard peaks. When he took one into his mouth and began sucking softly, then harder, swirling his tongue around it, a sensual moan escaped my trembling lips. The wet heat of his mouth felt incredible, soothing and arousing at the same time. It helped melt some of my anxiety, my body relaxing into the mattress as I arched my back slightly, offering more of myself to him. “Mmm…” I whimpered delicately, my smaller hands resting on his broad shoulders.

Blake groaned in approval against my skin, the deep masculine sound vibrating through me. He switched to my other breast, sucking and licking with growing hunger while one of his large hands continued massaging the other one. The contrast was overwhelming, his strong, rough hands and powerful body against my soft, delicate, feminine curves. I felt so small and dainty beneath him.

He pulled back slightly and slid two thick fingers into my mouth. I sucked on them eagerly, my lips wrapping around them as my tongue swirled submissively, tasting the faint saltiness of his skin. He watched me with dark, lust-filled eyes as I bobbed my head gently on his fingers, coating them thoroughly.

Blake withdrew them with a wet pop and reached down, pulling the back of my tiny panties aside. I gasped as I felt his slick fingers press against my tight entrance, then slowly push inside. The stretch made me moan and squirm beneath him, my hole already sensitive from the night’s teasing. He fingered me rhythmically, curling his fingers just right while we made out deeply again. My little clit throbbed uselessly beneath the tight tucking tape, leaking steadily as waves of full-body feminine pleasure radiated from my ass. I reached down and massaged his massive cock over his boxers, feeling it throb and twitch under my loving touch. I was completely lost in the moment, my soft moans mixing with his deeper groans.

After several long, intense minutes of this, Blake pulled his fingers free and looked down at me, breathing heavily. “You want me to fuck you, baby?”

The question jolted me back to reality. All the anxiety and timidity rushed back in full force. I felt so small, so vulnerable, my cheeks burning as I coyly nodded my head, barely able to meet his eyes. “Yes…” I whispered shyly.

Blake climbed off me and reached for his pants on the floor, pulling out a small bottle of lube. While he did, I instinctively rolled over and got on all fours on my bed, arching my back and presenting my ass high in the air for him. My whole body trembled with nervous anticipation, my heart pounding wildly in my chest.

I heard the wet sound of him stroking himself with the lube behind me. “Are you ready, baby?” he groaned, voice thick with lust.

“Yes…just please be gentle with me…” I responded shakily, my eyes already watering up with a mix of fear and overwhelming emotion.

He pulled my panties down to my knees. I gasped softly as I felt the thick, blunt head of his cock press against my slick, twitching boy pussy. Then he began to push in slowly.

I gasped sharply, exhaling a long, trembling breath as he entered me. There was some pain at first, a burning stretch that made my fingers clutch the sheets, but it was mostly the sheer overwhelming intensity of it all. The feeling of being filled so completely by a real man’s cock, the way my body yielded to his manly power, made my mind spin with shame and humiliation. This was really happening. I was really a sissy being fucked by a man. This was my life now. Completely powerless, submissive, and feminine beneath him.

Tears slipped softly down my cheeks as Blake started fucking me slowly but rhythmically, his strong hands squeezing my soft ass cheeks while his thick cock slid in and out. Every thrust sent deep, conflicting sensations through me. The masculine dominance of his body behind me, the way he groaned with pleasure while I whimpered delicately, the contrast made me feel so utterly small and owned. I stared down at my manicured sky-blue nails gripping my pink Barbie-themed bedspread, my perky breasts jiggling with every thrust, my ass clapping softly against his hips. I looked up and saw the painting of the delicate butterfly on my wall right next to my old One Direction poster. The sight hit me like a revelation.

This was exactly where I was supposed to be now. Nothing was wrong with this. I was a sissy who belonged getting fucked by a real man… and I was so lucky that man was Blake.

The realization took a weight off me, shifting everything. The shame melted into deep, slutty acceptance. I started throwing my ass back to meet his thrusts, moaning and whining loudly. “Yes, daddy… oh God, yes…”

Blake groaned and fucked me harder, his hips slapping against my ass. I shook with pleasure, my voice turning breathy and desperate. “Yes, daddy! Fuck me harder!”

“You like that, my sweet little bitch?” he growled, pounding into me.

“Yes, daddy! I love it… your cock is sooo big… I love it!” I cried out, completely lost in submissive bliss.

His breathing grew ragged, thrusts becoming faster and more powerful. “I’m gonna come, baby…”

A deep, aching need surged through me. I dramatically threw my ass back into every thrust, begging shamelessly in my highest voice. “Cum for me, daddy! Please cum for me… I need you to cum inside me!”

Blake’s thrusts grew faster and more powerful, his hips slamming against my soft, rounded ass with loud, rhythmic smacks that echoed through my girly bedroom. Each powerful stroke drove his thick cock deeper into me, stretching and filling me completely. The intense sensation of being so thoroughly owned made my whole body tremble. His large hand came down hard on my ass in sharp, stinging spanks. SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!  The burning heat bloomed across my skin with every impact, making me yelp and moan helplessly.

“Yes, daddy! Harder!” I cried out sluttily, throwing my ass back to meet every brutal thrust. My perky breasts swung and jiggled beneath me, my sky-blue nails clawing at the pink Barbie bedspread as my body rocked forward with the force of his fucking. The wet, obscene sounds of his cock plunging into my slick, lubed hole mixed with his deep masculine groans and my high, breathy whimpers. I felt so small and delicate beneath his powerful, muscular frame, completely dominated, my feminine body made for this exact purpose.

For about a minute he rammed into me relentlessly, spanking my ass red and raw while pounding me with everything he had. The overwhelming fullness, the stinging slaps, the way my prostate was constantly stimulated, it all blended into a haze of pure submissive bliss. My little clit leaked uselessly beneath me, but I didn’t care. This wasn’t about me cumming anymore. This was a different kind of pleasure.

With a final, guttural groan, Blake buried himself as deep as he could go and exploded inside me. Thick, hot ropes of his cum flooded my insides in powerful pulses. I could feel every spurt, every twitch of his cock as he emptied himself completely into my boy pussy. The sensation of being filled with his warm seed pushed me into a state of deep, euphoric bliss. This was it. This was my destiny, to be taken, used, and filled by a real man.

Blake collapsed on top of me, his heavy, muscular body pressing me down into the mattress. His cock remained buried deep inside me, still twitching with the last spurts of his orgasm. I lay there beneath him, breathing hard, feeling the incredible weight and heat of his masculine body covering my soft, feminine one. His cum felt warm and deep inside me, a constant, intimate reminder of what had just happened.

I didn’t cum myself, but that felt completely okay. It was perfect, actually. My pleasure wasn’t the point, not that I didn’t feel extremely pleasured, but his was the priority. I existed to please him, to be his pretty little toy. That truth settled over me with profound happiness and acceptance.

Blake gently kissed the back of my neck and shoulders, his lips soft and affectionate against my flushed skin. The contrast between his rough, dominant fucking and these tender kisses made my heart swell. I felt overwhelmingly grateful, grateful to be a sissy, grateful for this life, grateful that Blake was the one claiming me so completely.

I let out a soft, content sigh, squeezing gently around his softening cock still buried inside me. This was exactly where I belonged.

I minced downstairs the next morning in a pretty little floral sundress that swished playfully around my smooth thighs with every delicate step. The soft fabric hugged my curves gently, the hem fluttering just above my knees. A big white bow sat sweetly in my wavy brown hair, and my makeup was bright and fresh, rosy cheeks, long lashes, and shiny pink lips that still felt a little tender from last night. My purse dangled from my arm as I moved with a gleeful little pep in my step, my heels clicking lightly on the floor. I felt like I was floating on cloud nine, the memory of Blake’s body on mine last night still warm inside me, mixed with the excited flutter of knowing I’d be with Tori soon.

As I approached the front door, Grace emerged from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel with a mischievous smirk.

“Headed somewhere, pillow princess?” she teased.

I giggled, cheeks warming instantly. “I was just going over to Tori’s, Mommy.”

“Not without telling me about your first night alone with your boyfriend you’re not,” she said, pointing to the couch. “Sit down, girlfriend.”

Blushing deeply, I smoothed my dress and sat down beside her, crossing my legs delicately and folding my hands in my lap.

Grace leaned in with that knowing smirk. “Soooo… what happened, Jennifer? Does my little girl still have her flower?”

I felt my face burn even hotter. I looked down at my sky-blue nails, voice turning shy and coy. “Umm… no. Not anymore.”

Grace squealed with excitement and pulled me into a big, warm hug, squeezing me tight. “I knew it! So tell me, cupcake, how was it?”

I hugged her back for a moment before pulling away slightly, answering honestly as I fidgeted with the hem of my dress. “It hurt at first… and it kind of made me question everything. I felt really ashamed for a bit. But then I started to realize this was exactly where I was meant to be. I actually felt proud to be a sissy… and excited to please my man. After that, it felt amazing.”

Grace giggled excitedly, her eyes sparkling as she listened. “I’m so proud of you, Jennifer. I knew I was right from day one.”

I tilted my head, curious. “What do you mean, Mommy?”

“To turn you into a sissy, honey,” she said matter-of-factly, still smiling.

I blinked, processing her words. “So… the punishment was never meant to end?”

Grace laughed softly, patting my thigh. “The punishment was just an excuse, princess. I decided a few months before you got into trouble that I was going to turn you into a sissy. You getting caught just gave me the perfect opening.”

I sat there for a second, letting her words sink in. The revelation felt big, but strangely not as shocking as it probably should have.

“Why, Mommy?” I asked timidly. “Did you think I’d be better off like this?”

Grace smiled affectionately, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “I knew you would, babygirl. You were never much of a man. But besides that… I kind of thought it’d be fun.”

“Fun?” I echoed softly, eyes wide.

“Yes, Jennifer. Fun,” she laughed. “Honestly, I’ve always wanted a girl. And you’ve always been such a petite, effeminate little thing. That phase where you thought you were some big macho man just made it even better. There’s nothing quite like emasculating a blossoming sissy, even if she’s your stepson.”

I sat quietly for a moment, a bit taken aback as I processed everything she’d said. The casual way she admitted to planning all of this… it left me momentarily speechless. It was so cruel.

Grace placed her hand gently on my thigh, snapping me out of it. “Hey, don’t overthink it. You’re a girl now. What’s done is done. And trust me, you’re much better off like this. Now go to your little girlfriend’s house. We’ll chat more later, little girl.”

“Yes, Mommy,” I said softly. We exchanged a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek before I stood up, smoothing my floral dress and heading out the door, my heels clicking lightly as I stepped into the bright morning air, still carrying that happy, floaty feeling inside.

I minced up to Tori’s front door, my floral dress swishing around my thighs, heart fluttering with excitement. I knocked softly, adjusting the bow in my hair.

The door opened, and there she was.

Tori looked devastatingly sexy. Her blonde hair cascaded in perfect waves down her shoulders, her makeup bold and seductive: dark smoky eyes, sharp winged liner, and bright red lips that screamed pure dominance. She wore a tiny black lace lingerie set that barely contained her full breasts, the sheer cups leaving nothing to the imagination, while matching garter straps held up sheer black stockings. Sky-high black patent heels made her legs look endless. And strapped around her hips was a massive, thick black strap on, realistic, veiny, and intimidatingly large. She looked like a goddess of dominance, powerful, beautiful, and utterly in control.

I was instantly enamored, my breath catching in my throat. A deep wave of love and desperate arousal washed over me. This was my Mistress. The girl I had loved for so long, now owning me completely. My knees felt weak just looking at her.

“Get upstairs and get your uniform on, whore,” she said firmly, her voice low and dripping with sexy authority.

“Yes, mistress,” I whispered breathily, immediately dropping into a deep, graceful curtsy. Then I turned and hurried upstairs, my heels clicking rapidly on the steps.

A few minutes later I returned, now dressed in my slinky black satin maid uniform. The shiny fabric hugged my curves tightly, the short skirt barely covering my ass, with white lace trim and a frilly apron. I had clipped on the matching choker and headpiece.

Tori was sitting regally on the couch, legs crossed, the huge strap on jutting up obscenely between her thighs. I minced over to her obediently, stopped right in front, and curtsied low and graceful.

Then I sank gracefully to my knees in front of her.

She smiled down at me with pure satisfaction. “Suck my dick, you little faggot.”

“Yes, mistress,” I breathed eagerly, leaning forward. I wrapped my shiny pink lips around the thick head of her strap on and began sucking with desperate devotion. The smooth, heavy silicone filled my mouth as I bobbed my head, taking more and more of it with wet, slurping sounds. I wanted so badly to please her, to show her how much I loved being her perfect little cocksucker.

Tori’s fingers slid into my hair, gripping firmly as she started bobbing my head up and down on the massive toy, using my mouth exactly how she wanted. The dominance of her grip, the way she controlled my rhythm, made me moan around the strap on, my own caged clit throbbing helplessly.

After a while she held my head still, forcing me to look up at her while the thick cock rested deep in my mouth. Her beautiful eyes locked onto mine with intense ownership. “You want me to fuck you, sissy?”

Unable to speak, I nodded desperately, bobbing my head up and down on her strap on in eager agreement, my eyes watering with submission and love.

She smiled wickedly and pulled the strap on out of my mouth with a loud, wet pop. Before I could catch my breath, she pushed me down onto the floor on all fours.

I felt her move behind me, lifting my short satin maid skirt and yanking my panties down to my knees. My heart swelled with overwhelming joy and gratitude. I had been fucked by my boyfriend last night… and now my dream girl, my mistress, my everything, was about to fuck me too. I was so incredibly lucky.

“I love you, Mistress,” I whispered softly, voice trembling with emotion.

Tori pressed the thick, lubed head of the strap on against my still-sensitive hole. “I love you too, sissy,” she purred lovingly as the pressure built as she began to push inside me…

Epilogue: (5 Months later)

The late spring sun bathed Tori’s front lawn in a warm, golden glow as I stood gracefully among the group, the elaborate pink prom gown swirling around me like a dream. The dress was a masterpiece of femininity, layers of shimmering tulle and satin that hugged my now C-cup breasts before flaring dramatically into a voluminous skirt that brushed the grass with every tiny movement. Delicate crystal beading caught the light across the sweetheart neckline and waist, while a gorgeous corsage and sparkling heels completed the look. My wavy brown hair was styled in elegant curls with soft pink accents, makeup flawless and glowing, and the “princess” necklace from Blake rested delicately against my collarbone.

I posed happily with Tori, Trisha, and the rest of the cheer girls, all of us in our stunning gowns, surrounded by our handsome dates in their sharp tuxedos. Cameras clicked nonstop as we laughed, hugged, and shifted into new poses: arms linked, hips cocked, bright smiles flashing. The soft rustle of fabrics, the scent of flowers and perfume in the air, and the gentle breeze lifting my skirt made me feel like the prettiest girl in the world.

I caught sight of my stepdad walking up the driveway, talking quietly with Grace. My heart leapt with excitement.

“Daddy! You came!” I called out, lifting the hem of my gown and running over to him as quickly as my heels allowed. The layers of tulle bounced and swished around my legs with every mincing step.

He turned, and for a moment his eyes widened, clearly taken aback by how hyperfeminine and beautiful I looked. Then his expression softened into pure, loving warmth. “Jennifer… wow. You look absolutely stunning, sweetheart.” He pulled me into a gentle hug, his voice kind and affectionate despite the slight surprise in his tone. “My beautiful girl.”

I melted into the hug, feeling small and delicate in his arms. “Thank you, daddy.”

He pulled back slightly and smiled. “So… I hear there’s someone special I should meet. Your boyfriend?”

A deep blush colored my cheeks, a mix of embarrassment and giddy excitement fluttering in my chest. “Yes… I’d love for you to meet him.”

I took his hand and led him over to Blake, who looked incredibly handsome in his tailored tux. “Blake, this is my dad. Daddy, this is Blake.”

Blake shook my stepdad’s hand firmly, the two of them standing tall and talking like men while I stood between them feeling incredibly girly and small in my voluminous pink gown. My manicured hands clasped in front of me, the skirt brushing against my smooth legs as I shifted shyly.

“Take good care of my little girl,” my stepdad said seriously, though his eyes were warm.

“I will, sir,” Blake replied confidently, glancing at me with a loving smile. “I promise.”

A few minutes later, after exchanging warm hugs and kisses on the cheek with both Grace and my stepdad, Blake and I walked back toward the group. Tori’s date, Mike, and Blake escorted us onto the prom bus, helping us carefully up the steps in our gowns. I sat beside Tori, our dresses spilling together in a sea of color, her hand finding mine as the bus pulled away.

My heart swelled with pure excitement as I looked out the window, thinking about the future. In just a few months we’d all be heading to college together: me, Blake, and Tori. I would continue my life exactly as I was meant to: their shared, cherished sissy. Serving them, loving them, belonging to them completely. The thought filled me with deep, serene happiness. This was my life now, and I couldn’t wait for every beautiful, feminine, submissive moment of it with the people I loved, and I owed it all to Grace.

The End.
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