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I sat on the living room couch, knees pulled up to my chest, tears running down my face in quiet, steady streams. The house was silent except for my uneven breathing and the occasional sniffle I could not hold back. June sunlight poured through the windows, warm and mocking, like the summer was already beckoning what was coming.

I had just finished my junior year at St. Augustine’s, a private school that added an extra year so we would all be college-ready, which meant I was already eighteen yet was still always being treated like a kid who needed fixing. And now I was about to be fixed in the worst way imaginable.

Grace had delivered the verdict an hour earlier, calm and matter of fact, like she was telling me the grocery list. I had been caught stealing candy and sodas from the corner deli with two of my idiot friends last week. Security footage, a quick call from the manager, and suddenly Grace was once again picking me up after being caught in one of my stupid stunts.

Grace was my mother’s best friend when I was growing up, and she and her husband Paul had always been close to my family. I spent plenty of time with them as a kid, even though I couldn't stand their son, Kyle. Sadly, my mother passed when I was thirteen years old, and since I never knew my father, Grace and Paul took me in. I learned pretty quickly that Grace was not one for misbehavior and frequently found myself getting yelled at or punished by her. Paul, on the other hand, was much more laid back, a calm and happy guy who had a way of always making me smile and feel right at home, the first real male figure in my life. I even called him dad, even though I never quite felt comfortable doing the same for Grace. Unfortunately, they split up during me and Kyle’s freshman year, and since then we had been seeing him less and less.

Apparently since then, my behavior had spiraled out of control. While Kyle grew more popular as he ascended from junior varsity to varsity football, I began hanging with a group of guys that my stepmother derisively referred to as “potheads” and “rejects,” even though none of them did drugs. However, they did like to get into various kinds of trouble, and I have to admit that since hanging out with them, my grades and attendance had plummeted while my detentions and trips to the principle’s office had skyrocketed.

When we got home from the deli, I had expected Grace to absolutely lose it, but to my surprise, she did not yell at all. In fact, she went quiet all week, letting the dread build. Then one morning she sat me down and explained my punishment.

According to her, I would be spending the entire summer dressed as a girl with no exceptions. She said it would teach me humility, keep me out of trouble, and give me time to think about my life choices.

Realizing after a few minutes that she was serious, I started crying and begging, saying it was not fair, that I was sorry, that I would do anything else: grounding, chores, no phone. She just looked at me with a stern, unmovable expression. That’s when I decided I had to push back.

“I’m not doing that Grace,” I said as firmly as I could, “that’s insane.”

“Oh, yes you are, James,” she replied, angered by my defiance. “You are going to spend the summer as a girl whether you like it or not, but if you try to fight me on this, I promise that all your precious friends will get to see just how pretty my new stepdaughter looks in one of her new dresses. Or you can obey me and take your punishment like an adult, and we’ll keep this in the family. Your choice.”

The idea of my friends seeing me in a dress was horrifying, they would never respect me again. I wasn’t sure that she could actually force me to go along with this. But if she could, and I made it difficult for her, I knew how much worse things would be, so I folded.

I nodded, tears dripping onto my shirt, and whispered that I would do it.

“Good,” she smiled, looking completely satisfied. “From now on you will wear only what I give you, and most importantly, you will act like you love it. Especially around Kyle but really around anyone else you see this summer. They are going to be curious about what’s going on, and I expect you to be sweet and cooperative and tell them that this was all your choice. Got it?”

“What?” I said, the idea of everyone thinking I wanted to be a girl making the situation even more mortifying. “Why?”

“Because I said so,” she snapped, “and because you’ll eventually get used to the clothes. What’s going to make this punishment work is behavioral, and that requires your eager participation. Got it?”

I nodded weakly, the summer ahead seeming like hell on earth to me.

“Good,” she said firmly, annoyed that she had to explain herself. “Now there are going to be some more changes, but you don’t need to worry about most of them yet. For now, all you need to know is that your room is being remodeled for the summer. I feel that living in a more feminine space will help you get used to things and adapt quicker. In the meantime, you’ll be staying on the spare bed in Kyle’s room from when you two used to share a bedroom.”

My heart sank further at that, I felt like I was going to throw up. Sharing a house with him was bad enough. Him seeing me every day and every night in whatever girly outfit Grace had picked out for me sounded like a nightmare.

I sobbed softly, my face completely wet, when Grace spoke again, this time with a bit more warmth in her tone.

“I’m going to run you a bath, Jennifer,” she smirked, “Try to calm down. Then come upstairs in a few minutes once you’ve collected yourself.”

Jennifer. The name landed like a slap. She had even picked out a girl’s name for me. I flinched, fresh tears welling up, but I did not argue. I just nodded through the sniffles, eyes on the carpet.

Grace stood, smoothed her skirt, and walked upstairs without another word.

I went upstairs a few minutes later, my steps slow and heavy on the stairs. The bathroom door was open, steam curling out into the hallway. Grace stood by the tub, the water full and bubbling with pink foam that smelled strongly of strawberries and vanilla.

She looked over when I walked in, saying, “Strip and get in the bath, Jennifer.”

I hesitated, arms crossed over my chest, not wanting to strip with her in the room but also knowing I had no choice. My face burned as I pulled my shirt off, then my shorts and underwear. I tried to cover myself with one hand in front and an arm across my butt, but it did not help the feeling of intense vulnerability one gets from stripping in front of their fully clothed stepmother. Grace watched me with a small giggle, her eyes bright with amusement at how embarrassed I was.

It was horrifying to realize how quickly nudity had stripped me of all confidence. Only an hour ago I had felt like myself, a confident eighteen-year-old man, and now, I felt like an exposed, timid child climbing into the tub.

I slipped into the tub quickly, sinking beneath the bubbles until they covered me up to my neck. The warm water and girly scent wrapped around me, and for a second I felt grateful for the coverage.

Grace picked up a pink razor and a can of shaving cream from the counter.

“I’m going to help you shave your legs, arms, and armpits tonight, but you’ll need to get used to doing this on your own soon.”

I opened my mouth to protest.

“But…”

“Jennifer…” Her voice went stern again, and she gave me that look, the one that said arguing would only make things worse.

I closed my mouth and looked away. She lifted up and lathered my legs first, the cream cool against my skin, then dragged the razor smoothly from ankle to thigh in even strokes. The sensation was strange and thorough, and it was disturbing to see my coarse leg hair being swiped away so easily, leaving behind smooth, shiny skin in its place. By the time she was done, my legs didn’t look like my own. They were sleek, shiny, and smooth, two glistening and hairless legs jutting out from beneath the pink bubbles.

She moved to my arms next, then lifted one of my arms to shave the armpit. Each stroke felt punitive, like she was stripping away another piece of my manhood for misusing it. My cheeks stayed hot with shame the whole time.

When she finished, she handed me the razor and turned her back.

“Now do your pubes,” she said awkwardly. “Do it carefully.”

I wondered for a moment whether I could get away with just saying I had shaved them before deciding against it on the grounds that she would be able to tell from the lack of the shaving sound. I waited until she was fully turned, then stood partway out of the water just enough to expose my crotch. The razor moved awkwardly over the sensitive skin, until there was nothing left. When I was done, I sank back under the bubbles in shame.

Grace turned around, checked my legs and arms again quickly, then nodded.

She smiled triumphantly. “Perfect! No more ugly boy hair. Now dry off and moisturize, Jennifer. I’ll be right back.”

As soon as she left the bathroom I climbed out, wrapped the towel around my waist, and rubbed the strawberry-scented lotion she left on the counter into my legs, arms, and everywhere else. My skin felt softer, slicker, girlier.

A few minutes later she came back with a bundle of clothes in her arms.

She handed me a pair of pink satin panties first, grinning from ear to ear. “Put these on.”

She turned away mercifully. I hesitated for a moment, holding the obscenely feminine underwear and looking for some way out before quickly realizing there was none. I dropped the towel and quickly stepped into them, pulling the smooth satin up my legs. The fabric glided against my freshly shaved skin, cool and slippery, clinging lightly to my hips and between my legs in a way that immediately made me feel smaller, more delicate.

Grace turned around and giggled again when she saw me standing there in just the panties, my face burning scarlet.

She picked up the matching pink satin bra next and helped me into it, hooking it in the back and adjusting the straps so the padded cups sat snug against my chest, the glossy pink straps digging into my shoulder.

Then she held open a little white tiered skirt, gesturing for me to step into it. She pulled it up above my hips, sitting higher than my pants typically did and barely covering my ass. She zipped it at the side, the soft layers falling just above my upper thighs, flaring out with every small movement. Last came a pink top with a cartoon kitten on the front, short-sleeved and fitted enough to show how narrow my shoulders were.

I turned toward the mirror without meaning to and immediately wished I hadn’t. The reflection staring back at me was deeply humiliating: a boy in very girly teen clothes. The skirt looked frilly and childish, the top too bright and cute, the bra giving me small fake boobs that did not belong on a man’s body. My shaved legs looked longer and smoother in the short skirt, my face cringing back at me as I took in my emasculated image. I looked like a sissy, a petite eighteen-year-old boy dressed up like a fourteen-year-old girl. Nobody who looked at me would see a man or a woman.

Grace stepped behind me, turning me to face her. “Stand still, Jennifer.”

She took out a tube of coral pink lipstick and painted it carefully across my lips. Then she brushed dark mascara onto my lashes, making my eyes look bigger, gentler, and more vulnerable. A quick sweep of blush on my cheeks finished the job, the makeup making me look even more girly, submissive, and feeble.

She stepped back and smiled wide, like a she-wolf taking in her prey. “Are you ready to introduce yourself to Kyle, Jennifer?”

My stomach dropped, the harsh reality of being seen like this settling in.

“Please, Grace, don’t make me do this,” I begged, “It’ll be so humiliating. He’ll laugh at me.”

She gave me that stern look again before softening a bit and offering a warmer expression. “Sorry, sweetie. You should have thought about that before you decided to steal.”

She extended her hand.

I looked down, defeated, my stomach twisted in anxious knots. Reluctantly, I took her hand.

When we arrived at the door to Kyle’s bedroom, he was pulling a hoodie over his head, clearly getting ready to head out for something, probably to hang out with his football friends and the cheerleaders who always hung out around them. He turned, caught sight of me, and for a split second his jaw fell open with pure shock. Then his mouth curved into a wide, amused grin.

“What the fuck are you wearing, James?” He burst out laughing. “You look like such a fag.”

Grace’s voice cut in sharp and strict. “Hey! Do not talk to your stepsister like that. Jennifer has decided she wants to try spending the summer as a girl, and we’re going to be supportive of her. Isn’t that right, Jennifer?”

Her words landed like punches: stepsister, Jennifer, she. Kyle had always looked down on me as the scrawny, unpopular wimp who couldn’t throw a football or talk to girls without turning red. Now I stood in front of him wearing a girly white tiered miniskirt that bounced and flared with every tiny shift of my weight, a bright pink top with a cartoon kitten across the chest, my legs smooth and bare, my face painted with coral lipstick, mascara, and blush. He towered over me in his jeans and hoodie, broad-shouldered and solid, looking every inch the jock he was, leaving me feeling even more tiny, fragile, and completely unmanly in these feminine clothes. The contrast stung. I knew exactly how ridiculous I looked, and the knowledge made my skin crawl as his amused gaze stayed fixed on me.

I swallowed hard and managed a quiet, shame-filled “Mhm,” barely audible.

I wanted to scream that this wasn’t my idea, that I hadn’t chosen any of it, but the words stayed locked in my throat. I knew that if I did that, there would be hell to pay.

Grace continued smoothly, like there was nothing abnormal about any of this. “Jennifer’s also having her room redone to help her feel more feminine, so she’ll be staying in the spare bed in here for a few days until it’s finished. You’re to use her preferred name and pronouns, be kind to her, and overall treat her like you would any other young lady. I assume that won’t be a problem.”

Kyle’s smirk widened; he was barely holding back another laugh.

“No problem, Mom,” he managed. “I’ll definitely be supportive and treat her like a lady, but I’m headed out now to hang with the guys. I’ll catch you girls later, alright?”

Grace smiled warmly, either missing or ignoring his subtle jab. “Alright, sweetie. Have fun.”

I bowed my head as Kyle brushed past me on his way out, cheeks flaming at being lumped in as one of the girls, my tension easing slightly with every step he took away.

Once he was gone, Grace turned to me, her tone softening again. “Alright, sweetie, looks like you have the room to yourself for a few hours. You can relax for a bit, and then I want you to come down and help me make dinner, okay?”

I had never once been asked to help with dinner before. The request felt like another small, deliberate layer of humiliation, another reminder that things were different now, that I was different.

“Okay,” I agreed timidly.

Grace leaned in and pressed a light kiss to my cheek, then turned and left the room, closing the door softly behind her.

I stood there alone in Kyle’s bedroom, wearing my new frilly skirt and kitten top, the satin panties cool and foreign against my shaved skin, my reflection faintly visible in the mirror across the room. Mortification settled over me like a heavy blanket. I felt small, pathetic, and completely out of place, wanting to cry but having a feeling that Grace would be upset if I ruined my makeup. With hours stretching ahead before I had to face her again, and worse, face Kyle, I did my best to relax as I sat back on the bed and turned on Kyle’s Xbox. This was going to be a long summer.

Three days later I lay on the spare bed in Kyle’s room, scrolling videos on my phone, feeling deeply uncomfortable and awkward in the floral summer dress Grace had picked out that morning. The thin cotton fluttered lightly around my body, the hem ending well above my knees. The full face of makeup she had applied: foundation, eyeliner, mascara, blush, and glossy pink lips, made every glance in the mirror feel like I was staring at someone else. Kyle sat a few feet away on his own bed, also on his phone, but he kept glancing at me with that same smirking look he had since the first night he saw me like this, clearly still enjoying the entertainment value of seeing me so demure and embarrassed in my girly things.

Grace walked in holding a small stack of clothes folded neatly in her arms. “Kyle, you have summer football practice in half an hour, right?”

He looked up. “Yeah, why?”

“Me and Jennifer will need the car, so we’ll drop you off. You should get changed now though; we need to leave in a few.”

My stomach churned instantly at the implication. I was going out in public wearing a dress. Panic rose immediately, my heart hammering in my chest, my breath catching as I pictured stepping outside the house like this. The thought of strangers seeing me, judging, staring, laughing, made my pulse race and my palms sweat.

Kyle shrugged nonchalantly. “Okay.”

Grace turned to me.

I sat up quickly, my voice frantic. “Where are we going?”

She smiled calmly. “Don’t worry about that, sweetie. Just get changed and meet me downstairs when you’re done.”

She handed me the clothes and left the room.

I sifted through the pile in my lap. First was a pleated denim miniskirt with a high waist and frayed hem, extremely girly and youthful. Next was a fitted floral corset-style top in soft cream linen printed with delicate pink roses, a square neckline, ruffled short sleeves, and a small bow at the front. The top came with a matching purse, a little thing with a tiny strap, also covered in pink roses. Last was a beige pair of high-heeled sandals, open-toed and around an inch in height.

My hands shook and my cheeks burned as I started undressing in sync with Kyle, who was already stripping down to change into his football uniform: pads, a jersey, cleats, his body solid and athletic in a way mine never had been.

He kept looking over, not even trying to hide it, curiosity mixed with amusement in his eyes. I slipped off my dress, standing there in just the white satin panties and bra I had put on that morning. A shiver spread across my body, feeling overwhelmingly vulnerable, dainty, and feminine standing there in my delicate, virginal lingerie while he pulled on his bulky football equipment. I felt his stare like heat on my skin, my cheeks burned with embarrassment, unable to face him. I frantically pulled the denim skirt up my legs, the waistline snug and the pleats flaring out playfully, the frayed edges brushing high on my thighs, then tugged the corset top over my head as quickly as I could. The fabric cinched slightly at my waist, the bow and ruffles making it look even more delicate and feminine. I felt ridiculous, tiny, and utterly emasculated next to Kyle in his full football gear, all bulk and masculinity.

I stepped into the open-toed women’s sandals, struggling to fasten the straps with shaky hands. When I stood up, the small heel made my posture shift in a way I still was far from used to. I grabbed the purse strap and hurried out of the room without looking back, shame flooding through me with every clumsy tap on the hardwood.

In the car, I sat in the back seat, legs pressed together, hands folded in my lap, feeling nervous and far too unassertive to speak. The skirt rode up slightly no matter how I adjusted myself, the top’s ruffles fluttered with every movement, and the padded bra beneath it made it look like I had two small boobs.

When we pulled up to our school, I looked out the window and saw clusters of football players milling around the field, big guys in jerseys laughing and tossing balls. My heart hammered as I ducked down, feeling completely pathetic. They were masculine guys having fun spending their summer playing football and dating the cheerleaders, and here I was, ducked down hiding from them, hoping they wouldn’t see the sissy in the pink lipstick and flirty miniskirt.

Kyle opened his door and stepped out, then leaned back in with a chuckle. “Have a nice day, ladies.”

Grace waited until he was gone, then turned slightly to look at me, her eyes glowing with a look of mischief. “Come sit up front, Jennifer.”

I swallowed. “Um, I’m fine back here.”

“Now, Jennifer,” she snapped, “Unless you’d like me to drop you off here… you could be a cute little cheerleader for your stepbrother and his teammates.”

I had no choice. Panic raced through me as I scrambled out of the back seat as fast as I could, hoping desperately that no one had looked over and seen me in my girly clothes. I slid into the front passenger seat, buckled in with trembling fingers, and kept my head down as Grace pulled away.

“Where are we going?” I asked nervously as she pulled away from the school.

“Don’t worry about that, princess,” she smirked, ”just a little…mother-daughter time.”

I blushed shamefully at being called princess and hearing her reference our “mother-daughter time,” but my attention immediately returned to the nervous feeling in my stomach.

“In public?” I asked, desperately hoping she would say no.

“Of course, my love,” she replied cheerily, “You can’t stay indoors all summer.”

I felt my heart begin to beat faster again. “But…”

She cut me off. “If you’d prefer, I could drop you back at the field.”

“No,” I said quickly, voice panicked.

Grace chuckled under her breath and kept driving.

When we pulled up outside the small upscale salon with its big windows and elegant “Blossom Beauty” sign, panic hit me more intensely. I could barely breathe as my heart slammed against my ribs. She was really about to take me into a public beauty salon. I was dressed so girly: the far too-short pleated denim miniskirt riding high on my smooth thighs, the fitted floral corset top with its ruffled sleeves and tiny bow at the front, the open-toed sandals shaping my posture, the little purse clutched in my hand, the full face of makeup still perfect on my face. Everything screamed feminine, yet my mannerisms, voice, posture, and hair all made it clear I was a boy. The mismatch felt like a spotlight on me. Anyone who looked would know immediately, and they would stare.

I had barely even begun to consider why she might’ve brought me here before Grace opened her door and stepped out. I stayed frozen in the passenger seat. She turned back; her voice edged with annoyance.

She glared at me. “Out, Jennifer.”

I reluctantly complied, my head ducked low, clutching the purse strap so tightly my knuckles went white. The parking lot was mercifully empty, but being out in public like this felt terrifying. I hurried after her across the asphalt, my sandals tapping, my skirt relatively stiff but bouncing slightly with each anxious step, eyes fixed on the ground.

Inside, the air carried the scents of warm shampoo and hairspray. A handful of women sat under dryers or leafed through magazines, their heads turning as we entered. Curious glances lingered, some polite, some clearly amused, one or two openly puzzled. I felt hot with embarrassment, my cheeks burning. I kept my gaze down shyly, feeling every inch of bare leg, every flutter of ruffles, every soft click of my heels on the tile.

The receptionist, a young woman with a bright smile and a name tag reading “Sofia,” looked up and greeted us warmly. “Welcome, ladies.”

Her eyes flicked to me on the word “ladies,” and her smile flickered for half a second. It was enough to let me know she was at least intrigued by me, probably amused.

“Do you have an appointment?” she continued.

Grace nodded happily. “Yes, for Jennifer here.”

She gestured toward me like it was nothing unusual. “She decided she wants to spend the summer getting in touch with her feminine side, so we figured this would be a great start.”

Sofia’s face lit up as she turned to me. “Good for you, Jennifer! I love your outfit, it’s adorable.”

I blushed so hard my ears burned. My voice came out tiny and mumbled. “Thank you.”

She checked the appointment book. “So I see you booked…a hair styling and mani-pedi, right?”

“Yes, that’s right,” Grace confirmed.

She pulled out her phone, seemingly showing Sofia some photos while I tried not to panic over the treatments that had apparently been arranged for me. “She was thinking this for her hair and this for her nail color.”

Sofia nodded eagerly. “Of course, that’ll look so cute on her.”

Grace smiled. “Perfect.”

She turned to me, smiling warmly. “I’ll be back to get you in a little bit, honey.”

My stomach lurched. “You’re leaving?”

“Yes,” she squeezed my arm, “I need to buy some more things for you. But if you’d prefer, I could wait and we could go together after you’re done?”

I shook my head quickly. “No, that’s okay.”

I definitely didn’t want to spend even more of the day dressed as a girl in public than I already was.

Grace pulled me into a quick hug, her arms sliding around my slim shoulders, the floral top pressing against her, then stepped back and smirked at me. “Have fun, Jennifer.”

Sofia came around the desk. “Come on, Jennifer. Your stylist Melanie will be right with you.”

She led me across the floor. The women in the chairs glanced up again as I passed, offering small, polite smiles that felt more like judgments. One tilted her head slightly; another whispered something to the woman next to her. My face stayed hot, my eyes fixed on the ground. I felt every subtle sway of the short skirt, every brush of ruffles against my skin, every delicate step in the sandals. I felt completely exposed, like I may as well have been walking on a runway.

Sofia guided me to a styling chair and motioned for me to sit. “Melanie will be right over.”

I sank down silently, hands folded tightly in my lap, staring at the girly boy in the mirror. He looked completely defeated: the corset top cinching his waist, the pleated skirt barely covering his smooth thighs, his lips glossy pink, his mascara-darkened lashes fluttering coyly, cheeks red from a mix of shame and blush. I sat there, my heart racing, dreading whatever came next.

Melanie came over a few minutes later with a bright smile on her face and a black smock over her jeans. She was beautiful, not much older than me, which made this whole thing feel even more humiliating. Her long dark hair fell in glossy waves around her shoulders, settling against her ample breasts, the kind of girl I would never have had the confidence to approach, even back when I was still wearing pants. She spun the chair so I faced her, her eyes scanning my hair first, then dropping down to my outfit, lingering on my smooth legs peeking out of the denim miniskirt.

“Hi there, Jennifer!” she said excitedly. “I’m Melanie, and oh my gosh, I’m so excited to work with you today!”

She said it with genuine enthusiasm, bouncing a little on her toes as she fastened the cape around my neck and ran her fingers through my hair, fluffing it playfully.

“Sofia told me the style you want and I’m obsessed…this pixie is going to look so cute on you! Short and sassy on the sides and back, with some fun texture up top. You’re going to love it!”

I forced a polite smile. “Hi, Melanie. Um, that sounds good…thanks.”

She started with scissors right away, combing through sections and snipping quickly. The crisp sound of blades filled the air as she layered the sides, tapering them gently toward my ears and neck. Hair drifted down in light, feathery pieces onto the cape, brushing my shoulders before she blew them away. Her warm breath touched the exposed skin on my neck, making me shiver slightly. She kept chatting the entire time, bubbly and nonstop, like we were best friends catching up.

“So tell me, cutie, what made you decide to spend the summer exploring your feminine side? Was it a sudden thing, or have you always wanted to be a girl?”

I stared at my lap, hating that this beautiful girl who couldn’t have been more than a few years older than me thought I wanted this. “It… it was kind of spontaneous. I guess I wanted to try something new.”

She giggled, light and delighted. “Oh, I love that! Sometimes the best changes happen when we just go for it. Being a girl is the best, seriously: the clothes, the makeup, having girlfriends you can confide in, the way you feel when you catch your reflection and go ‘wow, that’s me!’ You’re going to have so much fun.”

She kept snipping, feathering the top into choppy, textured layers that fell forward softly around my forehead and cheeks. Each cut lifted and lightened the weight on my head, strands tickling my neck and ears as they fell.

“So I know it’s obviously early for you, but have you thought about hormones yet? Even a low dose can make everything so much softer and prettier. A lot of girls your age start just to see how it feels, and I hear it’s super empowering!”

My stomach knotted. She thought I was trans. “No… not really.”

She tilted my head gently, snipping another section.

“That’s totally okay! No rush at all. But whenever you’re ready, it’s amazing…anyway, do you like any boys at school? Anyone cute you’ve been eyeing? Spill, girl!”

I shook my head fast, my voice tiny and embarrassed by her assumption that I was gay. “No.”

She laughed again, warm and teasing. “Girl, you’re lying! Trust me, with you strutting around like this, heads are going to turn. Guys are gonna love your whole shy, soft-girl vibe.”

After about half an hour she finished the cut, setting the scissors down and grabbing tweezers. “Your brows are a little bushy, Jenny. Let me clean them up really quick as a little bonus, it’ll make your face so much more feminine!”

She leaned in close, plucking with quick, precise pulls that stung each time. When she stepped back and spun the chair to face the mirror, I stared in disbelief.

The person staring back at me in the mirror looked incredibly feminine. My pixie cut was layered and textured on top, with soft, feathered pieces framing my face and falling just above my now arched eyebrows. The sides and back were a little shorter, tapered neatly to show more of my ears and neck, creating a lighter, more feminine shape overall. My reflection looked boyish still, unmistakably me, but the feminine hair and arched eyebrows dramatically softened my appearance: my jaw seemed less square, my cheekbones higher, my eyes larger under the mascara. The full makeup Grace had done earlier: coral pink lipstick, dark mascara, and rosy blush, combined with my thin eyebrows, made my face look oddly pretty and girlish. It was strange, I couldn’t really tell if I would pass as a girl. I could instantly recognize myself in the mirror, albeit a feminized sissy version of myself. But I did look pretty, really pretty, and plenty of girls had short hair, not unlike mine. The conflict twisted inside me: I looked prettier in a way that felt almost natural, like the way you can still tell a girl is a girl if she cuts her hair, but also still recognized myself and wondered nervously if others would too.

Melanie clapped her hands. “Oh my god, I’m obsessed! You look so adorable and pretty. What do you think?”

I mumbled, my voice thick with humiliation. “Um, yeah…I love it…Thank you.”

She beamed as she unclipped the cape and led me to the mani-pedi station. Two older women were already waiting, one for my hands, one for my feet. They soaked my fingers and toes in warm, scented water, the steam rising with a faint floral smell that was strangely therapeutic. Then they got to work, filing my natural nails smooth, then gluing on long oval acrylic tips one by one. The weight of each tip attaching was alarming, lengthening my fingers, making them look slender and delicate. Panic built as they painted them a bright, glossy hot pink, layer after layer, the brush stroking slowly over the surface in deliberate sweeps. The vivid color popped against my skin, shiny and bold, turning my hands from plain and boyish into something unmistakably girly and attention-grabbing. The same happened to my feet, the bright hot pink gleaming on my toes, coating every nail in that same glossy, cheerful shade that made my little feet look dainty and feminine. Every glance down sent a wave of humiliation rushing through me at how girly they looked, how permanent this was, and at the anticipation of how even simple tasks were now going to feel more performative and awkward.

They worked mostly in silence, but every so often one would smirk or let out a quiet giggle, eyes flicking to my face or my skirt. I sat rigid, my heart pounding, watching my hands and feet become something I didn’t recognize.

I waited for the topcoat to dry, my fingers splayed awkwardly, the acrylics heavy and foreign, the bright pink catching every light in the salon.

Grace walked in right then. “Oh, Jennifer!”

She hurried over, eyes wide with delight. “Your hair is perfect, so chic and feminine! I see she also did your eyebrows; they look perfect…and those nails, look at that gorgeous bright pink! It’s stunning on you, sweetie. You’re absolutely glowing.”

I blushed furiously, staring at my hot pink fingertips.

A few moments later, I slipped my heels back on, grasping my purse awkwardly as I met Grace at the front while she paid, then turned to me. “Aren’t you gonna thank Sofia, honey.”

I stood awkwardly, purse strap in one hand, my new nails digging into my palm, and took a timid step forward towards the desk.

“Thank you,” I said quietly to Sofia.

She beamed. “You’re so welcome, Jennifer. Come back anytime!”

I followed Grace outside to the car, every step making me more hyperaware of myself: the feminine tapping sound of my sandals, the breeze gently blowing up under my skirt against my panties, the short pixie cut brushing my ears and neck in a light, unfamiliar way, and above all the long bright pink nails catching the sunlight on my hands, gleaming with every tiny movement. I could taste my lipstick, smell my perfume, and feel my bra straps digging into my shoulder.

I opened the passenger door carefully, my new long acrylic nails making the handle feel awkward and difficult to grab. The bright pink tips clicked against the metal as I pulled, and I realized how much I would have to concentrate to do such simple things now. Once inside, I slid onto the seat, legs together, the short denim skirt riding up again no matter how I tugged it down. I set the small floral purse on my lap, hands resting on top of it, fingers splayed leaving my glossy hot pink nails on display.

Grace started the car and pulled out of the parking lot, glancing over with a warm smile. “So how was your first salon trip, girlfriend?”

I felt my cheeks heat up with shame at what I had allowed her to do to me immediately. “Really embarrassing.”

She tilted her head, her tone light and curious. “Why, sweetheart? The salon is supposed to be relaxing. Every girl I know loves it.”

Her comment annoyed me deeply. She knew exactly why it was embarrassing. I was a man who she had just forced to get a girly haircut, a mani-pedi, and eyebrow shaping while I acted like I wanted it.

I muttered under my breath, barely audible over the engine. “I’m not a girl.”

Her smile faded, her voice sharpening with anger. “Really, Jennifer? Because you’re wearing pink panties, pink lipstick, and a cute little miniskirt, not to mention that you just got your nails done to match. You don’t seem like much of a big macho man to me.”

The words stung, and I shrank into the seat, the shame settling painfully, crushing my little outburst. I stared out the window, silent, the new pixie cut brushing my ears every time I turned my head, the acrylics weighing on my hands like constant reminders of what she had said.

A few minutes later I noticed the back seat was filled with shopping bags, several from the same boutique, tissue paper poking out. “That’s… a lot of bags. What’d you buy?”

She smiled again, her tone lightening up. “More clothes for the summer, sweetheart. I figured we could do a little fashion show when we get home.”

A burning blush returned to my cheeks. The idea of parading in front of her in whatever she’d picked, probably more skirts, girly tops, and dresses, made my stomach knot. But I would be much worse if Kyle was home to see it.

“Will Kyle be home?” I asked nervously.

“Oh no, sweetie,” she smiled. “He’s hanging out with some friends after practice. It’ll be just us girls.”

I swallowed. “Okay.”

A few minutes later we pulled into the driveway. Our neighbor Mr. Reynolds was out front, dragging a garbage bin to the curb. My heart began to race.

“Can we wait until he goes inside?” I asked as politely as I could manage.

Grace giggled softly. “Alright, shy girl. But you’ll have to face your public eventually.”

I hunched lower in the seat, purse clutched tight, watching as he wheeled the bin into place and then headed back toward his house. The second the door closed behind him, I grabbed a couple of the shopping bags from the back and scurried out of the car, sandals clicking fast on the driveway. I hurried to the front door, heart racing, feeling completely exposed out in the open like that in my own neighborhood.

I reached for the knob and, of course, it was locked. Meanwhile, Grace was strolling up behind me leisurely, holding the rest of the bags, chuckling at how frantic I looked.

I stood there frozen, anxiety spiking, feeling every second stretch out while she took her sweet time. Finally, she reached the door, key in hand, and unlocked it with a soft click. I slunk inside immediately, bags bumping against my legs, relief mixing with the dread of my impending fashion show as the door shut behind us.

Ten minutes later, I lay on my stomach on the living room floor, propped up on my elbows with my chin in my hands, legs bent at the knees and feet kicked up behind me, smiling coyly the way Grace had directed. The nightie she had bought me as part of my new sleepwear was pale pink and sheer with layers of soft tulle ruffles around the bodice and hem and thin spaghetti straps over my shoulders, the fabric clinging lightly to my body and ending even higher on my thighs than my miniskirt did. Every movement made the ruffles flutter, the lace trim brushing my skin in a way that felt delicate and ultra-feminine, almost sultry. I shivered, feeling completely emasculated and overwhelmed, my new pixie cut falling softly into my eyes, my bright pink acrylic nails digging slightly into my palms as I held the pose.

Grace stood above me with her phone, snapping pictures. “Oh my gosh, so cute!”

She sounded genuinely excited. “Just imagine how sweet you’re going to feel every morning waking up in one of your new nighties. This summer is going to be so great for you, sweetie. Now, let’s try on your birthday dress.”

The word birthday hit me like ice water. I had almost forgotten, my birthday was two days from now, and my stepdad, Paul, was supposed to come.

“Wait…” I said, my heart pounding. “I completely forgot about my birthday. Is Dad still coming?”

Grace smiled like nothing was wrong. “Of course he is, Jennifer. He wouldn’t miss the chance to celebrate with his little princess on her nineteenth birthday.”

My stomach lurched. I felt genuinely sick, like I might throw up, faint, or both. “Please, Grace…please let me wear my boy clothes. Please, just that one day.”

She shook her head, still smiling, but looking a bit annoyed. “It’s too late, sweetie. I already told him you’re spending the summer as Jennifer, and I expect you to act like this was your decision. Got it?”

Tears welled up before I could stop them. I started to cry as I realized that the man who had raised me was going to see me dressed like a teenage girl.

Grace’s tone shifted to something firmer and angrier, almost cruel. “Jennifer, if you’re going to cry like a little girl, we could always arrange for you to spend your birthday dressed as a Disney princess playing with dolls. I’m sure your daddy would love to see that.”

I forced the sobs back instantly, wiping my eyes with the back of my hand. “No… no, I’ll be good.”

She waited, her eyebrow raised.

“I’ll be a good girl,” I promised, feeling like I had just surrendered a major piece of my dignity. The words tasted like ash in my mouth, total defeat settling over me.

She smiled again, that look of triumph returning to her face like she had conquered me. “Good. And now that we’re on the topic of you being a good girl, we need to work on your voice, your walk, and your mannerisms. You also need to learn to talk and act sweeter and girlier. We’ll start after we finish your little fashion show.”

I nodded timidly, my voice small, still choked up by the news and trying not to cry. “Okay.”

Intense dread coiled inside me as I lay there in the ruffled nightie, feeling smaller than ever, my bright pink nails still gleaming on my fingers as Grace started pulling the next outfit from one of the many shopping bags.

Two days later, I woke up in my yellow nightie, the same style Grace had me model when we got home from the salon, just in soft buttery yellow instead of pink. The thin spaghetti straps rested on my shoulders, the ruffled bodice and hem fluttered slightly with every movement, and the sheer layers felt light and airy against my skin. Intense dread settled over me the moment my eyes opened, heavy and familiar after the past two days of nonstop girl practice: hours in heels learning to walk with smaller steps and a more dramatic sway, posture drills to keep my shoulders back, chest out, and wrists limp, mannerisms like crossing my legs at the knee or ankle drilled relentlessly, and worst of all the voice training, repeating phrases higher and softer until my throat ached and I began to sound more and more like Jennifer. Sleeping in the same room as Kyle every night in these dainty nighties had been intensely emasculating, him smirking from his bed whenever I changed or climbed under the covers, sometimes whistling low when I accidentally bent instead of knelt and flashed my panties at him.

I reached for my phone on the nightstand. The bright pink acrylics clicked against the screen as I unlocked it, the glossy tips making even that simple motion feel awkward and humiliating. It was already 1 p.m. Kyle was still asleep in his bed across the room, snoring softly, his football gear tossed on the floor. I slipped out from under the covers quietly, the nightie whispering against my thighs, and slid my feet into the pink fuzzy slippers Grace had bought me: soft, plush, with little pom-poms on the strap. They muffled my steps as I padded downstairs.

Grace was in the kitchen when I reached the bottom of the stairs. She turned at the sound of my slippers on the tile and smiled wide. “Happy birthday, sleeping beauty!”

She pulled me into a warm hug, her arms wrapping around me warmly, the ruffled nightie pressing between us. “Did you sleep well?”

Remembering the voice training, I forced my tone higher and softer, giving my best attempt to sound girlish. “Yeah…I guess.”

She beamed. “Great, honey. Now I made you a light brunch so you don’t get all bloated before dinner tonight. Sit down and eat, and in the meantime, I’ll run you a bath.”

I sat at the table carefully, smoothing the hem of the nightie beneath me so it didn’t bunch up, then pressed my knees together tightly. The hem was so short that it rode up and flashed my panties every time I leaned back, but thankfully no one was around. The fruit and toast waited on the plate: sliced strawberries, melon, and a piece of dry toast. Grace had been giving me smaller and smaller portions to eat the past few days, my typical meal serving being less than half the size of Kyle’s. I picked up the fork, feeling shame and annoyance as I had to adjust my grip, the long acrylics making it hard to hold it normally, forcing me to pinch with the tips elegantly instead of wrapping my fingers fully. Every bite felt dainty and ridiculous.

When I finished, I carried the plate to the sink, set it down quietly, and turned toward the stairs. Reluctance dragged at my steps as I made my way back up to the bathroom, the fuzzy slippers silent on the hardwood, the nightie swishing with every movement, the dread for the rest of the day coiling tighter in my chest.

I reached the bathroom and pushed the door open wider. The tub was already full, steam rising gently, the air thick with another girly scent, sweet vanilla and strawberry, the kind that clung to everything and made my nose wrinkle as it filled my lungs. Bubbles floated thick on the surface, pink-tinted and fluffy.

Grace stood by the vanity, folding a pink towel. “Come on in, birthday girl.”

I hesitated in the doorway, then stepped inside and closed the door behind me. Without a word I reached for the straps of the yellow nightie, slipping them off my shoulders. The fabric slid down my body in a soft whisper, pooling at my feet. I turned my back to her, shimmying down my panties before crossing my arms in front of my crotch. I quickly stepped into the tub and sank under the bubbles up to my neck, grateful for the coverage. Warm water enveloped me, the scent wrapping around my face.

Grace handed me a pink razor and a can of matching pink shaving cream. “Time to shave, princess. Legs, underarms, everything nice and smooth like we practiced the other day. I didn’t see any on you, but we can’t have any peach fuzz.”

I took the razor obediently, squirting a dollop of cream into my palm. I started on my legs first, lathering the cream along one smooth calf. The pink razor glided easily over skin already soft from days of this routine, the bright hot pink nails delicately grasping the pink handle. I glanced down at my legs: soft, hairless, ending in pink painted toenails that peeked out when I lifted a foot. The sight was surreal: my girly nails shaving my girly legs with a girly razor. I kept going, stroke after stroke, until both legs were slick and bare.

Grace sat on the edge of the tub, watching. “So are you excited for your big day, Jennifer?”

I forced my voice to be higher and softer, as best I could. “Yes, Grace.”

I cringed at how feminine it sounded coming out of my own mouth, not a hint of masculinity or assertiveness, meek.

She tilted her head. “Great, honey. But um… about that. I don’t want you to call me Grace tonight.”

Confused, I paused mid-stroke. “What do you want me to call you?”

She smiled warmly. “You can call me Mommy and Paul Daddy.”

I cringed again, the idea completely degrading. “No way. That’s too far. He’ll think I’m such a sissy.”

Grace’s voice stayed even but I could see she was holding back a laugh. “Well, Jennifer… if the high heel fits.”

Tears pricked my eyes immediately. I started to cry again, shoulders shaking under the bubbles. “This is so unfair.”

“Stealing is unfair and wrong, but you did that anyway,” she retorted unsympathetically.

I kept crying, my voice cracking even as I did my best to maintain the higher pitch. “Please…I learned my lesson. I won’t do it again.”

She reached over and brushed a tear from my cheek with her thumb. “I know you won’t, princess. But the punishment stands. Now, what are our names tonight?”

I sniffled, the shame of it choking me as I reluctantly said the words. “Mommy… and Daddy?”

She shook her head slightly. “Your voice wasn’t very ladylike just now.”

I swallowed, forcing it even higher, breathier, more bubbly. “Mommy and Daddy.”

Grace smiled warmly. “Good girl.”

She stood up. “Now finish shaving and then meet me in my room so I can help get you ready for your big day.”

She started toward the door. “Oh, and you remember how I showed you to wrap yourself in the towel, right? Above your boobies.”

My cheeks burned at the word boobies, at the way she said it like I really had them. “Yes, Mommy.”

She paused in the doorway, smiling back. “Proud of you, Jennifer.”

Then she walked out.

I sulked in the tub for a moment, tears mixing with bathwater, then finished shaving my legs and arms with slow, defeated strokes. When I was done, I stood up carefully, bubbles sliding off my skin, and reached for the big pink towel on the rack. I dried off, then wrapped it around myself the way she’d taught me, tucking it above my chest like it was covering breasts, folding the top edge down neatly.

I gingerly walked out of the bathroom, bare feet padding on the tile, towel clutched tight, the pink razor and shaving cream left behind on the tub edge. My pink nails clicked faintly against the towel edge where I held it closed, the glossy hot pink catching the hallway light. My freshly shaved legs brushed together with each movement, smooth and sensitive, the air cool on skin that had no hair left to protect it. Dread sat heavily in my stomach, mixed with the lingering scent of strawberry-vanilla bubbles that still clung to my hair and shoulders.

When I pushed the door open, Grace was sitting on the edge of her bed scrolling on her phone. A lacy pink bra and panty set lay neatly laid out beside her: delicate soft pink lace, thin straps, the panties cut high on the hips and sheer in places that made me nervous just looking at them.

She glanced up and smiled at the sight of me with the towel wrapped like a girl. “Put on your bra and panties, sweetheart. Then I'll get started on your makeup.”

I swallowed, clutching the towel tighter. “Can I have some privacy, Mommy?”

She tilted her head, voice gentle but firm. “Why, Jennifer? We're both girls here, and we're both adults.”

Defeat washed over me like cold water. I let the towel drop to the floor in a soft heap, the air hitting my naked skin in a rush that made me shiver and made my manhood shrink. Grace glanced up, a sly smirk spreading across her face as I grabbed the panties, stepping into them quickly. The lace felt thin and flimsy against my smooth legs as I pulled them up, skimpier than anything I'd worn before, the high-cut sides leaving most of my hips bare, the sheer panels clinging to me in a way that felt far too intimate, too revealing. The thin fabric settled snugly between my legs, the lace tickling my skin and constricting me to the point that I looked nearly flat down there. Next, I slipped on the bra, fumbling with the hooks at the back, the padded cups filling out slightly as I fastened it. Standing there in nothing but this extremely sexy lingerie, I felt super vulnerable, exposed, and girly, my arms instinctively crossing over my chest and then my panties as if that could hide anything.

Grace's eyes lit up. “Oh my gosh, Jennifer, you look so sexy. I swear you'll have a boyfriend by the end of the summer, and…” she continued, looking down at my panties and smirking, “I doubt he’ll ever notice you’re a boy.”

I blushed hard, my stomach twisting at the implication. I hoped she was just teasing about both me getting a boyfriend and having a small penis, but the words landed like a slap anyway.

She stood up and walked over to the vanity chair, patting it. “Sit down but turn the chair away from the mirror so you're facing me. I need to do your makeup.”

I obeyed, lowering myself onto the cushioned seat, knees pressed together, hands in my lap. The lace panties shifted against me as I sat, a constant reminder of how little they covered.

Grace reached for her phone and put on some upbeat girly pop, bright, bubbly beats filling the room. “Relax, sweetie. This may take a while.”

I didn't know exactly what she was planning, but I could tell it was more than usual. She started with foundation first, cool and creamy as it blended into my skin, then powder to set it, a faint dusty scent rising. Concealer was dabbed under my eyes, blush swirled high on my cheeks in warm circles that made them feel flushed even before the color showed. She spent a long time on my eyes, eyeshadow being layered in shades of pink and soft purple, brushes feathering along my lids, and liner drawn in careful wings. I sat there in the flimsy bra and panties the whole time, feeling vulnerable and pathetic, the lace scratching lightly against my skin with every small shift, the girly music pulsing around me like it was mocking me.

Then came the false eyelashes, big, dramatic ones. She applied glue carefully, pressed them on, and told me to keep my eyes closed. When she finally said I could open my eyes, I felt the weight immediately. Heavy, fluttering batted against my lids with every blink, making my eyes feel bigger, more doll-like. The mascara she applied to them only made it worse

Last she did my lips, liner first to overdraw them, then glossy hot pink lipstick, the wand stroking back and forth in smooth layers until they felt slick and full. She finished with a spritz of perfume, a sweet, floral, girly scent that settled on my skin and hair like a cloud.

She turned off the music. “Oh my God, Jennifer, you look beautiful.”

I said shamefully, voice small and high. “Thanks.”

She shook her head. “No, sweetheart, I don't think you have any idea. Let's get you dressed and then you can look in the mirror and see the final image.”

She helped me step into the pink dress, the same very girly one she'd had me model the other day. The fabric was soft cotton with a slight sheen, the bodice fitted to cinch my waist, buttons running down the front in delicate pearl-like dots. As she zipped it up the back, the material hugged my body tightly at the waist, flaring out into a full skirt that swished against my thighs with every breath. The off-the-shoulder neckline left my collarbones bare, the cap sleeves were short and puffed, and the hem ended mid-thigh in a playful twirl. The dress felt light but structured, the skirt bouncing whenever I moved, the lace trim at the hem tickling my legs. Emotionally it crushed me, the way it made my waist look smaller, my legs longer, my chest and ass look curvier, the whole thing screaming "girly girl" and making me feel prissy and feminine.

She slipped open-toed white heels onto my feet, the straps thin and delicate, the three-inch heels forcing my posture up and forward, making me arch my back just slightly. Then she clipped a super girly pink satin bow into the back of my pixie cut, the ribbons cool against my neck, the bow sitting like a ridiculously girly decoration on top of my short, boyish hair.

Finally, she handed me a small pink quilted purse, a pretty little thing with a little gold chain strap. She took my hand. “Remember how we practiced walking in heels: small steps, fluid hips, shoulder back, boobs and booty slightly out.”

I let her lead me across the room to the full-length mirror, heels clicking on the hardwood, skirt swishing dramatically, purse bumping against my hip.

When I saw myself, I felt completely mortified, my cheeks burning in shame. My reflection was extremely girly and actually very pretty. The pink dress fit like it was made for a doll, the full skirt flaring out perfectly, the bows on the shoulders and in my hair adding sweet, childishly feminine touches. My makeup was dramatic: bold pink and purple eyeshadow blended perfectly, thick false lashes framing doe-like eyes, light pink blush high on my cheeks, glossy hot pink lips parted in shock. My bright pink nails clutched the purse strap delicately. But the short, choppy pixie cut, textured and feathered but unmistakably boyish, sat on top of it all, framing a face that still looked like mine underneath the makeup, at least to me. I could tell the person in the mirror was a very pretty feminized boy, not a girl. The realization made my stomach drop. Panic and shame flooded in at once as I wondered anxiously if I looked this obviously like a boy in a dress to everyone, or if it was only because I knew it was me? The thought made me dizzy, heart racing, feeling like a complete sissy standing there in heels and bows, pretty and ridiculous at the same time. I wanted to look away, but I couldn't.

Grace stood behind me, hands on my shoulders, her reflection smiling over mine victoriously in the mirror. “So what do you think, Jennifer?”

I swallowed hard, forcing my voice up into that soft, high pitch she had drilled into me. “Um… I look so pretty…”

I hesitated, my eyes locked on my own reflection. “Do you think anyone will notice I’m a boy?”

Grace squeezed my shoulders gently. “Definitely not, sweetheart. You’re only noticing because you’ve seen yourself for years. Trust me, there is nothing masculine about you.”

A tiny flicker of relief eased through the panic, maybe no one would see through it, maybe I could hide in plain sight. But right behind the relief came a sharp pang of shame, because she was definitely right about one thing: there was nothing masculine about the person looking back at me. The reflection in the mirror looked soft, dainty, unmistakably girly in an innocent way, and the more I stared, the harder it was to find anything left of the old me. The short pixie still looked boyish, but everything else, my arched brows, heavy pink eyeshadow, thick false lashes, rosy blush, glossy hot pink lips, frilly bows, flaring pink dress, and shiny white heels overpowered it completely. I felt humiliated and confused, caught between wanting to believe her reassurance and hating how true it rang.

She stepped back, smoothing the skirt of her own dress. “Alright, sweetie, one last thing I want you to do and then you can relax until Daddy gets here.”

I answered instinctively, the girly voice slipping out without me softening it intentionally. “What, Mommy?”

My cheeks burned instantly, shame flooding hot across my face. Grace noticed and smirked, just a small lift at the corner of her mouth. “When Daddy comes to the door, I want you to curtsy and greet him like the sweet little lady you are now. Do you know how to curtsy?”

I shook my head, wanting to cry again. “No.”

The idea alone made me feel sick, curtsying for my stepdad in my girly outfit like a ballerina or maid would.

Grace stepped in front of me and demonstrated, slow and graceful. She bent one knee slightly behind the other, dipping low while holding the edges of her skirt out to the sides, head tilted down modestly. “Like this. Keep your back straight, your head down looking up with just your eyes, smile sweetly, and say ‘Hi, Daddy.’ Try it.”

I mimicked her awkwardly at first, heels wobbling, skirt flaring too wide, knees bumping together. “Hi, daddy.” I hated this.

She corrected me patiently, guiding my posture, showing me again and again until I mostly had the hang of it: small dip, skirt lifted delicately, head down, eyes up, voice soft. “Okay, Jennifer. You can practice in the mirror while I get changed.”

She started slipping out of her dress, unzipping the back and letting the fabric slide down her shoulders.

I immediately looked away, stammering. “Um…mommy…”

She giggled lightly. “Relax, Jennifer. We’re both girls here. Besides, your panties are much sexier than mine.”

It embarrassed me that she was acting like I was really a girl, not thinking twice about getting changed right in front of me like we had the same equipment. I blushed shamefully, my face burning, and turned back to the mirror. I began practicing my curtsies again, graceful little dips, skirt flaring, heels clicking softly on the floor, the pink bow bobbing in my short hair. Every time I looked up, I had to face myself: glamorous makeup, glossy lips parted in concentration, the pink dress swishing around my legs, the purse dangling from my wrist. Doing something so hyperfeminine, curtsying like a sweet little lady, while looking this way made me feel absolutely pathetic and emasculated, like I had been symbolically castrated. My reflection stared back, pretty and ridiculous, and every dip in the mirror reminded me how far I'd fallen, how completely I was playing the part. Shame coiled tight in my chest, but I kept going, knowing she was watching, knowing my stepdad would be here soon.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang, and the sound hit me like a punch to the gut. My stomach lurched hard, nausea rising suddenly, anxiety flooding every nerve. I stood frozen in Grace's room, the pink dress swishing against my thighs with the smallest shift of weight, the white heels pinching my toes, the big satin bow in my short hair brushing the back of my neck every time I breathed. The makeup felt thick on my face, lashes heavy, lips sticky and wet, blush warm and powdery on my cheeks, and the perfume still clung to my skin, sweet and overpowering.

Grace looked up from her phone and smiled eagerly. “Come on, Jennifer. Let’s go say hi to Daddy.”

She grabbed my small pink purse from my hand and stuffed my lipstick, a compact, and a few tissues inside before pressing it into my hand. “Don’t forget this.”

She led me out of the bedroom. I followed carefully, still not fully used to the heels, especially not ones this high. I concentrated on the girly walk she’d trained into me: small, swaying steps, hips loose, shoulders back, purse clutched in one hand, the other turned out with a limp wrist. The skirt flared with each movement, lace hem tickling my thighs, the corset bodice hugging my waist so tightly I could feel every breath.

As we passed Kyle’s room, the door opened and he stepped out, dressed nicely in a blue collared shirt and dark jeans, looking masculine and normal. His eyes landed on me, scanning the pink dress, the bows, the heels, the purse, and he couldn’t help but chuckle, low and amused. “Nice dress, Jennifer.”

My face burned instantly, shame rushing hot across my cheeks and down my neck. I looked down at the carpet, clutching the purse strap tighter, my pink nails digging into my palm.

Grace paused, smiling like he was genuinely being sweet. “Aww, what do you say, birthday girl?”

I swallowed, my voice coming out girly and my words tasting humiliating on my tongue. “Thanks, Kyle.”

We all made our way downstairs. I held the banister with one hand, purse in the other, heels clicking carefully on each step, feeling their eyes on me as they descended behind me. My heart hammered so hard I could hear it in my ears.

At the bottom, Grace gave me a gentle nudge toward the door.

I approached it timidly, my legs shaking, hands trembling around the purse strap. The knob felt cool under my fingers. I opened the door slowly.

My stepdad stood there in a blue button-down and sports coat, his hair neat, looking polished and very surprised. His eyes widened for a split second before he forced a polite smile, the kind that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Blushing so deeply I could feel the heat radiating from my face, I curtsied, a small, dainty dip, skirt flaring out in a soft circle, head tilted down, my voice soft and girlish. “Hi, Daddy.”

He stepped forward awkwardly and pulled me into a quick hug, his arms stiff around my slender frame, the fabric of his coat brushing the bare skin of my arms. “Hi, Jennifer. Um… you look nice. Happy birthday.”

I felt completely humiliated, shame burning straight through me. “Thanks, Daddy.”

He released me and moved past, greeting Kyle with a more natural hug, firm, easy, man-to-man, then Grace with a polite one-armed embrace and a quiet “Hey, Grace.”

Grace was smiling like she’d won the lottery, clearly pleased with the situation. “Well, should we head out?”

My stepdad nodded. “Yes.”

We all walked outside. Dad held the car door open like a gentleman, first for Grace, who slid into the back seat delicately, smoothing her dress, then for me. I ducked in after her, doing my best to imitate her feminine motions and not flash my lace panties, feeling humiliated enough by him holding the door for me like I was his little princess. Meanwhile, Kyle hopped up front with my stepdad, casual and comfortable.

I sat in the back clutching my purse on my lap, my pink nails scratching against the quilted fabric, the dress’s full skirt pooled dramatically around my thighs, the bow in my hair tickling my neck. My stepdad started the engine, and the car filled with the low hum of the AC and the faint scent of my perfume. I stared out the window, heart still racing, feeling completely emasculated, daddy’s little princess in a pink dress, heels, and lipstick, riding in the back with mommy while the men sat up front. Shame weighed heavily on me as I imagined what he must think of me, mixing with a sick twist of anxiety about dinner, about more people seeing me like this, about how long I could keep pretending this was normal.

On the way over, my stepdad started asking Kyle about football: how summer practice was going, whether the team had any pre-season games coming up, what his stats were from last year. Kyle answered easily, his voice confident and loud from the front seat, bragging about a tackle he'd made, my stepdad nodding along with that proud-dad tone he'd always used for Kyle. The conversation filled the car like it always had: guy talk, sports talk, normal talk, only now I wasn’t included in it.

I stared out the window, my heart thudding, cheeks still red from the curtsy at the door. Every bump in the road made the skirt flutter against my smooth legs, the lace hem tickling my skin, reminding me how exposed I was even sitting down. The false lashes weighed on my lids, the glossy lipstick felt sticky and thick, the perfume clung to me in a sweet cloud. Anxiety coiled tight in my stomach as I thought about how my second public outing was coming soon. More strangers were going to be seeing me like this, maybe people we knew. The thought made me nauseous. I thought I might faint.

Grace noticed my discomfort and decided to dig the knife deeper. She glanced over with a smirk that told me she knew exactly what she was doing. “Oh, sweetie, your lipstick's a little faded. Let me touch that up for you.”

I knew it wasn't. The gloss still felt slick on my lips, the color bright and perfect. She was just looking for an excuse.

She reached into my purse, her fingers brushing mine, and pulled out the hot pink tube. She uncapped it slowly, the soft click loud in the quiet back seat. “Turn toward me, Jennifer.”

I turned reluctantly, hating that she was doing this in front of them. She cupped my face gently with one hand, her warm palm against my cheek, thumb under my chin, tilting it toward her. Kyle and my stepdad kept talking football up front, but I noticed both of their quick glances in the rearview.

“Pout for me a bit, sweetie,” said Grace.

I reluctantly pouted, my lips pushing out timidly as I blinked away the urge to cry. Grace leaned in, brushing the wand across my lower lip first in slow, deliberate strokes, then the upper, layering the glossy pink until it felt even thicker, shinier, more obvious.

When she finished, she squealed loudly, pulling me into a quick hug. “My pretty birthday girl.”

I heard Kyle chuckle under his breath from the front, low, amused, mocking. My stepdad shot him a quick look, something between warning and awkwardness, then cleared his throat and picked up the football conversation again, his voice a little louder, like he was trying to cover it.

I sat back against the seat, face flaming, lips tingling from the fresh gloss. The dress felt tighter suddenly, the bows on my shoulders too big, too pink, the heels too high, the purse too girly on my lap. Kyle's chuckle echoed in my head, my stepdad’s forced normalcy made it worse, and Grace's satisfied smile beside me sealed my fate.

When he pulled into the restaurant parking lot and cut the engine, the sudden quiet pressed in on me and I began to panic. My hands tightened around the small pink purse in my lap, nails clicking once against each other before I forced them still. I stared at the dashboard lights, my pulse thudding behind my ears.

My stepdad got out first and Kyle followed. Grace stepped out gracefully, then looked back at me.

I slid across the seat slowly, heels catching on the door frame for a second before I managed to swing my legs out together, preserving my modesty. Cool night air rushed up my bare legs as I stood. I tugged the hem down with one hand, purse clutched in the other, shoulders pulled back. Every step across the asphalt felt insanely loud, my heels clicking unevenly. I kept my eyes on the ground, scanning the lot through my dramatic lashes, waiting for someone to turn and laugh at the sissy in the pink dress.

Grace linked her arm through mine as we crossed toward the entrance. I matched her gait as best I could, small steps, hips swaying, but my knees trembled, my heels wobbling on the uneven pavement.

Inside, the restaurant was warm, low chatter and clinking silverware filling the space. The hostess smiled wide. “Hi! Welcome in.”

My stepdad stepped forward. “Hi, we have a reservation for four under Paul.”

“Right this way,” she smiled.

She led us to a table near the window. I followed last, my heels sinking slightly into the carpet, purse bumping against my hip. When we reached the table, I lowered myself carefully, smoothing the skirt beneath me and crossing my legs at the knee.

A moment later a pretty young waitress approached, notepad in hand. “Hi everyone! I’m Mia. Are we celebrating an occasion tonight?”

Grace and my stepdad both gestured toward me.

“It’s her birthday!” Grace announced excitedly.

He gave a small, awkward nod.

Mia turned to me, her eyes lighting up. “Oh my God, happy birthday, girl! How old are you turning?”

“Nineteen,” I mumbled, forcing my voice higher and softer and hoping that it was feminine enough.

My cheeks burned as the word came out, but Mia didn’t pause. “That is so exciting! And I love your dress, so pretty.”

“Thank you,” I squeaked out, managing a small smile.

She took the drink orders: wine for Grace, beer for my stepdad, a coke for Kyle, and a water for me.

Everyone chatted casually after Mia left, my stepdad and Kyle slipping back into football talk, Grace asking him about his work. I stayed quiet, eyes on the menu without reading it, fingers tracing the edge of the tablecloth. I kept glancing around the room at other tables, other diners, waiting for someone to look twice, but no one did. I thought about how Mia had treated me like a girl without hesitation. She hadn’t reacted at all to my voice, my hair, or anything. She hadn’t done a double take when I spoke. I wondered if she really thought I was a girl, or if she was just being polite. The question looped in my head, making it hard to swallow.

Mia returned with the drinks, setting them down with a smile. “Ready to order?”

My stepdad and Kyle both went for steaks, both medium-rare with a side of fries. That sounded delicious.

Grace glanced at me with assertive eyes. “I think me and Jennifer both wanted the salmon, right, sweetie?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it, the word steak stuck in my throat. I nodded once, small and quick. “Yes, please,” I said politely.

Mia collected the menus and walked away. The table fell quiet for a moment, tense. I sat clutching my water glass, pink nails tapping against it loudly before I stopped myself, feeling every second stretch out while I waited for the food, for someone to say something, for anything to happen.

My stepdad looked up, clearing his throat awkwardly. “So um, Jennifer, how are you liking your new… um… lifestyle?”

“Um, it’s okay I guess… Dad,” I replied uncomfortably, forcing my voice higher and softer.

Grace’s eyes narrowed slightly, shooting a subtle glare toward me. I swallowed hard, realizing I had forgotten to call him daddy.

He was obviously as uncomfortable as I was and was trying to mitigate the tension. “Well, you look very pretty, sweetie.”

“Thanks, Daddy,” I said, my cheeks burning as the word left my mouth. My fingers twisted the napkin in my lap, knuckles turning white.

Kyle leaned back in his chair, smirking. “Yeah, Jennifer, sooo pretty. You must love your little pink dress.”

I stared at my water glass, hating him in that moment.

“Mhm,” I mumbled, nodding once, small and quick. The nod felt like surrender.

My stepdad shifted in his seat, trying to keep his voice steady. “So, uh, what made you decide to become a girl, Jennifer?”

Kyle snorted. “It’s because she couldn’t get any, so she decided she might as well become one.”

My stepdad and Grace both shot him a sharp look. “Kyle, stop it.”

Grace’s voice cut in, firmly. “That’s enough.”

She turned to me, her eyes expectant, clearly annoyed. “Aren’t you going to answer Daddy’s question, Jennifer?”

I swallowed, my fingers twisting the napkin tighter until the fabric bunched. “Um… I’m not sure,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. “I just thought I’d try something new, I guess.”

He nodded slowly. “Oh. That’s nice.”

Grace’s jaw tightened. She pushed her chair back and stood. “I’m going to use the ladies’ room.”

She looked down at me angrily, her voice sweet at the surface but conveying what I knew to be anger. “Why don’t you come with me, Jennifer? So, you can touch up your lipstick.”

“Okay, Mommy,” I relented, standing quickly, grabbing my purse.

I followed her toward the back of the restaurant, heels clicking on the tile, purse swinging playfully in my manicured hand. My stomach churned, feeling like all eyes were on me as the dress swished around my thighs with every step. Grace walked ahead, back straight, her pace brisk. I could feel her displeasure radiating off her, and it made my hands tremble around the purse strap.

We reached the bathroom door, and Grace pushed it open and stepped inside without looking back. I followed, the door swinging shut behind me with a soft thud, sealing us in the quiet tiled space.

The moment we were alone, she spun around, hands on her hips, eyes narrowing into a glare that immediately terrified me. “What the hell do you think you’re doing, Jennifer?”

I froze, clutching the purse strap tighter. “What… what do you mean?”

“You’re acting miserable and awkward,” she growled, her voice low and angry. “You’re giving Daddy one-word answers to everything he asks, you’re forgetting to call us Mommy and Daddy…you’re not acting at all like a happy birthday girl.”

I stared at the tile floor, my throat tight.

“Because I’m not,” I managed, my voice small. “I don’t want to be a girl.”

Grace stepped forward, closing the distance until I had to tilt my head back to meet her eyes. “Yes, you do.”

Her tone was firm, unyielding. “You want to be the girliest, sweetest little birthday princess you can be. Because if you don’t, you’ll be celebrating your birthday again next weekend with your friends in this same dress.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. I pictured my friends seeing me like this, laughing, taking pictures, running my reputation forever. My knees wobbled.

“I’m sorry, Mommy,” I said quickly, my voice shaking. “Please don’t make me do that. I promise I’ll do better. I promise.”

She studied me for a long second, then nodded once. “You better. Now touch up your lipstick and then we’ll head out.”

I looked at the mirror, the tube still in my purse. “I don’t know how, Mommy.”

She sighed, but her voice softened just enough to show she understood. “It’s easy, girl. Watch.”

She out her own red lipstick, uncapped it, and demonstrated: slow strokes across her lower lip, then the upper, pressing them together lightly. “Pout a little. Keep your mouth relaxed. Don’t smudge it.”

I took my tube out, hands trembling. I mimicked her, the wand cool and slick against my lips, the glossy pink layering on thicker and brighter. Every stroke felt like surrender as I stood there in the ladies’ room mirror touching up lipstick, side by side with Grace. My reflection stared back: short pixie haircut, big false lashes, glowing cheeks, glossy lips, pink dress, bows on my shoulders and in the back of my hair. I looked like her daughter. The thought made my stomach queasy, emasculation sinking deeper and deeper with every careful swipe.

Grace finished hers, blotted with a tissue, then turned to me. “Are you ready to be Mommy and Daddy’s perfect little angel, Jennifer?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I said, voice small and obedient.

That triumphant look returned to her face. “Good girl.”

She opened the door and stepped out. I followed, hips swaying more deliberately, lipstick still tacky on my lips, feeling broken and defeated, completely subdued, ready to smile and curtsy and play the part for the rest of the night.

When we got back to the table, the food had already arrived. Plates sat steaming in front of Dad and Kyle, juicy-looking steaks and fries, looking hearty and delicious. Grace and I’s salmon waited too, pink and light on white plates. Kyle and my stepdad looked up as we approached; Kyle’s smirk was still there, barely hidden, and my stepdad gave a quick nod and a smile.

Grace slid into her seat gracefully. I followed, lowering myself as ladylike as I could, smoothing the skirt beneath me, knees pressed tight together before crossing my legs. I unfolded my napkin gracefully across my lap, fingers trembling slightly as I picked up my fork with the tips of my fingers.

We started eating. Grace chatted easily with my stepdad about work, her voice calm and casual. I made a deliberate effort to be sweeter and girlier: smiling more, tilting my head while I listened, laughing softly at Kyle’s jokes even when they stung.

“That’s so funny,” I cooed in response to him making a joke about me joining the cheer squad, forcing my voice higher and softer, the words coming out breathy. Kyle glanced over, his eyebrow raised but he didn’t say anything. Grace looked pleased

Then my stepdad asked Kyle about girls and whether he was seeing anyone. Kyle laughed, leaning back in his chair.

“Plenty,” Kyle bragged. “Too many to keep track of, honestly.”

He chuckled, nodding. “That’s my boy. Just be careful out there.”

They talked for a moment, recounting stories about his female exploits from the past year while I sat there shamefully, knowing I had none to share. I kept my eyes on my plate, cutting the salmon into tiny pieces, fork held daintily between my pink nails.

Then my stepdad’s gaze shifted to me. He cleared his throat, clearly a bit awkward. “So um…what about you, Jennifer… are you seeing anyone?”

Before I could answer, Grace jumped in. “Oh, she’s completely boy crazy,” she said, smirking at me like this was punishment for earlier. “Won’t stop talking about all the cute guys at school, right, princess?”

She shot me a look, daring me to disagree.

My face burned, the heat rushing up my neck, ears, and cheeks. I felt Kyle’s smirk widen, his eyes on me. My stepdad looked uncomfortable, fork hovering. I had no choice.

“Um… yeah,” I said, forcing a smile, my voice high and girly. “There are… so many cute ones.”

Grace beamed. “Oh, she’s so shy about it.”

My stepdad nodded slowly, trying to smile. “Well… I’m sure you’ll get a nice boyfriend soon, sweetie.”

Kyle’s smirk grew; he pressed his lips together, clearly holding back whatever he wanted to say.

“Thanks, Daddy,” I replied coyly, cutting another tiny piece of salmon, lifting it delicately to my lips. I blinked back tears, wondering if this was somehow better than my friends seeing me in a dress. As much as I hated him thinking I liked guys now, it was better.

The fork trembled slightly in my hand. I chewed slowly, daintily, every movement feeling wrong: too small, too careful, too girly. I kept my eyes down submissively, hoping Grace was done. Kyle’s quiet chuckle under his breath made my stomach twist tighter.

Grace reached over and squeezed my hand. “You’ll definitely find one, my cute little birthday girl.”

I nodded, my  fixed, feeling completely broken. Every word, every gesture, every bite feeling like another small piece of my pride being chipped away.

About fifteen minutes later we were all finished. Plates sat empty except for a few crumbs and smears of sauce. My stepdad leaned back in his chair, satisfied, while Kyle scrolled on his phone. Grace sipped the last of her wine, smiling across the table at me.

A busboy about my age, with dark hair in a white shirt, came over to clear the plates. He stacked them quietly, but his eyes kept flicking up toward me. Quick glances, then away, then back again. My stomach clenched every time. I wondered anxiously if he was trying to figure out whether I was a boy, or if he was looking because he thought I was cute. The question made my skin crawl, both options being horrible. I shifted in my seat, knees pressed tighter together, hands folded primly in my lap. Each time he reached across the table, his arm brushed close enough that I could smell the faint smell of dish soap on him. I looked down at my plate, my cheeks hot, probably making him think I was into him.

Grace noticed me fidgeting and reached over to pat my hand. “Did you have a nice dinner, sweetie?” she asked softly.

I forced a small smile, tilting my head slightly. “Yes, Mommy.”

When the busboy finished clearing the table and walked away, I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

We sat chatting casually, my stepdad asking us both about school, Kyle answering with half-shrugs and laughs about his grades.

Grace asked me about the food, her voice bright. “Did you like your salmon, Jennifer?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I said, my voice high and sweet. “It was really good.”

I made myself lean forward slightly, smile wider, open my eyes wider, doing my best to be cute, girly, and sweet. Every word felt like pulling teeth, but I knew I had to play the part. Grace’s threat in the bathroom still burned in my mind.

Then I heard singing. Waiters and waitresses approached, a small group of them, voices rising in the familiar tune. “Happy birthday to you…”

They were heading straight toward our table.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I froze, my hands gripping the edge of the table, nails digging into the wood. I felt like I was under a spotlight, every table nearby turning to look, heads craning, smiles spreading. The singing grew louder as they approached, one of them carrying a small dessert with a single candle flickering on top.

Grace gave me an expectant look across the table.

I forced myself to smile, wide, bright, and girly, tilting my head, hands clasping together in front of me like I was excited. Inside my chest pounded so hard I could barely breathe. The singing finally reached us. “Happy birthday, dear Jennifer…”

They set the dessert in front of me. The candle flame danced, heat brushing my face.

“Make a wish!” one of the waitresses said cheerfully.

I leaned forward, the dress bodice pressing against the table edge, my skirt rustling as I shifted. I blew out the candle in one quick puff, the smoke curling up. The whole restaurant clapped, polite, scattered applause from nearby tables, louder applause from ours. All eyes were on me when all I wanted to do was disappear. My face burned, ears ringing, heart racing so fast I felt dizzy.

Grace stood first, leaning over to hug me, kissing my cheek. “Happy birthday, my beautiful girl.”

My stepdad stood next, awkward but trying. He bent down, gave me a quick hug, and kissed the top of my head. “Happy birthday, Jennifer.”

Kyle stayed seated, shifting uncomfortably, then muttered, “Happy birthday, Jennifer.”

Grace sat back down again, beaming. My stepdad cleared his throat and sat too. Kyle picked up his phone again.

The wait staff dispersed, taking the rest of the empty plates with them. The restaurant noise returned to normal: chatter, clinking glasses, distant laughter. But I still felt like a spotlight was on me, every nearby glance like a pinprick on my skin. I sat there, hands folded in my lap, smile fixed, heart still pounding, feeling more exposed and on display than ever.

In the car ride home, I sat in the back with Grace, legs pressed tightly together, purse on my lap. I forced myself to chat girlishly with her in my high, breathy voice. I giggled softly, tilted my head when she spoke, and asked polite little questions like “Did you like your wine, Mommy?” and “Wasn’t the food yummy?” Every word felt like a knife slicing away a piece of my pride, but I kept it up, hoping my stepdad was about to drop us off and the night would finally be over soon.

Grace smiled at me the whole time, patting my knee occasionally, her voice warm and low as the guys chatted loudly upfront. “You were such a good girl tonight, Jennifer. Daddy loved seeing you so happy.”

I nodded, forcing another smile, cheeks aching from holding it.

He pulled into the driveway, the headlights sweeping across the garage door and then going dark as he shut the car off.

Grace leaned close, her breath warm and her voice almost giggly against my ear.

“We’re gonna do presents now,” she whispered. “And I expect you to act like a grateful little girl for each one.”

I swallowed hard, my voice barely audible. “Okay, Mommy.”

My stepdad got out first. I saw him walk around to the back of the car and open the trunk, pulling out a few wrapped presents. Grace squeezed my hand once, then opened her door. I followed, my heels clicking on the driveway as I stepped out, skirt flaring with the movement. The night air felt colder now, goosebumps rising on my bare arms and legs. I clutched the purse strap with both hands, my nails digging into my palms, and walked behind everyone toward the front door.

Kyle stepped inside first, kicking off his shoes by the door. My stepdad followed, holding the door open with one hand while balancing the presents in the other. Grace walked ahead, smiling at him as she passed. I followed last, heels clicking on the stone path, dreading opening up presents that promised to be embarrassing.

A few moments later I sat nervously on the couch, my legs pressed tight together, heels digging into the carpet. Everyone else was seated around me, my stepdad in the armchair, Kyle sprawled on the other end of the couch, Grace beside me with her legs crossed neatly. The wrapped presents and giftbags sat in a neat pile on the coffee table, bows and paper catching the lamplight. My heart hammered against my ribs, palms damp and clammy.

Grace smiled brightly. “Kyle, why don’t you go first?”

Kyle shrugged, reached over, and handed me a gift bag. “Happy birthday, Jennifer,” he said flatly.

I forced myself to be very bubbly, tilting my head and smiling wide. “Thanks, Kyle!”

I reached inside, bracing for something mortifying, a dildo, a tampon, anything to mock me. Instead, my fingers closed around a little red purse with a delicate gold chain strap. Relief hit first, then discomfort at receiving such a girly gift from my stepbrother. I pulled it out, forcing a smile, dramatically clutching it to my chest.

“Oh my God, I love it!” I squealed, my voice high-pitched and excited.

I leaned over and gave him an awkward hug; arms light around his broad shoulders. He patted my back once, stiffly.

My stepdad cleared his throat. “I guess I’ll go next.”

He handed me two pink-wrapped presents, the paper crinkling under my fingers.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I cooed, forcing the words out softly.

I tried to unwrap the first one, but my long acrylic nails slipped on the tape, making it extremely difficult. When I finally got it open, I saw that it was makeup: the Kylie Jenner lip kit, an eyeshadow palette, and two bottles of nail polish, one red, one pink. My stomach fluttered with shame. He had bought me makeup, thinking I would actually want this. I stared at the boxes, mortified, a bright blush flooding my face.

I forced a gasp. “Oh my gosh, I needed makeup!” I announced, my voice feigning joy. “Thank you so much, Daddy! I can’t wait to try it out!”

He looked a bit uncomfortable, shifting in his chair, but he smiled. “I’m happy you like it so much, Jennifer.”

I opened the second one, nails slipping again on the paper. Inside was a fancy bottle of perfume. I saw Grace staring at me, giving me that look.

“Wow, I needed perfume,” I said, spraying a quick mist on my wrist. “Oh, it smells so pretty! Thanks, Daddy!”

He gave an awkward smile. “You’re welcome, honey.”

He stood and gave me a quick hug, then kissed my cheek. The scratch of his stubble against my soft, made-up skin made me feel even more girly, even less like a man. I sat back down, cheeks flaming.

Grace reached over excitedly. “My turn!”

She handed me two gift bags.

“Thanks, Mommy,” I said, my voice soft.

I opened the first one, my eyes bulging and my face turning white as I pulled out three sexy satin bra and panties sets from Victoria’s Secret: baby blue, hot pink, and virginal white. The lace trim was delicate, the satin slippery under my fingers. I froze for a moment, completely mortified and shocked that she would humiliate me like this in front of them. My stepdad looked uncomfortable, shifting in his seat; Kyle’s face turned red as he tried not to laugh. Grace’s voice cut in.

“I know you were dying for some sexier lingerie, Jennifer,” she said with a cruel smirk spread across her face. “You’ve practically been begging me to take you shopping for them, I hope you like what I picked out.”

She stared at me, her eyes daring me to disobey. I felt the weight of my stepdad and Kyle watching.

Blushing deeply, I forced a girly smile, though my embarrassment was obvious. “Thank you so much, Mommy! They’re so pretty! I can’t wait to wear them!”

Grace giggled at my debasement. “You’re welcome, princess.”

I opened the second bag. Inside was a nail art kit: polish, stickers, tiny brushes. Definitely less embarrassing than the skimpy lingerie, but still humiliating. I forced another excited reaction.

“Oh wow, thank you, Mommy!”

As we finished, I looked around at everyone.

“Thank you all so much,” I said in my breathiest voice. “This has been the best birthday.”

Grace turned to my stepdad. “Do you want to stay for coffee, Paul?”

He shook his head, probably desperate to get out of there. “I can’t. Early appointment tomorrow.”

He stood, hugged Grace goodbye casually, then Kyle more warmly, joking about him being safe with all the girls he was allegedly seeing. Then he turned to me.

“Hey, Jennifer,” he said softly. “Could I talk to you outside for a minute?”

My stomach dropped. “Sure, Daddy,” I replied nervously.

He walked toward the front door, holding it open for me. I followed timidly, heels clicking on the hardwood. He stepped outside, I followed. He closed the door gently behind us, smiling warmly down at me.

He closed the door gently behind us, the click of the latch sounding loudly in the quiet night. The porch light cast a soft yellow glow over the front steps, making my pink dress look even brighter, the bows on my shoulders catching the light like they were mocking me. I stood there, heels sinking slightly into the welcome mat, hands held awkwardly at my sides.

He turned to face me, hands in his coat pockets, shoulders a little hunched like he wasn’t sure where to start. The awkwardness hung between us heavily for a long second.

He cleared his throat. “So… obviously things were a bit awkward tonight,” he said quietly. “I mean, I wasn’t expecting… all this.”

I stared at the welcome mat feeling completely pathetic and embarrassed.

“Yeah,” I mumbled. “It’s… different.”

He nodded slowly. “But listen, Jennifer.” He paused, like he was testing the name, then continued more gently. “I just want you to know that I support you. Whatever this is, whatever you’re exploring, I love you, no matter what. That doesn’t change. Not one bit.”

My eyes stung suddenly. I blinked fast, trying to keep them dry.

He stepped closer. “And I’m proud of you, you know. For being brave enough to figure out who you really are. That takes ball…guts.”

I swallowed, my throat tight. “Thanks, Daddy,” I said, not really knowing how to respond and hating how much he seemed to buy my unwitting performance tonight.

He gave a small, warm smile. “And you really do look pretty. I mean it. The dress, the hair, everything…it suits you. I’m glad you liked the gifts. I wasn’t sure about the makeup and perfume, but… Grace said you’d love them, and it seemed like you did.”

I nodded, cheeks burning again. “I did. Thank you.”

He opened his arms. “Come here.”

I stepped forward hesitantly. He pulled me into a long, warm hug, his arms strong around my petite body, his chin resting lightly on the top of my head. The scratch of his coat against my bare arms, the familiar smell of his aftershave mixed with the perfume still clinging to my skin, being held like I was some fragile little thing, it was all so emasculating, but it was also strangely comforting. I felt safe and loved, knowing he really meant it.

He kissed my cheek gently, then pulled back, hands on my shoulders.

“Happy birthday, kiddo,” he said softly. “I love you.”

I looked up at him, my eyes glassy, voice all choked up. “Thank you, Daddy. I love you too.”

He smiled one more time, squeezed my shoulders, then turned and walked down the steps toward his car. “I’ll see you guys soon, Jennifer,” he called over his shoulder as he opened the driver’s door.

I stood there on the porch, watching his taillights disappear down the street, emotions running high as I realized that in his mind, I was a girl now. My throat felt thick, my eyes stinging harder now. I blinked fast, but the tears were already welling up, hot and unstoppable. The intensity and humiliation of the night crashed over me all at once. I stood there alone under the porch light, choked up and overwhelmed, feeling more confused and distraught than I ever had.

As I opened the door to walk inside, Kyle stepped out past me, smirking down at me. He chuckled low, not noticing how upset I was. “See you later, birthday girl. Enjoy your new panties.”

I looked down in shame, cheeks burning, eyes fixed on the floor as he brushed by. The door clicked shut behind me and I was glad he was gone, probably going out with his friends.

Grace was in the living room, lounging on the couch. She smiled warmly and patted the cushion next to her. “Come here, Jennifer.”

I walked over slowly, like I was afraid she might bite. I sat beside her, knees pressed together, hands folded demurely in my lap as I tried to blink back my tears.

She pulled me into a big hug, arms wrapping around me affectionately, chin resting on my head just like my stepdad’s had. The moment her arms closed around me, the dam broke. I started crying hysterically, my shoulders shaking, my sobs muffled against her shoulder, tears soaking into her dress. I couldn’t stop.

She rubbed slow circles on my back. “Shh, shh, it’s okay, sweetie. It’s okay.”

I cried harder, my voice cracking. “Daddy thinks I wanna be a girl now.”

“I know, sweetie, I know,” she cooed softly, hand steady on my back. “But that’s part of the punishment, remember? You acting like you want to be a girl will help you sink further into the Jennifer mindset. Which, believe me, will be good for you in the long run. Daddy still loves you, and so do I.”

I sobbed more, my face buried in her shoulder. “It’s so humiliating.”

“I know, princess, I know,” she said, rubbing my back in the same slow rhythm. “But in a few days, you’ll have your old room back and get a little space from Kyle. That’ll be nice, right? I know it can’t be easy sleeping next to him in a nightie.”

I sniffled. “It’s not.”

Grace giggled softly. “I figured.”

She pulled back a little, cupping my face gently, smiling warmly down at me. “Why don’t you go to bed, sweetie? I bet you’ll feel much better when you wake up tomorrow. I have a fun day planned for us.”

I immediately tensed up. “What do you have planned?”

“Don’t worry, nothing public,” she reassured me. “I just figured I’d start teaching you how to do your makeup tomorrow. Every girl needs to know how to put her face on. That’ll be fun, right?”

It didn’t sound like fun at all. “Mhm,” I mumbled.

Grace leaned in and kissed my cheek, then wiped a tear from my face with her thumb. “I have makeup wipes on my vanity. Just wipe until it’s all off, then you can leave your outfit there and change into one of your nighties. They’re folded on my dresser.”

“Okay,” I sniffled, my voice small.

I gave her a hug goodnight. She squeezed me back tightly.

As I walked upstairs, I felt completely drained and overwhelmed, but also relieved the day was finally over. I reached Grace’s room, pushed the door open, and stepped inside.

I took off my heels first, struggling with the thin straps, my nails slipping and catching on the buckles, making me frustrated until they finally came loose. My feet throbbed as I flexed my pink painted toes on the carpet.

I sat at her vanity and pulled out the makeup wipes. I wiped slowly, layer by layer: foundation, blush, eyeshadow, mascara, until my face was mine again. I unclipped the big pink satin bow from my hair, my nails fumbling with the tiny clip until it finally came free.

I stood and unzipped the dress, letting it slide down my body in a soft pool on the floor. I unhooked the bra next, straps slipping off my shoulders. Standing there in just the skimpy lace panties, a little shiver ran through me, half from the cool air, half from shame.

I walked over to the dresser. The frilly pink nightie was folded neatly on top. I picked it up, the soft fabric cool against my fingers, and slipped it over my head. The thin straps settled softly on my shoulders, the ruffles brushing my butt as it fell into place. I felt like a complete pussy.

I turned off the lights and simpered back down the hallway to Kyle’s room. I slipped under the covers of the spare bed, the sheets cool against my shaved legs, the nightie whispering against them as I pulled the blanket up.

As I lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling, I thought about how everyone saw me now. My stepdad, Kyle, Grace, they all treated me like I was some feminine little thing, and my stepdad and Kyle believed it. I thought about what my friends would think if they ever saw me like this, the thought making my throat close back up. Tears welled again in my eyes, streaming softly down my cheeks. I curled onto my side, knees to my chest, sobbing quietly into the pillow, dreading the summer ahead. The emotions spilled out again, draining me of what little energy I had left as I cried myself into an exhausted sleep.


Part 2
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A few days after my birthday, it was around 11 a.m. as I sat at Grace’s vanity in my frilly baby blue nightie, her laptop open to a makeup tutorial. The girl in the video was doing a simple but soft feminine summer look: light foundation, peachy blush, soft brown eyeliner, mascara, and a glossy pink lip. This was my fifth attempt to get it right while Grace lounged on her bed in her own nightie watching me with patient but expectant eyes.

I had improved; I could see it in the mirror. My foundation was blended more evenly, my blush sat high on my cheeks without looking clownish, the eyeshadow was much improved, my mascara made my lashes look fuller rather than clumpy. But I was tired. The past few days had been nonstop girl training: voice practice, posture drills, sashaying in heels, makeup lessons, mannerisms. My hands shook slightly as I picked up the soft pink lip gloss.

I uncapped it, leaned close to the mirror, and stroked it across my lower lip, then the upper, pressing them together like the video showed. The gloss felt sticky and wet, making my lips look fuller, shinier, unmistakably provocative. My face in the reflection looked soft and feminine: flushed cheeks, long lashes framing wide eyes, my glossy pink mouth curved in concentration. The short pixie cut still looked boyish and I could still see my old self in the reflection, but the makeup overpowered it, making me look like a pretty, dolled-up girl with short hair. At least, I hoped so. As I shifted, the baby blue nightie clung to my chest and hips, ruffles fluttering with each small movement, the hem barely covering the tops of my thighs.

Then there was a knock at Grace’s door.

My heart jumped. Workers had been in and out redoing my room for days: drilling, painting, moving furniture. I immediately felt nervous, knowing it was probably one of them.

Grace glanced up casually, like her stepson wasn’t half-dressed in a sheer nightie doing his makeup in the room. “Come in.”

The door opened and a burly worker in his mid-thirties with broad shoulders wearing a tool belt stepped inside. He looked uncomfortable the second he saw Grace lounging on the bed in her nightie, then his eyes landed on me. I snapped my legs together fast, lowered my gaze shamefully. The lace hem barely covered anything; I could feel the air on my thighs and my delicate panties.

He stammered, looking at me awkwardly, then back at Grace. “Um… your um… your daughter’s room is ready, miss.”

I could tell by the way he said daughter that he was aware of my gender, whether because Grace told him or because I was not as passable as I thought. I wanted to melt into the floor.

Grace smiled, almost like she was enjoying both of our discomfort. “Thank you, sir. Is a check okay?”

He nodded uncomfortably.

“Great,” she said, smirking at me. “My daughter will get that for you.”

She looked at me with an evil grin. “Jennifer, sweetie, be a doll and get me my purse.”

She pointed at the black purse on her dresser, closer to her than me. I knew she was making me get it just to drive home my embarrassment.

My face burned. I felt super vulnerable with a man seeing me like this, frilly nightie, bare legs, makeup, glossy lips, but I didn’t want to argue and risk more humiliation.

“Okay, Mommy,” I replied timidly, my voice high-pitched and girlish.

I stood up slowly, feeling the hem of the nightie barely cover my butt, fluttering and exposing my panties with each step. I could sense the guy’s eyes on me as I walked to the dresser, grabbed the purse, and brought it back to Grace.

She took it with a mischievous grin, unzipped it, pulled out the check, and handed it to me. “Be sure to thank the nice man for helping with your room.”

I walked over to him, eyes down, unable to meet his gaze, feeling completely mortified and vulnerable. He looked awkward too, shifting his weight as I approached.

“Thank you for helping with my room,” I squeaked out nervously, blushing deeply as I handed him the check.

“Uh… you’re um… welcome,” he said, taking it quickly. “Have a nice day, ladies.”

“You too,” Grace said cheerfully.

He stepped out and closed the door fast.

As soon as he was gone, Grace started cracking up.

I stood there, hands clasped in front of my panties like that could hide anything, cheeks hot, throat tight.

“Why’d you embarrass me like that?” I asked, my voice cracking.

Grace laughed harder. “Oh, relax, princess. Don’t be such a sissy.”

She giggled again at the irony, her eyes sparkling. I stood there, shoulders hunched, hands clenching in front of me. I was learning day by day that this summer wasn’t just about feminizing me, it was about humiliating me too, stripping me of my pride.

When she finished laughing she sat up. “Alright, Jennifer. I’m gonna finish the last touches in your room. Go make yourself a light lunch, maybe that salad you made the other day, and then you can check it out.”

She paused. “Oh, also…be a good girl and ask Kyle what he wants to eat and make it for him too.”

I swallowed, the idea of serving him food in my nightie being about the most degrading thing I could imagin. “Do I have to?”

Grace’s tone got a bit sterner. “Yes, Jennifer. You do.”

I looked down at the carpet. “Can I at least get changed?”

“Go, Jennifer,” she said, annoyed.

I bowed my head dejectedly and walked toward Kyle’s room, bare feet padding on the carpet, nightie swishing with each step.

I reached Kyle’s room and pushed the door open quietly. He was sleeping calmly, sprawled on his bed in boxers and a T-shirt, sheets tangled around his legs, chest rising and falling in slow rhythm.

The sight of him: broad shoulders, big arms, the easy rise and fall of his chest, made me pause in the doorway, the frilly baby blue nightie fluttering against my thighs with each breath I took. I shifted my weight, the ruffles brushing my bare legs, and stepped closer. I reached out and gently placed my hands on his shoulder. The pink acrylics looked tiny and ultra-girly against his bulky muscle, the glossy tips catching the light from the window. I shook him lightly.

Kyle groaned, eyes cracking open. He blinked at me, then smirked. “What do you want, girly boy?”

The nickname hit like a slap; I averted my eyes, shoulders hunching forward as I slipped back into my old boy voice, low and rough, not having it in me to play the role of his sweet sissy stepsister.

“Grace told me to ask you what you want to eat,” I said, annoyed. “I’m making lunch.”

Kyle rolled over, propping himself on an elbow, smirking wider.

“How domestic of you,” he said sarcastically. “But you don’t sound very Jennifer-like. And what happened to calling her Mommy?”

His laugh grated, and I clenched my fists at my sides, cheeks heating as I snapped back.

“Don’t be an asshole,” I snapped. “Just tell me what you want.”

Kyle sat up fully, smiling like he was thoroughly entertained by my defiant attitude.

“Wow,” he said. “Not very ladylike, Jennifer. Not very ladylike at all.”

I clenched my fists tighter, nails digging into my palms. “I told you I didn’t want this,” I almost whispered, hoping Grace couldn’t hear me. “It’s a punishment.”

Kyle’s smile turned smug.

“I don’t know about that, sissy,” he said. “But either way, I know mommy would be very disappointed to hear her little girl talking like that. So why don’t you ask me again properly.”

I knew Grace would be furious if Kyle told her I was speaking in my boy voice, and being rude at that. Reluctantly, I bowed my head submissively, the nightie ruffles shifting with the movement, and switched back to the girly voice.

“Mommy said I should make you lunch, Kyle,” I corrected, my voice lilting and breathy. “What would you like?”

He smirked. “How sweet, Jennifer, I’ll just have some eggs and toast. But remember, sissy, men have bigger appetites than little ladies like yourself. Especially ones that spend most of their week playing football and at the gym. So make sure you don’t make me one of your little girly-sized portions.”

I couldn’t respond without getting passive-aggressive again. I wanted to hit him. I forced a smile instead and headed downstairs.

I threw four slices of bread in the toaster and turned on the pan. I cracked three eggs, hoping that was enough. My nails made whisking awkward, clicking against the bowl, slipping on the handle, but I adjusted quickly, noting shamefully how used to them I was getting. I poured the eggs into the pan and a few minutes later they were ready. The toast popped out a second later.

As I buttered it, I heard Kyle stomping down the stairs behind me. I didn’t turn around.

“Cute panties, little sis,” he said mockingly.

Blushing furiously, I reached back to try to pull down the hem of the nightie. It didn’t help, the ruffles fluttered right back up. Kyle chuckled at my indignity.

I put the plate in front of him.

Kyle looked at it. “Um, Jennifer, what am I gonna drink?”

I bit my tongue, jaw clenching. “What would you like to drink, Kyle?” I asked, my voice girly and sweet but with a hint of annoyance.

Kyle mimicked me, flailing his wrist effeminately and speaking in falsetto. “Orange juice, Jennifer.”

The gesture stung, his exaggerated lisp and limp wrist throwing my own mannerisms back at me like a mirror. I poured the glass with trembling hands, set it down a bit too hard, the liquid sloshing close to the rim.

Kyle started eating without thanking me. I quickly took out the shrimp salad Grace and I had made yesterday, grabbed a fork, poured myself a glass of water, and set my food and drink on the table. I sat gracefully, my knees together, back straight, ankles crossed, holding the fork delicately because my nails forced me to. I ate slowly, carefully.

We ate in silence. Kyle scrolled on his phone, occasionally looking up at me with a smirk, watching me eat and drink super daintily. I kept my eyes on my plate, fork trembling slightly in my grip, but tried not to have a confrontation that I knew would end in more humiliation and possibly punishment for me.

As we both finished up, Kyle chuckled.

“You should probably touch up your lip gloss after you finish, sissy,” he said, gesturing toward my glass.

I looked down. A perfect pink lip gloss print marked the rim of my water glass. I averted my eyes, cheeks heating, the print staring back like a mark of how feminine I'd become.

Before I could say anything, Grace came down excitedly.

“Jennifer, your room is ready!” she announced. “Both of you come check it out. Jennifer can take care of the dishes later.”

Kyle smirked, standing up. “This should be great.”

I reluctantly followed behind them, nervous, dreading seeing what Grace had done with my room.

When we got to the door, Grace stopped and smiled wide.

“Welcome to your new room, Jennifer!” she said emphatically as she opened the door.

As soon as I stepped inside my jaw dropped. The room hit me like a car crash: bright pink walls covered in girly pictures of butterflies, flowers, and posters of boy bands like One Direction, their faces beaming down from every angle. The curtains were sheer pink, filtering the midday light into a rosy glow that made everything feel softer, gentler. A small fuzzy pink rug lay by the bed, plush under my bare feet as I took another step. The bedspread was pink Barbie-themed, patterned with dolls in glamorous outfits, matching pillows propped up at the headboard, surrounded by stuffed animals: teddy bears, unicorns, kittens with big eyes staring back. The furniture had been switched out: a light pink dresser was topped with a jewelry box spilling necklaces and earrings, a hair accessory display holding ribbons, bows, and clips, and stacks of Cosmo magazines and romance books with covers showing couples in embraces. Next to it was a pink vanity desk ringed with bright lights and heart stickers around the edges, the surface cluttered with makeup palettes, brushes, nail polish bottles, and lip gloss tubes scattered like candy. A giant full-body mirror stood attached to the wall beside the vanity, framed with the same bright lights and stickers, reflecting the whole pink nightmare back at me. The shelves no longer held my old trophies and nicknacks; instead, they displayed rows of Barbie dolls in various outfits, posed like they were my favorite childhood possessions.

My breath caught, chest heaving as I turned slowly, taking it all in. Tears pricked my eyes immediately, my throat tightening so hard I could barely swallow. I clutched the hem of my nightie, knuckles white, knees wobbling under me.

Kyle stepped in behind me. “Holy shit,” he said, voice low.

He started chuckling a bit awkwardly, like he was also taken aback, rubbing the back of his neck.

“Enjoy your new room, sis,” he said awkwardly. “I gotta get ready for practice.”

Grace smiled at him. “Have fun, sweetie.”

Kyle walked out. Grace turned her attention to me, eyes bright with excitement. “What do you think, sweetie?”

I was still overwhelmed, tears blurring the pink haze around me. “What’d you do with all my stuff?” I asked, my voice choking.

“This is your stuff now, Jennifer,” she replied, anger sneaking into her tone. “I thought you’d be more grateful.”

I turned to her, tears spilling over, hands twisting the nightie hem harder. “This is so girly,” I said, starting to cry mid-sentence, sobs breaking through. “I can’t stay here.”

Grace sighed, crossing her arms. “I don’t know what to tell you, Jennifer. This is your punishment for the summer. You better get used to it. And if I were you, I’d work on that attitude.”

I started to cry hysterically, shoulders shaking, face hot and wet.

Grace rolled her eyes. “Ugh, you’re such a drama queen, Jennifer. I’ll be back in an hour to continue your practice. In the meantime, I expect you to collect yourself, fix your makeup, and get dressed, okay?”

I didn’t answer, sobs hitching in my chest.

“Okay?” she asked again, louder.

“Okay,” I relented, sniffling.

“Okay what?” she pushed.

“Okay, Mommy,” I gave in, my voice breaking.

Grace smiled. “Good girl. Now hurry up.”

Then she walked out, leaving me to my new pink prison.

After standing there for another minute, completely overwhelmed and upset, it occurred to me that Grace may have taken my clothes too. I hurried to the dresser, pulling open the first drawer only to find it filled with panties, bras, nighties, and other lingerie in pastels and lace. The second was filled with skirts folded neatly, all short, all very feminine. The third held my new tops, a sea of ruffles and bows. The fourth had more tops, both girly t-shirts and some more blouses. The last drawer contained girly sweaters, cardigans, and other miscellaneous feminine clothes that she had apparently bought me. My hands shook as I closed it, my breath coming short.

I hurried to the closet, swinging the doors open. The floor was filled with heels: strappy, pumps, wedges, and a pair of pink sneakers. The hooks held dozens of dresses, some long, most short, and purses dangling like decorations. None of my old clothes were anywhere in sight.

Completely overwhelmed, panic rising in my chest and tears streaming down my cheeks, I collapsed onto my new Barbie bed. The spread crinkled under me, stuffed animals tumbling against my sides, the pillows soft and scented with lavender. I curled up in the nightie, face buried in a stuffed unicorn, crying hard.

A little while later I was fully made up again, dressed in a white top with puffy sleeves, a pink skater skirt that fell to just above my knee, and a pair of pink heels with a little white clutch purse dangling over the crook of my elbow. I walked across my new room to Grace, who was sitting on my bed with her arms crossed, brows furrowed in annoyance. I tried to sway my hips, keep my steps small and light, but I didn’t put much effort into it, the bare minimum, little energy, no will to make it convincing.

“Oh my gosh, I love that dress!” I said in a girly but relatively flat voice. “I have to know where you got it.”

Grace shook her head, voice sharp. “You’re barely even trying. That walk is worse than it was yesterday, and you sound like you’re miserable. Not to mention you took way too long getting ready after your little meltdown earlier.”

I stopped in front of her, eyes dropping to the fuzzy pink rug under my heels, my shoulders slumping.

Grace's eyes narrowed. “Try again,” she said, a vengeful look spreading across her face, her tone edged with spite. “This time pretend you’re talking to a man and say ‘Excuse me, sir, could you please help me carry these bags? They’re a little too heavy for me.’ And make sure you’re sweet and expressive while you do it.”

Dread twisted in my gut at hearing what she wanted me to say, bitterness too, knowing how deliberately she was trying to make me emasculate myself, acting flirty and helpless like some damsel in distress.

I pivoted on my heels, the skirt twirling with the turn, and swished back to the other side of the room. I caught a glimpse of myself in the full-body mirror: a broken-down sissy with puffy sleeves framing narrow shoulders, a pink skirt flaring with each step, a face soft and heavily painted, heels shifting my posture into something delicate. A pang of shame hit me; I couldn’t believe this was my life now.

I pivoted again, walked back over to her, swaying harder, heels clicking in rhythm.

“Excuse me, sir, could you please help me carry these bags?” I tried, my voice high and breathy. “They’re a little too heavy for me.”

I knew I did an okay job but not great, and her angry look confirmed it. I felt pathetic, completely unmanly, and she still wasn’t happy.

Her eyes narrowed and her lips pressed thin. “Are you trying to piss me off, Jennifer?”

“Can we please not do this today?” I asked, my voice cracking slightly. “I’m not in the mood, and I don’t see why any of this is even necessary.”

Grace stared at me for a long moment, then stood up calmly. “Okay.”

She walked out of the room without saying another word.

I froze, my heart jumping. Her calmness made me super nervous at first, expecting her to turn back, yell, threaten me, or something. But as the door clicked shut, I sat back on the bed, kicking off the pink heels with a small thud. They tumbled to the rug. I rubbed my aching toes, a flicker of hope sparking in my chest that maybe my noncompliance had actually worn her down.

Grace walked in with a triumphant look on her face a few minutes later, striding confidently to the center. “I have news for you, little girl.”

I cringed, shoulders tensing at her derisive tone and the way “little girl” hung in the air like a taunt. “What, Mommy?”

She smirked. “Well, Jennifer, it seems like you need some extra motivation to learn to be girly… and maybe a little extra training. So… I just enrolled you in a women’s ballet class.”

My stomach dropped like I had swallowed a stone, my heart racing so fast I could feel it in my temples.

“Starting tomorrow you’re gonna learn to be the most elegant, ladylike little ballerina you can be,” she continued. “And since I’m sure you don’t want the other girls to know you’re a little sissy whose stepmom decided she needed some girl time, I suggest you start taking your training more seriously.”

I sat up, hands gripping the bedspread, knuckles white, tears pricking my eyes. “No…no way, I can’t, Mommy,” I said, voice trembling with fear. “Please…please, I’ll be a good girl.”

Grace smiled triumphantly, hands on her hips. “Too late. You can be a good girl tomorrow when I take you to get fitted for your new ballerina clothes.”

I straightened my back a bit, trying to sound firm. “No… no, I won’t do it,” I said in a tone somewhere between my male and female voice. “I’m not going. You can’t make me do that.”

She smiled, but her eyes turned cold, her voice lowering to a scary edge. “I can’t?”

“You can’t,” I said, my voice breaking and slipping back up to its girly pitch, tears welling up.

She took a step forward. “Alright, Jennifer. If you wanna act like a bitch, I guess I have no choice. Get on your hands and knees.”

My lips parted, eyes wide. “What?” I asked, my voice cracking more, tears about to spill over.

She screamed, her face turning red with anger. “Get on your hands and knees and ask me to spank you right now, Jennifer, or I promise you I’ll make you a cheerleader instead of a ballerina and I’ll invite all your old friends over to see if any of them wanna take you on a date.”

I started crying softly, shoulders shaking, tears streaming down my cheeks. I lowered myself to the bed, knees sinking into the pink spread, hands flat on the mattress, head down.

“Please spank me, Mommy,” I submitted in a timid, defeated tone.

Grace approached the bed and sat down behind me. She lifted the hem of my nightie, exposing my panty-covered butt. A vulnerable chill ran through me, goosebumps rising on my bare thighs and ass, the air cool on my skin.

“I’m gonna spank you ten times, Jennifer,” she said, a bit more calmly. “After each one I wanna hear you promise me that you’re gonna be the girliest little ballerina you can be. Got it?”

“Okay,” I relented through tears.

She smacked my ass hard, a sharp sting blooming across the skin. The jolt made my body jerk forward, a broken yelp escaping my lips. “I promise I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy.”

The second smack landed harder, heat spreading to both cheeks, the pain sharper than the first. “I promise I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy,” I said, my breath hitching.

The third hit with a loud crack, the burn intensifying, tears spilling faster as I gasped.

“I promise…I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy,” I said, voice breaking on the words.

The fourth stung like fire, my skin throbbing, body tensing in anticipation of the next. “I promise I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy.”

The fifth landed, the pain radiating deep, my breath coming in short gasps.

“I promise…I’m…I’m gonna be the girliest little… I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy,” I said, sobs starting to mix with the words.

The sixth cracked across the same spot, heat building to a constant ache, my whole body shaking. “I promise I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy,” I said, starting to really mean it.

The seventh burned hotter, my thighs quivering, my tears soaking the barbie bedspread below. “I promise I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy.”

The eighth hit with force, pain layering on pain, my arms trembling under me.

“I promise I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy,” I admitted, my pride eroding with each repetition.

The ninth stung fiercely, my hips bucking slightly, my sobs full and loud.

“I promise! I’m gonna…I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy,” I said, my pride shattered, wishing I’d never disobeyed her.

The tenth smacked hard, the final burn pushing me over. I sobbed uncontrollably, my body limp on the bed.

“I promise I’m gonna be the girliest little ballerina I can be, Mommy,” I genuinely promised, completely broken down and emasculated.

Grace rubbed my back lightly, her tone less harsh but still cold. “I’m gonna give you the rest of the day to reflect on your decisions, Jennifer, but tomorrow I expect my sweet little princess to be ready for her first day. Understood?”

Face still down, ass still up, I sobbed. “Yes, Mommy.”

The next day, I squirmed in the passenger seat on the car ride to the dancewear store, the seatbelt pressing against the new breast forms glued to my chest, their weight shifting slightly with every bump in the road. The B-cups felt heavy and foreign, bouncing softly under my top, the silicone warm against my skin where the adhesive held them in place. Below, the tuck between my legs was tight and uncomfortable, tape pulling at my skin, the flatness where my penis should be making me hyperaware of every movement. I crossed my legs tighter, the skirt fabric sliding against my thighs, but nothing eased the strange emptiness, the way my body felt emasculated and neutered. Nervousness gnawed at me, I was on my way to get fitted for my ballet clothes as Jennifer, in public, with people measuring me and seeing me like this. My heart pounded, breaths shallow, palms damp on the purse in my lap. I suddenly wished I had spent more time practicing my girly walk, talk, and mannerisms.

As she drove, I recalled shamefully how Grace had tucked me for the first time this morning. She had me stand in her bathroom, nightie hiked up, panties around my ankles.

“Spread your legs,” she said firmly.

I did, cheeks burning. She reached between my legs, her fingers cold as she pushed my balls up inside me, the sensation odd and invasive, a dull ache settling in as she held them there. Then she pulled my penis back, taping it flat against me, the adhesive sticking to sensitive skin, pulling tight.

“There,” she said triumphantly, stepping back. “No more penis for my little ballerina.”

I looked down, the flatness between my legs making me sick to my stomach, like a part of me had been erased.

Then she glued on the two super realistic B-cup breast forms. She applied the adhesive to my chest first, the glue cold and sticky as she spread it evenly with a brush, the chemical scent filling the bathroom. She pressed the first form on, holding it firmly for thirty seconds, the silicone molding to my skin, warming quickly to my body heat. It jiggled slightly when she let go, the weight pulling forward, nipples perked realistically. She did the second the same way, adjusting them to sit even, the seam blending seamlessly with my skin.

“Perfect,” she said, giving them a squeeze. “Now you have boobs like a real girl.”

The weight on my chest felt strange, bouncing with each breath, making my posture shift forward.

As she drove, I looked down at the two boobs on my chest. It was super strange and embarrassing how real they looked, the subtle curve under my top, the way they moved naturally. My body looked like a girl’s now, my narrow waist flaring into my pleated skirt, my crotch flattened beneath my panties, my chest sporting two perky boobs. I lightly cupped one with my hand, the silicone soft and yielding under my palm, warm like real skin, the nipple firm beneath the fabric. It felt too real, too much like touching a girl's breast, sending a shiver of humiliation through me as it hit me that the breast I was touching was my own. With my other hand, I absentmindedly rubbed my long pink nails over the front of my skirt where my penis usually was, feeling nothing but my skirt and panties beneath. The absence hit me hard, a deep sense of shame and discomfort lingering at how feminized my own body was, at how completely erased my masculinity felt.

Grace looked over at me and smirked. “You’ll thank me later, Jennifer,” she said. “Girls have boobs, not penises…and you wouldn’t want the other girls to know you’re a sissy, right?”

“No, Mommy,” I said shamefully, knowing she was right and hating being called a sissy by my own stepmom.

She smiled. “That’s what I thought.”

A minute later we pulled up to the store. My heart pounded beneath the forms, thumping against the silicone like it wanted to escape. I reluctantly opened the car door, stepped out nervously, my heels wobbling on the pavement, skirt swishing against my legs as I followed Grace toward the entrance.

We walked inside the dancewear store, the bell above the door tinkling softly, the air cool and scented with fresh fabric and rubber soles. A pretty woman with blonde hair in her mid-thirties greeted us politely from behind the counter, her voice kind but firm. “Hi ladies, I’m Sabrina, how can I help you today?”

Grace smiled warmly. “This is my daughter Jennifer, and she just joined Miss Rosemary’s class. We're here to get fitted for everything she needs.”

Sabrina extended her hand to me, her smile wide. “That’s great, Jennifer. I’m always happy to hear about more young ladies interested in pursuing ballet. I’m a believer that it helps you girls get more in touch with your femininity and develop into more refined and ladylike young women.”

Grace smirked at me like she was holding back a laugh. I blushed deeply, heat spreading across my cheeks as I forced a polite smile. The way she referred to me as a young lady, talked about getting in touch with my femininity, and developing into a woman sent a cold chill down my spine.

“I couldn’t agree more,” Grace said with a knowing smirk.

Sabrina nodded. “Well, sweetie, the main things we need to get you fitted for are a leotard and tights. You look to be a small or extra small, so I’m gonna give you both in each to try on.”

She handed me both sizes of leotards in light pink and both sizes of tights in white, the fabric smooth and stretchy in my hands.

Grace turned to me. “Come on, sweetie. I’ll help you get them on.”

Sabrina smiled and handed Grace the key as she led us to the changing room, her shoes echoing in the quiet store.

Once inside the small space that had mirrors on three walls and a bench in the corner, Grace locked the door. “Alright, Jennifer. Take everything off except your panties.”

Humiliated and nervous, I stripped off my top, the fabric whispering over my head/ Then I took off my skirt, unzipping it slowly, letting it pool at my feet with a soft rustle. I stepped out of the heels next, my painted toes flexing against the cold tile. Finally, I unhooked my bra, leaving my breast forms exposed.

Standing there with my new boobs on my chest wearing nothing but panties that showed no hint of a bulge, I trembled, the air feeling cold on my bare skin, goosebumps rising everywhere. The breast forms jiggled slightly with each breath, their weight pulling forward, the silicone warm against my chest where the adhesive held tight. I crossed my arms over them coyly, cheeks burning, eyes fixed on the floor.

Grace giggled, looking me up and down. “You see, Jennifer? Aren’t you glad you have boobs instead of a penis now? You look so much cuter.”

I said nothing, blushing deeply, looking down at my pink toenails, toes curling against the tile. I hated that she was speaking as if I really was a girl now, but looking down at myself, it was almost like I was.

She picked up the small pink leotard. Grace helped me step into it, the lycra stretching over my crotch as she tugged it up my body. The crotch snapped tight against the tuck, pressure building, the fabric hugging my waist and chest like a vice, squeezing the breast forms into place. She adjusted my new boobs, her hands pressing them firmly, the silicone shifting under her fingers until they sat evenly, the leotard’s low neckline exposing the tops and giving me a not-so-subtle cleavage.

She grabbed the small tights and knelt down. “Step in,” she said.

I lifted one foot, then the other, the nylon sliding up my shaved legs like a second skin, cool and tight, squeezing my calves, thighs, and hips as she pulled them up, the waistband snapping against my waist. The material clung, compressing everything, making my tucked penis feel even more nonexistent, the flatness between my legs unnerving.

The outfit felt constricting, the leotard digging into my shoulders with thin straps, the fabric taut across my back, the tights pulling everything smooth and flat. I shifted, the material rubbing between my legs, the whole thing making me hyperaware of my body, every curve accentuated, every movement restricted.

I slipped on my heels again and then she unlocked the door and walked me outside. I felt super embarrassed and exposed in the uniform, the leotard clinging like a second skin, the tights whispering with each step, my breast forms bouncing naturally.

Sabrina happily said, “Perfect! I guess the small was the right fit. You look adorable, sweetie.”

“Thank you,” I blushed sheepishly.

Sabrina then fitted me in the middle of the store for the wrap skirt, tying the light blue chiffon around my waist with a soft knot, fluttering against my legs. Then she fitted me for the ballet slippers, slipping them on my feet, the canvas tight and flat, ribbons lacing up my calves in crisscross patterns that pulled snug.

Once I was fully dressed like the sissy ballerina I apparently was now, Grace and Sabrina talked about what I’d need for Miss Rosemary’s. She said the girls mostly wear black leotards with blue skirts but a lot of them like to switch it up, so they usually have a few in different colors.

Together, they picked out leotards, tights, and skirts in pink, white, light blue, black, purple, along with light pink, nude, and light blue ballet slippers.

Grace paid for it all while I went back to change. Inside the room, I stripped off the wrap skirt first, the chiffon crinkling as I untied it. Then the leotard, peeling it down my body, the lycra snapped away from my skin, leaving red marks where it had gripped me tight. The tights came off next, I struggled rolling them down my legs with my acrylic nails, the nylon sticking slightly to my shaved skin, the release bringing a rush of cool air that made me shiver. Standing there in just my panties again, breast forms on display, I felt the weight of them pulling forward, the tight tuck between my legs unnerving, the whole process leaving me feeling raw and exposed. Tears prickled in my eyes as I pulled on my skirt, bra, and top, the familiar fabrics feeling like a thin shield over the vulnerability of my feminized body underneath. I stepped into my heels, the straps buckling with a click, and walked out.

Grace looked at me expectantly. “What do you say, sweetie?”

“Thank you, Sabrina,” I forced a thin smile.

“You’re welcome, sweetie,” she replied, her smile much more genuine than my own.

Grace led me back out to the car, her hand on my elbow, the bell tinkling behind us as the door closed.

A few hours later, I stood frozen in the middle of the living room, heart already hammering against the tight black leotard that hugged every curve of my body like a second skin. The thin straps dug into my shoulders, the lycra stretching smooth and shiny across my chest and waist, while the light blue chiffon wrap skirt fluttered softly against my thighs with every tiny shift of my weight. My shaved legs gleamed under the sheer white tights, the nylon whispering together as I nervously crossed one foot over the other. The blue satin headband sat snug across my pixie-cut hair, holding back the short strands that framed my freshly redone face: eyelids shimmering with pink and purple shadow, cheeks flushed a deep, permanent rose, lips glossy and pouty. In my trembling hands I clutched my little light blue purse, its smooth satin strap biting into my palm, the light weight of it reminding me exactly how small and dainty everything about me looked now.

I heard the door To Grace’s bedroom creak open upstairs and Grace’s heels clicked down the staircase. She appeared at the top, smiling that sweet, knowing smile as her eyes swept over me from head to toe. “Are you ready, my little ballerina?”

My mouth went dry, my pulse hammering as I prayed she would see sense. “Mommy, please…”

She cut me off sharply, her voice dropping into that dangerous tone I’d learned too well in the last two weeks. “Do you need another spanking, Jennifer?”

I swallowed hard, the threat shutting me down immediately. My fingers tightened on the purse strap un. “N-no,” I whispered, my voice cracking in that soft, high pitch that was almost more natural than trained.

“Good,” she said brightly, as if nothing had happened. “Then let’s go.”

The car ride was a nightmare of rustling tights and the constant flutter of my skirt against the leather seat. Every red light made me sink lower, hyperaware of how the leotard’s crotch snapped tight between my legs, how the breast forms jiggled with each bump in the road, how the ribbons on my ballet slippers brushed my ankles like delicate kisses I never wanted.

When we finally pulled up outside the ballet studio, my heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my ears, a frantic drumbeat of pure panic that made my breath come in short, shaky gasps. The building loomed ahead with wide glass windows showing glimpses of other girls in leotards and skirts, laughing and stretching like this was the most normal thing in the world to them. Grace killed the engine and turned to me with a satisfied little sigh. “Alright, I’ll see you later, sweetie. Have fun.”

I stared at her, my throat closing up. “You’re… you’re not coming in?”

She raised an eyebrow, her voice dripping with mock surprise. “You’re a big girl now, Jennifer. You don’t need me to come in… unless you’d rather I sign you up for the little girls’ class instead.”

The threat hit like ice water down my spine. My painted lips trembled. “No, Mommy.”

She smirked, slow and triumphant. “Then have fun, princess. I’ll be back with Kyle to pick you up in two hours.”

Kyle. I hadn’t even considered the added layer of humiliation of my stepbrother seeing me like this, prancing out in full ballerina gear, purse swinging, skirt flaring, face painted with my new breasts bouncing beneath my leotard. My stomach twisted into a tight, nauseous knot.

“Kyle’s coming?” I squeaked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Grace’s eyes narrowed, annoyance flashing. “Yes, Jennifer, I’m getting him from football and then we’re coming to pick you up. Is that a problem?”

I shook my head fast, not wanting to push her any further, the headband slipping slightly against my short hair. “No.”

“Good.” She reached over and gave my thigh a pat that made the tights whisper under her fingers. “Now get in there, you’re gonna be late.”

I stepped out of the car on wobbly legs, the ballet slippers making soft, delicate taps against the pavement. The chiffon skirt swirled around my thighs with the breeze, cool air kissing my barely covered thighs, while the leotard clung and shifted with every timid movement. I felt super delicate and girly in the outfit, every inch screaming that I was a sissy as I walked nervously toward the studio door, already dreading the moment I’d have to step inside and stand among a bunch of girls my age as Jennifer.

I pushed open the heavy glass door of the studio, the cool blast of air-conditioned air hitting my flushed cheeks and making the chiffon skirt flutter up against my thighs with a soft, betraying swish. The room was alive with the quiet rustle of nylon tights and the low hum of girlish chatter. About a dozen girls my age were already warming up along the barre, most of them in the exact same black leotard and light blue wrap skirt as me, the fabric stretched tightly over their womanly bodies. Some wore pink or purple instead, their white tights gleaming under the bright lights. The mirrored walls reflected everything back at me a hundred times: the way my own leotard clung like a glossy second skin, the blue headband snug against my pixie cut, the little purse still dangling from my wrist, a ridiculous little accessory that mocked how effeminate I looked.

A tall, beautiful Russian woman with sharp cheekbones and dark hair pulled into a sleek bun glided toward me, her own black leotard hugging her elegant frame. She smiled warmly, extending a graceful hand. “Hello, you must be the new student. I am Sasha. And you are?”

My mouth went dry. I forced my voice into that soft, trained lilt Grace had drilled into me, cheeks burning as I felt the breast forms shift slightly with my nervous breath. “J-Jennifer, ma’am.”

“Welcome, Jennifer,” Sasha said, her accent rich and kind. “Come, let me introduce you to the class. Girls!”

She turned, clapping her hands lightly, and every head swiveled toward us. My stomach dropped with sheer panic. There, in the middle of the group, was Trisha, her dark hair cascading in a perfect ponytail, her black leotard and blue skirt identical to mine, clinging to her voluptuous curves. She was looking every bit the bitchy popular girl from school who could destroy someone with a single word, and that’s exactly what she was, a mean, but very attractive girl from my English class who never paid much attention to me except to occasionally make a joke at my expense. She was staring right at me with this funny, narrow-eyed look, her head tilted like she was trying to place me but couldn’t quite decide where she knew me from. Panic flooded in intensely as I struggled to stop myself from hyperventilating in front of the room full of staring girls. I felt so exposed, so emasculated, standing there in this tight girly uniform that pressed my tucked penis flat and made my fake boobs jiggle while she stared at me intently.

“Everyone, this is Jennifer,” Sasha announced brightly. “She’s joining us for the summer. Let’s make her feel at home, yes?”

A chorus of soft “Hi, Jennifer!” and polite waves rippled through the room. Trisha’s funny look lingered, one eyebrow raised just a fraction, and my heart hammered so hard I could feel it pulsing in the thin straps of my leotard.

As we started warming up, I did my best to blend in, moving with the other girls in those delicate, feminine little circles.

“Your nails are so pretty,” I whispered to the girl next to me in a purple leotard, doing my best to blend in and sound like a normal girl.

She smiled back, and I copied her stretches: bending at the waist as the leotard dug deeper into my shoulders, the tights shifting up my shaved legs, the weight of my new boobs pulling forward and making me hyper-aware of every soft, girly curve on my body. Every plié felt wrong and humiliating, my muscles straining in ways they never had as a boy, the smoothness between my legs a constant reminder of how completely I’d been stripped of anything masculine.

Barre work was pure torture. Sasha called out the positions: plié, tendu, relevé. I gripped the wooden rail, toes pointed in my slippers, the ribbons tight around my calves. Each rise onto demi-pointe made my thighs burn and my skirt flare out daintily, the leotard’s crotch snapping tighter against my tuck until I wanted to die from the sheer discomfort of it, not to mention the humiliation of having my manhood now as physically restrained as it had been symbolically over the past two weeks. My breast forms bounced lightly with every controlled movement, silicone shifting under the lycra, and I caught Trisha glancing over again and again with that same funny look, her lips pressed together like she was holding back a laugh or a question. Sweat beaded under the headband, trickling down my neck as I fought to keep my posture graceful and ladylike, feeling more like a pathetic sissy than ever but knowing I had to keep it up if I had any chance of not being recognized.

Center work was even worse, no barre to hide behind. We moved into the middle of the floor for adagio, my arms floating in soft arcs while my legs trembled from the effort. Every arabesque stretched my body into these impossibly feminine lines, the chiffon skirt floating up to reveal the smooth white tights, the leotard hugging every inch of me so tightly that I could feel my breast forms squishing against me. My balance faltered once and I wobbled, cheeks flaming as the girls around me adjusted theirs perfectly. Trisha’s eyes kept flicking my way curiously, almost suspicious, and the fear of being clocked clawed at my throat, making every graceful little turn feel like I was one wrong step away from total humiliation.

Next we did these girly little jumps across the floor called chassé and jeté, dainty little leaps that sent my skirt billowing and my breasts jiggling with every landing. The physical strain burned in my calves and core, but the real agony was how girly it all forced me to be: toes pointed, wrists limp, head tilted just so. I felt so emasculated, reduced to this delicate, prancing little thing in tights and a skirt, my tucked penis and bouncy new boobs screaming that no man would let this happen to him.

Finally, it was time for cool-down stretches on the mats. I folded into a deep forward bend, the leotard stretching across my back and the tights pulling smooth over my thighs. That’s when I glanced toward the waiting room through the glass partition and my blood ran cold. Grace and Kyle were standing there side by side, him in his football uniform, both smirking and giggling behind their hands as they watched me stretch like a proper little ballerina. And a few feet to their left was Tori, my gorgeous crush from school, her golden hair cascading in soft waves that rested on her perfect breasts, her pouty lips curved into a small smile. I assumed she was there to pick up Trisha. She was giving me strange looks too, her beautiful face tilted in mild curiosity. My stomach twisted into a knot of pure shame as I held the stretch, hyper-aware of every feminine line of my body on full display, praying desperately that neither of them would see through the makeup and the outfit to the boy underneath.

Class was dismissed with a gentle clap from Sasha, and the girls began gathering their things in a flutter of skirts and soft chatter. I grabbed my purse and hurried over to her before anyone could pull me into conversation, my ballet slippers tapping delicately against the floor, the chiffon wrap skirt swirling around my thighs with every anxious little step. The leotard clung damply to my skin from the sweat of the exercises, the thin straps biting into my shoulders.

“Thank you, Sasha,” I said quickly, my voice soft and quiet, almost a whisper.

She smiled down at me, warm and encouraging. “You did great for your first time, Jennifer. You’re a natural.”

The words were like a knife to my male pride. A shameful blush flooded my cheeks as I stood there in the tight little leotard and swish skirt, feeling the nylon tights cling to my shaved legs. I’d never been a natural at any sport as a boy, always the last picked, always one of the weaker guys, but here I was supposedly gliding through ballet like I was made for it. The emasculation burned deep, making my tucked manhood feel even more absent under the snapping fabric.

“Thank you,” I mumbled, eyes fixed on my pink-tipped fingers clutching the little purse strap.

“I’ll see you Wednesday,” she said brightly.

I forced a polite smile and nodded, then turned and booked it out of the studio, heart slamming against my ribs. Grace and Kyle followed behind me calmly, their footsteps unhurried compared to my frantic, dainty taps.

The second we reached the car I slid into the back seat, the leotard’s crotch pulling tight as I sat, the skirt fluttering down over my lap. Grace took the driver’s seat, Kyle the passenger, both still smirking from what they’d seen through the glass.

“Oh my God, you looked so cute!” Grace gushed the moment the doors closed, turning the key with a bright laugh. “I can’t believe my little girl is a ballerina! How’d you like it? Why didn’t you stay to talk to any of the other girls?”

I was still in full panic mode, my chest heaving under the breast forms.

“Mommy, you can’t make me go back there,” I blurted, my voice shaky and frantic. “Trisha Laredo is in that class. I go to school with her and she was giving me funny looks the entire time. I think she recognized me.”

Kyle twisted around in his seat, grinning wide. “Yeah, I saw her. She’s so hot… maybe you two can be girlfriends and pick up guys together. Your new boobs are almost as big as hers.” He burst out laughing, the sound echoing in the car like a siren that just wouldn’t stop.

Deep shame and humiliation crashed over me, hot and sickening. Without thinking, I folded my arms tight over my new breasts, feeling the silicone give softly under the leotard, the weight of them pressing back against me as if to mock how completely I’d been turned into this. My painted cheeks burned so fiercely I thought they might melt as I batted my eyes quicky, trying not to cry.

Grace glanced at me in the rear-view mirror, still smiling. “You know, sweetie, Kyle actually has a point. It wouldn’t be the worst thing for you to make a new friend.”

I knew she was enjoying my humiliation, but even I didn’t expect that from her. I felt completely shocked hearing my own stepmother say that, as if I was really just another girl who needed girlfriends and there was nothing about this situation that would give cause for my reaction. “Every girl needs her girlfriends, you know.”

“Mommy, please,” I begged.

“Enough, Jennifer,” she cut me off sharply. “You’re going back and that’s final.”

I sank back against the seat, the tights sticking to my thighs from the dried sweat, the ribbons on my ballet slippers brushing my ankles with every tiny shift. Grace pulled out of the parking lot and started driving, the car humming along while I sat there trying not to panic, hyperaware of every feminine detail: the way the leotard hugged my tucked, flattened crotch, the way my breast forms rose and fell with each shaky breath, the delicate flutter of the skirt against my legs. Panic washed over me in waves, and all I could think about was school starting in September and the terrifying chance that Trisha, or anyone who found out my secret, would expose me as the sissy I’d become.

A few days later, I was back in ballet class, the black leotard once again clinging damply to my skin, thin straps digging into my shoulders while the light blue chiffon skirt swirled around my thighs with every movement. The white tights brushed against my shaved legs as I practiced pirouettes toward the end of class, my ballet slippers gripping the floor, ribbons tight around my calves. Each spin made my new cleavage jiggle softly under the lycra, reminding me exactly how far I’d been stripped of anything boyish. Through the glass partition I could see Grace and Kyle standing there watching, both of them smirking again like they were enjoying the show. I felt sick to my stomach, completely degraded as I continued spinning like a delicate little ballerina while my stepmom and stepbrother stood amused at the sissy I’d become.

Trisha suddenly glided over, her dark ponytail swinging, her own leotard and skirt identical to mine. She placed a gentle hand on my waist to steady me, her voice sweet but with an edge that made my pulse spike.

“Try keeping your arms softer on the turn, Jennifer, like this,” she said, demonstrating with a graceful flick of her wrist.

The way she said my name, the way her eyes lingered a second too long, made me suspect she knew exactly who was underneath all the makeup and satin, but I stayed super feminine just in case, forcing a shy smile and a soft “Thank you, Trisha” in my girliest voice, desperate not to blow my cover.

Then Sasha called for the girly little jumps across the room again, and I had to prance forward with the rest of the girls, skirt flaring up in dainty waves, toes pointed, wrists limp, breasts bouncing lightly with every landing. I felt like a complete fairy, the physical strain burning in my calves while the emasculation burned everywhere else, especially knowing Grace, Kyle, and once again Tori were watching from the waiting room, their eyes on my fluttering skirt and prancing steps.

Class ended and I tried to slip out fast, but Trisha’s voice stopped me cold. “Wait a minute, Jennifer.”

Tori approached from the waiting room, her gorgeous blonde hair catching the light, Kyle and Grace still standing there with big smiles on their faces as they watched the interaction unfold. Trisha grabbed my arm lightly and turned me toward her. “Tori, this is Jennifer, the new girl I was telling you about.”

I felt super nervous, barely able to make eye contact, my pink cheeks already burning. “H-hi,” I managed, going for a handshake, my small hand trembling.

Tori looked me up and down with a smug little smile. “You’re a ballerina, Jennifer. Shouldn’t you introduce yourself with a curtsy?”

I felt extremely uncomfortable, sensing that they both knew something was up and were playing with me, but I timidly dropped into a curtsy anyways, bending my knees, fanning out my little skirt, and dipping my head like the perfect little lady I was trying to emulate.

“I’m Jennifer,” I whispered, my voice shaky, feeling like a total pussy dressed as a ballerina curtsying to my gorgeous long-time crush.

Tori tilted her head. “So, Jennifer… do you have a boyfriend?”

“Um… I… um…” I stammered, not knowing what to say. I stammered whenever Tori had spoken to me, not that she had talked to me many times before, but this time I was obviously even more anxious, terrified and unable to think clearly.

Trisha cut me off with a wicked grin. “Because if not, we know a ton of guys from our school who would love to fuck you.”

Panic exploded throughout my entire body, hot and nauseating, my arms instinctively folding over my breast forms again as my heart hammered and my skin heated until I felt like I might faint. Then both girls burst out laughing as I stared at the floor, unable to speak.

“We know it’s you, James,” Tori said, still giggling.

I bowed my head, blushing deeply, feeling like I had to vomit as shame flooded every inch of me.

Trisha leaned in mockingly. “So, what are you doing dressed like this, girly boy? Finally realize Tori wasn’t gonna date you and decide to switch teams?”

The comment stung as it suddenly seemed obvious that Tori would never be interested in a guy like me. I could barely look at her as they both stood there, letting the comment hang in the air.  

I explained frantically, words tumbling out in my soft girl voice. I told them how it wasn’t my choice, how Grace had forced me into this as punishment for the summer, how I had no say, and how I was just trying to survive without being exposed to all of my friends.

They both cracked up harder as I spoke, nearly in tears by the end, my eyes stinging with my own tears as I realized these two gorgeous girls would never have any respect for me after this let alone see me as any kind of man Tori might ever be interested in.

Tori put a reassuring arm on my shoulder, her touch light but possessive. “Relax, sissy. We’ll keep your girly little secret but… we wanna see much, much more of you. Let’s exchange numbers so we can hang out soon.”

I didn’t feel like I had a choice. With trembling lips I gave them both my number, purse dangling from my limp wrist as they punched it into their phones.

As I started to walk away, Trisha grabbed my wrist, her grip tight, her voice suddenly menacing. “When we text you, you better answer, bitch boy.”

“I will,” I lilted submissively, my voice barely above a whisper, then headed straight for the exit.

Grace was waiting outside, practically bouncing with excitement as she followed me to the door. “Oh my goodness, Jennifer! Tell me about your new girlfriends!”

Kyle fell into step beside her, grinning widely as he mocked me. “Yeah, sis, looks like Tori is finally your girlfriend, just like you always wanted.”

As soon as we got in the car, I explained the whole situation in a rush, my voice racing with panic. Grace just smiled wider, pretending like she wasn’t seeing any problem at all, clearly loving every second of my humiliation. “Sweetie, that sounds wonderful! It’ll be so good for you to hang out with some other girls your own age.”

As she drove, my phone buzzed. The girls had already added me to a group chat.

The first message popped up from Tori: “Be at Trish’s house by noon tomorrow. Wear your sexiest clothes.” Then Trisha added: “Don’t be late, bitch.”

I texted back a quick “okay,” my acrylic nails tapping loudly on the screen.

With tears welling in my eyes I told Grace. “They… they want me to go over tomorrow.”

She lit up, super excited. “That’s great, princess! We’ll pick out the cutest little outfit for you to hang out with your new girlfriends tonight.”

Kyle kept laughing and cracking jokes the whole way home. “Maybe you girls can do each other’s’ nails and gossip about your crushes. have a sleepover and do each other’s makeup!”

Meanwhile, I sat in the back seat drowning in dread, humiliation, and anxiety over what tomorrow was going to bring.


Part 3
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I sat squirming in the passenger seat of Grace’s car, my short white ruffled dress riding up my thighs with every anxious shift, its layers of crisp white fabric rustling softly against my pink satin panties underneath. My sexiest pink satin bra cupped my breast forms perfectly, the smooth cups pressing them forward so they strained against the low neckline of the dress, jiggling lightly with each bump in the road. I was tucked again, my crotch feeling painfully flat and compressed under the matching panties, the silk cool and slick against my shaved skin. The 4-inch heels, taller than anything I’d worn before, made my feet ache already, the thin straps biting into my ankles as I crossed and uncrossed my legs, heart pounding in anticipation of what was waiting just minutes away.

Grace glanced over with that bright, effortless smile, one hand on the wheel. “You look so cute, Jennifer. I bet your little girlfriends are gonna be jealous of how pretty you look.”

My cheeks flushed hot, the blush spreading all the way down my neck as I stared at my pink-tipped fingers twisting in my lap.

“I don’t think so,” I mumbled, voice soft and high, the words tasting like defeat. “And I don’t want to look pretty.”

In fact, the last thing on earth I wanted was Tori, my crush for years, thinking how pretty I looked.

“Too bad, girly boy, you are pretty,” she said cheerfully, patting my bare thigh where the dress had ridden up.

I swallowed hard, shame twisting deeper in my stomach as I made my best attempt at garnering her sympathy. “You know, Mommy… I kind of had a crush on Tori these past few years… this is really embarrassing.”

Grace chuckled, clearly enjoying every second of my humiliating dilemma, her eyes sparkling. “That is embarrassing, honey. But think of it this way, you had a crush on her all this time and nothing happened, so you clearly weren’t going to be her boyfriend. At least this way you get to be her girlfriend.”

Her words hit like a slap, resonating in the worst way possible. I hung my head as a deep wave of shame crashed over me. I knew she was just trying to dig the knife deeper, but her words hurt because they rang uncomfortably true. I’d never had a chance as a boy, and now here I was, dressed like a girl, heading to hang out with her as Jennifer.

We pulled up to Trisha’s house, the big colonial looming ahead with its perfect lawn and white shutters. My stomach dropped.

“One second, honey,” Grace said, reaching into her purse. She pulled out a little pink bottle, unscrewed the cap, and shook one small pill into her palm before closing it again. “I got you these pills, um, vitamins. They’ll um…help your hair and nails grow. Take this one now and keep the bottle in your purse. You’re gonna start taking one every day.”

I was too anxious about the imminent humiliation to really think about it. “Ok, Mommy,” I said thoughtlessly, my hand shaking as I took the pill, swallowed it dry, and dropped the bottle into my little purse with a soft click.

I sat there for a moment, breathing fast and shallow, my chest rising and falling under the satin bra and ruffled dress, my legs trembling.

Grace placed her warm hand on my bare thigh, squeezing gently. “Relax, you’re gonna have fun, honey.” She leaned over and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek. “Now go.”

Nervously I opened the door and stepped out, the 4-inch heels wobbling under me the second my weight settled. I tottered toward the front door, hands flayed outward in a girlish attempt to keep my balance, dreading what came next.

I knocked on the door with a trembling hand, the sound light and sheepish. My 4-inch heels wobbled under me, the slutty pink bra and panties clinging to my breast forms and feminized crotch like a humiliating second skin.

The door flew open and there stood Tori in a gorgeous pink dress that hugged every curve, and Trisha in a sexy miniskirt and tight top that left nothing to the imagination. They looked like supermodels. Their eyes widened instantly.

“Oh my God!” Tori squealed, clapping her hands excitedly.

Trisha, on the other hand, burst out laughing. “Holy shit, Jennifer, you look so fucking slutty! That dress is barely covering your ass. You really went all out for us, huh, sissy?”

They both squealed again, grabbing my arms and pulling me inside. My heels clicked awkwardly across the floor as they led me into the living room, the ruffles of my dress bouncing with every tottering step.

Before I could sit, Trisha shoved me hard. I fell back onto the couch easily in the tall heels, my short dress riding all the way up and flashing the lacy edges of my pink satin panties. Tori giggled at the sight.

Trisha stood over me with Tori right beside her, both of them looming.

“Alright bitch,” Trisha said, her voice thick with cruel delight, “time to fill us in. Tell us everything. We wanna know how exactly this happened, and make sure you give us all the details… if you leave anything out, I promise your little ballerina ass will regret it.”

My face burned as I started talking in my soft, trained girl voice. I told them everything, starting with how Grace had chosen this as my summer punishment and made sure everyone thought I’d asked for it myself. I recounted all of the girly training: learning to walk, talk, sit, do makeup, being brought to get the new haircut. I described Kyle’s constant taunting, the humiliating family dinner where I had to call Grace “Mommy” and my stepdad “Daddy” in public. I explained how she’d completely redone my room and taken away every piece of boy clothing. And finally, how I’d gotten lazy and bitter during training, so Grace punished me further by signing me up for ballet, introducing me to tucking and breast forms so I would pass.

The girls were hanging on every word, super eager and excited, laughing and mocking me nonstop. Trisha was especially cruel, driving every humiliating detail home with sharp, delighted laughter, while Tori laughed along but kept giving me these almost sympathetic looks, like I was some cute, fragile little thing that needed protecting. That somehow felt just as emasculating.

“So you’re daddy’s little girl now?” Trisha cackled. “That’s fucking priceless, don’t pretend like you don’t love it.”

“I don’t…” I protested as assertively as I could.

“We definitely need to see this new girly room of yours,” Tori added, grinning.

Trisha leaned in closer, eyes sparkling with amusement. “So, now that you have boobies and no cock anymore, you’re more girl than boy at this point, aren’t you?”

I didn’t answer.

Trisha leaned closer. “I asked you a question, bitch.”

“I guess so,” I squeaked out, not really knowing what else to say.

When I finally answered, my cheeks were on fire, and my hands shook in my lap. Tori and Trisha exchanged a smirking glance.

“Well Jennifer,” Trisha said, still grinning, “this is all very entertaining. But I think we need proof of some of the things you said.”

“Proof?” I asked nervously.

“Proof, sissy,” Trisha snapped. “Take off your clothes.”

I hesitated, frozen on the couch, the ruffled dress suddenly feeling far too short and flimsy.

Tori leaned in, speaking almost sweetly. “Now little girl, for your own good…”

I slowly stripped off my clothes, hands shaking so badly I could barely manage the zipper. The white ruffled dress eventually came off over my head in a soft rustle of fabric, leaving me in just the pink satin bra and panties, my new boobs pushing out prominently and the tall heels making my legs look long and slender. Seeing that was not enough for Trisha, I took off the bra, the hooks popping open with a quiet snap as the satin cups fell away, my fake breasts bouncing free, heavy and perky on my chest. Finally, I slipped out of the panties, sliding them down my thighs until I stood there completely naked except for the 4-inch heels, feeling a cold shiver run up my spine, I had never been more unbelievably humiliated and vulnerable. I nervously held one hand in front of my tucked penis, trying to cover my girlish groin, while my other arm instinctually crossed over my chest to hide the fake boobs, my cheeks burning with shame.

Tori looked at me with an amused smirk, while Trisha’s smile was far crueler, her eyes gleaming.

Trisha stepped forward and smacked my ass hard, the sharp sting making me yelp. “Hands down, bitch.”

I complied immediately, dropping both arms to my sides, now completely exposed, my tucked, girly crotch on full display along with the perky fake breasts jutting out from my chest. Both girls burst out laughing, circling me slowly, taking it all in while I stood there burning with shame, trying not to cry. I had imagined being naked with Tori many times, but I had never imagined I would have breasts and no cock or that she would be circling me as she giggled at how feminine my body was.

“Nice tits, girl,” Tori said, reaching out and giving them a firm squeeze, her fingers sinking into the soft silicone. The casual touch sent another wave of chills throughout my body, she wasn’t touching me like I was a man, more like I was another girl she was admiring.

Meanwhile Trisha reached down between my legs, grabbed the edge of the tape, and ripped it off in one brutal motion. I yelped loudly, wincing in pain as my penis sprang free, small and soft.

Tori giggled at the sight, and I felt tears welling up in my eyes. My longtime crush was laughing at how tiny I was.

Trisha got right in my face, evil grin spreading. “Fucking pathetic,” she whispered, making me tremble and cower away from her. Then she snapped louder, “Get on the ground now!”

Standing naked on wobbly high heels, being on the verge of crying as they mocked me, I felt like I had no ground to stand on, no spine.

I quickly scrambled down, dropping to the carpet. Trisha lightly kicked my side to guide me into the position she wanted. “On your back, bitch. Legs up.”

I rolled onto my back and lifted my legs, spreading them wide in the air until I was completely exposed and vulnerable, heels pointing toward the ceiling, my limp penis on display.

Tori pulled out her phone and started recording, her voice suddenly turning authoritative but still playful. “Play with your tits, Jennifer.”

I hesitated for half a second. Trisha snapped, “Now!”

My delicate hands, with their long pink nails, almost automatically moved up and began squeezing and massaging with my boobs, the forms feeling uncannily real under my fingers. I felt a tear trickle down my cheek. Laying on my back like this, playing with my breasts, my ass and shrunken penis on full display while Tori recorded, I felt super feminine and emasculated, like a porn star performing for her audience.

“What’s your name, sissy?” Tori asked, pointing the camera closer to my face.

“Jennifer,” I replied shamefully.

Trisha asked, “And are you a man, Jennifer?”

I hesitated, not wanting to answer. I certainly didn’t feel like one. Then, almost instantly, she kicked me in the balls, not too hard, but enough to make me gasp in pain and make my tears fall faster. “Are you a man, Jennifer?”

“No,” I whimpered, clutching my balls as the pain radiated.

“No one said stop playing with your tits, sissy,” Tori giggled.

I moved my hands back, obediently fondling my boobs again even as the ache throbbed.

“So tell me, Jennifer,” Tori continued, still recording, “is it true you’ve had a crush on me for the past three years?”

There was no point in lying, it had been obvious for years. I shamefully admitted it, my voice cracking. “Yes…”

“Aww, that’s sooo cute,” Tori said with a smile.

“Yeah, sooo cute,” Trisha added mockingly. “But Tori, I thought you liked big dicks, right?”

Tori playfully replied, “Yeah…I do,” then looked down at my exposed cock and giggled. I sniffled, looking down at my smooth body as more tears streamed down my cheeks.

Trisha smirked at me. “So…what do you think of Jennifer’s?”

Tori looked straight at it, then back at my face, smiling like she was barely holding back laughter. Everywhere she looked, the camera moved with her gaze. “I think it’s really cute…and tiny… but her tits are perfect!”

Tears flowed faster down my face as soft little sobs escaped my mouth, but I dutifully kept playing with my boobs out of pure fear of Trisha. It was also strangely comforting.

“I couldn’t agree more, girl,” Trisha said, turning her attention back to me. “So Jennifer, you’re not a man, your cock is tiny and pathetic, and the love of your life is not interested in it at all. And now we have this video of you. Any ideas what comes next?”

I sniffled, completely broken down and dismayed. “No…”

Tori eagerly chimed in, “I do! We get a sissy and you get two beautiful mistresses!”

I sniffled some more, trying to compose my shaky voice. “What do you mean?”

“It’s simple,” Trisha said. “From now on you’re our sissy and we’re your mistresses. You’ll address us as Mistress Trisha and Mistress Tori and you’ll be a good obedient little bitch for the both of us at all times. If you disobey, you’ll be punished, and believe me, I’ll enjoy it. If you really act up or decide to go MIA, everyone at school finds out. Understood?”

Crying hysterically again, I whispered, “Yes…”

Trisha snapped, “Yes what?”

“Yes, Mistress Trisha,” I corrected quickly.

She smirked. “Good girl.”

Tori stopped recording and squatted down in front of me, placing a warm hand on my waist and smiling almost kindly. “Think about it this way, Jennifer, you and I were never going to be girlfriend and boyfriend, but now we’ll be close in a different way. A more special way. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Still crying, I whimpered, “Yes…yes Mistress Tori.”

She rubbed my waist gently. “Good girl.”

Trisha clapped her hands once. “Alright faggot, get up. Tuck that sad little excuse for a penis away, put your panties and your bra back on, fix your makeup, and then meet us in the backyard. You have five minutes starting now.”

I scrambled up quickly, grabbing the piece of tucking tape Trisha had dropped on the floor. As I hurried to tuck myself again, pressing everything flat and smooth once more, both girls laughed together triumphantly and walked out to the backyard, leaving me alone with my shame, fear, and the ticking clock.

A few minutes later I hurried out the back door, makeup freshly redone in the little downstairs bathroom, my hands still trembling from the prior ordeal. The second I stepped onto the patio the warm afternoon sun washed over my nearly naked body, and a soft breeze swirled around me, making the lace edges of my pink satin bra flutter against the tops of my breast forms and the matching panties slide coolly against my soft skin. I felt completely exposed and vulnerable out here in nothing but lingerie and 4-inch heels, every inch of my smooth, shaved skin on display, the silicone breasts jiggling lightly with each tottering step, the tiny panties barely covering anything as my ass all but swallowed the back of my panties. My cheeks burned as I glanced around the fenced backyard, praying the high wooden panels would block every neighbor’s view.

Both girls were already lounging back in the cushioned chairs, sunglasses perched on their noses, bodies glistening with tanning oil. A little table between them held bottles of polish, and Trisha lifted her head at the sound of my heels.

“Just in time,” she said, smirking. “Kneel, sissy.”

I obeyed instantly, dropping to my knees on the soft towel they’d laid out for me. The rough texture pressed into my skin through the thin satin but was better than kneeling on concrete. I kept my eyes down, heart pounding.

Tori leaned forward eagerly, her gorgeous pink dress riding up her thighs, offering a glimpse of her own panties. She was so sexy. “So, did your mommy ever teach you how to do nails, Jennifer?”

I felt a deep flush creep up my neck. “Yes, Mistress Tori,” I admitted, my voice soft and betraying my humiliation.

Trisha laughed. “Good. Then you should be good at this. You’re gonna do our toes while we get a nice tan. Any questions, bitch?”

“No, Mistress Trisha,” I whispered.

“Good girl,” Tori said sweetly, like she was proud of me, leaning down to hand me the bottle of light purple polish. Her fingers brushed mine, and the casual touch from the most gorgeous girl I had ever met sent a mushy, tingly feeling of submissiveness through me.

I unscrewed the cap, the sharp chemical scent mixing with the coconut tanning oil and the faint perfume both girls were wearing. Kneeling there between their lounge chairs, I started on Trisha’s toes first, carefully brushing the glossy color onto each nail while the sun warmed my bare back and shoulders. I felt so inferior, so utterly beneath them, my crush Tori lounging above me like a goddess while I painted her best friend’s feet in my skimpy lingerie.

The girls started chatting right away, their voices light and excited.

“So, Trish, did you see Jake at the party last weekend?” Tori said, wiggling her toes slightly as I worked. “He looked so hot when he took his shirt off. Those arms…”

Trisha grinned. “Right? Total stud. Jennifer, what do you think? Wouldn’t you love to feel Jake’s big, strong arms around you?”

I froze for a second, the brush hovering. “I… I’m not into guys, Mistress,” I mumbled awkwardly.

Trisha’s voice turned firm again. “You are now, Jennifer. Answer the question.”

I swallowed hard, the humiliation burning me from the inside. “He… he seems really strong, Mistress Trisha. I guess that’d be nice.”

Tori cracked up. “See? Even Jennifer thinks so. And what about Tyler? That chest… I’d let him do whatever he wanted.”

Trisha glanced down at me, another evil smile spreading across her face. “Yeah, Tyler’s got a real man’s body. Not like our little Jennifer here with her cute perky tits and tiny little clit. Right, sissy?”

My hands shook as I moved to Tori’s toes, the polish gliding on smoothly. “R-right, Mistress Trisha.”

“Exactly,” she laughed. “You’re not a man anymore, you better get that through your little head. Keep painting, girly girl.”

They kept going, naming guy after guy from school: Ryan, Connor, Mike, and more. Every time Tori sighed dreamily about how hot one of them was, Trisha made sure to twist the knife.

“Ryan’s dick is huge,” Tori said. “I swear I could still feel it right now.”

Trisha snorted. “Unlike Jennifer’s flat little clitty. Hey sissy, you think Tori would rather fuck Ryan or you in your cute pink lingerie?”

I felt tears prick my eyes again, the deep shame of my inferior status crushing me. “Ryan, Mistress...”

By the time the polish was dry, the sun had left faint tan lines across my shoulders and the outline of my panties. Both girls stood up, stretching lazily.

“Take the polish and follow us inside, sissy,” Trisha ordered.

As I rose on shaky heels, they both glanced back at me and burst into giggles.

“Look at her tan lines,” Tori laughed, pointing. “So cute, Jenny.”

My face burned hotter than the sun as I realized how obvious the pale stripes across my skin were, marking me in yet another way as the submissive girl I’d been turned into. I clutched the polish bottle tightly and tottered behind them, the breeze teasing my exposed body the whole way, every step a fresh reminder of just how low I’d fallen.

The next few hours blurred into one long, humiliating ordeal that reinforced my new and totally submissive status. I served them lunch first, carrying trays of sandwiches and iced tea out to the kitchen in nothing but my pink satin bra and panties, the tall heels making every step a careful, mincing wobble while my silicone breasts jiggled with every movement. I felt so exposed, so inferior, kneeling beside their chairs to await their orders while they chatted and laughed above me.

After lunch they had me do their fingernails too, sitting on the floor between them while they lounged on the couch, filing, buffing, and painting with the same light purple polish. The whole time they kept up the conversation about guys from school, forcing me to give opinions and rate them. Tori would sigh dreamily about how hot some guy was, and Trisha would immediately turn to me with some degrading remark.

By the time their nails were done, they decided it was time for a “sexy little photoshoot.” They made me pose in the living room, still in just the bra and panties. After the first few poses, I felt my resolve breaking, my body shifting more automatically and naturally into the poses they wanted. For the last one, I had my hands pressed against the wall, back deeply arched, ass pushed out, looking flirtatiously over my shoulder with my lips parted in mock-suprise. The camera clicks filled the air while I held the humiliating position, feeling every inch of my body on display, the satin sliding against my skin, the arch in my back forcing my ass into a feminine curve.

Trisha kept directing me like a drill sergeant. “Arch more, sissy. Give us that ‘fuck me’ look,” while Tori giggled and snapped photo after photo, occasionally reaching out to adjust my hips or tilt my chin.

I was still holding the pose, cheeks burning with shame, when Grace’s car horn suddenly blared from the driveway.

Trisha checked her phone and smirked. “Looks like your mommy’s here, Jenny. You can get dressed and go now… but I hope you understand we’ll be seeing much, much more of you.”

I nervously answered, still in the arched pose, “Yes, Mistress Trisha,” before quickly straightening up and slipping back into the short white ruffled dress. The fabric felt almost protective after hours in just lingerie, though it still barely covered anything. I grabbed my little purse with shaking hands.

Tori tilted her head, smiling sweetly. “Aren’t you gonna thank us for inviting you over, Jennifer?”

I forced the words out, my voice high-pitched and broken. “Yes, of course… thank you for inviting me over, Mistresses… I had lots of fun.”

They both burst into giggles. “We did too, sissy,” Trisha said, still laughing as they walked me to the door.

The moment the door clicked shut behind me I let out a long, shaky sigh of relief, the tension in my shoulders loosening just a bit. I minced carefully down the walkway in my 4-inch heels, the ruffled dress bouncing with each step, and slid into the passenger seat of Grace’s car.

Grace was practically vibrating with excitement. “Oh my goodness, Jennifer! Tell me everything! How was it? What did you girls do? Did you have fun with your new girlfriends?”

I couldn’t bring myself to admit any of what had really happened: the kneeling, the serving, the photos, the endless emasculation, so I forced a happy smile onto my painted lips and answered in my sweetest girl voice, pretending I’d had a wonderful time. “It was… really nice, Mommy. We talked a lot and… hung out…I painted their nails. They’re super nice.”

She kept firing questions the whole drive and I kept giving vague, cheerful answers, my stomach twisting with shame as I reflected on the fact that it was all a lie and that, in truth, I was now their submissive pet.

When Grace finally pulled into our driveway, she reached over and placed a warm hand on my bare thigh, just below the hem of the short dress. “I’m so happy you have some girlfriends to hang out with over the summer, princess.” She gave my leg a gentle squeeze. “And by the way… I have a big surprise for you tomorrow.”

I nervously asked, “What surprise, Mommy?”

She smiled mysteriously, eyes sparkling with that familiar enjoyment of my discomfort. “It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you, my little princess.” She turned off the engine and opened her door, stepping out into the evening light.

I sat there for a second longer in the passenger seat, taking a breath and enjoying the first moment alone I had in hours.

The next morning, I spent four long, grueling hours in the salon while a team of stylists fused permanent extensions into my hair, the sharp chemical smell of the glue filling my nose as they worked strand by strand. When they finally finished and led me outside into the bright sunlight, the new shoulder-length waves brushed softly against my cheeks and collarbones with every step. My new hair was thick, glossy, and a rich dark brown with subtle caramel highlights that caught the light, falling in soft, layered waves that framed my face perfectly. It swayed and bounced gently with my movements, the ends curling slightly at my shoulders, making me hyper-aware of how feminine it looked and felt against my skin. Every strand tickled my neck and brushed my made-up cheeks, a constant reminder that another piece of me had been further removed from anything resembling masculinity.

I felt completely defeated as I slipped into the passenger seat of Grace’s car, the new hair cascading around my face and shoulders. At the same time, a tiny, shameful bit of relief settled inside me; I knew I passed much more easily now. No one would clock me as easily at ballet or anywhere else. In fact, I doubted anyone would clock me at all.

Grace slid into the driver’s seat a moment later. She turned and looked me over again slowly, then reached out and flicked a lock of my new hair with her fingers, watching it bounce back into place. She squealed with excitement. “I cannot get over how pretty you look, Jennifer!”

I sat there feeling deeply ashamed that I had let her do this to me, the weight of the extensions pulling gently at my scalp. “Thanks, Mommy,” I murmured softly, staring down at my lap.

Grace smiled brightly. “Now when we get home, I’ll put it up in a cute little bun. I bet the other ballerinas are gonna think you look so pretty, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I answered quietly, thinking to myself that at least I’d pass more easily at ballet now. The idea of blending in even a little more felt like the only small mercy in all of this.

She started the car and pulled out of the parking lot, still glancing over at me every few seconds. “You’re going over to Tori’s after, right?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I said pretty dryly. “She’s gonna pick me and Trish up after class.”

Grace smiled, then smirked knowingly. “Good.” She let out a little giggle. “I bet your little crush loves seeing you in your little outfit.”

My cheeks burned with fresh shame as the new hair brushed against my flushed skin. She just had to bring that up. I knew it amused my stepmom to know that I was now dressing as a girl around my long-time crush, and she never seemed to miss a chance to bring it up. It made me ruminate again about how pathetic Tori must see me now, the shy loser who had always stared at her in the hallways, reduced to a dainty little ballerina, completely at her mercy. The soft waves kept swaying with the car’s movement, constantly reminding me of how thoroughly I’d been turned into Jennifer.

I sat there in silence for the rest of the short drive, the weight of my new hair and the dread of what was coming after ballet weighing on me heavier than ever. I prayed it would not be as bad as the day before, the most degrading day of my life.

A few hours later I was prancing across the studio floor with the rest of the ballerinas, dressed in the bright pink leotard and matching sheer pink wrap skirt Grace had insisted on. The thin lycra hugged my body tightly, the delicate sheer skirt fluttering and swishing around my thighs with every dainty leap and turn. My new shoulder-length hair had been pulled into a tight, cute little bun on top of my head, the glossy dark waves smoothed back neatly with only a few soft tendrils framing my face. Grace had insisted that I wore the pink today because, with the bun, it made me look exactly like a traditional ballerina. As I pointed my toes and did my little twirls, the skirt flaring out weightlessly, I felt very much like a ballerina. Every bounce of my bun, every flutter of pink chiffon, every jiggle of my fake breasts made me slip further into the illusion that I was just another girl in her ballet class.

After class, I climbed into the back seat of Tori’s car, still in my full pink ballet outfit, the sheer skirt barely covering the tops of my white tights. Tori was behind the wheel, and Trisha rode shotgun. The second the doors closed, Tori twisted around to look at me, eyes wide with delight.

“Oh my God, Jenny, your hair is adorable!” she squealed, reaching back to gently touch one of the loose tendrils that had escaped the bun. “It looks so pretty and bouncy now. You’re actually pulling off the whole ballerina look perfectly, and you pass s much more easily now.”

Trisha turned in her seat with a wicked grin. “Yeah, look at you, Jennifer. Your mommy really went all out this time. You look like such a pretty little girl. I could tell that all the other girls in class were jealous of how cute you are.”

Tori kept going the whole drive, gushing excitedly. “Seriously, the hair makes your face look so much more feminine. I would literally never guess that you were a boy. I love it!”

When we finally pulled up to Tori’s house, I followed them nervously up the stairs, the ribbons on my ballet slippers whispering against the carpet. Tori’s bedroom was exactly what I’d always imagined: soft and girly but in a way that was normal for a teen girl, not nearly as grotesquely feminine as my own bedroom. It had pale lavender walls, a big white canopy bed piled high with white pillows, fairy lights strung along the headboard, a fluffy white rug, and a few pictures on the wall of her many adventures with Trisha and their other friends. A vanity mirror covered in makeup and jewelry sat in one corner, and the whole room smelled faintly of her sweet vanilla perfume. I couldn’t believe that this was the first time I was actually inside my longtime crush’s bedroom, a moment I had long dreamed of, and I was dressed like a ballerina in a pink leotard and sheer skirt.

Tori and Trisha plopped down on the big bed, making the mattress bounce. Tori patted the spot right between them and giggled. “Sit down, ballerina boy.”

I obediently sat, carefully smoothing the sheer pink skirt over my tights even though it was practically see-through anyway. “Yes, Mistress Tori.”

Tori immediately placed her hand gently on my thigh, right over the smooth white tights. The casual touch sent a subtle jolt through my body, my crush actually touching me, mixed with crushing humiliation of knowing it was not even close to sexual.

“So,” she said brightly, squeezing my leg, “any Fourth of July plans, girlfriend?”

I hesitated, feeling the bun shift slightly on my head as I turned toward her. “Um… I don’t think so, Mistress Tori.”

Trisha bluntly blurted out, “Well now you do, sissy.”

Tori rubbed my thigh softly, her warm palm sliding a little higher. “We’re having a big Fourth of July BBQ with some friends from school… and you’ll be there, Jennifer.”

My stomach dropped instantly. It was bad enough that they knew about my punishment and were taking full advantage of it, I couldn’t let other people from school find out about Jennifer. “I…I can’t, Mistresses,” I stammered, my voice betraying the panic I was feeling. “They’ll all know me from school. They’ll recognize me…”

Trisha cut me off sharply, her eyes narrowing. “You have no choice, sissy. And they won’t know a thing if you’re a good girl and follow every single one of our instructions. But if you disobey even once…” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a menacing whisper. “I’ll make sure the whole school knows exactly who you are now.”

The threat sent a terrifying chill throughout my body.

My painted lips trembled. I swallowed hard, the shame burning in my cheeks. “Yes, Mistress Trisha… I’ll be good.”

Tori’s hand stayed on my thigh, rubbing slow, soothing circles through the sheer tights. “There’s something else, princess,” she said gently, almost sweetly. “There are gonna be guys there.”

Trisha burst out laughing, unable back her stupid and obvious comment. “Ones who don’t wear skirts and dresses, obviously.”

Tori giggled along, her fingers giving my leg another affectionate squeeze. “Exactly. And we thought this could be a really good opportunity for you to flirt… maybe even get your very first kiss.”

In an instant, all the blood drained from my face, leaving behind a pale look of horror. I shook my head frantically, the bun bouncing slightly. “I can’t. I can’t do that, Mistresses. Please.”

Trisha’s expression darkened instantly, annoyance flashing across her face. “Tell us you can’t or you won’t one more time, and I promise you’ll spend the entire party on your knees sucking cock instead. Got it?”

I went completely quiet, my heart hammering against the tight pink leotard. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. “Sorry, Mistresses,” I whispered, my voice small and defeated.

Tori softened again, tilting her head with that almost-kind smile that somehow made everything worse. “It’s okay, princess. I know you’re nervous. That’s why we’re gonna practice flirting right now, so it comes naturally on the Fourth. I’ll be the man, and you just do your best to flirt and get me to make a move on you, okay?”

I nodded meekly, cheeks burning as I registered what I was about to do. “Okay, Mistress Tori.”

For the next hour, we practiced intensely. Tori scooted closer on the bed, pretending to be one of the guys from school, while Trisha watched with cruel delight, offering constant instructions.

“Be more feminine, Jennifer,” Trisha ordered. “Tilt your head, play with your hair, maybe twirl it. Oh squeeze his arm, you want to make him feel big and strong.”

I reached up and delicately twirled one of the soft tendrils that had escaped my bun, my voice coming out breathy and shy as I squeezed Tori’s bicep with my other hand. “Um… hi… you look really… cute today.”

Tori grinned, deepening her voice in mock-man mode. “Hey cutie. What’s a pretty girl like you doing all alone?”

They both burst out laughing.

Trisha laughed. “Act a bit more shy! Look down, bite your lip, yes, like that. Now touch him more. Girls always touch when they flirt.”

My hand trembled as I reached out and lightly rested it on Tori’s thigh, feeling the warmth of her smooth skin. The contact was confusing; I was deeply ashamed of what I was doing but was still grateful for any physical contact with her.

Trisha smirked. “Good girl. Now giggle softly when he compliments you. Make him feel like a man.”

Every instruction drove my pride into a deeper and deeper hole. I giggled exactly as told, batted my lashes, squeezed Tori’s arm, and gushed over how handsome “he” was.

I kept practicing lines like “You’re so funny…” and “I love you’re beard,” all while Tori casually brushed my leg or waist, her touches making my fake breasts rise and fall faster under the tight pink fabric.

By the end of the hour the trepidation had faded, and I was flirting almost naturally, like I had been doing this for years. Despite the crushing humiliation of being made to seduce my crush while dressed as a ballerina, a tiny, pathetic part of me had started enjoying the constant touching and attention from Tori. When they finally told me we were done for the day, I actually felt a shameful little surge of confidence that I could pull it off with a real guy.

But as I sat there between them, the dread of the actual Fourth of July party settled over me like a heavy weight. I was going to have to flirt with boys, boys from school, and hope that no one noticed anything was off about me. The thought made my stomach knot up with anxiety even as my skin still tingled from Tori’s lingering touches.

The day of the party, I stood frozen in front of the full-length mirror in Tori’s bedroom, staring at my reflection in utter dismay. The American-flag bikini top hugged my boobs, the blue star-covered left side and red-and-white striped right side pushing my fake cleavage up and out in a way that looked incredibly provocative and slutty. The matching skirt was tiny, barely covering my ass, with the same stars-and-stripes pattern flaring out in a short, flirty hem that swished against my smooth, shaved legs with the slightest movement. A big red-white-and-blue ribbon bow was tied in my long, wavy brown hair, the silky tails brushing my bare shoulder every time I breathed. My makeup was bold and festive: heavy blue eyeshadow, thick black lashes, bright red lipstick, and a touch of glitter on my cheeks that caught the light. The whole outfit was so over the top, the kind of thing typically meant to be worn by a little girl to look sweet and innocent but take on a entirely different, entirely sexual vibe when worn by a young woman. The worst part was how well it fit, how cute and playful I looked standing there with my new hair cascading around my face, hips slightly cocked, hands nervously clasped in front of me.

Behind me, Tori and Trisha looked stunning but far less over-the-top girly. Tori was drop-dead gorgeous in a pink miniskirt that showed off her long legs and plump ass, and a simple white crop top that hugged her ample breasts. Trisha looked effortlessly sexy in a red bikini with a sheer red cover-up skirt tied low on her hips, the fabric floating around her thighs. Her figure was much more pronounced, her breasts barely contained by her bikini top.

Tori stepped closer, eyes sparkling with delight as she adjusted the bow in my hair. “Oh my God, Jenny, you look so cute! I knew this outfit would be perfect on you. Look at how the top makes your boobs pop, the guys are gonna eat you up. Spin for us, princess.”

I turned slowly, the short skirt flaring out and flashing my American flag panties. My cheeks burned hotter than the Fourth of July sun outside.

Trisha doubled over laughing, clutching her stomach. “Holy shit, I can’t breathe! Look at her, she’s such a little bitch! I mean, seriously, who would ever guess there’s a boy under all those stars and stripes? You look like you belong on a float throwing candy to kids. The bow, the skirt, the tits, fuck, I can’t believe you actually let us do this to you.”

Between their blackmail and my stepmom’s eagerness to embarrass me at every turn, it wasn’t like I had much choice.

Tori giggled and gave my waist a little squeeze. “Stop it, Trish, she’s perfect. Jennifer, do you remember all your instructions for today?”

I swallowed hard, the nerves making my voice come out small and breathy. “Yes, Mistress Tori… be super flirty and sweet, giggle at everything the boys say, touch their arms or chest when I talk to them, act shy but interested, and… try to get at least one of them to kiss me.”

“Good girl,” Tori said warmly, patting my butt cheek. “Now the girls are coming first and should be here in the next ten minutes. When you hear the doorbell ring, run down and answer it. Smile big, introduce yourself as Jennifer, and be the perfect little hostess. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, dreading their arrival.

Trisha smirked, giving my ass a light swat that made the skirt flutter. “Better not fuck it up, sissy. We’ll be watching.”

I stood there staring at my ridiculous, hyper-feminine reflection, heart pounding, terrified of the doorbell that would start the worst afternoon of my life.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang, cutting through the quiet of Tori’s bedroom like a knife. My stomach lurched. I glanced desperately at my two mistresses, but they just smirked and nodded toward the door.

I tottered nervously down the hallway in the tiny American-flag skirt, the short hem swishing against my thighs with every shaky step, the big ribbon bow bouncing in my long wavy hair, every sensation a constant reminder of what I looked like. I took a deep breath, forced my painted red lips into what I hoped was a cute smile, and opened the door.

Ten girls from school stood on the porch, mostly the popular, very pretty ones who had always been completely out of my league. There was Madison with her perfect blonde waves, Sophia in her tiny denim shorts, Ava, Riley, Chloe, and the rest of their tight little group. Before I could even squeak out “Hi, I’m Jennifer,” they all burst into loud, delighted laughter.

“Oh my God!” Madison squealed, covering her mouth.

“No way, that’s actually him?” Sophia leaned in closer, eyes wide. “Look at his face! And the boobs! She’s so fucking feminine it’s scary!”

The laughter rippled through all of them as they stared at me: my glittery makeup, the star-spangled bikini top pushing up my fake cleavage, the short flirty skirt, my long wavy hair with its patriotic ribbon. It quickly became crystal clear that Tori and Trisha had already told them everything. My face burned and my knees trembled as I realized that this had never been about passing, it had been about my mistresses showing off their new toy.

“Look at her little waist!” Ava giggled. “She actually looks like she has a girl’s body!”

Riley stepped forward and twirled one of the ribbon tails in my hair. “I can’t believe how cute you turned out. Like, seriously, Jenny, if that’s what we’re calling you now, you’re prettier than half of us!”

I stood there trembling, unable to speak, just clutching the edge of the door as they all crowded closer, circling me gushing over every humiliating detail.

Tori and Trisha finally came down the stairs, both grinning like they’d won the lottery.

Trisha put her hands on her hips and asked proudly, “So what do you girls think of our sissy?”

“She’s adorable!” Chloe laughed. “I mean, the tits are actually convincing. And her face is sooo pretty!”

“Way cuter than I expected,” Madison added. “The little outfit is killing me. She looks like she belongs in a parade.”

Sophia smirked. “I can’t wait to see her try to flirt with the guys later. This is going to be hilarious.”

Tori stepped up beside me and slipped a comforting arm around my bare waist, pulling me gently against her side.

“Don’t worry, Jennifer,” she said sweetly, loud enough for everyone to hear. “The girls will all keep your little secret. The boys don’t know a thing; they think you’re just another cute girl we invited. You’re gonna be okay.”

I nodded mutely, still shaking, trying not to panic over the fact that a bunch of the popular girls from school now knew my secret.

For the next few minutes the girls surrounded me in the entryway, firing off humiliating questions while I stood there in my tiny patriotic outfit, skirt fluttering every time I shifted.

“So how do you like having boobs?” Ava asked, reaching out to give my left breast a curious squeeze.

“It’s okay…I guess,” I mumbled, staring at the floor.

“Did you tuck your penis?” Riley giggled as she flipped up my skirt, revealing the tiny and bulge-less American flag panties I was wearing. “Do you have to do it every day? Does it hurt?”

I cringed hard, turning away from her as she casually ran her hand over the soft cotton as if to check if anything was there. “Yes…um, I don’t do it every day…it’s kind of uncomfortable.”

Trisha jumped in with a wicked grin. “Tell them about ballet, sissy. She’s the cutest little ballerina, I swear.”

I answered every question in shame, my voice cracking and my throat tightening around every word as I struggled not to cry.

Finally, Tori interjected. “Alright ladies, enough questions for now. Let’s head out to the yard before the boys get here.”

Grateful for the reprieve, I followed them out the back door into the sunny backyard.

The backyard was already buzzing with music and laughter when the guys showed up at the backyard gate. My stomach twisted into a tight knot of anxiety as Tori called out cheerfully, “They’re here. Let’s go let them in, Jennifer.”

I tottered across the patio in my flouncy little skirt, the short hem constantly fluttering and threatening to ride up with every nervous step. The big ribbon bow bounced in my long wavy hair, and I could feel the padded bikini top hugging my fake breasts, pushing them up into a perky, attention-grabbing shape. My heart pounded so hard I was sure everyone could see it. These were popular guys from school: Jake, Tyler, Ryan, Connor, and a few others I recognized but had never been friends with. My mind raced. What if one of them recognized me? What if my voice gave me away? What would they say or do if they found out?

I opened the back gate with an awkward smile, my pouty lips trembling. The group of tall, athletic guys in shorts and t-shirts stepped inside, laughing and carrying bags of drinks. The girls immediately swarmed them with bright greetings and hugs, while Trisha quickly turned and pointed at me.

“Guys, this is our friend Jenny,” she announced with a wicked grin. “She’s visiting from out of town.”

I felt my heart beat faster as all eyes turned to me. I clasped my hands in front of the tiny skirt, trying to keep my voice and mannerisms as convincingly feminine as possible. “H-hi… I’m Jenny,” I said, giving a little shy wave. “It’s nice to meet you guys…”

The guys smiled politely at first, but then Jake, a broad-shouldered guy from the football team with a cocky grin, tilted his head and looked me up and down. “Damn, Jennifer, you’re really dressed for the occasion. You must love fourth of July.”

Before I could respond to his playful teasing, Trisha gave me a little push forward. “You have no idea, she’s even wearing matching American flag panties. Why don’t you show them, girl?”

My stomach dropped and my heart raced even faster. I had never been more grateful to be tucked in my life as I hesitantly pinched the hem of the short skirt between my nails and lifted it just enough to reveal the red-white-and-blue bikini bottoms underneath. The tiny panties clung tightly to my tucked, completely flat crotch, giving the illusion of a pussy beneath. Lifting my skirt to show a bunch of no-doubt horny guys my panties left me more vulnerable and emasculated than I could imagine being, especially in comparison to the group of very masculine men in swim trunks.

The guys reacted the way you would expect a group of horny teen guys to react, a mix of surprised chuckles and appreciative whistles.

“Oh shit, she’s a real patriot!” Tyler said, grinning.

Ryan nodded, his eyes lingering a little too long on my body. “Yeah… they’re very pretty, Jenny.”

One of the guys, Connor, was looking at me with clear interest, his gaze roaming over my long hair, my pushed-up boobs, and short flirty skirt before settling on my face. “Very cute, Jenny. They look good on you.”

I smiled awkwardly, shifting my weight back and forth. “Thanks, guys…”

I was sure my cheeks were bright red. Here I was, showing off my panties to guys I used to see in the hallways, pretty sure a few of them were checking me out. It would be pretty hard to ever feel like a man in front of any of them again, even when I returned to being James.

The guys headed out to the backyard, dropping into lounge chairs and grabbing beers, chatting loudly about sports and summer plans. I followed behind Trisha like an obedient little pet, hyper-aware of how feminine and delicate I looked and sounded compared to their deep voices and broad shoulders.

Trisha led me over to the grill area, handing me a pair of tongs. “Help me with the burgers and hot dogs, Jennifer. You’re doing okay so far but remember to be cute and flirty if any of the guys come over. We’ll be watching.”

I nodded meekly, anxiety still churning in my gut as I stood there in my tiny outfit, terrified that any second one of them might recognize the boy who used to sit three rows behind them in class.

When the food was finally done, Trisha handed me a stack of paper plates and gave me a little push toward the group. “Go see what everyone wants.”

I tried to seem as relaxed as possible as I simpered around the backyard, smiling demurely as I asked each person what they wanted. Every time a guy looked at me, especially Connor, I felt like a gazelle being eyed by a lion.

Once everyone had their plates, I grabbed a burger for myself and looked for a place to sit. Tori patted the spot right between her and Connor on the wide outdoor bench. “Over here, Jenny.”

I sat down carefully, smoothing the short skirt under me even though it barely covered anything, my red-white-and-blue panties pressing against the wood. I ate as ladylike as I could, taking small, delicate bites, dabbing at my red lips with a napkin, keeping my elbows close and my posture straight like Grace had drilled into me. In reality, I was probably acting overly feminine in a desperate attempt to avoid being detected.

Connor turned toward me almost immediately, his deep voice casual but carrying a slight flirty edge. “So Jenny, how long are you visiting for?”

I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to match his cadence. “Um… I’m actually visiting my cousins for the rest of the summer. I go to school a couple towns over.” The lie felt dangerous, especially knowing how easily these guys could recognize me if they looked too closely.

He nodded, smiling as he took another bite. “That’s awesome. So do you play any sports? You look really fit.”

My cheeks burned, he was definitely flirting with me. Before I could even mumble a thank you, Tori poked me sharply in the side and gave me a meaningful look.

I forced myself to flirt back, twirling one of the ribbon tails in my hair and tilting my head shyly like we’d practiced. “Thank you…I don’t play any sports, just try to watch what I eat. You look pretty fit yourself. Do you play any sports?”

Connor grinned, clearly pleased that I asked. “Football and basketball. You should come watch a game sometime this year.”

Tori poked me again, harder this time. Knowing I had to up the intensity, I smiled softly and lightly touched his arm, resting my manicured hand on his bicep. “Maybe I will… you seem like you’d be fun to watch. Your arms feel really big by the way.”

The conversation continued like that for a while, me lying about my backstory and my fake school while trying to keep up the coy-flirty act under Tori’s constant nudges and watchful eyes. Every compliment from Connor felt surreal; I was being hit on by a jock from school while I sat there in a slutty little outfit giggling and clutching his arm. And Connor was smooth in a way that made me feel even less like a man, taking complete control of the conversation and leaving me blushing at every other word.

Eventually everyone finished eating. The guys stood up, laughing and stripping off their shirts to reveal toned, muscular chests and abs, then cannonballed into the pool for a loud game of pool basketball. Many of the girls followed, peeling down to their bikinis and jumping in with squeals and splashes. They all looked so sexy in their skimpy swimwear, their perky breasts and ass practically bursting out of the clothing that clung to them like a second skin. I wished that I could be a normal guy so badly in that moment, jumping in the pool and making my move on one of those gorgeous girls. Instead, I was one of them, with the only prospects for me being one of the real men I clearly could no longer categorize myself with. I prayed I wouldn’t have to go in the pool, I didn’t even own a bikini and I certainly didn’t want to wear one in front of my classmates, especially the boys.

I felt a rush of relief when Trisha waved me over instead. “Jenny, be a doll and come help me clean up.”

As about half the party, including Tori, headed toward the water, I started clearing plates and cups from the table.

A few of the girls stayed behind at the table, still chatting and gossiping among themselves while I cleaned up obediently. The masculine shouts and splashes from the pool only made the contrast sharper, driving home how completely different I was than them: a cute little helper cleaning up while the guys wrestled around aggressively in the pool alongside the girls who were clearly interested in them.

When the last plate was cleared and the trash bag tied, I nervously sat down at the table with Trisha and the few girls who had stayed behind. The late afternoon sun warmed my bare shoulders and the glitter on my cheeks as we watched the others splashing and laughing in the pool.

The girls immediately started chatting with me, their voices light and teasing but low enough that the boys could not hear.

Madison leaned in with a grin. “You’re doing so good, Jennifer. Seriously, the way you flirted with Connor, you’re a natural, girl. How does it feel being a hot girl now?”

I looked down at the table, twisting my manicured fingers in my lap. “It’s… embarrassing,” I admitted softly, looking over to make sure none of the guys were hearing us. “Especially with all the guys seeing me like this.”

Sophia giggled and reached over to adjust my bow. “Aw, but you look so cute! That skirt is perfect on you. And your boobs look amazing in that top. So, do you think Connor’s into you? He was staring at you from the moment he walked in.”

Trisha smirked, clearly enjoying my discomfort. “Of course he is. My little sissy is pulling it off so well…almost like she was meant for this. By the way, you should run and grab a couple more beers for the guys in the pool, Jennifer. Be quick about it.”

I stood up obediently, the miniskirt fluttering against my thighs as I swished over to the cooler in my heels. I brought the beers back and handed them to the guys at the edge of the pool, forcing a shy giggle when Connor’s hand lingered on mine as I handed him the beer.

Back at the table, the conversation continued for the next couple of hours as the sun slowly dipped lower.

Riley tilted her head. “You’re handling this really well, Jenny. Most boys would have probably broken-down crying or had a full-blown panic attack by now. You’re such a natural little sissy.”

Chloe added, “And you’re seriously so feminine, like, beyond most actual girls. Have you thought about what kind of guy you want to end up with? Because I think its obvious your mistresses have you headed in that direction.”

Trisha laughed cruelly, looking over at the pool. “Yes, we do. Now go take some more beers over to Jake and Tyler.”

As it started to get dark, I glanced toward the pool and froze. Tori had her legs wrapped tightly around one of the guys, Ryan, the tallest and probably most muscular one. Her arms were looped around his neck while he held her by the ass, pinning her against the wall of the pool. They were pressed close, bodies glistening with water. A sudden pang of jealousy hit me hard as I watched her leaning in to whisper something into his ear. That was supposed to be me with her… or at least I used to imagine that one day it could be. As I flicked a lock of hair away from my face and blinked back tears, eyelashes fluttering dramatically, it had never been clearer that it never would be me.

Then they started making out, deep, hungry kisses right there in front of everyone. Tori’s fingers tangled in his wet hair as she melted into him. The jealousy burned hotter, mixing with deep shame and sadness. I felt so small, so inferior, so completely inadequate as a man.

The girls at the table noticed my expression immediately.

Madison put a hand on my arm. “Aw, don’t look so sad, Jennifer. You’re such a pretty girl now, sweetie, better that you focus on boys. You’re gonna get a man so easily.”

Sophia nodded sympathetically. “Yeah, Jenny. It’s okay. You look gorgeous, queen. Soon you’ll have boys fighting over you and won’t even be thinking about Tori like that.”

Their “comfort” only made it worse, each word making it seem more and more definitive, confirming that I truly had no chance with her and that my future would definitely include romance with other guys. I wanted to disappear, to scream out that I didn’t want this and that I had no interest in boys, that I could be a man for Tori if her, Trisha, and my stepmom let me. No words came out.

Trisha was far less kind. She leaned in with a mocking grin. “Listen, sissy, I get that you’re jealous that Tori’s making out with a real man while you sit here in your little panties fetching beers, but you need to get used to it. She is a queen and you are a sissy, this is the natural order of things. In fact, be a good little bitch and run some beers over to them right now. Maybe you can watch up close how a real man handles your dream girl.”

I stood up with tears stinging my eyes, grabbed the bottles, and dejectedly walked over to the pool. Tori pulled back from the kiss just long enough to give me a sympathetic little smile, like she actually felt bad for me, before she turned back and resumed kissing Ryan, her legs still wrapped around him.

I returned to the table completely broken, feeling sick to my stomach and depressed about my new station in life. 

Eventually the guys started climbing out of the pool, water dripping from their muscular bodies. One of them, Jake, called out loudly, “Alright, everyone, we’re gonna do the fireworks now. Let’s head out front.”

The whole group began moving toward the front of the house, laughing and chatting excitedly. I stood up slowly, dread and lingering jealousy still churning in my stomach, knowing I had to follow along and keep my bubbly little act together for the rest of the night if I didn’t want to be found out.

The sky had turned deep purple by the time everyone gathered along the street in front of the house. A few of the guys were setting up fireworks on the pavement while the rest of us stood back in a loose group, the warm night air brushing against my bare midriff and the short hem of my American-flag skirt.

Connor drifted over and positioned himself right beside me, close enough that his arm brushed mine.

“Hey, Jenny,” he said a bit more confidently than before, clearly a little drunk. “You miss me? I saw you checking me out in the pool.”

Before I could answer, he casually draped his arm around my waist, his warm, slightly rough hand resting firmly on my bare skin just above my skirt. The heat of his palm seeped into me, his thumb tracing slow, lazy circles that sent unwanted tingles across my body and down my spine.

I tried to keep my posture relaxed and feminine, but my heart was pounding. “Oh, um, yeah…maybe a little,” I replied softly, forcing a shy giggle as I leaned into him the way the girls had taught me.

Connor smiled and pulled me a little closer, his fingers now gently stroking the side of my neck, the calloused pads brushing the sensitive skin just below my ear. “You know you look really hot. And I love the way you dress, makes you look even prettier.”

I couldn’t believe this was my life. I was hyper-aware of how girly and petite I looked next to him, my painted face inches away from his muscular, shirtless chest as I gazed up at him trying to flirt back as best as I could. Even counting the ballet classes, the humiliating dinner with my family, and the degradation I endured from Trisha, I had never felt less manly. Next to him, our roles were clear. It was hard to feel anything but feminine as my skirt fluttered in the wind while his large hands grasped my waist possessively. I wished so badly in that moment that I could be a man gazing confidently at Tori the way Connor was staring at me.

The first fireworks shot into the sky with loud pops and bright bursts of red, white, and blue. As colorful sparks rained down, Connor leaned forward, his face inches from mine. Without warning he pulled me close and kissed me deeply. His lips were warm and firm, pressing insistently against my glossy red ones, the faint taste of beer and salt lingering as his mouth moved slowly over mine. I froze for half a second, then, terrified of disobeying my mistresses and not knowing what else to do, parted my lips and kissed him back.

The sensation was shockingly intimate: the soft give of my painted lips yielding to his, the gentle scrape of his stubble against my smooth chin, the way my body instinctively tilted into him so that my silicone boobs pressed against his hard body. I was deeply ashamed of myself as I felt his tongue slip inside my mouth, dancing with mine as his hands slipped down to massage my ass. I let out a soft whimper as he squeezed, which I could tell he liked as it began kissing me more aggressively and passionately. It wasn’t at all like kissing a girl. I wasn’t in charge. I wasn’t taking the lead. I was responding to Connor’s lead, his touch, his direction. And I couldn’t deny he was better at it than I ever was.

While my body responded submissively to his touch, my insides burned with shame. What kind of man let this happen to him? I was making out with a guy. And as much as I hated it, it didn’t feel as wrong as it should have. I didn’t want to be there, getting kissed and groped by a man while my classmates watched, but I couldn’t deny that I was playing my part very well, uncomfortably well.

When he finally pulled back, Connor kept his arm wrapped possessively around my shoulders, his hand now resting lower on my upper arm, fingers gently squeezing the soft skin as more fireworks exploded overhead. I stood there burning with shame, cheeks glowing brighter than the sparks above as I wondered to myself why I let him do that when my only instructions were to get a simple kiss. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Trisha, Tori, and several of the other girls watching us, all of them giggling and smirking behind their hands. Tori gave me a little thumbs-up and Trisha mouthed the words gay boy at me. I wanted to sink into the ground, the prettiest girls in school, including my crush, had all watched me being kissed, groped, and claimed by a man while dressed and acting like their pretty little doll.

When the last fireworks faded and the night grew quiet again, Connor turned to me once more. He cupped my chin gently with one hand, his thumb brushing across my lower lip, smearing my glossy red lipstick a little. He gave me another deep kiss, slower this time, his mouth moving deliberately, tongue swirling lightly against mine for just a moment, sending a humiliating shiver through my body. When he pulled away, he smiled down at me. “We should hang out more this summer, Jennifer. I’d really like to see you again.”

Still playing the flirty girl, I looked up at him through my lashes and murmured, “Yeah… that sounds nice.” The words tasted like pure defeat. I didn’t want this. I didn’t want any of it. But the words just slipped out automatically.

Connor gave my waist one last firm squeeze, his fingers pressing into the bare skin just above the skirt’s waistband, before heading off with the other guys. I simpered over to Trisha and Tori on shaky legs, the short skirt swishing humiliatingly with every step.

Tori beamed and pulled me into a proud hug. “You did so good, princess! You got your first kiss from a man! I’m really proud of you.”

Trisha laughed, not even trying to hide her amusement. “Yep, you proved to us that you really are a faggot…surprise surprise. I bet Connor loved feeling your tits pressed up against him while he stuck his tongue down your throat. Trust me, Jenny, you’re gonna be seeing a lot more of him this summer… and probably plenty of other guys too. Might as well get used to it, sissy.”

Tori nodded, still smiling warmly as though Trisha hadn’t just called me a faggot. “Exactly. You’re doing amazing, Jenny. This is just the beginning. You’re going to have so many boys interested in you now.”

I stood there between them, trying my best not to cry as my new reality settled in, completely ashamed and defeated. The taste of Connor’s kiss still lingered on my glossy lips, and the knowledge that my summer was only going to get more humiliating and filled with male romance made my stomach knot with dread.


Part 4
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The two weeks following the Fourth of July cemented Trisha and Tori’s dominance over me in ways that left me dizzy with shame. I spent almost every single day at one of their houses serving them, entertaining them, and also, regularly being punished by them, often with several of the other girls from the BBQ there to watch and join in. Tori stayed relatively sweet most of the time, offering soft praise and gentle touches, while Trisha took clear delight in making my humiliation and discomfort as intense and prolonged as possible.

Grace, meanwhile, was ecstatic about the whole situation. She never said it outright, but I could tell she knew my new “friends” were far more than just casual girlfriends. The amused little smiles she gave whenever I mentioned spending another day with Tori and Trisha made my cheeks burn, she clearly enjoyed the idea of her stepson being thoroughly emasculated and degraded by two of the prettiest girls from his class, especially being that one of them was my longtime crush. She used my busy new social life as the perfect excuse to push my makeup and hairstyling skills even harder. I practiced new looks every single day, and I had definitely improved, my hands now moving with practiced ease as I blended eyeshadow, drew perfect wings, and styled my wavy brown extensions into softer, more feminine styles.

I had also grown increasingly suspicious about the pink hair and nail pills Grace made me take every morning. Lately my body felt different: softer in places, with a constant faint tingly warmth under my skin that made even light touches feel strangely electric. I also noticed a decrease in how often I woke up with morning erections, and when I did, it just didn’t feel as hard. Emotionally things felt off too, little setbacks brought tears to my eyes far too easily, and I found myself getting oddly flustered in ways I never had before. When I finally gathered the courage to tell Grace I was feeling strange and worried the pills might be causing side effects, she simply smiled and brushed it off.

“Oh sweetie, that’s just your body and mind getting used to being Jennifer,” she said cheerfully. “All those new feminine feelings are proof the punishment is working perfectly.”

I wanted to argue, but the calm finality in her voice told me there was no point. Instead, I swallowed the pills like always, cheeks burning as another defeat washed over me.

The cool air from the air conditioning kissed my bare skin the moment I stepped into Tori’s kitchen, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs. The skimpy little fuchsia bikini the girls had made me wear today felt impossibly thin, two tiny triangles of shiny fabric clinging to my chest and a matching bottom that rode high on my hips, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. Every movement made the strings shift and tug gently against me. My nipples felt strangely tingly and sensitive under the thin material, a constant low buzz that made me hyper-aware of them. I glanced around quickly to make sure I was alone, then slipped two fingers under the bikini top and peeked down. They still looked a little swollen and puffy, the areolas slightly darker and more pronounced than I remembered. My stomach clenched with anxiety. I told myself what Grace had told me when I first pointed it out to her: that it was just from wearing the breast forms so much. In fact, she had determined that I now only had to wear the forms for ballet or other public outings that apparently required me to have boobs. I was at least grateful for that. Still, the tingly warmth wouldn’t fade, and the way the cool air made them perk up sent another unwelcome shiver through me.

I poured four tall glasses of lemonade, the ice cubes clinking softly and the tart citrus scent rising in the humid summer air. Once they were full, I carefully arranged them on the silver tray, my hands trembling just enough to make the liquid ripple. Balancing the tray took concentration as my 3-inch heels clicked and clacked sharply against the tiled floor and then the concrete patio, sashaying my way outside, hips swaying automatically from weeks of relentless training. The sun warmed my exposed skin in contrast to the chilly kitchen, but the breeze kept teasing the edges of the bikini, brushing across my smooth thighs and exposed back.

Out in the backyard, the four of them looked like something out of a fantasy I no longer had any right to have. Tori lounged gracefully in a baby-blue string bikini that hugged her full, curvaceous figure perfectly, her blonde waves spilling over one shoulder, golden skin glowing under the sun, large breasts straining gently against the thin fabric. Trisha lay beside her in a bold red bikini, her toned, athletic body on full display, brunette ponytail swinging as she adjusted her sunglasses, her long legs stretched out endlessly. Sophia, with her sleek black hair and sultry dark eyes, wore a black halter bikini that accentuated her hourglass shape and generous cleavage, while Madison, a stunning redhead with soft freckles across her face, filled out a emerald-green bikini that made her pale, voluptuous body look even more mouth-watering. All four of them were breathtaking: womanly, confident, effortlessly hot in ways that made me ache with a pathetic longing. And there I was, mincing toward them in a slutty pink bikini and heels, serving them like their personal maid.

I approached with the tray held carefully in front of me, trying to keep my steps small and feminine. “Your lemonades, Mistresses,” I said in my soft, naturally girly voice, the words coming out brighter and cheerier than I felt.

Tori smiled warmly. “Thank you, Jenny!”

Madison took hers with a casual, “Thanks, girl,” her green eyes flicking over me appreciatively.

Sophia said nothing, simply reaching out and plucking her glass from the tray with manicured fingers, her expression cool and amused behind her sunglasses.

Trisha barely glanced at me. “Put it on the table, bitch.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I murmured obediently, setting the last glass down on the small side table with a soft clink.

Sophia tilted her head, studying me. “So how do we look, sissy?”

I swallowed, eyes darting across their beautiful bodies again, the way the sunlight highlighted every curve, every smooth line of thigh and waist and breast. My answer came out timid and honest. “You all look beautiful, Miss Sophia.”

She giggled, a light, musical sound. “Thank you, Jenny. You look very pretty yourself. That bikini really works for you.”

Heat flooded my face instantly, a deep, burning blush that spread down my neck and across my chest. “Th-thanks,” I managed, voice barely above a whisper, the embarrassment making my fingers tighten around the now-empty tray.

Madison leaned forward slightly, her red hair catching the light. “It really does. You actually have a really feminine figure, Jennifer. You should be proud of it.”

Tori giggled at the comment, her blue eyes sparkling. “She does, right? Jenny, turn around for us. Show Madison and Sophia that bubble butt.”

My heart hammered. “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, obediently pivoting on my heels. The click-clack sounded impossibly loud as I turned slowly, feeling the tiny bikini bottom ride up slightly with the movement, the sun warm on my exposed ass cheeks.

Madison and Sophia both let out soft “ooh” and “ahh” sounds, clearly entertained. Tori reached out and gave my butt a playful smack, the subtle sting blooming across my skin and making me flinch.

Then Trisha’s voice cut through from behind me, both amused and commanding. “Give us a show, sissy. Bend over and shake it for us.”

The girls all burst into giggles. My face burned hotter than the summer sun as I slowly arched my back, placed my hands on my knees, and bent forward. The position felt horribly vulnerable, the bikini strings pulling tight, my ass pushed out toward them, the heels forcing me to balance precariously. I started shaking it slowly, the humiliating motion making the fabric shift and my cheeks jiggle in a way that felt like should only happen for a girl’s body. I felt small, ridiculous, completely pathetic, once a boy who dreamed of dating girls like these, now reduced to shaking my ass for their amusement in a skimpy pink bikini.

They cheered and whooped, their laughter ringing out. They began smacking my ass, some light and teasing, others harder, the sharp slaps echoing and leaving warm, tingling handprints. I kept shaking, slower now, shame burning inside me as I hoped to slowly stop. Tori’s sweet but firm voice cut in: “No one said stop, princess.”

I whimpered softly and continued, deeper into the degrading display, hips rolling as they laughed and smacked. Then I felt their fingers slipping something into the waistband of my bikini bottom, dollar bills, crisp and irritating, tucked against my skin like I was some cheap stripper. The degradation was overwhelming, my eyes stinging as I kept shaking for them, the bills rustling with every humiliating movement.

By the time Trisha finally said, “You can stop now, sissy,” I was trembling. I straightened up and turned to face them, my cheeks blazing, the blush so intense it felt like my whole face and chest were on fire. The girls were all cracking up, still cheering and giggling among themselves.

Madison teased, her voice playful, “Would you like it if we shook our asses for you now, Jenny?”

Sophia immediately shot back, “No way,” laughing.

I dropped my gaze to the ground, unable to meet any of their eyes. Trisha started cracking up loudly with Madison while Tori offered me a soft, almost sympathetic smile. “Sorry, princess.”

Madison checked her watch. “We should leave soon, Tori. The store’s closing soon.”

Tori nodded. “Oh, good call, you’re right.” She turned her bright eyes on me. “Alright, little miss, go change back into your underwear and dress. We’re leaving soon.”

Nervous and caught off guard, I asked gingerly, “Um, Mistress Tori… where are we going?”

Trisha’s eyebrow shot up instantly, her voice sharp. “Um, I know you’re not questioning your Mistress, right, sissy?”

Intimidated, heart racing, I quickly backpedaled. “No, Mistress Trisha. Sorry, Mistress Tori.”

Tori gave me a forgiving little smile. Madison added emphatically, “Go change, Jenny. We need to go soon.”

“Yes, Miss Madison,” I said, voice small, and scampered back toward the backdoor as fast as my 3-inch heels would allow, the click-clacking loud and frantic, the tucked dollar bills still rustling humiliatingly against my skin with every hurried, mincing step.

I sat nervously in the back seat of the car, squeezed between Madison and Sophia, the soft fabric of the blue dress Grace had picked out that morning brushing against my smooth thighs with every little shift. The dress was light and flirty, with a square neckline that framed my chest and delicate ruffled straps resting on my shoulders. Its patterned blue material hugged my waist before flaring out into a short, tiered ruffled skirt that barely reached mid-thigh, the hem swaying and tickling my skin whenever the car turned. I kept my legs pressed tightly together, the same white 3-inch heels from earlier still on my feet, making my calves ache slightly from the constant arch. In my lap I clutched a small quilted white purse, my manicured fingers nervously tracing its stitched pattern as girly pop music blasted from the speakers, high-pitched vocals and bouncy beats that only made the whole situation feel more surreal and humiliating.

The air conditioning hummed cool against my bare legs and arms while the scent of the girls’ perfumes filled the car and mixed with my own light vanilla body spray. Madison’s curvy thigh pressed warmly against mine on one side, Sophia’s on the other, their bodies relaxed and confident in the tight space. I felt tiny and exposed between them, the short dress doing nothing to hide how feminine and delicate my own legs looked now.

As we pulled into the parking lot, my stomach dropped. Neon pink lights glowed brightly against the building, spelling out “Power Trip” in flashy script. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest as I demurely followed the girls out of the car, my heels clicking softly on the pavement. The dress’s ruffled skirt fluttered around my legs in the warm evening breeze, and I kept my eyes down, one hand lightly holding the hem to keep it from riding up too much. I wondered what kind of store this was, but deep down, I already knew the answer.

The moment we stepped inside, the cool, slightly perfumed air hit me, carrying hints of leather and something sweeter. All color drained from my face as I looked around. Walls and mannequins were packed with the most revealing, slutty costumes: tiny French maid outfits, sheer babydolls, fishnet everything, alongside racks of lingerie in every color and style, and shelves upon shelves of sex toys. Dildos, vibrators, plugs, and things I didn’t even have names for stood on display like ordinary merchandise. My heart hammered and my stomach knotted, a cold shiver running up my spine as I froze just inside the doorway, the quilted purse suddenly feeling heavy in my grip.

The girls all cracked up at my reaction, their laughter echoing through the store.

Trisha wasted no time. She grabbed a big, thick black dildo from a nearby shelf and shoved it right in my face, the realistic veins and heavy weight inches from my nose. “Don’t act like you’re not excited for your first dildo, sissy,” she said with a wicked grin, her voice loud enough for everyone to hear.

The sudden intrusion, the sheer size and obscene shape so close to my glossy lips, overwhelmed me. My eyes watered instantly, a tight lump forming in my throat as I felt myself starting to choke up, my emotions crashing down so hard and fast that tears threatened to spill. I blinked rapidly, trying desperately to hold them back.

Trisha rolled her eyes dramatically. “Oh my God, relax Jenny, it’s a joke. You’re so fucking sensitive lately. You’re such a little girl.”

I blinked harder, swallowing the urge to cry, my voice coming out soft and shaky. “Sorry, Mistress.”

Just then, a goth-looking woman with sleek dark hair, heavy eyeliner, and a silver nose piercing approached us, her black outfit hugging her tall, busty figure. “Hey guys, I’m Rose. Are you looking for anything in particular or just browsing?”

Trisha immediately grabbed my arm and pulled me forward excitedly. “Hi, we’re actually looking for a sexy maid uniform for our sissy here.”

My eyes went wide with panic as Rose looked me over from head to toe, her gaze lingering on the short blue dress and then my made-up face. She smirked. “Wow, you girls have really done a number on her. I wouldn’t have known she wasn’t a girl.”

Tori stepped forward happily, sliding her arm around my waist and pulling me closer so my hip pressed against her soft, perfect body. “That’s the idea, but we can’t take all the credit. Her stepmom decided to punish her by making her spend the summer like this. We’ve just been having fun with it.”

Trisha added with a laugh, “Yeah, her mommy enrolled her in my ballet class, and I recognized her almost immediately. She didn’t have such pretty hair at the time so she was much easier to recognize.” She grabbed a strand of my wavy brown extensions, letting it slip through her fingers.

Rose chuckled, the sound low and amused. “She makes her stepson do ballet? That’s brutal.”

“It is,” I mumbled quietly, unable to stop myself.

Rose snapped instantly, her tone sharp. “Quiet, bitch. Sissies should speak when spoken to.”

I hung my head submissively, staring at the floor, the ruffled hem of my blue dress brushing my thighs as I realized that her comment was more indicative of how pathetic she thought I was than how sympathetic she was to me. The girls all giggled at my obedience.

Sophia beamed. “Oh my God, I love you, Rose.”

Rose smiled, clearly pleased. “Follow me, girls. We’ll get her fitted for a few maid outfits and I’ll show you a few other things you may want for your sissy if you’re interested.”

Tori said brightly, “Oh, we’re definitely interested,” as she looped her arm through mine, pulling me forward. The four of them guided me deeper into the store, past rows of delicate lingerie in satin and lace, and displays of intimidating sex toys that made my stomach knot with dread. My heels clicked softly on the floor with every reluctant step, the short dress swaying around my legs, while my heart raced and my cheeks stayed flushed with burning shame.

Rose stopped near a large three-way mirror surrounded by racks of frilly garments and turned to Trisha. “Do you know her dress size?”

“Six,” Trisha answered without hesitation.

Rose chuckled, a low, throaty sound. “Petite. I’ll be right back with some options in a six. In the meantime, you can have her strip down to her bra and panties.”

I stood frozen in place, heart pounding as Rose disappeared into the back room, the click of her boots fading. Trisha turned to me with an impatient glare. “Well? What are you waiting for?”

I stammered, my voice small and shaky, “Um… I thought there’d be a dressing room… Can’t we just buy it without me trying it on? You know my size.”

Trisha’s expression darkened, anger flashing across her pretty face. “Bra and panties now! You’re pissing me off today, Jennifer.”

Heat flooded my cheeks as I quickly reached behind me and untied the bow on the back of the blue dress, murmuring, “Sorry, Mistress,” while the fabric slid down my body. The ruffled skirt pooled around my ankles with a soft rustle. I stepped out of it carefully, now standing in nothing but the lacy pink bra and matching panties Grace had laid out for me that morning. The delicate lace felt thin and revealing against my skin, the cool air brushing directly over my chest and the curve of my ass. I crossed my arms over my chest instinctively, hoping desperately that no other customers would wander back here.

Sophia tutted softly. “What a bad girl. Better fix that attitude, sissy.”

When Rose returned, she carried several garments draped over one arm. She looked me up and down in my underwear and smirked slyly. “You know, you should really get her breast forms while she’s here to help her fill out her bras.”

Tori answered cheerfully, “Oh, she already has them. She’s just taking a little break from wearing them since her nipples are a bit puffy and inflamed from these hair and nail supplements she’s been taking.”

Rose’s smirk deepened. “Got it.” She handed Tori a very slutty satin French maid dress. The dress was made of shiny black satin that looked slick and glossy under the store lights, with a dangerously low sweetheart neckline trimmed in crisp white lace, a tiny cinched waist, and an extremely short, poofy skirt made of layers of black and white ruffled petticoats that would barely cover the bottom of my panties. Delicate white lace accents ran along the hem, the puffed short sleeves, and the apron front, which tied with a big satin bow in the back. It screamed pure sex appeal, designed to look both ridiculously feminine and completely slutty at the same time.

Tori passed the dress to me. I took it wordlessly, the cool, slippery satin sliding through my fingers as I stepped into it. The material hugged my waist tightly once I pulled it up, the petticoats fluffing out the skirt so it stood away from my body, the short hem teasing the bottom curve of my ass. Tori stepped behind me to tie the white satin apron bow, her fingers brushing my lower back. She then fastened a lacy black choker around my neck, the delicate fabric snug against my throat, before placing the little satin white maid cap in my wavy brown hair and securing it with pins. The cap sat perched cutely on my head, its tiny lace edges tickling my forehead.

She helped me with the sheer black stockings next, since my long pink nails were a struggle on the delicate mesh. The stockings were silky and thin, gliding up my legs with a smooth, sensual whisper against my skin, the lace tops gripping snugly around my upper thighs.

Madison commented casually, “I can’t imagine wearing stockings in the summer.”

Trisha mocked back with a grin, “Well, you’re not a slave.”

Once the stockings were on, I slipped my white heels back on, the added height forcing my posture straighter. I stood at attention, the full outfit rustling softly with every tiny movement, the petticoats brushing my thighs, the choker squeezing lightly at my neck, the satin cool and shiny against my body.

Rose nodded approvingly. “It’ll work better with black heels.”

Trisha glanced at me. “Oh, she has plenty, right sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress Trisha,” I answered quietly.

They turned me to face the large three-way mirror. The reflection hit me like a punch to the gut. The black satin maid dress gleamed under the lights, the low neckline pushing up my chest and making it look fuller, while the impossibly short, poofy skirt flared out dramatically, barely covering the lace tops of the sheer black stockings. My wavy brown hair framed my made-up face, the little white maid cap perched innocently on top, and the lacy black choker made my neck look slender and delicate. The white heels elongated my legs, and the whole outfit turned me into something straight out of a porno: feminine, submissive, and utterly slutty. My cheeks burned fiercely as I stared at the girl in the mirror who looked far too convincing, far too sexy, far too eager to serve her superiors.

Tori tilted her head, smiling sweetly like this was some kind of tender moment. “So, what do you think, cupcake?”

Tears pricked at my eyes again, my throat tightening as I looked at my own ridiculous, degrading reflection. “Please don’t make me wear this, Mistress Tori,” I whispered, voice cracking.

Tori’s face fell into disappointment. Trisha snapped immediately, “That’s enough, Jenny. I’ll deal with you when we get back.”

I yielded at once, lowering my head submissively. “I’m sorry, Mistress Trisha.”

Rose watched the whole exchange with clear amusement, her lips curving into a grin. “Well, now that that’s settled, I think it could be a good chance for her to try it out. Give us your best curtsy, Jenny.”

I executed the perfect curtsy Grace had drilled into me, knees bending gracefully, one foot behind the other, skirt lifted slightly with my fingertips as I dipped low, head bowed. The petticoats rustled loudly, the short skirt flaring even more obscenely as my panties were on full display.

Rose burst into shocked giggles, and the other girls quickly joined in, their laughter ringing out around me.

“I see you guys have been teaching her a lot,” Rose said, still giggling.

Trisha answered smugly, “Actually, her mommy taught her so she could curtsy to her daddy when he took her out for her birthday.”

I kept my head bowed in shame, the maid cap shifting slightly on my hair, cheeks flaming hotter than ever as I recalled that day.

Rose kept giggling. “This is amazing.” She picked up a pink version of the exact same slutty satin French maid dress. “Do you guys have any interest in buying her a second one in pink? If she’s gonna be serving you regularly, it can’t hurt.”

Tori replied brightly, “Actually, I think we’ll take two of each… She’ll be serving us a lot.”

“Excellent,” Rose said.

Madison interjected giddily, “So um, you mentioned other things sissies needed… like what?”

Rose smirked directly at me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, you know the basics: a chastity cage to stop her from getting hard, butt plugs for training her pussy, maybe a few dildos to hone her skills with men, and of course some stuff for discipline and control…maybe a paddle, a collar and a leash.”

My heart pounded and my ears rang as I stood horrified at what I had just heard. A single tear escaped and rolled down my cheek before I could stop it. I quickly wiped it away with the back of my hand, trying not to make Trisha any angrier.

Trisha smirked at my reaction. “Oh, we’ll definitely need all of that.”

“Great,” Rose said. “I’ll get her fitted for a cage and then we’ll look through the rest of the stuff.”

Tori leaned in close, her soft blonde hair brushing my cheek, and whispered sweetly in my ear, her warm breath tickling my skin, “Don’t worry, we’re not actually gonna put anything in your pussy… yet.”

I was grateful for the relief her comment brought, even as terror flooded in at the thought that they would eventually be training my “pussy,” and that they considered it a pussy to begin with. My body stayed tense in the shiny black satin maid dress, the petticoats rustling softly as I stood there, completely at their mercy.

A moment later Rose returned carrying three small pink chastity cages and a yellow measuring tape. The plastic cages looked tiny and humiliatingly girly under the store lights, their smooth surfaces catching the overhead glow. She approached me casually, the faint click of her boots on the floor making my stomach clench as if I were anticipating being hit.

“Lift your skirt, bitch.”

I quickly obeyed, fingers trembling while I gathered the short, poofy black satin skirt and its layers of white ruffled petticoats, lifting them high enough to expose the lacy pink panties underneath. The cool store air brushed directly against my most private area, raising fresh goosebumps along my thighs and making the sheer black stockings feel even thinner. I stood there holding the ridiculous maid outfit up like a curtain, completely exposed in front of all of them.

Rose squatted down smoothly in front of me, her dark hair falling over one shoulder. Without warning she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties and yanked them down to my knees in one quick motion. Not even a second later, she grabbed the edge of the tape and peeled it off in another fluid motion. The sudden pain made me gasp sharply, the cool air hitting my compressed penis directly. All four girls leaned in closer, watching intently, their pretty faces lit with amusement: Tori’s soft blonde waves framing her sparkling eyes, Trisha’s brunette ponytail swinging as she smirked, Sophia’s sultry dark gaze fixed downward, and Madison’s red hair catching the light as she grinned. Madison and Sophia had never seen my penis before, and I could tell from the looks on their faces that they were not impressed.

Rose wasted no time. She pulled the measuring tape and pressed it against me, the plastic edge cold and impersonal. I gasped again at the contact, the sound drawing giggles from the girls. She took her time, pinching my penis between her thumb and pointer finger to hold it steady against the tape. Her grip was firm and clinical, the pressure sending unwanted tingles through me despite everything. When she finished, she looked up at me with a mocking glare, her silver nose piercing glinting.

“Two inches. She’s definitely a small.”

She pinched harder between her two fingers, the sharp squeeze making me squeal in pain, my hips twitching involuntarily. The girls all giggled louder, their laughter wrapping around me like a physical weight.

Rose released the pinch and picked up the smallest pink cage. She squatted back down, sliding the ring behind my balls first, the cool plastic pressing snugly against sensitive skin, then fitting the cage portion over my flaccid penis. The click of the tiny lock echoed loudly in my ears as it snapped shut. The device felt tight and unyielding, the smooth pink plastic encasing me completely, trapping everything in a small, humiliating shell.

Rose smiled up at me with exaggerated sweetness in her voice, like she was talking to a baby. “Say bye bye penis.”

The girls cracked up instantly, their excited laughter filling the back of the store. Warm tears slipped down my cheeks as I stood there still holding my skirt high, the petticoats rustling softly, the lace choker tight around my throat, and the new cage locked firmly in place. The feeling of degradation was too overwhelming: the cool air on my exposed skin, the intensity of their stares, the tiny, locked device that made me feel smaller and more helpless than ever.

Rose stood up, brushing her hands together. “Wanna try it out?”

Tori tilted her head curiously. “What do you mean?”

Rose smirked. “Try to get her hard.”

The girls all giggled again. Sophia nudged Tori playfully. “You got this, Tori. She’s literally obsessed with you.”

Tori walked over to me with slow, seductive steps, her curvy hips swaying in her tight shorts, her full breasts pressing against her top. She looked deeply into my eyes, her blonde hair brushing my shoulder as she reached down and wrapped her warm hand around the pink cage. She started jerking it gently over the hard plastic, her fingers stroking with deliberate rhythm.

“Do you want me, Jenny?” she asked, her voice low and breathy.

Arousal hit me instantly despite the cage, my body straining hard against the unyielding plastic. The pressure built painfully, the tight confines refusing to let me grow. My voice came out shaky and breathy. “Yes, Mistress Tori.”

She giggled softly and kept stroking, leaning in closer so her warm breath tickled my ear. Then she let out a seductive little moan. “Then get hard for me, Jenny. Show me how much you want me.”

The strain grew into a sharp, aching pressure that bordered on pain as my body fought uselessly against the cage. No matter how beautiful she was, how seductive she sounded, or how desperately I responded inside, nothing happened. A sense of horror and distress grew inside me as I realized that I really couldn’t get hard anymore. A broken whimper escaped my lips. “I can’t, Mistress…”

The girls squealed with excitement, their laughter bright and delighted. Tori smiled, still holding the cage gently. “That’s okay, Jennifer. I liked us better as girlfriends anyway.” She turned to Rose, still smiling. “We’ll definitely take it.”

Rose laughed. “I figured. It comes with two keys, but you can make more copies if you want.”

Trisha shrugged casually. “Two is fine. She won’t be getting out much.” She looked at me sharply. “Pick up your panties and drop your skirt, sissy. We have more stuff to buy and no one wants to see your pathetic little clit.”

I quickly pulled the lacy pink panties back up, the fabric now sliding over the hard plastic cage with an odd, restrictive feel. I let the maid skirt fall back into place, the petticoats fluffing out with a soft rustle, but the constant awareness of the locked cage pressing against me left me deeply disturbed.

Rose led us a short distance to a display of butt plugs. She picked up a pack of five, each one slightly larger than the last, all with a sparkling pink gem at the flared base. “These all come with a remote too. They vibrate on different settings.”

Trisha nodded. “That’ll be perfect.”

I cringed at the thought of any of them inside me, the smooth silicone shapes gleaming under the lights.

Next Rose showed them a selection of pink leashes and collars. The girls discussed quietly before settling on three thin pink collars: one that spelled “sissy” in sparkling pink fake jewels, one that said “bitch,” and one that said “slut.”

Madison asked eagerly, “Can she try one on now?”

“Of course,” Rose replied.

Trisha chose the “bitch” collar and fastened it around my neck right over the lacy black choker, the thin pink band snug against my skin. She clipped the matching pink leash to the D-ring, the metal click loud in my ears. She gave it a few practice tugs, leading me in small circles. The gentle pull on my neck forced me to follow obediently, stumbling in my heels, petticoats swishing, the cage shifting uncomfortably with every step. I couldn’t believe this was my life now, but I bit my lip hard and did my best not to let more tears fall.

Sophia clapped her hands. “I think we’re ready for dildos.”

Rose smirked. “Perfect.”

Trisha kept hold of the leash and tugged me along as we followed Rose to a whole wall covered in dozens of dildos of every size, shape, and color. The realistic ones looked veined and heavy; others were brightly colored with suction bases.

Rose turned to the group. “So, what were you thinking?”

Madison got a mischievous grin and whispered something into Tori’s ear. Tori giggled. “That’s a great idea.” She looked at me sweetly. “Jenny, I want you to pick out your first dildo and a vibrator, okay?”

Trisha laughed. “Oh my God, that’s perfect. And you better pick big ones too, or I promise we’ll get you the biggest ones in the store.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, voice barely audible.

I began looking through the selection, my pink-nailed fingers trembling as they brushed over the smooth, realistic shafts, completely emasculated. The girls laughed softly at my obvious discomfort. I finally chose a big Caucasian one about eight inches long with thick girth and realistic balls at the base, along with a simple pink vibrator. The weight of the dildo felt heavy and obscene in my hand as I held it up, my long nails wrapping around the shaft.

“These are okay, I guess,” I mumbled ashamedly, barely able to meet anyone’s eyes.

Tori smiled warmly. “Good girl. Those are perfect for you.”

Trisha smirked. “Yes, perfect for you, sissy. Why don’t you tell me why you chose this dildo? And you better make it good.”

Sophia excitedly pulled out her phone and started recording. “Wait… Hold it up for the camera.”

Trembling, I gingerly lifted the big white dildo, my hand shaking as I held it in front of me the way a boy who didn’t wear panties might hold up a trophy fish for a picture. My voice came out shaky and timid. “Um… I chose this dildo because it’s really nice. I like the size and… the girth.” The girls immediately started giggling. “It’s really realistic, like a real penis, and um… even has balls. I think it’s a good choice.”

The girls cracked up louder, their laughter ringing in my ears.

Trisha wiped a tear of amusement from her eye. “Why don’t you kiss it then, if you like it so much.”

I looked desperately at Tori. She nodded gently. “Just a little kiss, Jenny.”

Shaking, I slowly raised the dildo to my glossy lips and pressed a timid little kiss to the realistic tip. The smooth silicone felt cool and firm against my mouth, the act sending another little shiver of embarrassment through me. I felt utterly pathetic.

The girls all cheered excitedly, clapping and laughing.

Trisha turned to Rose. “We’ll take it all.”

“Excellent,” Rose said.

Madison asked brightly, “Can she wear it all out?”

Rose smiled at me. “Of course she can.”

My heart started racing at the thought of stepping outside like this, dressed in the slutty black satin maid outfit, collar and leash attached, cage locked underneath. Trisha noticed my panicked expression and handed the pink leash to Tori with a cruel smile. “Why don’t you girls take Jenny outside to wait for me while I pay for everything and get her dress and purse?”

Madison and Sophia giggled excitedly. Tori tugged gently on the leash and softly said, “Come on, Jenny. Say thank you to Rose.”

“Thank you, Miss Rose,” I managed, my voice small and heavy with defeat.

Rose smirked. “You’re very welcome, sissy.”

Tori led me toward the exit on the leash, Madison and Sophia flanking me on either side, their womanly bodies brushing close as we walked. The petticoats rustled loudly with every step, the leash pulling lightly at my neck, the cage a constant tight reminder between my legs, and the heavy weight of the chosen dildo still fresh in my mind as we stepped out into the warm evening air.

The moment Tori pushed open the door and led me outside on the pink leash, I began to panic about being seen like this. The warm evening air wrapped around my bare legs and the short, poofy skirt of the black satin maid dress, making the layers of white petticoats rustle loudly with every shaky step. The lacy black choker and the thin pink “bitch” collar felt tight around my neck, the metal clip of the leash tugging gently but insistently as Tori walked ahead. My heels clicked sharply on the pavement, the sheer black stockings whispering against my thighs, while the locked pink chastity cage sat snug and unyielding between my legs, a constant, humiliating reminder of how completely trapped I was.

I tried desperately to hide behind the girls, shrinking back and pressing my body close to Tori’s side, but she kept tugging the leash, forcing me closer to the edge of the street. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat. Every passing car felt like a spotlight. I kept one hand frantically pressed to the front of the ridiculously short skirt, trying to hold the petticoats down, but the breeze from the first car that drove by lifted the whole thing anyway. The cool rush of air hit my ass and the cage directly as the skirt flew up, exposing the lacy pink panties to the dozens of cars that followed it. Some guy in the passenger seat of one of the cars let out a loud whistle, his eyes wide as he stared. The girls all burst out laughing, their bright, mocking giggles ringing in my ears while I scrambled to push the skirt back down, cheeks burning hotter than the evening sun.

A few minutes later Trisha emerged from the store carrying a big shopping bag with the neon “Power Trip” logo printed boldly on the side, mentioning ominously that she had decided to buy a paddle too as we all piled back into the car. I sat squeezed once again between Madison and Sophia in the back seat, the maid outfit’s petticoats bunching up awkwardly beneath me, the cage pressing uncomfortably against the seat with every small movement. Girly pop music played again, the bouncy beats filling the car, but the atmosphere felt heavier now. I could tell Trisha was angry, her shoulders were tense in the driver’s seat, her gaze finding mine aggressively through the rearview mirror. I sat there nervously, the leash still clipped to my collar, the pink “bitch” lettering sparkling faintly under the passing streetlights, my stomach already filling up with dread as I anticipated what was coming when we got back to Tori’s house.

When we finally arrived, Tori led me out of the car on the leash, the metal tugging at my neck as I minced behind her in the heels. The house was empty as usual, no parents home, which of course made everything feel even more private and dangerous. They walked me straight into the living room, the satin dress rustling with every step.

Trisha’s voice was sharp. “Alright, Jennifer. Since you wanted to act like a dramatic little bitch all day, you’re being punished. Get on the couch.”

“But Mistress…” I started.

She cut me off aggressively, snatching the leash from Tori’s hand and yanking me forward. The sudden pull made the collar dig into my neck as she dragged me over to the couch and pulled me down across her lap. My body landed awkwardly, the poofy petticoats flipping up easily as she tossed the skirt out of the way, exposing my panty-covered ass completely.

The first smack landed with a loud crack, her palm stinging sharply against my bare skin. My legs kicked up uselessly behind me, heels flailing daintily in the air, but I couldn’t really move, Trisha kept firm hold of the leash with her other hand, keeping my head and upper body pinned down. Each slap burned hotter than the last, the sound echoing through the room along with my gasps and whimpers.

“You wanna act like a bitch, you’re gonna get treated like a bitch,” she growled, spanking me harder and faster.

The pain built quickly, my ass growing hot and throbbing under her hand. Tears started spilling down my cheeks as I squirmed and cried, promising through broken sobs, “I’ll be a good girl… I promise, Mistress Trisha… please…”

Eventually she stopped, her hand resting on my burning skin. “So, you’re gonna be a good girl?”

“Yes, Mistress Trisha,” I promised frantically through the tears, my voice shaky.

“Good. But not enough. Your attitude embarrassed all four of us today. I think it’s only fair everyone gets their chance to spank you.” She paused. “Tori, you wanna go?”

“Yes,” Tori said softly. She slid onto the couch and gently tugged the leash until I was lying across her lap, still crying. Her hand rubbed my sore, reddened ass softly, the touch soothing yet humiliating at the same time. “You know why we have to do this, right, Jennifer?”

“Yes, Mistress Tori,” I whimpered.

“Okay, good girl.” She began spanking me slower and more rhythmically than Trisha, less aggressive, but every smack still stung badly against my already burning skin. I sobbed and squealed with each one, my body jerking over her lap, the petticoats rustling wildly.

Next, I was pulled onto Madison’s lap. She was the gentlest of the four, her spanks lighter and fewer, but even her softer slaps hurt against my tender ass. I kept crying quietly the whole time, tears soaking into the couch cushion.

Lastly, Sophia yanked me onto her lap. She taunted me mockingly the entire time. “Look at this little pussy’s ass,” she laughed, while spanking me super hard and maliciously, her hand coming down with sharp, deliberate force. By the end I was a sobbing, shaking mess, speaking in broken, tear-choked words. “I’m so sorry… I’ll be such a good sissy… I promise… please…please…”

Sophia and Trisha finally stood up and walked into the kitchen to make themselves some food, their laughter drifting back. Madison and Tori stayed on the couch with me. They stroked my wavy brown hair gently, their fingers soft and comforting, while rubbing my burning, throbbing ass with light, soothing touches as I continued to cry into the couch. They cuddled close, their warm, feminine bodies pressing against mine as they shushed me sweetly. “It’s over, Jennifer… you’re alright… you’re okay now.”

Trisha walked back in a few minutes later with Sophia, both holding drinks. “You’re done for the day, sissy. Come back tomorrow with a better attitude.”

I answered shakily, voice still thick with tears, “Okay, Mistress Trisha… I’ll call my mommy.”

Tori giggled sweetly. “Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll take you home. Let’s go fix your makeup and get you changed and then we’ll head out.”

“Okay, Mistress Tori,” I squeaked out.

She took hold of the pink leash again and led me gently up the stairs. The collar tugged lightly at my neck with every step, the maid dress rustling, my sore ass stinging with every movement. As we reached the top, a terrifying thought crossed my mind. “Um, Mistress Tori?”

She looked back affectionately. “Yes, princess?”

I swallowed. “Um… how will I hide the bulge from my cage at ballet? Won’t the other girls notice?”

As we stepped into her room, she giggled softly. “Yeah, I guess they will… Don’t worry about it though. Trisha or I will take you from now on. We’ll unlock you in the car and then lock you back up after. How does that sound, girly?”

“Good, Mistress,” I whispered.

She smiled warmly at me, her pretty face soft and affectionate as she looked down at my own tear-streaked, makeup-smudged face. The leash still rested lightly in her hand, a constant, humiliating display of the power dynamic between us.

A few days later I sat on the living room couch in my light pink leotard with matching tights and a matching pink wrap skirt, the soft, stretchy fabric hugging my body closely and making every small movement feel impossibly delicate. The leotard’s high-cut legs left my plump as on display, while the sheer wrap skirt tied loosely around my waist and fluttered with the slightest shift of my hips. My wavy brown extensions had been pulled back into a tight, neat bun, secured with bobby pins that tugged gently at my scalp. The faint scent of my vanilla body spray still lingered on my skin from the thorough shower and lotion routine Grace had mandated every morning.

When I heard the car honk outside, I grabbed my small purse from the coffee table and stood up quickly, the wrap skirt swishing around my legs. I called loudly toward the kitchen, “Trisha’s here, Mommy! I’ll see you later!”

Grace’s cheerful voice floated back. “Have fun, princess!”

Kyle’s mocking tone followed right after. “Yeah, have fun at ballet, princess!”

Shame prickled hot across my cheeks as I walked toward the front door. I could hear Grace in the kitchen starting to scold him in that half-serious way she always did. “Kyle, be nice to your stepsister, you know girls are more sensitive.” Of course that did nothing to make me feel better, though I did wish he would stop making fun of me every chance he got, even though I couldn’t really blame him, I stepped outside into the warm afternoon sun, the pink leotard, tights, and wrap skirt feeling far too revealing under the open sky.

My neighbor was sitting on his front steps a few houses down, phone pressed to his ear, eyes casually scanning the street. The moment his gaze landed in my direction I froze for half a second, heart racing. I gave a coy little wave and hurried toward Trisha’s car as fast as my ballet flats would allow, the wrap skirt fluttering and the tight bun bouncing slightly with each anxious step. I prayed he wouldn’t recognize me as I yanked open the passenger door and slid inside, pulling it shut quickly behind me.

Trisha was already waiting, key in hand, her pretty face relaxed behind her sunglasses. “Alright, sissy. Skirt up, tights and panties down. Be quick about it.”

My stomach twisted with nerves. We were still right in front of my house, in broad daylight. But my ass was still sore and tender from the spanking the other day, and I didn’t dare risk getting on Trisha’s bad side again. With shaking hands, I flipped up the wrap skirt and tugged the pink tights and panties down just enough, the cool air from the car’s AC hitting my exposed skin and making me shiver.

Trisha leaned over, unlocked the pink chastity cage with a small click, and pulled it off, dropping it into the center console with a plastic clatter. “I said be quick, Jennifer. Tuck your little clit already, I don’t want to be late.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, reaching into my purse for the tucking tape. My fingers fumbled with the sticky strips as I quickly tucked myself as flat as possible, the tape pulling tight and smooth against my skin. The moment I finished, Trisha started driving, the car pulling smoothly away from the curb. I hurriedly pulled my tights and panties back up, smoothing the wrap skirt down over my lap while the familiar tightness of the tucked position reminded me exactly how feminine I was forced to look and move.

During ballet class I actually found myself having fun. The studio was bright and airy, filled with the soft scent of rosin and the quiet rustle of leotards. The movements: pliés, tendus, and arabesques, emphasized grace and femininity with every pointed toe and lifted arm, but they also demanded real athleticism and control. My body had grown more disciplined and more flexible from the daily training, and as of late I had begun to kind of enjoy my ballet classes as they actually offered some athletic outlet. When the instructor came over during center work, she placed a gentle hand on my waist and smiled. “Jennifer, you’re improving so quickly. Beautiful lines, keep that posture and extension.”

A strange little spark of pride flickered in my chest as I nodded and whispered, “Thank you.” For a few minutes, lost in the music and the flow of the routine, I almost forgot about my life: the cage waiting in Trisha’s car, the makeup on my face, and the suspicious pink pills I swallowed every morning.

That feeling deflated the second class ended. I followed Trisha back to her car in silence, the wrap skirt swishing around my legs, my bun starting to loosen slightly from sweat. In the parking lot she made me climb into the passenger seat again. With the tinted windows shielding us, she quickly undressed me, removed the tucking tape, and locked the pink cage back on with a decisive click. The plastic felt snug and restrictive once more, a cold reminder that snapped me right back into my reality. My heart raced the whole time, terrified one of the other ballerinas might walk by and glance into the car, but thankfully the windows were dark enough and no one passed.

As Trisha began driving, she glanced over at me. “You’re coming over for a bit, Jenny. I have some stuff I need you to do.”

“Yes, Mistress Trisha,” I answered softly, then hesitated. “Um… will Mistress Tori be there?”

She smirked, her pouty lips curving with amusement. “Nope. Just me and you, girlfriend.” Her tone turned confrontational. “Is there a problem?”

“Of course not, Mistress,” I said quickly, nerves fluttering in my stomach. “I was just asking.”

Trisha chuckled quietly to herself, the sound low and knowing, as she kept driving toward her house. I sat there in my pretty pink leotard and wrap skirt, the cage once again locked tightly between my legs, already dreading whatever stuff she had planned for me alone.

A few minutes later Trisha pulled into her driveway and led me inside. The moment the door shut behind us, she turned and gave her orders in a casual but firm tone.

“Quickly take a shower, then change into the uniform I left on my bed. Touch up your makeup too. I left some underwear and shoes for you as well.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said softly, then scampered upstairs as fast as my ballet flats allowed, the wrap skirt fluttering around my thighs.

In the bathroom I turned on the shower, the rush of warm water filling the small space with steam and the familiar floral scent of Trisha’s body wash. I placed my purse on the counter and began stripping off the ballet uniform piece by piece: first the white ballet shoes, then the wrap skirt, the pink tights, the leotard, and finally the panties. Each layer peeled away left me feeling more exposed. I took the adhesive remover from my purse and carefully worked it under the seams of the breast forms, the cool liquid tingling against my skin. Slowly I peeled them off, the suction releasing with a soft pop, and set the heavy silicone boobs on the counter.

When I caught my reflection in the mirror, I froze, my heart sinking.

Even completely naked I looked horrifyingly feminine. My face was still prettily made up with soft pink lips, long lashes darkened with mascara, and subtle blush highlighting my cheekbones. My wavy brown hair remained pulled into that prissy little bun, a few loose strands framing my face. My long pink nails gleamed under the lights. My body was petite, smooth, and completely hairless from weeks of shaving and moisturizing, with clear feminine tan lines from the bikinis I’d been forced to wear: paler skin across my chest and hips where the fabric had covered me, darker golden tones everywhere else. Worst of all was my chest. It looked soft and puffy, the nipples bigger and more prominent than before, sitting on slight swells that almost resembled tiny breasts. The pink chastity cage only made the contrast more painful, my tiny, locked penis trapped in its girlish pink shell while the rest of me screamed girl.

The sight hit me like a punch to the gut, my throat tightening and eyes stinging. I looked away quickly, grabbed the shower cap, and pulled it over my bun before stepping into the shower. The hot water cascaded over my skin as I tried not to cry, silently vowing to talk to Grace about my chest soon. At least this will all be over soon, I told myself. But even as I thought it, a colder voice in the back of my mind whispered that Tori and Trisha might not let it end so easily at the end of the summer.

After the shower I smelled sweet and floral again, the scented soap clinging to every inch of my smooth skin. I took off the shower cap, undid the bun, and let my wavy brown hair fall freely down my back. I dried off with a soft towel, wrapped it around my chest like a girl, grabbed my purse and the breast forms, and hurried into Trisha’s room.

Her bedroom was a mess: clothes scattered across the floor, makeup scattered on the vanity, shoes kicked under the bed. At least cleaning it up would keep me busy and might not take too long I figured, hoping that was what she had in store for me. I walked over to her bed and saw the outfit she had laid out for me: the bright pink satin French maid dress from the store, its shiny material gleaming under the light. Next to it were sheer white stockings with delicate lace tops, a thin pink lace choker, the little white satin maid cap with lace trim, ultra-frilly pink panties, a very frilly pink bra with layers of ruffled lace, and a bottle of sweet perfume.

I was dreading the humiliation and possible pain of serving her alone in something so ridiculous and over-the-top, but I knew I had no choice. I dropped the towel, placed my purse and breast forms on the bed, and quickly stepped into the panties. The back had white lettering across the seat that read “Daddy’s Little Whore.” The words burned into my brain as I pulled them up, the soft, frilly fabric sliding over my cage and hugging my ass tightly. I felt pathetic, but I pulled them on quickly in case Trisha walked in while I was still naked.

Next, I pulled on the frilly pink bra. It was noticeably smaller and tighter than my usual one, but it actually fit without the breast forms, the plush cups cradling my puffy chest. My nipples tingled and stiffened against the soft lace, sending an unwelcome spark through me. I carefully rolled the sheer white stockings up my legs, the silky mesh whispering against my smooth skin, the lace tops gripping snugly around my upper thighs. My long pink nails made the process slow and delicate so I wouldn’t snag them.

Then came the dress. The cool, slippery pink satin slid over my body, the material hugging my waist tightly while the extremely short, poofy skirt, layered with multiple ruffled white petticoats, flared out dramatically, barely covering the tops of the stockings. The low sweetheart neckline accentuated my chest, the white lace trim brushing my skin, and the puffed short sleeves felt dainty on my slender shoulders. The whole outfit rustled and swished with every movement, the petticoats tickling my thighs constantly.

I fastened the pink lace choker around my neck, sprayed a light mist of the sweet, super girly perfume over my wrists and neck, the floral scent blooming strongly in the air, and slipped my feet into the pink heels she had laid out for me. They were at least five inches high, much taller than anything I’d worn before, forcing me onto my toes and making my calves and ass tighten with every careful step. I picked up the maid cap and purse and swished over to Trisha’s vanity.

Sitting down, I smoothed the very short skirt over my lap, the petticoats fluffing out noisily. When I looked in the mirror I was taken aback again. The reflection showed an very pretty, over-the-top feminine doll: wavy brown hair cascading past my shoulders, full pink lips, long lashes, and delicate features. The shiny pink satin maid dress gleamed sluttily, the tiny skirt riding high on my thighs, the white lace accents and petticoats making it look like pure fetish wear. The pink choker completed the ridiculous picture. I looked like the star of some cheap porno: sexy, submissive, and completely feminized.

I took a brush and fixed my hair into soft waves, then pinned the maid cap securely on top. I unzipped my purse and quickly touched up my blush, reapplied the glossy pink lipstick, added another coat of mascara, and dusted on some highlighter so my cheekbones caught the light. Just as I finished checking my reflection to make sure everything was perfect, Trisha walked in.

I shot up from the chair nervously, the heels making me wobble slightly. “Hi, Mistress Trisha… I think I’m ready.”

She smirked, looking me up and down slowly like I was a piece of meat. She shook her head with obvious amusement. “You are such a fucking fairy. That outfit is perfect for you, Jenny.”

I lowered my head in shame, cheeks burning. “Thank you, Mistress,” I squeaked out, hating myself for thanking her for that.

“Alright, girl. Here’s the deal. You’re gonna clean my room from top to bottom. I want my makeup and accessories organized, my desk cleared, the top of my dresser wiped down, throw out any garbage you find, um…vacuum the floor, the vacuum’s in the hallway, and put all the clothes that are out in the laundry basket. Then come down and do my laundry. You know how to do women’s laundry, right?”

“Yes, Mistress… um, I think so. Separate whites, pastels, and dark colors. Separate delicates. Wash everything on cold and air-dry all the delicates and some of the other stuff…depending on the material.”

Trisha smiled, looking genuinely impressed. “Wow, I’m impressed, sissy.”

A quick, pathetic little spark of pride flickered in my chest before shame rushed in to replace it when I realized how sad it was that I felt proud of knowing how to wash girls’ clothes properly.

“Alright, get started,” she said as she turned to exit her room.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, quickly turning back to her vanity to begin organizing her scattered makeup, the short pink maid skirt rustling loudly with every movement, the five-inch heels forcing me to take dainty, careful steps as I started my humiliating chores.

The next hour passed in a humiliating swirl of satin and clicking heels as I flitted carefully around Trisha’s messy room cleaning. The shiny pink satin dress clung cool and slick against my skin, its extremely short skirt and layers of stiff white petticoats constantly rustling and brushing teasingly against the tops of my sheer white stockings. Every movement made the fabric swish loudly, the five-inch white heels forcing my hips to sway dramatically and my calves to burn with the effort of balancing. The pink lace choker hugged my throat, the little white maid cap perched cutely on my wavy brown hair, and the ultra-frilly pink panties underneath kept riding up between my cheeks with every bend and stretch.

I organized her scattered makeup on the vanity, sorted accessories into neat piles, wiped down her desk and dresser, tossed garbage into a bag, and gathered every piece of dirty clothing into the laundry basket. The vacuum hummed loudly as I pushed it back and forth across the floor, the petticoats bouncing with each careful push-pull motion. As degrading as it was to be cleaning a girl’s room dressed like a slutty sissy maid, there was something strangely relaxing and fulfilling about it once the room started to look orderly. When I finally finished, the space was spotless, everything in its place, the floor clean, the bed made. A small, pathetic sense of accomplishment settled in my chest despite everything.

I put the vacuum back in the hallway exactly where it had been, picked up the heavy laundry basket, and carefully descended the stairs, heels clicking loudly on each step, the short skirt swaying and petticoats rustling with every mincing movement. As I walked through the living room Trisha glanced up from the TV.

“All done, little lady?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m just getting started on your laundry,” I replied softly.

“Good girl,” she said not unkindly.

I felt my cheeks flush with an embarrassing little smile as I minced toward the laundry room, shame flooding in right after. It was pathetic that her simple approval made me feel warm inside, I was really becoming conditioned to crave it.

In the laundry room I sorted her clothes carefully: separating whites, pastels, and delicates. Thankfully there were no bright colors to worry about, but the pile of lingerie meant this would take time. I decided to hand-wash the delicate items so I could get out of there faster. As I stood at the sink, my feminine hands with their long pink nails gently scrubbing her sexy panties in warm soapy water, a sense of surrealness overcame me. There I was, locked in pink satin and frills, washing a girl’s sexy underwear so she could look hot for other men.

Just then Trisha approached from behind, laughing softly, as though she could read my mind. She gave my ass a firm smack through the poofy skirt, the sharp sting blooming across my still-tender skin.

“Wow. Now this is perfect. Think about it, Jennifer, you’re wearing a pink sissy dress, washing a gorgeous girl’s panties so she can look sexy for real men. And while I’m fucking those real men, you’ll be locked away in your little pink cage. Isn’t that perfect? Because if you ask me, this is right where you belong.”

I looked down at the soapy water, eyes watering as I blinked rapidly, trying desperately not to cry as her words settled in, making my throat tight and my chest ache.

Then, out of nowhere, Trisha stepped closer and hugged me from behind, her soft, perky breasts pressing against my back. Her hands cupped my own puffy chest through the satin dress and squeezed lightly. The pressure felt strangely good against my puffy, sensitive nipples, sending unwanted tingles through me. She whispered softly in my ear, her warm breath tickling my skin, “I know it’s hard to hear, but it’s your life now. Get used to it and finish washing my panties, bitch.”

I squeaked out a shaky, “Yes, Mistress,” feeling completely degraded but also a tiny bit confused and maybe even grateful for how she was treating me. She had never hugged me before, and I was definitely grateful that she wasn’t yelling at me.

I finished hand-washing all her delicate lingerie, carefully laying them on the drying rack. Then I loaded the whites into the dryer and started the pastels in the washer. When everything was going, I walked back into the living room, the click-clack of my high heels and the rustling of my petticoats announcing my approach.

“Um, Mistress Trisha… your lingerie is air-drying, the whites are in the dryer, and the pastels are in the wash now.”

She smiled at me warmly, almost affectionately. “Good girl, Jennifer… Come here.”

I timidly walked over to the couch and stopped directly in front of her, hoping that this wasn’t some kind of trap.

She spoke softly, “Kneel.”

I obeyed immediately, sinking down onto my knees, the short skirt flaring out around me as I sat back on my calves. An overwhelming feeling of submission washed through me as I looked up at her. It came out of nowhere, but it suddenly felt like our roles had never been clearer.

Trisha extended one sock-covered foot in front of me. “Give me a massage, Jenny. My feet are so sore from ballet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, strangely eager to oblige because of her sweeter tone and the unexpected intimacy of the act. I took her foot gently in my hands and began massaging it, my thumbs pressing into the arch and soles through the soft sock. As I knelt there working on her feet while she watched TV, a strange sense of peace and usefulness settled over me, even as a voice in the back of my head screamed that I was pathetic and a complete pussy for doing this, let alone enjoying it.

Trisha gently reached out and began petting and stroking my hair, her fingers running through my wavy brown locks. “Such a good sissy… I’m proud of you, Jennifer.”

The praise hit me hard and suddenly felt emotionally overwhelming. Tears welled up unexpectedly and spilled down my cheeks before I could stop them. I didn’t fully understand why I was crying, but I couldn’t stop it.

Trisha giggled softly. “Oh my God, you’re crying. That’s so sweet.” She grabbed a tissue and quickly blotted my tears. “It’s okay, Jenny. It’s okay.” Then she pulled me forward, still on my knees, so I was leaning against her leg, my head resting in her lap. She continued stroking my hair gently, the warmth of her thigh against my cheek strangely comforting.

A minute later the front door opened.

I looked up in panic as a gorgeous middle-aged woman walked in: tall, curvy, with confident posture and a knowing smile she was clearly trying to hold back. She looked amused as she took in the scene.

“Well, this must be Jennifer,” she said, her voice casual but laced with amusement.

Trisha giggled and stood up, gently guiding me to my feet. “Yes, it is. Sissy, say hi to my mom.”

I stood up slowly on the tall white heels, the short pink maid skirt rustling loudly, my face still red and tear-streaked. Shakily I managed, “Hi, Miss Keller.”

Miss Keller looked at me with mock seriousness, one eyebrow raised. “Is that how a sissy greets a woman? Especially a sissy who prides herself on being a ballerina?”

Nervous and a bit taken aback by how casually dominant she sounded, like this was the most normal thing in the world, I dipped into a graceful curtsy, bending my knees smoothly while lifting the tiny hem of the pink maid skirt with my fingertips. The petticoats rustled loudly, the five-inch heels making the movement precarious but practiced. “Hi, Miss Keller. Nice to meet you.”

She giggled as she walked further into the room and set her purse down. “It’s nice to meet you too, sissy.”

She settled comfortably on the couch, crossing her long legs. “Trisha, did you tell her the news?”

“Oh my gosh, no, I almost forgot,” Trisha said, grinning.

Miss Keller turned to me with a warm smile. “Jenny, go get us two glasses of wine and then come back here and kneel.”

“Yes, Miss Keller,” I answered automatically, instinctively dipping into another curtsy. The short satin skirt flaring and swishing around my thighs.

Trisha nodded approvingly. “I like that, sissy. I want much more curtsying from you when you’re in maid mode.”

Shakily I curtsied again. “Yes, Mistress Trisha.”

I click-clacked to the kitchen on the tall white heels, each careful step making the petticoats brush my stocking-covered thighs. As I poured the wine into two glasses, the fragile stems pressed between my fingertips, my mind raced. This was so strange. A grown woman, Trisha’s own mom, was completely okay with all of this. She wasn’t shocked or angry at her daughter for abusing me; she was amused. My hands trembled slightly as I wondered anxiously what the news that she mentioned could be.

I carried the drinks back, handed them over with another curtsy, and dropped obediently to my knees in front of the couch. The short skirt flared out around me as I sat back on my calves.

Miss Keller took a sip and looked down at me. “Well, I’m sure you’re surprised by my reaction to all this, right?”

I stayed silent, too embarrassed and uncertain to speak.

She giggled softly. “Most moms are weird about their kids dating. I doubt most of them would be cool with them having a slave.”

“A sissy slave,” Trisha corrected with a smirk.

Miss Keller smiled down at me, cupping my chin gently with her hand and tilting my face up so I had to look deep into her eyes. Her touch was warm and confident. “Yes… a sissy slave.” My cheeks flushed hot under her gaze. “Do you know why I’m okay with this, Jennifer?”

I gingerly shook my head, heart pounding.

She leaned closer, her voice soft but firm. “Because I’ve had sissies too. You see, me and my daughter here understand something about males that most of society doesn’t want to admit: many of them were never meant to be men. There are some males who are big, strong, dominant…they take charge in life and make a woman feel alive and submissive. That’s not you.”

The words landed with the kind of certainty that told me she wasn’t teasing me, which made it that much worse. Shame burned through me as I looked down, unable to hold her gaze, internalizing every syllable.

She lifted my chin again, forcing eye contact. “Other males, ones like you, are soft, sensitive, and pliable. Far more suited to being girls than boys. Girls like you make women feel alive in a different way…you make us feel dominant and powerful by sacrificing your time, pride, and masculinity to make our lives easier. That’s your lot in life, Jennifer. It is now and it always will be. That’s why my daughter and Tori are doing this to you… and that’s why the day after tomorrow you and Tori are going on a double date with two real men.”

My eyes bulged out of my head. Panic surged through me, my heart racing so fast I could feel it thudding against my ribs. I looked desperately at Trisha.

She smiled warmly. “Yes, princess. Saturday you and Tori are going on a double date with Connor and Ryan. I told you that you’d be seeing much more of Connor, and you saw how Tori was all over Ryan at the barbecue.”

Tears immediately filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks. My throat tightened painfully.

“Oh, come on, girl, you knew this was coming,” Trisha said, almost like she was trying to comfort me. “Be grateful it’s a double date and that Tori will be there to keep an eye on you.”

I couldn’t stop crying, soft sobs shaking my shoulders in the ridiculous pink maid outfit.

Miss Keller’s voice cut through sharply. “Enough, sissy.”

I sniffled hard and wiped my face with the back of my hand, trying frantically to stop the tears.

She stood up. “Up, up, up, sissy.”

I scrambled to my feet, heels wobbling. She grabbed my arm firmly and led me to the middle of the room. I stumbled slightly in the tall white heels, the petticoats rustling loudly with every clumsy step.

“Take you heels off,” she said firmly, holding my arm for balance. I quickly slipped them off, my dainty stocking-clad feet resting on the hardwood, pink toenails visible through the sheer mesh.

“Alright, enough crying, Jennifer. I’m gonna show you right now exactly why you’re not a man and why you’re meant to date boys instead of girls.” Her tone became commanding. “Fifth position!”

I hesitated for half a second, feeling confused and still panicked about my double date.

Trisha stood up and moved beside her mom, arms crossed. “Did you not hear my mom or were you not paying attention at ballet, sissy? Fifth position!”

I quickly moved into fifth position, feet touching, one in front of the other, toes turned out, arms rounded gracefully. The tight satin dress pulled across my body, the short skirt riding even higher.

Miss Keller began calling out positions in a firm, authoritative voice:

“Plié!”

I bent my knees deeply in a smooth plié, the petticoats fluffing out as I lowered, the posture I had adapted from the five-inch heels forcing my weight forward onto my toes.

“Relevé!”

I rose smoothly onto the balls of my feet, calves tightening, body lengthening as I balanced gracefully.

“Dégagé!”

I extended one leg smoothly to the side, toes pointed hard, the short skirt flaring with the movement.

“Sauté!”

I jumped lightly, landing softly on the balls of my feet, the satin dress and petticoats bouncing with the dainty little leap.

“Pirouette!”

I spun cleanly on one foot, the room blurring for a moment as my arms came in close, the maid cap staying surprisingly secure on my hair while my petticoats swished around me.

“Grande jeté!”

I leaped across the open space with a graceful split in the air, landing with controlled softness, the shiny pink satin rustling loudly around my thighs.

Both women stood watching with arms crossed, smiling with clear satisfaction as I performed for them in the middle of the living room, dressed head to toe as their pretty little sissy maid. While I danced, I really felt like a sissy, proving Miss Keller’s point with every graceful, feminine motion. My locked pink cage shifted uselessly between my legs, a constant humiliating reminder. Yet at the same time, a strange sense of relaxation and focus washed over me. The familiar ballet movements quieted the panic in my head for a few moments, my body moving almost on autopilot, muscles still warm and responsive from class earlier that day.

Early Saturday morning I sat at my vanity, carefully applying my makeup while wearing the youthfully feminine date outfit Grace had insisted on. The white crop top hugged my torso snugly, its soft cotton fabric brushing lightly against my skin and exposing a strip of my midriff. A bright pink butterfly graphic sat right over the breast forms glued to my chest. Below it, the high-waisted acid-wash denim mini skirt sat low on my hips, the pleated hem flaring out just enough to sway with every small movement and barely reach mid-thigh. My small pink purse sat on the vanity table beside me. My wavy brown hair fell in soft waves past my shoulders, and my long pink nails clicked gently against the makeup brushes and tubes as I worked.

I sighed as I recalled how Grace had reacted when I first told her about the date a couple days ago. She was extremely excited, pulling me into a tight hug and saying she just knew this would happen. I had been so embarrassed and tried desperately to explain that Tori and Trisha had set the whole thing up without my knowledge and now wouldn’t let me cancel it. But Grace wouldn’t hear any of it, she just kept rolling her eyes and saying “Yeah, okay” in a dismissive tone that made me feel even smaller as she gaslit me about choosing this.

My stomach was knotted with nerves for the date tonight. Every stroke of mascara on my lashes felt heavier than usual, the wand brushing softly against my skin while Grace stood right behind me, watching closely in the mirror with a pleased smile on her face.

“I cannot believe my little girl is going on her first date with a boy,” she said warmly, her voice full of genuine excitement. “So tell me, Jennifer, is he cute?”

I blushed hard, annoyance creeping into my voice as I set the mascara down. “I don’t know, Mommy… I don’t like boys. I told you, the girls are making me do this.”

Grace smirked, tilting her head. “So you say. But I think you’ve gotten a little more comfortable in your new life than you’d like to admit. Now you want to experiment a little.”

I uncapped my glossy pink lipstick, my hand trembling slightly. “That’s really not it, Mommy. I don’t want any of this. I’m a boy. I don’t like boys and I don’t want to be a girl. I’m not some sissy.”

As I started carefully applying the lipstick, coating my lips in the shiny pink color, Grace rolled her eyes with an amused little laugh. “Right… My big macho stepson who spends his days prancing around at ballet and does his makeup better than me… very manly. Definitely not a sissy.”

The words stung deeply. Shame prickled across my skin and settled heavy in my chest, but I said nothing, just kept applying the lipstick in silence while my reflection stared back at me: pretty, soft, and far too convincing. The worst part was knowing I was only even in this situation because of her, this entire summer of forced feminization had started with her punishment, yet here she was acting like I had chosen this.

Grace continued gently, as if she were giving normal mother-daughter advice. “Well, princess, one way or the other your cute little butt is getting picked up by a boy in twenty minutes. Are you ready? Do you know how to flirt with a boy and act like a lady on a date?”

“Yes, Mommy,” I murmured, bitter and desperate for the conversation to end.

She smirked again, clearly enjoying herself. “Surprise, surprise. Little Miss Macho knows how to flirt with boys.” She giggled softly, and I felt my blush deepen, spreading down my neck. “But let me give you some mother-daughter advice: make him feel like a man. Men like you way more when you make them feel powerful and masculine. Bat those pretty lashes, giggle at his jokes, and let him take the lead. You want to be cute, sweet, and a little bit sexy… but obviously don’t act like a slut. You don’t want him to think you’re too easy or he won’t treat you like a lady.”

Blushing deeply and hating that she was still fully acting like I wanted this and like I was her daughter eagerly going on her first date, I whispered, “Okay, Mommy.”

Grace walked over and sprayed me a few times with my sweet vanilla perfume. The light mist settled on my skin and hair, the familiar floral-sweet scent blooming around me. She took my hands in hers, her grip warm and gentle, and pulled me slowly up from the vanity seat. She stared at me with genuine warmth in her eyes, looking me up and down.

“You look so beautiful, Jennifer. Connor doesn’t know how lucky he is.”

I blushed even harder at how honest the compliment felt, unable to meet her eyes fully. “Thanks, Mommy…”

She handed me my small pink purse. “Come on, let’s wait downstairs.”

She led me down the stairs, with one hand lightly on my arm for support. My heels were short and manageable, but I still appreciated her help. I felt particularly vulnerable and delicate at the moment, the short denim skirt swishing around my thighs with every step, the crop top leaving my midriff exposed to the cool air, the pink butterfly graphic sitting prominently on my chest. Every movement reminded me how completely girly I looked, and the knowledge that I was about to be picked up by Connor for a date filled my stomach with dread and shame.

Grace kept chatting happily the whole way down, as if this were the most normal thing in the world for her stepson.

As we reached the bottom of the stairs, I noticed Kyle lounging on the couch in the living room. Grace leaned in close and whispered firmly in my ear, “Remember, Jennifer, this is all your choice.”

The reminder hit me like a punch to the gut. My stomach dropped as the full weight of the situation sank in. I didn’t just have to go on this date with a boy, I had to act like I wanted it, like I had chosen this. And to make it worse, I realized that Connor was Kyle’s teammate from the football team.

Kyle turned his head and smirked when he saw me. Grace spoke up brightly, “Kyle, doesn’t your stepsister look pretty?”

He glanced me up and down at me. “Um, yeah… very pretty.” Then he quickly turned back to the TV.

Grace pressed on eagerly. “Do you know why she looks so pretty?”

Without turning around, Kyle muttered uninterested, “Why?”

I dreaded his reaction, my cheeks already burning.

Grace beamed. “Because she’s being picked up for her first date with a boy!”

Kyle whipped around, eyes wide with shock. “Seriously? You’re going on a date with a guy?”

Looking down shamefully, I could only manage a small “Mhm.”

“You like guys?” he asked, still looking stunned.

Feeling Grace’s expectant stare burning into me, I forced out a timid, “Um… yeah, I guess.”

Kyle’s eyebrows shot up. “Wow…a guy from school?”

I twirled a strand of my hair nervously around my finger. “Um, yeah… Connor… from the football team.”

Kyle stood up abruptly. “No fucking way!”

Grace cut in sharply. “Uhh, language, young man.”

Kyle recovered, still shocked. “Does he know you’re a guy?”

Grace corrected him immediately. “She is not a guy. And no, he does not know her secret…and you are going to keep it that way. As far as your teammate is concerned, Jennifer is your cousin from out of town. Got it?”

“Yeah, I got it,” Kyle said, still processing. “I don’t think I’ll be here when he gets here though. I’m going out.”

“Oh, where are you going, sweetie?” Grace asked.

He shifted uncomfortably. “Uh… I have a date with that girl Kelly.”

The humiliation and shame of how my situation seeped in further. As I stood there in a miniskirt with a pink butterfly on my cleavage, waiting to be picked up by a man, my stepbrother was going on a normal date with a hot girl. The contrast between us had never been more obvious. While I was likely to spend my night sitting on Connor’s lap, giggling at his jokes, and kissing him with my pink painted lips, Kyle would be doing the opposite: feeling Kelly’s curvy body pressed up against him, her painted lips on his, listening to her soft giggle at his jokes. I couldn’t even look at him.

Grace clapped her hands excitedly. “Oh, that blonde girl? She’s so pretty, isn’t she, Jennifer?”

I mumbled, staring at the floor, “Yes…very pretty.”

“Wait, we should get a picture of you two together before your dates! Wouldn’t that be cute?” Grace insisted.

Neither of us were enthusiastic, but she wouldn’t take no for an answer. She positioned us side by side, Kyle’s arm awkwardly draped around my shoulders while we both forced smiles. Once she snapped some photos and walked out of the room saying she had to grab something, Kyle turned to me, looking down awkwardly.

“Um… I really didn’t know you liked guys.”

I blushed deeply and said nothing, eyes fixed on the ground, wishing I could tell him that none of this was my choice and that I wanted to date girls like him.

He offered a serious look, concerned. “Well, either way… listen, just make sure he treats you well, alright? And if he doesn’t, you tell me and I’ll deal with it, okay?”

A strange mix of warmth and crushing emasculation washed over me at his protective tone, like in that moment he had really begun to see me as his sister. “Okay… thanks,” I whispered.

Just then Grace walked back in, holding up a condom with a smirk. She handed it to me, my face burning with mortification as I took it with trembling fingers. “Here, sweetheart. Put this in your purse… just in case.”

Kyle looked super uncomfortable. “Alright, I’m gonna go now… see you guys later.”

“Bye, honey. Have fun!” Grace called cheerfully.

“Bye,” I said awkwardly as Kyle headed out the door quickly.

I sat on the couch with Grace, trying to relax and not let the anxiety of the date consume me. A few minutes later the doorbell rang.

“That must be your man!” Grace said brightly. “Go get the door, sweetheart.”

Heart hammering with anxiety, I walked over and opened the door. Connor stood there, tall and athletic in a simple black t-shirt that hugged his broad chest and shoulders, paired with khaki shorts. His short, styled light-brown hair and easy, confident smile made my stomach flip with nerves. He was all man, nothing like me.

“Hi,” I said awkwardly.

“Hey,” he replied, stepping closer and pulling me into a warm hug. My breast forms pressed softly against his firm chest, and the sweet vanilla of my perfume mixed with his clean, masculine cologne. “You look very pretty.”

Leaving my hand lingering shyly on his arm, hating that Grace was watching, I forced out, “Thanks… you look cute too.”

Grace walked over with a big smile. “Well, you must be the handsome young man my niece won’t stop talking about. Nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you too,” Connor said politely.

“Well, I won’t keep you two. Have fun and be safe. Don’t have her home too late, Connor.”

“I won’t,” he promised. Then he took my hand gently and led me outside. I glanced back at Grace, who was grinning widely as she held the door open.

As we walked hand-in-hand toward the sleek black Mercedes idling in front of the house, Connor said, “You know, I think I’ve been to your aunt’s house before. I just can’t remember when.”

Hoping he would believe me, I replied, “Um, yeah… my cousin Kyle plays football with you. I just found out today.”

“No way. Kyle’s your cousin? I had no idea. Does he know I’m taking you out?”

I blushed. “Yes, he does.”

“Well, I’ll have to be on my best behavior then,” he said with a grin.

I forced a nervous little giggle as we reached the car. Connor leaned down and gave me a quick, soft kiss on the lips, making my cheeks redden as he broke the ice. He then opened the back door for me like a gentleman.

Sitting inside was Tori, looking gorgeous in a little white sundress that hugged her voluptuous figure perfectly, the thin straps showing off her smooth, tanned shoulders and generous cleavage while the short hem revealed her toned legs. Her long blonde waves cascaded beautifully over one shoulder.

“Hey, girl!” she said excitedly as I modestly slid into the car. She pulled me into a hug and gave me an air kiss on the cheek, careful not to smudge either one’s makeup.

“Hey,” I replied softly.

Then I noticed Ryan sitting in the driver’s seat. He turned and smiled. “Hey, Jenny. I’m not sure if you remember me, we met at the barbecue.”

“Yes… nice to see you again, Ryan,” I forced, already feeling sick with jealousy at the sight of the much more masculine man who had made out with my crush in front of me while I served them beer.

Ryan started driving while the guys up front launched into talk about some boxing match happening tonight. Tori slid closer to me in the back seat.

“Girl, I love your outfit! That top is adorable and that skirt is literally the cutest.”

It felt completely surreal, sitting in the back having girl talk with my longtime crush while our dates chatted about sports up front. I forced a bubbly tone. “Thank you! Your dress is really pretty too. It looks amazing on you.”

We continued the light, girlish conversation as the guys kept up their own chat in the front, the situation feeling like a reminder from the universe of who I was now.

A few minutes later we pulled into the parking lot of the Mediterranean place I had always loved for their wraps. The familiar scent of grilled meat, fresh herbs, and warm pita bread drifted through the open car windows as Ryan parked. Both guys got out first, then opened the back doors for us like perfect gentlemen.

Connor offered me his hand. Feeling very girly and risqué in the short, pleated skirt, I took it, my smaller fingers slipping into his larger, warm palm. “Thank you,” I cooed softly as he helped me out of the car. The breeze immediately tugged at the pleated hem of my skirt, threatening to lift it, while my crop top left my midriff cool and bare. He closed the door behind me with a solid thunk.

Ryan told the hostess, “Table for four under Ryan. I requested outdoor seating.”

“Right this way,” she said with a polite smile, leading us through the restaurant and out to a sunny patio dotted with string lights and potted plants.

I ended up sitting between Connor and Tori at the square table. The wrought-iron chair felt cool against the backs of my thighs, and the short skirt kept riding up no matter how many times I smoothed it down. The waitress came over quickly, introducing herself cheerfully and taking our drink orders. Everyone stuck with water.

We started chatting casually while looking over the menus. The conversation flowed easily about how nice the restaurant was, what a beautiful sunny day it was, and how glad we all were that summer was still going strong. I tried my best to join in naturally, forcing soft laughs and agreeing with little comments, even though my heart was hammering the whole time.

Tori suddenly pointed at the menu with emphasis. “Oh my gosh, Jenny, look at this chicken Caesar salad. It looks so good! You should totally get that.”

I got the hint immediately. Resentment burned inside as I realized I was being steered toward ordering something feminine while the others got wraps. “Yeah… it does look good,” I said quietly, my voice small. “I think I’ll get that.”

Tori smiled at me and gave my thigh an affectionate squeeze under the table, her fingers warm through the denim.

When the waitress returned to take our orders, the embarrassment only grew. Ryan and Connor both ordered big wraps, Tori got one too, and I was the only one stuck with the salad. I could feel the shame inside as I gave my order in the softest voice possible.

Once the waitress left, the guys started talking about the school year coming up. The conversation quickly shifted focus to me. They asked about my school: classes, what I was looking forward to, and how I was spending the rest of the summer. I was super nervous, improvising answers on the spot and trying not to trip over my words. Tori offered some help here and there, but she also slipped in humiliating little details whenever she could, like casually mentioning, “Jenny’s actually hoping to be prom queen this year,” with a sweet smile while the guys encouraged me.

When the food arrived, we all ate and kept chatting about how good everything tasted. The crisp lettuce and grilled chicken in my salad tasted good, but inside I could not shake how completely surreal and humiliating it was to be on a date with a guy. My nerves stayed high the entire meal, every bite accompanied by the constant awareness of Connor’s arm occasionally brushing mine and the way he kept smiling at me.

When we finished, the guys grabbed the check and agreed to split it 50/50. Tori and I both thanked them sweetly. Tori then leaned over and kissed Ryan, a bit passionate but still classy. Seeing that, I knew what was expected. Despite the jealousy twisting in my gut at seeing her kiss Ryan, I turned to Connor and let him pull me into a kiss. The breeze chose that exact moment to lift the front of my short denim skirt, cool air brushing my thighs as our lips met. I hated every second of making out with a boy in public, my glossy pink lips pressing against his, the faint taste of his drink lingering.

Tori pulled back with a smile. “We’re gonna go to the little girls’ room before we leave. We’ll be right back.”

The guys nodded. “Okay.”

I followed Tori into the restroom, my heels clicking on the tile. The moment the door closed behind us, she turned to me excitedly. “Oh my gosh, girl, you’re doing great! Can you believe you’re out on a date with a boy right now?”

Looking down at my heels shamefully, I whispered, “No, Mistress Tori…”

She giggled. “Well, you’d better get used to it, sissy. Connor likes you.” Then her tone shifted. “Now let’s get you tucked. I brought this.” She pulled the small chastity key from her purse.

I suddenly realized I had completely forgotten about the cage in all the nervousness. Relief and dread hit me at the same time, I had narrowly avoided an embarrassing bulge situation, but the implication was that Connor and I were going to be getting a lot closer tonight.

I lifted my short skirt obediently, trembling as I pulled my panties down. The cool restroom air hit my skin while I prayed desperately that no other women would walk in. Tori unlocked the cage with a quick click, then smirked down at my small, freed penis. “So cute,” she squealed.

I winced at the comment as though she had hit me, cheeks turning away as she slipped the cage into her purse and handed me the tucking tape. I worked quickly, pulling everything back and taping it flat with shaking hands. Before I could pull my panties back up, Tori reached down and rubbed her fingers lightly over the tape where it formed a smooth little slit. She giggled. “It’s like you have a little pussy.”

The words sent a deep wave of shame through me, but I also felt a brief, unwanted twitch of arousal down there despite the tape. I told myself it was only because Tori had touched me and I hadn’t cum in so long as I quickly pulled my panties and skirt back into place.

We walked back outside. The guys greeted us with kisses, Connor’s lips warm and confident against mine again. “Are you ready to go to mini golf?” he asked as he held my waist.

Forcing myself to smile up at him, I murmured, “Mhm.”

He grinned and gave me another quick kiss. “You’re fucking adorable.” Then he took my hand again, leading me back to the car and helping me inside like a perfect gentleman.

Once Tori and I were settled in the back, Ryan and Connor hopped into the front and started driving toward mini golf, the guys already chatting casually up front while Tori turned to me with another bright smile, ready for more girl talk.

A few minutes later we arrived at the mini golf course. The warm evening air carried the faint scent of freshly cut grass and rubber mats as Ryan parked. Both guys got out first. The moment the car doors closed, Tori turned to me quickly in the back seat.

“Flirt more and be touchier,” she whispered urgently.

“Yes, Mistress,” I murmured back, my stomach tightening.

A second later the guys opened our doors. I took Connor’s offered hand, looking up at him and forcing a shy smile as I stepped out and put my other hand on his muscular chest. “Thank you, Connor… you’re so sweet.”

He grinned and immediately wrapped his arm around my waist, his large hand settling possessively on my upper butt cheek over the short denim skirt. The warmth of his palm seeped through the thin fabric as we walked together toward the counter. I could feel every sway of my hips emphasized by his touch and the breeze occasionally teasing the pleated hem of my skirt, mocking my vulnerability.

While the guys paid and collected the clubs and colored balls, Tori leaned in close with a giggly whisper. “Okay, girl, listen. When you take the first shot, intentionally miss the ball and swing horribly. Then look over at Connor with a pouty face and ask him to help you. After that, keep asking for help on the next few holes and he’ll get the hint.”

“Why?” I whispered back, hating the idea. “I know how to mini golf. I’ve done it before.”

Tori rolled her eyes. “Don’t be a bimbo, Jenny. It’s not about that. You want to make him feel like a man, sissy. And nothing makes a man feel more manly than holding his girl from behind and teaching her something athletic that she’s struggling with.”

I swallowed hard, reluctantly accepting that I would really have to play the helpless teen girly girl this whole date. “Okay, Mistress…”

A minute later the guys returned with the clubs. Tori squealed excitedly, “I’m so excited!” and gave Ryan a big, enthusiastic kiss.

Feeling the pressure, I stepped closer to Connor. He leaned down, cupped my butt gently over the denim skirt, and kissed me softly but confidently. His lips were warm and firm against my glossy pink ones.

On the first hole, Ryan went first and hit a solid shot. Tori followed and actually hit it well, not asking for any help, which aggravated me. Connor went next and sank his ball cleanly. Tori shot me a meaningful look, so I cheered in my most feminine voice, “Good shot, Connor!” The words came out high-pitched and girly, making Tori giggle subtly behind her hand while my cheeks burned at how naturally feminine I had just sounded.

I stepped up to the tee, resentment bubbling inside me. I hated that I had to pretend I couldn’t do something as basic as hitting a golf ball, especially when Tori hadn’t needed to act helpless with Ryan. The breeze lifted the front of my short denim skirt slightly as I leaned forward to place the ball. I took an intentionally effeminate, girly swing, my hips swaying dramatically, and completely missed the ball.

“Oh my God, I’m so bad at this,” I said dramatically, looking over my shoulder at Connor with a pouty expression. “Can you help me, Connor?”

Connor smiled, clearly excited as he stepped behind me. He pressed his tall, athletic body against my back, wrapping his arms around mine to guide the club. “Here, bend forward a little more,” he said softly near my ear, his voice warm and patient.

I had to lean forward, pushing my ass back firmly against his crotch. I could feel the soft, heavy outline of his cock through his shorts, not hard, but unmistakably big. The humiliating contact made my body tense as he gently guided my arms and helped me swing. The club connected cleanly this time, and the ball rolled nicely toward the hole.

Tori cheered excitedly, “That was great, Jenny!”

The rest of the mini golf session followed the same pattern. Hole after hole, the guys competed playfully with each other. Tori played decently too, but I was forced to keep acting helpless, asking Connor for help on nearly every swing. Each time he stepped behind me, wrapped his arms around me, and guided my body, pressing close so I could feel his strength and the occasional brush of his manhood against me. The sensory overload was constant: the warmth of his chest against my back, the scent of his cologne mixing with my sweet vanilla perfume, the way my short skirt kept riding up as I pressed against him.

At one point I whispered to Tori while the guys were ahead, “If I didn’t have to play like this, I could actually compete with them.”

Tori smirked. “You can’t compete with them where it counts, Jenny. That’s why you’re wearing a skirt and they’re wearing pants, honey.”

The comment hit me hard, another sharp pang of shame rushing through me, but I tried to push it down, knowing I had to keep acting like Connor’s happy date.

As the evening wore on, Connor and I talked more while Tori chatted with Ryan. Despite the constant kisses and touches from Connor, his hand often resting possessively on my waist or lower back, I actually started to enjoy myself a little. He was funny, teasing me lightly about being a “spazz” with little comments like, “I can see why you don’t play sports,” delivered with a playful grin.

I blushed and teased him back as flirtatiously as I knew how to, “Well, maybe you’re just too distracting…”

He laughed, clearly charmed. As the sun began to set and the course lights came on, I found myself laughing more and more, genuinely having some fun despite everything.

When, with Connor holding and guiding me, I finally hit a hole-in-one on one of the later holes, I jumped up excitedly without thinking, letting out a happy little squeal and clapping my hands. Only afterward did I catch Tori’s amused smirk and feel completely pathetic as I realized she could see right through my effeminate reaction and knew it to be genuine.

When we finished all the holes, Ryan tallied the scores and declared, “Connor won, I got second, Tori third, and Jenny last.”

They all playfully teased me about coming in last. I laughed along, forcing myself to join in the lighthearted ribbing.

While the guys went to pay and return the clubs, Tori stepped close to me. “You’re doing really good, sissy. I’m proud of you.”

I smiled genuinely at the praise, a small warm flutter in my chest. “Thank you, Mistress Tori… I actually had fun.”

She giggled. “I could see that, girl. And now we’re gonna have some more fun. The guys are taking us to the drive-in movie theater.”

I asked casually, “What movie are we seeing, Mistress?”

Tori smirked mischievously. “It doesn’t matter what movie we’re seeing, silly girl. What matters is this is your chance to show Connor your appreciation for taking you out today. I’ll be up front with Ryan so you and Connor can get all comfy together in the back.”

I swallowed hard. “Um, okay, Mistress… but what do you mean by show my appreciation?”

She leaned closer, her voice low and teasing. “Oh, you know how girls show appreciation to men who treat them right, don’t you, sissy… You’re gonna kiss him, cuddle him, let him feel you up… and you’re gonna want to feel him up for sure…”

The color drained from my face. I started to panic, whispering shakily, “Are you saying I have to…”

Tori cut me off with a sweet smile. “I’m not saying you have to do anything besides make out with him and let him touch you, pretty girl. But I think Mistress Trisha would be pretty upset if she found out Connor treated you so well, spent all this money on you, and you didn’t return the favor.”

I felt fresh panic rising, but the guys were already walking back. I tried to compose myself as I thanked Connor for the mini golf with a soft kiss on his lips while Tori did the same with Ryan.

“You’re welcome,” Connor said warmly, squeezing my hand.

Ryan checked his watch. “The movie starts in fifteen minutes. Everyone still good to go?”

Tori answered brightly, “Of course.”

Connor grinned. “Let’s do it.”

Forcing enthusiasm despite my dread, I added, “Of course…”

Ryan put the car in drive, and we headed toward the drive-in theater, the evening air growing cooler through the open windows as my heart continued to race with anxious anticipation of what Tori expected from me in the back seat.

The car rolled into the large open field where the drive-in movie was set up, the sky already dark as the opening credits of the horror film began to flicker across the giant screen. Ryan found a secluded spot near the back, away from most of the other cars, and killed the engine. The warm night air carried the faint scent of popcorn from the snack stand and the earthy smell of grass.

Connor slid across the backseat until his thigh pressed firmly against mine. His hand settled heavily on my bare thigh, just below the hem of my denim miniskirt, the heat of his palm radiating through my skin. “So… do you like horror movies?” he asked, his voice low and casual.

I caught Tori’s pointed look in the rearview mirror and forced myself to answer coyly, batting my lashes just a little. “Oh, they’re okay… I just get scared really easily.”

Connor flashed me a cheesy, charming grin. “Aww, don’t worry. I’ll keep you safe.” He slipped his strong arm around my waist and pulled me closer, his hand sliding down to rest possessively on my upper butt cheek again. The casual strength in his grip made me feel incredibly feminine and tiny, my smaller body tucked against his solid frame like I belonged to him.

Up front, Ryan reclined his seat all the way back with a mechanical whir. Tori eagerly climbed into his lap, her curvy body pressing against him as she cuddled close. The sight sent a sharp pang of jealousy through me, I wished so badly that I could be the one with Tori on my lap instead of sitting here like this.

As the movie started, I cuddled closer to Connor out of necessity, my head resting lightly against his chest. One of his arms stayed wrapped securely around my waist while the other rested on my inner thigh, his fingers tracing slow, lazy circles dangerously close to the hem of my skirt. The warmth of his touch, combined with the cool night breeze drifting through the cracked windows, kept my skin tingling.

During a sudden and very loud scare on screen, Tori let out a dramatic gasp and buried her face in Ryan’s chest. Feeling very much like the sissy I was, I mimicked her exactly, pressing my face against Connor’s firm chest, my wavy brown hair spilling over his shirt. Connor responded by gently stroking my hair, his fingers running soothingly through the soft waves as he held my head there. The rhythmic motion of his hand and the steady beat of his heart under my cheek created an oddly intimate cocoon.

After a few minutes I lifted my head. Connor leaned down immediately, capturing my lips in a soft, gentle kiss. His other hand continued rubbing my thigh, slowly inching higher. I kissed him back tenderly, my glossy pink lips surrendering to him. The act itself was humiliating, but it wasn’t horrible, there was something confusingly natural about it that only deepened my shame. Up front I could hear the wet sounds of Tori making out passionately with Ryan, her soft moans mixing with the movie’s soundtrack.

I wondered desperately what was more uncomfortable, focusing my attention on the boy I was making out with, or focusing on the sounds of my longtime crush moan for another guy.

I chose to focus on my own kiss, trying to lose myself in the moment. Connor gradually grew more aggressive, his tongue slipping past my lips to dance with mine while his hand squeezed higher up my thigh, fingers brushing the sensitive skin just under my skirt. I reacted submissively, letting him take the lead completely, my smaller body melting against his.

He eventually pulled back, breathing a little heavier, and took both my hands in his. “Come here, Jenny,” he whispered, voice husky.

Heart racing, I slowly moved forward. I caught a quick glimpse of Tori in the front seat, was now straddling Ryan’s lap, grinding slowly against him while they made out heavily, her soft moans filling the car. I tried to push the image out of my mind as I crawled onto Connor’s lap, straddling him the same way. My short denim skirt rode up my thighs as I settled my weight, wrapping my arms around his neck. Connor’s hands immediately grabbed my ass firmly over the skirt and pulled me closer until I was sitting directly on top of his large, hard cock. The thick, rigid length pressed up against my scantily covered ass as my pleated skirt pooled around his thighs, the heat and insistent pressure making my breath hitch. I could tell my little gasp turned him on more.

He started kissing me super aggressively, tongue deep, teeth gently biting my lower lip, one hand massaging my ass hard while the other roamed. I was now completely emasculated and vulnerable, my smaller, softer body helpless in his strong grip, and I strangely felt a deep and confusing urge to obey Tori’s instructions and show my appreciation by submitting to him. I kissed him back, leaning further into him, grinding slowly on his hard cock, the firmness pressing against my lace panties. A soft, feminine moan escaped my lips as I tried to mimic the sounds Tori was making up front. The friction of his thick erection rubbing against my taped-down clit sent confusing, feminine sparks throughout my body. I really felt like a girl.

Connor groaned into the kiss, clearly getting more into it. He thrust up gently against my grinding, his hands squeezing my ass possessively and playing with it like I was his toy. Then his hands moved upward, grabbing at my chest through the white crop top and squeezing my breast forms. I tensed nervously, terrified he’d realize they were fake, but he didn’t seem to notice, he just kept kneading them eagerly.

I felt a wave of relief when his hands finally slipped off my bra area, only to feel even more vulnerable and terrified a moment later when they slid under my skirt. His palms grabbed my bare ass cheeks right over my thin panties, thumbs toying with the delicate string between them. I let out a feminine, helpless little whimper at the intimate touch, feeling completely owned and submissive as he massaged my smooth ass firmly.

That continued for a while, me grinding on his hard cock while he explored my body, kissing me passionately. My heart pounded faster and faster as one of his hands slipped around to the front of my panties, fingers brushing dangerously close to my tucked secret. I stayed on edge and anxious, yet increasingly caught up in the heated moment, my hips moving almost on their own as the night air, the distant movie sounds, and Connor’s low groans surrounded me.

The horror movie flickered on the big screen, but the sounds of screams and tension faded into background noise as Connor’s fingers pressed more insistently over the front of my panties, right where the tight tuck created a smooth little slit resembling a pussy. The pressure was deliberate, rubbing in slow circles that made the thin fabric shift against my taped-down skin. I was mortified as soft, feminine moans spilled naturally from my glossy lips without me meaning to let them. Each whimper escaped as I ground helplessly on the thick bulge beneath me, my hips moving in small, involuntary circles while a real man fingered the fake little pussy between my legs.

Connor kept one hand working steadily between my thighs, stroking and pressing over that sensitive spot through the panties, while his other hand aggressively kneaded and spread my bare ass cheeks under the short denim skirt. The contrast was overwhelming: the gentle, teasing rubs in front mixed with the rough, possessive groping behind, his fingers digging into the soft flesh and occasionally snapping the thin string of my panties between my cheeks. I kept moaning and grinding, the friction of his hard cock against my tucked clit sending confusing tingles through my lower body, my skin flushing hot and sensitive everywhere he touched.

When his thumb suddenly hooked inside the waistband of my panties and started to tug downward, panic shot through me like electricity. I knew he was seconds away from discovering everything. I knew I had to do something; instinct took over. I quickly reached under my skirt, grabbing his wrist to stop him, and broke the kiss just enough to whisper breathlessly, “Take your cock out.”

The words left my mouth and immediate regret crashed over me. I couldn’t believe what I had just said. Terror flooded in as Connor’s eyes lit up with excitement. He fumbled frantically with his belt and zipper, the metallic sounds loud in the confined space of the backseat.

A second later his big, hard cock sprang free, thick and veiny, the swollen head already glistening with a bead of precum at the tip. It stood straight up between us, heavy and intimidating, pulsing slightly in the dim light from the movie screen. Not knowing what else to do, I reached down with a trembling hand and wrapped my soft fingers with their long pink nails around the warm, throbbing shaft. Connor let out a deep, guttural groan that vibrated through his chest as I made contact. He immediately pulled me back into another hungry kiss as I held his manhood.

His hands slipped back under my skirt, but to my relief they returned to my ass instead of the front. He squeezed and massaged my cheeks roughly, spreading them apart as I began to stroke him, tentatively at first, sliding my hand slowly from base to tip, feeling every ridge and vein pulse under my palm. The skin was silky-smooth over the rigid hardness, the heat radiating into my fingers with every slow pump. Shame burned through me as I thought about what I was doing, jerking off another guy like a eager little slut, but Connor’s raw aggression and dominance were pulling me deeper into the moment. My whole body felt tingly and hypersensitive, every nerve alight as I stroked his much bigger cock.

Connor groaned louder, clearly losing himself. He placed his hand over mine, guiding my strokes and showing me exactly how he liked it, firmer, with a slight twist at the head. The guidance made me feel incredibly feminine and submissive, my smaller hand being taught how to please a man’s cock. Once I found the rhythm he wanted, he released my hand and moved both of his to my hair and neck. He grabbed a fistful of my wavy brown hair and wrapped his other hand lightly around my throat, squeezing just enough to make me gasp and whimper submissively. The light choke and hair-pulling sent sparks straight down my spine. I started jerking him faster and more desperately, my hand flying up and down his thick shaft as arousal built against my will beneath the tight tuck.

He pulled my hair back slightly, still holding my neck, and growled against my lips, “You like my cock, Jenny?”

The words slipped out before I could stop to think, breathy and feminine: “Yes, Daddy…”

I was shocked and deeply humiliated at myself for saying it, but I was too far gone in the moment to care. I jerked him harder and faster, my manicured fingers slick with his precum. Connor alternated between tugging my hair, lightly choking me, and smacking my ass sharply under the skirt, each slap sending jolts of heat through my body and making me grind down harder on his lap even though his cock was in my hand. The pressure and tingling down below grew more intense with every stroke, every smack, every dominant touch. It was all so confusing, I didn’t like guys, I didn’t like cock. But at that moment, I felt like putty in his hands.

His groans grew deeper and more urgent. He leaned close to my ear, voice rough with need. “I’m gonna cum, Jenny…”

I moaned softly, voice trembling, “Cum for me, Connor… please cum for me, baby…”

I pumped him as fast and firmly as I could, twisting my wrist at the head like he liked. A minute later Connor exploded with a loud groan, his cock pulsing wildly in my hand. Thick, warm ropes of cum splattered across my fingers and palm as I kept stroking him through it, milking every drop. His hand tightened around my throat and squeezed my ass hard as he rode out the orgasm, his body shuddering beneath me.

When he finally finished, he was breathing hard, chest rising and falling rapidly. I kept holding his softening cock gently, fondling it thoughtlessly as overwhelming shame crashed over me. I had just made a man cum. The sticky warmth coating my fingers felt obscene, and the confusing mix of humiliation and lingering arousal left me feeling dizzy.

Connor leaned forward and started kissing softly along my neck. I reacted with a soft, helpless moan, instinctively nestling my face back into the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent. After a moment he pulled back and looked down at my cum-covered hand with dark, satisfied eyes. Without a word, he grabbed my slender wrist and lifted my hand toward my own mouth.

I was disgusted as I watched my manicured fingers, now glistening with his load, approaching my glossy pink lips. But I was too deep in submission to resist. I obediently opened my mouth and started licking his cum off my own hand, the salty, slightly bitter taste coating my tongue as I cleaned every drop like a good girl. The act felt degrading yet automatic, my mind foggy with submission.

Once my hand was clean, Connor pulled me sideways so I was sitting across his lap instead of straddling him. He rested his chin gently on top of my head, holding me close against his chest. As we cuddled there in the afterglow, I glanced up toward the front seat and froze.

Tori was ass-up, her white sundress bunched around her waist and her panties pulled aside, her perfect ass on full display while she gagged eagerly on Ryan’s cock. The wet, sloppy sounds of her sucking filled the car as she bobbed her head, taking him deep. I watched in stunned silence as Ryan groaned and exploded in her mouth. Tori obediently swallowed every drop, her throat working visibly.

A single tear slipped down my cheek as the full weight of the situation hit me. I had just jerked off and swallowed another man’s cum while my longtime crush sat two feet away and eagerly sucked off her date right in front of me. The shame, jealousy, and crushing emasculation left me completely overwhelmed, my body still tingling from everything that had just happened as the movie continued playing unnoticed on the big screen.

The car ride home was quiet except for the low hum of the engine and the casual chatter between Tori and Ryan up front. I sat nestled against Connor’s side, his arm draped loosely around my shoulders cupping my boob, his body relaxed and satisfied after what had happened in the back seat. His fingers occasionally traced lazy patterns on my bare arm, the touch warm and possessive. I stared out the window, fighting the sting behind my eyes and the tight lump in my throat, desperately trying to look natural while the sticky evidence of what I’d done still lingered on my skin and in my mind.

As we neared my house, Tori turned around in her seat and gave me a warm smile. “Mind if I stay over at yours tonight, Jenny? My parents are out and I don’t want to stay in my house alone.”

Still feeling shaken and disturbed, I managed a small nod. “Sure.”

Tori beamed. “Thanks, girl!”

When Ryan pulled up in front of the house, Tori turned to him. “Thank you, Ryan,” she said sweetly, leaning in to give him a lingering kiss. “I had fun.”

“Me too,” Ryan replied, kissing her back.

Forcing myself back into that bubbly, girlish persona, I looked up at Connor and said softly, “I had fun too… thanks for taking me out, Connor.”

He leaned down, cupping my cheek gently, and kissed me. “I had fun too, Jenny. Text me if you have any more free time before you go back home. I’d love to see you again.”

“I will,” I whispered.

I grabbed my small pink purse and slipped out of the car. Tori walked beside me up the walkway, the cool night air brushing my bare midriff and thighs under the short denim skirt. She squeezed my arm and leaned in close, whispering excitedly, “Girl, you just made a man cum. How do you feel?”

Completely broken inside, I answered quietly, “Humiliated, Mistress.”

She giggled and squeezed my arm again. “You’re so adorable, Jennifer. Don’t ever second-guess whether this is who you’re meant to be. You’re the perfect sissy.”

Her words stung my pride like a fresh slap, making my chest tighten as I quietly opened the front door, praying Grace was already asleep and Kyle was still out.

Instead, Grace was sitting on the couch watching TV. The moment she saw us, she stood up with obvious excitement. “You must be Tori! It’s so nice to meet you.”

Tori smiled eagerly. “It’s so nice to meet you too!”

Grace’s eyes sparkled as she looked between us. “So how was your date, girls?”

Both women turned to me with matching smirks, waiting.

Blushing furiously, I answered coyly, “It was… good.”

Grace raised an eyebrow. “Um, excuse me, princess? Details? Where did they take you? Did they make a move on you girls? They’d be stupid not to.”

Tori giggled. “Oh, they definitely made moves on us, right Jenny?”

“Mhm,” I mumbled awkwardly.

Grace’s gaze dropped to my skirt and her smirk widened. “I can see that.”

Confused, I looked down. Dark, unmistakable wet spots stained the front of my mini skirt, Connor’s cum had left visible marks. My face turned beat red as both women started giggling.

Grace looked ecstatic, like this had proven her point of what I was. “Looks like you made a move too, sweetheart. So… was he big?”

Tori burst out giggling while my cheeks burned hotter than ever.

I frantically tried to explain, “Mommy, it’s not what you think,”

Grace cut me off with a playful wave. “I know, I know, Jennifer. You’re not a sissy at all. Just a big macho man in a cum-stained miniskirt, right?”

I bowed my head in shame, throat tightening as tears threatened to spill. I had no idea how to explain myself, and I already knew Grace would twist this into more “proof” that I secretly wanted to be a sissy, even though none of this had been my choice.

As my eyes started to water, Grace softened. “Oh, relax, drama queen. I’m just teasing.” She pulled me into a warm hug, her arms wrapping around me comfortingly.

Then she turned to Tori. “So, Tori, are you staying over?”

Tori nodded. “Um, if that’s okay with you.”

She smiled at her. “Of course it is, honey. You look to be about Jenny’s size, you can borrow one of her nighties.”

“Thank you so much,” Tori said brightly.

Grace smiled, then turned back to me with a knowing smirk. “Honey, why don’t you give me your clothes so I can wash them… you don’t want them to stain.” She giggled.

I mumbled, “Um… right here?”

Grace laughed softly. “We’re all girls here, sweetie.”

Tori giggled along with her.

With burning cheeks, I gingerly slipped off my white crop top, then unzipped and stepped out of the short denim skirt, standing there in just my bra, panties, and heels while clutching my purse in front of me. I handed the stained clothes to Grace.

“Alright, sweetie. They’ll be ready in the morning,” she said, giving me a kiss on the forehead. “Have a good night, girls. Nice to meet you, Tori.”

“It was so nice to meet you too,” Tori replied excitedly.

Grace headed toward the laundry room while Tori followed me up the stairs. Halfway up, Tori reached out and playfully poked the thin string of my panties between my butt cheeks. I gasped sharply and stumbled in my heels, hurrying up the rest of the steps with my heart racing.

The moment we stepped into my room, and I closed the door behind us, the weight of the entire day crashed down on me with emotions I could no longer hold back. I dropped my small pink purse on the dresser with a soft thud and felt my shoulders start to shake. Hot tears spilled down my cheeks before I could stop them, the salty tracks cooling quickly on my flushed skin. Every humiliating moment flooded back at once: the way Connor’s thick cock had pulsed and throbbed in my soft hand, the sticky warmth of his cum coating my fingers, the taste of it on my tongue, the helpless little whimpers I’d made while grinding on him like a horny girl. My chest tightened painfully as quiet sobs escaped me.

Tori looked around the room, her eyes widening in genuine shock and delight at how completely feminine everything was: the barbie bedspread, the pink everything, the vanity covered in makeup, the delicate clothes hanging in my closet. A wide grin spread across her face.

“Oh come on, don’t cry, Jennifer,” she said gently, sitting on the edge of my pink bed and patting the spot beside her. She reached out and rested her warm hand on my bare thigh, her fingers soft against my smooth skin.

I kept sniffling, unable to stop the tears. “I can’t help it, Mistress…”

“Hey, shush, it’s okay,” she cooed, stroking my thigh soothingly. “I have a surprise for you, sweet girl. For making me so proud of you today.”

I wiped at my eyes, voice still thick. “What is it?”

She smiled sweetly and took my right hand, guiding it down between my legs. “Rub your pussy.”

I blinked, confused. “What?”

Her tone grew firmer, more commanding. “Rub your pussy, Jennifer.” She pressed my fingers firmly against the crotch of my thin lacy panties.

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, feeling completely degraded as I started rubbing slow circles over the smooth fabric. The pressure sent immediate sparks through my still-sensitive, taped-down penis. The friction built quickly, heat and pressure growing as I felt myself straining uselessly against the tight tuck.

Tori helped me sink down to my knees on the hard wooden floor, the cool surface pressing into my skin. “Good girl,” she murmured, stroking my hair gently as she handed me her phone with her other hand.

I took it with my left hand, still rubbing myself with my right. The screen showed a picture of Connor shirtless from this summer, his muscular chest and abs glistening, his confident smile staring back at me. The image made my cheeks burn.

“You like him, don’t you, sissy?” Tori asked softly.

I didn’t answer, too ashamed to speak, my fingers still moving in slow, shameful circles over my panties.

Tori smacked my cheek, not hard but enough to make me gasp. “You like him, don’t you, sissy?” she repeated more emphatically.

“Yes, Mistress Tori… I like him,” I gasped nervously, the forced admission burning in my throat.

She smirked, then stood up and slipped off her white sundress in one smooth, sensual motion. The fabric whispered to the floor, leaving her standing over me in nothing but sexy lingerie, delicate white lace panties that barely covered her, her full breasts straining against a matching bra, her wide hips and toned legs on full display inches from my face. I stared up at her beautiful body in helpless awe, my arousal spiking hard against the tape. My panties were soaked and burning hot, the pressure almost unbearable as I rubbed myself faster, my breath coming in short, needy pants.

Tori gently took the back of my head with both hands and lowered my face back down so I was staring at the picture of Connor’s ripped body instead of her gorgeous curves. “Tell me what you like about him, sissy,” she said, swaying her lace-covered crotch teasingly in front of me while still holding my head. “And keep your eyes on your man.”

My arousal was growing unbearable, the heat and wetness intensifying with every rub. “He’s… um… really muscular… and um… sweet. I liked the way he treated me tonight.”

Tori wiggled her hips again, her panties brushing close to my nose. “Yeah, I bet you did, Jenny… but what about his cock?”

Blushing furiously, I whispered, “It was really big…”

She giggled softly. “Yeah? You like big cock, don’t you sissy?”

Not wanting to answer wrong, and too aroused to think straight, I gave her what she wanted. “Yes, Mistress… I like big cock.”

She grabbed my hair roughly and forced my head back down toward the phone. “Yes, Mistress what?”

“Yes, Mistress… I like big cock,” I moaned, rubbing myself harder and faster, the friction turning the soaked lace slippery against my straining skin.

“I knew it, sissy…” Tori purred, still stroking my hair. “I want you to cum for me thinking about Connor’s big cock. I want you to rub your little pussy while you look at him and moan his name. Can you do that for me, slut?”

I was already right on the edge. “Yes, Mistress Tori…”

Her voice was low and sultry. “Good girl.”

She continued stroking my hair as I rubbed frantically, the heat building to an unbearable peak. My voice came out in the girliest tone I could manage, soft and breathy. “Oh Connor… oh fuck yeah, Connor… oh Connor, you’re so big…”

Tori giggled at the last part, clearly delighted.

The pressure became too much. My semi-hard penis pulsed painfully against the tight tape, the area hot and slick. “Oh yes, Connor!” I cried out, staring at his shirtless photo as I exploded. Warmth flooded my panties in heavy, uncontrollable spurts while my whole body shook with intense spasms. I kept moaning “Yes… yes… yes…” as the orgasm ripped through me, leaving me trembling on my knees.

The second the pleasure faded, overwhelming shame took its place. I collapsed forward onto the floor, still on my knees, sobbing quietly as the sticky warmth of my own cum soaked through my panties and began dripping onto the hardwood beneath me.

Tori squatted down in front of me, legs spread, and cupped my tear-streaked face warmly, tilting it up so I had to look at her. “You have to clean up, sweet girl.”

She gently guided my head down to the floor. Still crying, I obediently stuck out my tongue and lapped up the cum that had leaked out of my panties, the salty, warm taste coating my mouth as tears continued to fall.

When I was done, I stayed collapsed on the floor, crying with deep, crushing despair. Tori stood, went to my vanity, and returned with a wet wipe. She laid me gently on my back, still sobbing, and pulled my soaked panties down. She wiped the messy area clean with careful, almost maternal strokes, treating me like a helpless baby. The humiliating gentleness only made me cry harder.

She quickly retrieved my chastity cage from her purse, locked it back on with a soft click, and whispered sweetly, “Back where we belong,” while holding it gently for a moment.

Then she helped me to my feet, still sniffling and crying. She went through my drawers, picked out a fresh pair of panties and a super frilly nightie, and laid the nightie on the dresser. Cupping my face again, she said softly, “Take off your heels, bra, boobs, and makeup, then get in bed.”

“Yes, Mistress Tori,” I sniffled.

As I removed my heels and then my bra, Tori took a makeup wipe and removed her own makeup. She walked over and quickly wiped my face clean as well. I removed my breast forms, then turned to see Tori standing there in just her panties, her perfect breasts on full display, her nipples perky and dark. She was holding one of my super frilly nighties. She looked like a goddess: curvy, confident, and breathtaking. Suddenly it made perfect sense why I was her sissy and not her boyfriend. I stared in helpless awe as she slipped the nightie on, the delicate fabric whispering over her body.

She giggled. “You like what you see, sissy?”

I meekly nodded, feeling unworthy to even look at her.

“So do I,” she said affectionately, walking over to give me a soft kiss on the cheek that made me shiver.

She handed me the frilly nightie she’d chosen for me and helped me slip it on. The soft, silky material felt cool and delicate against my skin as it settled over my body. She turned off the lights, pulled me into bed, and spooned me from behind, one arm wrapping around to cup my bare chest possessively. Her warm body pressed against my back, her breath tickling my neck.

“Goodnight, sissy,” she whispered, pressing another gentle kiss to my cheek.

A small, confusing flutter of warmth spread through me despite everything. I sniffled, “Goodnight, Mistress,” and instinctively pressed my butt back against her crotch for closeness.

As we lay there drifting off to sleep, the room quiet except for our breathing, I wondered what would happen when the summer finally ended. I was deeply ashamed and humiliated by the person I had become, yet in that moment, wrapped in Tori’s arms, wearing a frilly nightie, my caged clit still tingling, I felt perfectly serene. For the first time all day, I wouldn’t have changed a thing.


Part 5
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The soft fabric of my pink sundress brushed gently against my smooth thighs as I sat in the passenger seat, the delicate straps resting lightly on my shoulders and the fitted bodice hugging my chest in a way that had become far too familiar. The warm summer air drifted through the cracked window, carrying the faint scent of cut grass from the neighborhood lawns we passed. My long, wavy brown hair, now reaching well past my shoulders, swayed with every small bump in the road, the silky strands occasionally tickling my bare arms. I kept my hands folded neatly in my lap, fingers lightly tracing the hem of the dress, my feminine posture automatic now after so a summer of practice.

It had been three weeks since that night with Connor at the drive-in, and something inside me had quietly shifted. The fierce resistance I once felt had slipped away like sand through my fingers. Fighting it all only made everything harder, more humiliating, more painful, so I stopped. I simply let the current carry me. Being Jenny for the rest of the summer wasn’t an internal battle anymore; my life when I woke up each morning. Grace had noticed the change and loved it. Ever since she found the evidence of what I’d done for Connor on my skirt, she spoke to me with a new certainty, as if every frilly outfit, every curtsy, every whispered “yes, Mommy” proved I had secretly wanted this all along. Any time I tried to push back or remind her this wasn’t my choice, her expression would harden, disappointment flashing in her eyes until I learned it was easier and safer to just stay quiet and smile.

The girls had kept me busy almost every day over the past month. I spent long hours at Tori’s house or Trisha’s or rotating between Madison and Sophia, usually dressed in one of my maid outfits, sometimes the bright pink one with its layers of ruffled petticoat that swished loudly with every step, usually the more traditional black one that I had grown most accustomed to. I cooked for them, cleaned until my knees ached from kneeling on hardwood floors, gave them pedicures while they lounged on the couch scrolling their phones, and fetched whatever they wanted whenever they snapped their fingers and gave me orders. They never let me forget what I was. Comments about what a slut I was with Connor or how cute my butt looked when I bent over to dust something lower would float through the air, followed by giggles that made my cheeks burn. Some days they even sent me on quick but intensely humiliating errands still wearing the maid dress, grabbing them tampons or picking up their food orders, being seen like that always leaving my stomach in knots after being stared at throughout the entire errand. Still, beneath all the degradation, a strange sense of comfort and maybe even a bond with my mistresses had grown. Especially with Tori. My body moved to obey her before my mind even finished processing the command. Pleasing her, earning one of her soft smiles or a gentle stroke of my hair, sent a flutter of warmth and happiness through me that I couldn’t quite explain. The same was true with Trisha, though it felt a little different, she definitely scared me more, and wasn’t always as kind.

Thankfully, they hadn’t pushed me toward any more dates with Connor or anyone else. I’d overheard Tori mention in passing that Connor was transferring schools before the school year started. The news had felt like a huge relief. The thought of walking the same hallways as the boy whose hard cock I had stroked and who’s cum I had swallowed was too much to handle. I pushed the memory of that night down whenever it tried to surface.

School felt like a distant light at the end of a very long, very pink tunnel. In just a couple of weeks I would finally go back to being James. The summer had been exhausting, packed with endless layers of lace and shame, and I was ready for it to end. I could almost picture myself in normal clothes again, hair cut short, voice dropped back to its old register. Grace would have to let me fix the visual things: the long wavy hair, the thin arched brows, the complete lack of body hair. The rest I could relearn. I hoped.

What worried me more were the changes I couldn’t simply cut away or hide under baggy hoodies. The pills Grace gave me every morning had done their quiet work. My skin felt impossibly soft now, like velvet under my fingertips whenever I smoothed lotion on my legs after shaving. My hair had grown even finer and lighter at the roots. My hips had widened enough that some of my panties now sat differently, and my butt had taken on a rounder, perkier shape that made the short hems of my dresses and skirts ride up even more. Worst of all was my chest. What had started as puffy, sensitive nipples had swelled into two small but unmistakably feminine breasts, soft little mounds that jiggled faintly when I walked quickly and ached when the fabric of my bra rubbed against them the wrong way. They were impossible to ignore when I stood naked in front of the mirror after a shower, the cool air making my nipples harden into firm little peaks.

The emotional shifts had grown even stronger. Tears came faster now, sometimes over nothing at all. My personality felt softer, mushier, quicker to melt into obedience whenever anyone gave me an order or spoke to me with a commanding tone. Submitting had become almost instinctive, a reflex I caught myself enacted multiple times a day before I could stop it.

I planned to talk to Grace about everything after tomorrow’s ballet recital. The summer was nearly over, and she would be proud of how seriously I had taken the classes, how gracefully I could now move as a ballerina. That would put her in a good mood. It was the one part of being Jenny I knew I would actually miss: the music, the stretch and burn of my muscles, the sense that I was good at something athletic, even some of the moments when I felt light and pretty and I completely forgot that I was a sissy being forced to do this. But I would never say that out loud.

The car slowed and turned into the parking lot of the salon. Grace shifted into park and turned to look at me, her expression warm and curious.

“Something on your mind, honey?” she asked, reaching over to brush a stray strand of hair behind my ear. Her touch was gentle and affectionate.

I forced a small smile, the kind I had practiced in moments like these until it looked and felt natural. “No, Mommy,” I said softly, my voice light and sweet the way she liked it.

She smiled back, satisfied, and we both stepped out of the car. The late-morning sun warmed my bare shoulders as I smoothed the hem of my sundress and followed her toward the salon doors, the click of my wedge sandals echoing on the pavement with each careful, feminine step.

The salon smelled of lavender and warm vanilla the moment we stepped inside, the cool air-conditioned breeze brushing against my bare shoulders and making the thin straps of my pink sundress feel even skimpier. Grace handled everything at the front desk with her usual calm confidence while I stood slightly behind her, hands clasped in front of me, the delicate fabric of the dress whispering against my thighs with every tiny shift in weight.

“Hi, we’re here for an appointment for my daughter Jennifer,” Grace said brightly.

The receptionist checked her screen and smiled. “Yes, we have her scheduled for a full wax, including eyebrows, and a mani-pedi, correct?”

“Correct,” Grace confirmed with a pleased nod.

A flutter of nervousness stirred low in my belly as I followed the aesthetician down the narrow hallway. The faint scent of antiseptic and warmed wax grew stronger. She led me into a small, dimly lit treatment room and closed the door with a soft click.

“You can undress and leave your clothes on the bench,” she told me kindly.

I swallowed. “Um… everything?”

“Yes, sweetie. Everything.” She stepped out.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the zipper. The pink sundress slid down my body with a silky sigh and pooled at my feet. I stepped out of my wedge sandals, the cool tile sending a shiver up through my bare soles. The bra came off next, straps slipping from my shoulders as the cups released the soft weight of my budding breasts. Finally, I hooked my thumbs into my lacy panties and eased them down, stepping free until nothing remained.

For one sickening second my eyes caught my reflection in the full-length mirror. Even completely naked I looked almost entirely like a girl: my pretty face framed by long wavy hair, thin waist flaring into wider hips and a round, perky ass that jiggled faintly when I shifted, and two small but unmistakably female breasts sitting high on my chest, nipples hardening in the cool air. The only trace of anything male was the humiliating little pink chastity cage locked tight around my disregarded manhood, the shiny plastic catching the light and making the rest of me look even more convincingly female by contrast. My stomach twisted at the sight. I tore my gaze away, cheeks burning, and climbed onto the treatment table, the paper crinkling loudly beneath me.

The aesthetician returned moments later. “Hi, I’m Elena,” she said with a warm smile. Her eyes flicked down briefly to the pink cage between my legs. Heat flooded my face instantly, a deep crawling shame that made my skin prickle and my thighs press together instinctively.

She remained perfectly professional. “Don’t worry, honey. I’ve worked with plenty of trans girls before. Your body is already so feminine by the way, you look gorgeous honey.”

The words came out like warm honey but felt like a bee’s sting. I managed a tiny thank you, my voice small as I processed that to pretty much anyone who saw my body, I was now a trans girl.

She started with my legs. The wax felt thick and silky as she spread it smoothly over my calves and thighs, warm and heavy against my skin. Fabric strips were pressed down firmly, then rip. Sharp, stinging heat flared across the surface with every pull, leaving my freshly denuded skin tingling and raw.

Then she reached the bikini area.

“Alright, sweetie, I need you to lie back and bring your knees up toward your chest, feet flat on the table,” she instructed gently. “Then let your knees fall open for me.”

My face burned hotter than the wax itself. I obeyed slowly, heart hammering, drawing my knees up until they hovered near my chest. When I let them drop open, the position left me completely exposed, my thighs spread wide, the smooth, hairless skin around my cage and the sensitive crease beneath fully on display under the suddenly very harsh overhead lights. The cool air kissed every intimate inch. I stared fixedly at the ceiling, mortified by how vulnerable and open I felt, my small breasts rising and falling rapidly with each shallow breath.

Elena applied the warm wax carefully along the delicate skin, the thick strip pressing right against the edges of my tucked area and the soft skin behind my balls. The first rip came without warning, painful and intimate, an intense stinging burn that made my whole body jolt and a tiny, involuntary whimper escape my throat. The skin there was so much more sensitive; every subsequent pull felt deeper, more personal, the pain radiating outward while the cool air rushed in against the newly smooth, throbbing flesh. I could feel the tiny cage twitching uselessly with each jolt, the pink plastic shifting slightly against my skin as I fought the urge to close my legs. By the time she finished, the entire area pulsed with raw heat, every nerve ending alive and hypersensitive, the humiliation of having been spread so openly leaving my eyes watering.

She moved on to my arms and underarms, the process repeating: warm spread, firm press, sharp rip, until my skin felt burning and tender all over. Finally, she turned to my eyebrows. The wax was quick and precise, tiny hairs stripped away in rapid succession. I could feel the shape changing, the arch becoming sharper and thinner with every pass, my forehead tingling with strange new lightness.

“All done with the wax and brows, honey,” Elena said cheerfully. “Why don’t you take a look?”

I sat up slowly, the paper crinkling, and stepped in front of the mirror once more. My body looked mostly the same as it did every morning after shaving, soft, smooth, and hairless, but the eyebrows were unmistakable now: much thinner, highly arched, giving my face an even softer, more delicately feminine expression. The sight made my stomach drop. School was so close. These wouldn’t fade in time. I swallowed the rising panic and forced my voice to stay polite and sweet.

“They’re so much nicer… thank you so much,” I said, the words heavy on my tongue.

“You’re welcome, honey,” she replied with a genuine smile. “You can get changed now and head back out for your mani-pedi.”

“Thank you,” I murmured as she left the room.

The second the door clicked shut I moved quickly, hands still shaking as I pulled my lacy panties back up my tingling legs. The fabric settled against my freshly waxed bikini area with a new, heightened sensitivity that made me acutely aware of every shift. The bra came next, cups cradling my small breasts, then the sundress sliding back over my body. I slipped my wedges on, grabbed my small purse, and stepped back out into the main salon area, my skin still raw and alive beneath the soft pink fabric, cheeks warm with lingering shame.

The tile floor felt like it was mocking me as I walked toward the mani-pedi area, each step in my wedge sandals producing a soft, feminine click that echoed lightly through the salon. The freshly waxed skin on my legs and especially between my thighs tingled with every movement, the lace of my panties brushing against the hypersensitive, smooth area in a way that kept reminding me exactly how exposed I had been just minutes earlier. A young esthetician with a bright smile was already waiting at the station, the air around her carrying the sweet, chemical scent of acetone and nail polish.

“Hi there! What color are we doing today?” she asked cheerfully, gesturing for me to sit.

I settled into the cushioned chair, smoothing my pink sundress beneath my perky cheeks. “Shiny white acrylics for both nails and toenails, please,” I said softly, keeping my voice light and polite. “Oval shape, but nothing too long or dramatic.”

She nodded, already gathering supplies. “Perfect choice, very elegant. Any special occasion?”

“My ballet recital tomorrow,” I murmured, the words feeling like a shameful humiliation. “I’m one of the swans in Swan Lake, so… white fits.”

She smiled. “That’s so great! You’re going to look adorable.”

I slipped off my wedge sandals, the cool air kissing my bare feet as I leaned back in the chair and let the two girls begin their work. The low hum of the salon faded into the background while they soaked my hands and feet, the warm, soapy water swirling gently around my toes and fingers. I closed my eyes, trying to zone out. The sensation was surprisingly soothing: the firm yet gentle pressure as they filed away the old acrylics, the soft buffing, the precise application of the new tips. The pampering felt really nice, luxurious, even.

My mind drifted back to the very first time Grace had dragged me to a salon early in the summer. I had sat rigid with terror then, heart pounding so hard I could barely breathe, knowing that everyone there could see I was a sissy. It was more than obvious. The pixie cut had felt like a brand, the first coat of polish on my nails like a permanent mark of shame. Every snip of the scissors and every stroke of the brush had sent waves of raw humiliation and terror crashing over me.

Now the nervousness was quieter, duller. I still felt the underlying shame of sitting here in a sundress getting my nails done like any other girl, but at least I knew I passed. The long wavy hair, the arched brows, the soft curves I couldn’t hide anymore, the way I carried myself, they all worked together too well. No one was staring strangely. No one suspected anything was off about me.

As the fresh white acrylics were shaped into subtle ovals and coated with a high shine top coat, I reflected again on how much had changed in such a short time. Although there were some things I would miss about being Jennifer, I was definitely eager to feel like a man again. With the recital tomorrow marking the near-end, I decided to simply sink into the chair and enjoy the princess treatment while it lasted. It would all be over soon.

When they finished, I opened my eyes and looked down at my hands and feet. The nails were perfect: glossy, bright white ovals that caught the light with every tiny movement, elegant yet not overpowering. My hands looked delicate and feminine, the white tips making my fingers appear longer and more graceful. My feet just as striking: smooth from the recent waxing and pedicure, the toenails shining like little porcelain shells against my soft skin, the high arch enhanced by the pretty shape. They looked undeniably feminine, almost cute. For a fleeting second, I caught myself admiring how dainty and polished they were, a small rush of unexpected pleasure warming my chest.

The feeling embarrassed me instantly. I quickly looked away, heat rising in my cheeks as I thanked the estheticians.

“Have a nice day!” they called after me with friendly smiles.

I slipped my wedge sandals back on, the new white toenails peeking out from the open toes, and grabbed my small pink purse. Walking back toward the reception area, I saw that Grace was sitting in one of the waiting chairs. She stood up as I approached, her eyes lighting up.

“Oohh, you look so cute, honey,” she said, reaching out to gently lift one of my hands to inspect the nails.

“Thanks, Mommy,” I replied, forcing a small smile.

“Your eyebrows too! You look gorgeous, Jennifer…Well, I already paid, sweetie. We’re good to go.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I murmured and followed her out the door.

The late-morning sun warmed my bare shoulders again as we climbed back into the car. Grace started the engine and pulled out of the parking lot, the soft fabric of my sundress shifting against my still-sensitive skin.

“I love your eyebrows, girl,” she said after a moment, glancing over with a pleased smile. “They make your face look so much more demure and elegant.”

“Thanks, Mommy… but won’t they be a bit obvious at school?” I asked quietly, the worry creeping back in.

She waved a hand dismissively. “Oh, don’t worry about that, Jennifer. Just focus on your recital tomorrow. So, how’s my little ballerina feeling? Are you ready?”

I nodded, keeping my voice steady. “Yes, Mommy, I think so. I’ve been practicing very hard.”

She smirked, a cruel little curve spreading across her lips. “That’s great, sweetie, because Daddy is coming. Won’t that be nice?”

The news hit me like a cold splash of ice water, my stepdad was going to be watching me prance around onstage in the extremely feminine white swan costume, tutu flaring, tights hugging every new curve, pointe shoes tapping softly as I moved in the delicate, girly way I had been taught. My stomach clenched tightly, but I didn’t want to argue. It would get me no where and probably make her angry.

“Yeah, Mommy… great,” I said, the words coming out unconvincingly as I stared out the window, the glossy white nails resting in my lap as the dread set in.

The next day I sat in the passenger seat of Trisha’s car, the car’s gentle vibration humming through my body. My pleated white skirt was hiked up around my waist, the crisp fabric rustling softly with every small movement. I reached down with trembling fingers, carefully tucking and taping my soft, uncaged penis as flat as possible beneath the smooth, cool satin of my white panties. The delicate material whispered against my freshly waxed skin, clinging tightly and sending little sparks of sensitivity through the still-tender area. I pulled the panties up snugly, then let the pleated skirt drop back into place, the layers settling around my hips with a soft swish.

“Good girl,” Trisha said, her voice laced with amusement as she glanced over from the driver’s seat. “I’ll lock you back up after the recital later.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered, the words leaving a heavy, pathetic taste on my tongue. Embarrassment crept in as I realized how quickly I had thanked her for something so degrading.

Trisha giggled, the sound light and delighted. “It’s been a while since you’ve cum, hasn’t it? The last time was with Tori that night you jerked off Connor, right?”

The memory hit me instantly: the sticky warmth of his cum coating my fingers, the taste of it on my tongue, the way my body had betrayed me while Tori watched. I hadn’t been allowed even the slightest erection since that night. My voice came out small and ashamed. “Yes, Mistress.”

She giggled again, brighter this time. “As it should be, sissy. Wouldn’t want you thinking you’re a man again.”

I stayed silent, staring down at my glossy white nails resting in my lap. Shame and a deep, hollow disappointment twisted low in my belly. The satin panties suddenly felt even tighter, the constant gentle pressure a reminder of everything I couldn’t do.

Trisha’s laugh floated through the car once more. “Relax, sissy. I’m sure Tori will feel you deserve a release if you perform well tonight.”

A surge of excitement visibly flickered through me at the thought of finally being allowed to cum. My nipples tightened against the inside of my bra, sending a warm tingle across my breasts. “Yes, Mistress… I’ll do my best.”

“So, are you nervous, sissy?” she asked, her tone casual.

“Yeah… definitely,” I admitted, my voice soft. “But at least summer will be over soon, and then I can finally go back to some normalcy.”

Trisha smirked, one eyebrow arching as she kept her eyes on the road. “What do you mean, Jenny?”

I answered a little too proudly. “My mommy said the punishment would be over at the end of the summer and it’s almost over, Mistress.”

Trisha’s smirk deepened, a low chuckle escaping her. “Jennifer, seriously? You really think this is gonna end after the summer? Tori and I own you now, princess. Even if your mommy lets you go back to school as a boy, that doesn’t mean we’re gonna give up our sissy maid. You’ll still be coming over every day after school to dress up and serve us, and don’t even dream about changing your little beauty routine either…you’re not getting out of chastity, buying boy underwear, or anything stupid like that. You’re going to need to get used to this, girlfriend. And by the way, I wouldn’t be so certain that you’ll be going back to school as a boy either.”

She suddenly reached over and gave my left breast a firm squeeze through the thin fabric of my top and bra. The tender, swollen flesh yielded softly under her fingers, sending a sharp, sensitive jolt straight through me that made my breath catch and my nipple pebble instantly. The squeeze lingered just long enough for the ache to bloom warmly, a confusing mix of pain and unwanted pleasure that left my skin prickling.

“You literally have boobs now,” she continued, her voice mocking, “and your hair is longer than mine.”

My eyes stung fiercely. I blinked hard, fighting back the hot tears that threatened to spill, my throat tightening until it hurt to swallow. The car suddenly felt too small, the air too thick. “It’s just a side effect of the hair and nail pills… she’ll let me stop at the end of the summer,” I managed, my voice cracking slightly despite my effort to keep it steady.

Trisha shook her head slowly, still smiling. “Whatever you say, sissy. But for now, just focus on the task ahead. Tonight you’re a pretty little ballerina… say it.”

Trying not to let my mind spiral into panic, I whispered, “I’m a pretty little ballerina.”

She spoke firmly. “Again.”

I forced my most ladylike voice. “I’m a pretty little ballerina.”

The words hung heavily in the air, wrapping around the growing seed of shame and anxiety Trisha had planted. Even if the punishment ended with the summer, the way Trisha spoke made it sound like I was too far gone to be a boy again, they also made it painfully clear that Tori and Trisha’s control wasn’t going anywhere. The realization weighed heavily on me as the car continued toward the recital hall.

The backstage air was thick with the sweet, powdery scent of hairspray, warm skin, and floral perfume as Trisha and I stepped into the bustling dressing room. Soft overhead lights cast a gentle glow over the chaos of half-dressed bodies and scattered tutus. Girls moved around in various stages of undress, some chatting casually while adjusting straps, others standing in nothing but delicate white panties, their bare breasts swaying freely with every movement, nipples tightening slightly in the cool draft from the air conditioning. The rustle of tulle and the soft slap of bare feet on the tiled floor filled the space, along with bursts of laughter and the click of makeup compacts.

My eyes widened before I could stop them. The girls I had practiced with twice a week, the graceful, curvy bodies I had only ever seen in leotards and tights, were now so openly exposed. Smooth skin glistened under the lights, perky breasts bounced gently as they moved, rounded hips and soft thighs on full display. A warm flush spread through my lower belly, my penis twitching faintly against the tucking tape as unwanted arousal stirred. The sight was mesmerizing, almost intoxicating, the way their bodies curved so naturally, so beautifully. I had never dreamed of being in a room of so many gorgeous half-naked women.

But the feeling changed harshly in the next heartbeat. The only reason I was allowed access like this was because I was now one of them. No one glanced at me with suspicion or discomfort. No one covered up or shooed me away. No one saw a man who could ever have a chance with them sexily. They just saw me, delicate, pretty Jennifer. I truly belonged in this space now, no longer any kind of masculine presence or threat, just another pretty girl getting ready. The realization settled like a heavy stone in my stomach, my cheeks burning hot while my heart raced with deep, crushing humiliation.

Tina, a blonde girl from class with long wavy hair and an athletic yet curvy figure, walked over wearing only sheer white tights and tiny lace panties. Her big, D-cup breasts were completely bare, bouncing softly with each step, the pink nipples prominent against her pale skin.

She smiled brightly, completely at ease. “Hey girls, we laid out your stuff by the tables in the corner,” she said, gesturing with a casual wave.

Too mesmerized and embarrassed to speak, I stayed silent, my gaze dropping to the floor. Trisha answered for me with an easy “Thanks, girl,” and guided me toward the corner with a light hand on my lower back.

We reached the small table where our costumes waited. My fingers shook as I quickly stripped off my top, bra, and skirt, leaving only the smooth white satin panties clinging to my hips. Standing there nearly naked in a room full of girls, the cool air kissed my small, tender breasts and made my nipples harden into tight little peaks. My skin prickled with goosebumps, my heart hammering so loudly I was sure someone would hear it. Yet none of the other ballerinas paid me any special attention, there were no stares, no whispers. The relief that washed over me was laced with a horrifying thought; even half-naked in a room full of girls, no one could tell I was a man.

Trisha and I dressed quickly. I stepped into the white leotard first, the soft, stretchy fabric hugging my body like a second skin. It clung tightly to my small breasts, the built-in shelf bra offering just enough support to create a gentle, feminine swell at my chest while the high-cut legs accentuated the curve of my hips and the roundness of my ass. Next came the white tights, smooth and sheer, rolling up my smooth legs with a silky whisper, the material compressing lightly against my skin and making every inch feel encased and delicate. The opaque white fabric smoothed over my thighs and hugged the cleft of my bottom, the gusset pressing snugly against my tucked penis. Over the leotard I fastened the short, fluffy white tutu, its layers of stiff tulle flaring out dramatically around my hips, bouncing and swishing with the slightest movement and drawing attention to my waist and legs. Finally, I slipped on the white hairpiece, a delicate cluster of feathers and crystals that pinned securely into my long brown hair, and stepped into the pointe shoes. The satin ribbons wrapped tightly around my ankles as I tied them, the hard toe box and arched sole forcing my feet into that elegant, elevated position that made my calves tighten and my posture shift into something unmistakably graceful and feminine on instinct.

Once dressed, we sat at the vanity and applied our stage makeup. I brushed on bright, glamorous eyeshadow in shimmering whites and silvers, lined my eyes with bold black winged liner, and coated my lashes until they looked long and dramatic. Blush brought a rosy glow to my cheeks, and I finished with glossy, pale pink lipstick that made my lips look full and pouty.

When we were done, Trisha stood up beside me in front of the full-length mirror. Her costume mirrored mine, her white leotard hugging her curvier figure, the tutu flaring out to emphasize her narrow waist and full hips, white tights making her long legs look endless. We looked like matching swans, delicate and ethereal. I stared at my dreamlike reflection, the ultra-feminine image staring back at me: long wavy hair framed by the feathered hairpiece, thin arched brows, soft cheeks, small breasts creating a subtle but unmistakable curve under the leotard, the tutu making my waist appear tiny while my rounded ass and smooth legs were put on perfect display. The pointe shoes altered my posture and forced a subtle arch to my back. I looked dainty, pretty, completely like a ballerina. Humiliation burned through me as I struggled to reconcile myself with the girl staring back at me. At the same time, nervous energy made my hands tremble and my breath come in shallow little gasps, soon I would be onstage like this in front of an audience, including my stepdad.

Just then the instructor’s voice cut through the room. “We’re on in fifteen, ladies! Let’s get to the stage!”

My legs felt weak, a fine tremor running through my entire body as the reality of performing hit me. Trisha took my hand in hers, her warm fingers squeezing gently. She leaned close, her breath brushing my ear as she whispered, “Don’t worry, sissy. You’re gonna be great.”

The words offered some relief, but I was still petrified. She led me out of the dressing room toward backstage, the tutu swishing loudly around my hips with every careful, pointed step in the tight pointe shoes, the white tights whispering against each other as my thighs brushed together. My breasts bounced softly inside the leotard with the movement, and every inch of me felt exposed, delicate, and inescapably feminine as we moved deeper into the theater.

The backstage area buzzed with low chatter and the rustle of tulle as the first act began. The girls playing the villagers and the boy cast as Prince Siegfried filed out onto the stage, their footsteps echoing faintly through the wings. Trisha and I stayed behind with the rest of the white swan corps, all of us clustered in our identical ethereal costumes. The overhead lights felt warmer there, the air thick with the scent of perfume and fresh hairspray. My tutu brushed against my thighs with every tiny shift, the stiff layers of white tulle tickling my skin through the sheer white tights. The pointe shoes gripped my feet tightly, the ribbons biting just enough to remind me of the delicate arch they forced into my ankles. I fidgeted with the edge of my tutu, fingers tracing the crisp netting while my heart thudded heavily, the leotard’s stretchy fabric holding my breasts in a soft, feminine curve that rose and fell with each nervous breath.

My mind kept circling back to the audience and the fact that my stepdad would be watching. The thought of him seeing me like this, prancing in this girly girl outfit with my long hair pinned under feathers and crystals, my body moving in a dainty, swan-like way, sent a cold shiver up my spine. I shoved the thought away hard, focusing instead on the music filtering through the speakers. I had to stay calm. I had to focus.

When the second act began and the lights shifted to a softer, moonlit blue, the corps de ballet stirred. We lined up in the wings, bodies close, the collective warmth of so many girls in white radiating around me. The cue came, a soft swell in the orchestra, and I steadied my breathing, slipping into character the way we had rehearsed a hundred times. My arms softened, curving gently like folded wings at my sides, and I lifted my chin, letting my gaze turn dreamy and distant as I bourréed onto the stage in tiny, rapid steps. The pointe shoes whispered against the smooth black floor, each minuscule step sending tiny vibrations up through my calves and into my thighs. The tutu flared and bounced lightly around my hips, the tulle layers catching the stage lights in shimmering flashes that made my whole lower body feel weightless and exposed. My white tights stretched and released with every movement, the smooth fabric gliding over my freshly waxed skin and hugging the curve of my perky bottom. The other swans moved in perfect sync beside me, a sea of white feathers and flowing arms, and for the first few moments my pulse still hammered in my ears, knees threatening to lock from the stage fright that made my mouth go dry.

We glided into formation around Odette, Christina, tall and elegant in her own sparkling white tutu, her long arms extended like a queen swan. The music slowed into the famous adagio. I felt the eyes of the audience on us, but the nervousness began to loosen its grip as my body remembered the steps. We sank into synchronized arabesques, one leg extended behind me in a long, graceful line while my arms reached forward like wings preparing for flight. The stretch burned sweetly through my hamstrings and lower back, the pointe shoe pressing firmly into the floor for balance. My small breasts rose with each controlled breath inside the leotard, the tender flesh shifting softly against the fabric. Around me the corps moved as one: arms undulating in slow, rippling port de bras, heads tilting in unison, bodies creating soft waves that mimicked a lake at night. The tulle of my tutu brushed against the girls on either side of me with every port de bras, a constant, whispering reminder that I was no longer separate. I was part of the flock.

The tempo lifted. We traveled across the stage in flowing chassés and glissades, feet brushing the floor in smooth, skimming steps while our arms lifted and lowered like wings catching the breeze. Each relevé lifted me onto the balls of my feet, the hard box of the pointe shoe forcing my toes to bear my weight in that elegant, elevated pose. My calves tightened, my thighs engaged, and the sheer tights compressed gently against my skin, making every muscle feel alive and connected. The music swelled around us, and I let it pull me deeper. My nervousness melted away with each synchronized turn, small, controlled pirouettes where the tutu spun out in a perfect white circle and my long hair extensions swayed against my back. The stage lights warmed my shoulders and cheeks, the rosin under my shoes giving just enough grip to keep me steady. I was no longer thinking about my stepdad or the rest of the audience or anything outside the moment. My body was moving on its own now, dainty and precise, every gesture soft and feminine. The collective breath of the corps matched mine; when one girl exhaled, we all did. When we shifted into a new line formation, my arms curved automatically with theirs, creating the illusion of a single elegant creature.

We held a long, flowing pose, attitudes en pointe, one leg bent gracefully behind us, arms extended in soft curves. The stretch through my lifted leg sent a warm, satisfying ache through my hip and the arch of my foot. Sweat beaded lightly at the small of my back, soaking into the leotard, but it felt good, like proof that I was doing a good job. The music built to its final crescendo, and we began the exit exactly as we had entered: tiny bourrées backward, arms still soft and wing-like, heads lifted dreamily. The tutu swished around my hips one last time, the tights whispering against my inner thighs, the pointe shoes clicking faintly as we retreated into the wings.

The moment we cleared the stage and the curtain closed behind us, the tension in my shoulders released all at once. A wide, unstoppable smile spread across my face as I stood there catching my breath, chest rising and falling quickly under the leotard. A rush of euphoric suddenly hit me. My legs felt light despite the ache in my calves, my arms still tingling from the graceful arcs they had traced. I felt graceful in a way I had never known before, dainty and perfectly in tune with every other swan around me, as if the music and the movements had stitched us all together into something bigger and more beautiful than any one of us alone. The pride settled deep inside me, quiet and glowing, making my eyes sting with something that wasn’t nerves at all.

The backstage wings still hummed with residual energy when Trisha bounded up to me, her tutu bouncing lightly against her hips. We both let out tiny, excited squeals, voices pitched low so we wouldn’t disturb the stage, and threw our arms around each other. The stiff layers of our white tulle tutus crushed together with a soft, papery rustle, our leotards warm from the stage lights and the faint sheen of sweat on our skin. Her arms felt strong and familiar around my waist, the sheer white tights on our legs brushing together as we rocked side to side.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, eyes sparkling. “You looked so graceful out there, Jenny. Like you were born for this.”

“You too,” I breathed back, cheeks aching from the grin I couldn’t hold back. “That was so amazing, we were all so in sync. And I felt like I was right there with every single movement.”

We stayed like that for a moment, hearts still racing in sync from the performance, before some of the other ballerinas slipped past us to head out for Act 3. Trisha and I stayed behind, catching our breath in the dimmer light of the wings while the music for the next act swelled beyond the curtain.

A few minutes later we lined up again with the rest of the white swan corps. This time my pulse felt steadier, more controlled. The earlier nerves had burned away in the glow of Act 2, leaving something bright and eager humming through my veins. I rolled my shoulders once, feeling the leotard hug my breasts and the tutu flare out around my hips, and when the cue for Act 4 came, I was ready.

We bourréed onto the stage in tight, synchronized lines, tiny rapid steps making the pointe shoes whisper against the black floor while the tutus flared and settled in soft white clouds around our thighs. The stage lights bathed us in a cooler, moonlight blue, the air cooler against the damp skin at the nape of my neck. My arms curved softly like folded wings at my sides, then lifted in slow, rippling port de bras as we formed a wide semicircle around Odette and Prince Siegfried. The sheer tights compressed gently against my smooth legs with every tiny shift, the satin ribbons of my pointe shoes pulling snugly around my ankles.

The music became somber and flowing. We moved as one body, deep cambré backbends that arched my spine and lifted my small chest, the stretch pulling sweetly through my ribs while the tutu tilted upward. We sank into long arabesques, one leg extended behind us in a clean, trembling line, the hard box of the pointe shoe pressing firmly into the floor for balance. My arms undulated like wings catching an invisible current, rising and falling in perfect unison with the girls on either side of me. The collective breath of the corps matched mine; when one girl exhaled, the whole line softened. I felt the warmth of the girl beside me, the faint brush of her tutu against mine, the shared rhythm of our hearts. Every relevé lifted me onto the balls of my feet, calves burning with controlled power, thighs engaged under the silky tights. We traveled across the stage in sweeping glissades and chassés, feet skimming the floor while our arms created soft, feathery patterns. The music built, and so did the immersion, my body no longer thought, it simply responded, dainty and precise, every gesture elegant, feminine, and automatic. The tutu bounced lightly with each step, the feathers in my hairpiece swaying against my long hair. I felt completely in character, part of something vast and beautiful, moving as one graceful creature with the rest of the swans.

The tempo shifted into the dramatic final section. We formed sharp V-formations and long diagonal lines, performing quick relevés en pointe followed by soft, fluttering port de bras that mimicked desperate wing beats. My small breasts rose and fell rapidly inside the leotard with each controlled breath, the tender flesh shifting against the fabric. Sweat traced cool paths down my back beneath the leotard, but it only made me feel more alive. We executed a series of synchronized attitudes, leg bent gracefully behind, arms extended in elegant curves, then flowed into a final, mournful sequence of slow turns and deep lunges. The stage lights caught every shimmer of the tutus, every delicate arch of a wrist, and I was lost in it, euphoric and weightless, the music and the corps carrying me completely.

We exited exactly as we had entered: tiny bourrées backward, arms still soft and wing-like, heads lifted in one last dreamy line—until the wings swallowed us again. The moment the curtain closed I felt a rush of pure exhilaration flood through me, warm and adrenaline-inducing, my legs light despite the pleasant ache in my calves and the faint burn in my arches. My cheeks glowed, my breath came fast and happy, and a quiet, glowing pride settled deep in my chest.

Backstage erupted into excited hugs and muffled squeals. Tutus crushed together in a flurry of white, arms wrapping around waists and shoulders, the air filled with whispered congratulations and the rustle of tulle. We celebrated quietly, bodies still buzzing with shared energy, before the stage manager called us back out for final bows.

We walked onto the stage in a single elegant line for the curtsies. The bright house lights washed over us as we sank into deep curtsies, knees bending gracefully, backs straight, one hand lightly lifting the front of our tutus while the other extended in a soft curve. My pointe shoes pressed firmly into the floor, the tutu flaring wide around my hips as I lowered into the curtsy. I lifted my gaze to the audience and saw Tori first, stood near the front clapping hard, her face lit up with pure pride and delight. A feeling of happiness bloomed inside me at the sight of her beaming at me like that.

Then my eyes found the rest of the row. Grace sat smiling beside Kyle and my stepdad, his expression unreadable but unmistakably fixed on me. And right next to them was Grace’s sister Lydia and her daughter Naomi. I hadn’t known they were coming. I hadn’t even anticipated Naomi, who was always a sort of cool older cousin I looked up to, ever finding out about my feminization. Seeing them made my heart beat faster and my blood run cold. Along with my stepdad, my aunt and cousin had just watched every dainty step, every feminine flutter of my tutu, every graceful curve of my body in this frilly costume. A burning blush flooded my face instantly, my stomach twisting into a tight knot while my throat closed up. The elegant posture I’d held so effortlessly and proudly a moment ago suddenly felt ridiculous, pathetic, and humiliating. My small breasts pressed against the leotard as I held the curtsy, the tutu trembling faintly around my legs, and all I could feel was the burning shame of them seeing me like this.

We rose and exited the stage for the final time. Trisha pulled me into another quick, tight hug the moment we reached the wings, her tutu crushing warmly against mine.

“Let’s go meet our public, girl,” she whispered with a grin.

My voice came out small and shaky. “Yes, Mistress,” I murmured, slipping my hand into hers and letting her lead me out toward the audience, the pointe shoes tapping softly with each careful step while the weight of what my family had just witnessed sank deeper with every breath.

The bright lobby lights felt warmer than the stage as Trisha led me out by the hand, my pointe shoes clicking softly against the tiled floor with each careful, elevated step. The tutu bounced playfully around my hips, the stiff white tulle brushing and rustling against my sheer tights with every movement. My leotard clung damply to my skin, the fabric hugging the gentle swell of my budding breasts and the curve of my slim waist, while the feathers in my hairpiece tickled the back of my neck.

Tori spotted us immediately and ran forward, pulling both of us into a tight group hug. Her arms wrapped around our waists, crushing our tutus together in a soft, papery flurry of white netting. The scent of her perfume, sweet vanilla and something floral, mixed with the faint scent of our remaining perfume.

“You guys were incredible!” she exclaimed, her voice bright and full of genuine delight. “Jenny, I’m so proud of you. You looked absolutely perfect out there.”

Heat rushed straight to my cheeks, spreading down my neck and across my chest. I could feel my face burning as I stood there trapped between them, the praise eliciting an unwanted smile.

Tori gently took my hands in hers, her thumbs stroking the backs of my palms while she looked straight into my eyes. Her gaze was steady, intimate, making my stomach flutter with anticipation of what she was about to say. “No one can ever take away what you did today, sissy,” she said softly, her voice low enough that only we could hear. “You can go back to pretending to be a man, but you’ll always have this memory. You’ll always know this is a part of you. Our sweet little ballerina. You know that, right?”

My gaze dropped to the floor, the glossy white nails on my fingers catching the light as I squeezed her hands. A confusing and contradictory swirl of warmth and heavy shame twisted through my chest, making my throat tight. The truth in her words felt undeniable and obvious. I swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

Then, out of nowhere, Tori leaned in and pressed a deep kiss to my lips, lingering just long enough for the years of longing I had carried for her to surge up and make me emotional. The soft press of her mouth sent my heart stuttering wildly, a dizzying rush of giddy joy mixing with the deep ache of everything I still knew I could never truly have. When she pulled back, my cheeks burned even hotter, my lips still tingling.

Trisha grinned beside us. “Alright, girly girl, go say hi to your family. Then when we go to get changed, I’ll lock you back up after… I’m sure your daddy is excited to see his little girl.”

The high from Tori’s kiss vanished instantly, replaced by a cold shiver that made my stomach drop and my skin prickle. My pulse quickened again. “Yes, Mistress,” I managed, my voice small.

I walked over to my family on shaky legs, the tutu swishing loudly with every step, trying unsuccessfully to pull up the neckline of my leotard and hide my boobs. Grace, Lydia, and Naomi spotted me and immediately squealed with delight, rushing forward to pull me into tight hugs. Naomi, three years older than me and drop-dead gorgeous with her long dark hair, bright smile, and the kind of effortless confidence that had always made me envy her, held me especially tight. She had always been super nice to me, easy to talk to, often calling me sweet and joking that I was her favorite cousin. As her arms wrapped around me tightly, I felt the soft give of my small breasts pressing against her much bigger ones through the thin leotard, the tender flesh compressing in a way that immediately confirmed she knew about my bodily changes. The women smelled of perfume and excitement, their hands rubbing my back and shoulders as they gushed over me.

“Oh my goodness, you were so graceful up there!” Lydia said, eyes wide with surprise as she took in my full appearance for the first time. “The way you moved… it was just beautiful. You’re beautiful, honey. I’m so proud of you.”

“You looked amazing up there, girl,” Naomi added, her voice warm and sincere, though her gaze lingered a moment longer on my long hair, tutu, and the delicate curves beneath my costume. “I can’t believe how pretty you are.”

Grace beamed, cupping my face gently. “I’m so proud of my little girl. You were perfect out there, Jennifer. Absolutely perfect.”

The praise washed over me warmly, making me blush and glow, even as the humiliation burned deeply. I couldn’t stop the tiny, shy smile that tugged at my lips despite how emasculated and exposed I felt standing there in the frilly costume.

I stepped past them and my gaze landed on Kyle. He stood there looking awkward but trying to be nice. Him seeing me like this, tutu flaring, tights gleaming on my legs, leotard hugging every new curve, made me hyper-aware of every inch of the tight, feminine outfit and my girly body beneath it. My skin prickled, my breath catching as I became painfully conscious of how the tutu made my hips look wider and how the leotard accentuated the soft mounds on my chest. I wasn’t sure if Kyle had noticed my boobs, he probably had, but he definitely did now.

“You did great, Jennifer,” Kyle said, stepping forward for an awkward hug. His arms came around me stiffly.

“Thanks, Kyle,” I mumbled, voice barely above a whisper.

Then my stepdad moved forward, holding a bouquet of flowers, his expression kind but clearly uncomfortable at seeing his stepson look so girly and on display. His eyes dropped to my breasts before darting back up to my heavily made-up face. I wanted to disappear. “You did great, Jennifer,” he said, clearing his throat. “I’m, um… proud of you, honey. I got you these.”

He held out the bouquet. My hands trembled slightly as I took the flowers, the cellophane crinkling loudly, their sweet scent rising up to mix with the lingering stage makeup on my skin. Deep humiliation settled in as I took them, making me feel tiny and pathetic as I stood there in my frilly tutu accepting flowers from my stepdad like a little girl. I knew that after today, he would never see me as a man again. “Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, stepping in for a hug. His arms wrapped around me gently, and I felt even smaller pressed against his chest, the tutu crushing between us.

A minute later Tori and Trisha walked over, introducing themselves eagerly as my friends. Grace hugged Tori warmly, saying it was nice to see her again, then turned to Trisha with the same enthusiasm, telling her how beautifully she had danced and how lovely it was to finally meet her. The girls quickly fell into easy conversation with Naomi, who laughed and chatted with them like they had known each other for years. Their voices blended into a cheerful hum around me while I stood there clutching the flowers, painfully aware of how soft and feminine I looked.

Grace turned to the group with a smile. “Why don’t you girls join us for dinner? We’d love to have you.”

Tori answered immediately, “I’d love to come.”

Trisha shook her head with a polite smile. “I wish I could, but I have to get back to my mom, she already made plans. Thank you so much, though.” She gave everyone a quick hug, then turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye. “You wanna go change, Jenny?”

“Yes, I’ll be right back,” I replied softly.

I followed Trisha back toward the changing area, the pointe shoes clicking with each dainty step, the tutu swishing loudly around my hips. As soon as we were a little distance away, she leaned close, her voice teasing and low.

“Look at you now, Jenny, Daddy’s little girl,” she murmured with a giggle. “It must have been so embarrassing accepting those flowers, he definitely thinks you’re such a sissy. I love it.”

I looked down as I followed obediently behind her, the shame deepening with every rustle of my tutu and every click of my pointe shoes as I walked behind her, knowing she was right.

Half an hour later, the restaurant hostess led us to a large round table near the back, the soft clink of silverware and low murmur of conversations filling the air. I slid into my seat between Tori and Naomi, my short, pleated skirt riding up slightly against my thighs as I sat but providing much more coverage than my swan lake costume had. My crop top left a strip of bare midriff exposed, the thin material hugging the gentle swell of my small breasts but providing complete coverage of them.

Lydia leaned forward with a bright, affectionate smile, her eyes sweeping over me. “Jennifer, you looked so beautiful up on that stage tonight. I’m really proud of you for embracing your true self like this. It takes a lot of courage.”

I offered a sweet, polite smile, my voice coming out soft and feminine. “Thank you, Aunt Lydia.” Inside, my ego screamed out to tell her this wasn’t my choice. Having to sit here and play along with the story that it was, especially in front of my stepdad and Naomi, was incredibly difficult. But I knew I had to do it.

She tilted her head, genuinely curious. “Did you always know you wanted to be a girl?”

I dropped my gaze to the tablecloth, fingers twisting the edge of my napkin. The question hung there, with no possible answer I could give while maintaining my pride. “I… guess so,” I murmured, the lie tasting bitter on my tongue.

Naomi, sitting close enough that her perfume drifted over me, gave a gentle laugh. “You know, I could kind of see it now that I think about it,” she said warmly. “You were always super sweet and kind of coy. I never really pieced it together at the time, but I guess you always were pretty feminine.”

Tori let out a light, delighted giggle beside me as I cringed at Naomi’s comment, my shoulders curling inward. I wondered, for a painful second, if Naomi was right, if there had always been something obvious about me that everyone else had seen long before this summer. My throat tightened as I forced myself to keep smiling.

Across the table, my stepdad shifted uncomfortably in his seat, nodding along with strained, awkward support while Kyle did the same, both of them clearly trying to act normal. The rest of dinner passed in a relatively ordinary rhythm, though every so often someone would ask about the recital, or how long I had been dancing, or drop a casual comment about my “journey.” Each one landed like a quiet reminder of how deeply I had changed.

Naomi and Tori hit it off immediately, chatting and laughing easily across me about pop culture, clothes, and back to school plans. I joined in timidly whenever they included me, a strange mix of happiness swirling inside at seeing two people I was so fond of getting along so well.

By the time dessert plates were cleared and we waited for the check, I had loosened up a little, chatting more naturally, the earlier tension easing into the background.

Then Grace turned to Tori and me with a knowing smirk. “So girls, any more dates planned with those cute guys?”

My face went hot in an instant. I noticed the uncomfortable flicker across my stepdad’s and Kyle’s faces, while excitement lit up Lydia’s and Naomi’s eyes. The sudden shift made my pulse race, my fingers gripping the edge of the table as tears suddenly threatened to spill. I knew that Grace was doing this intentionally, bringing this up in front of everyone to humiliate me, making them all think I actually liked boys, that I was gay, that this soft, pretty version of me was real and permanent.

Naomi turned to me eagerly. “Wait, you date boys?”

I looked down at my lap, cheeks burning, unable to meet anyone’s eyes. Grace chuckled softly. “Oh, don’t be shy about it, Jennifer. If I remember correctly, you had quite the night with that boy Connor, didn’t she, Tori?”

Tori gave my thigh a gentle, affectionate squeeze under the table, her fingers warm through the thin fabric of my skirt. “Yes, we had lots of fun, right Jenny?”

I kept my gaze fixed downward, voice barely audible. “Mhm.”

Lydia smiled warmly. “That’s great, sweetie. You’re so pretty, I’m sure all the boys are dying to take you out.”

Naomi grabbed my hand excitedly, her touch soft and enthusiastic. “Girl, tonight I need all the details.”

I could only nod, completely embarrassed, my face flaming as the weight of everyone now picturing me as a boy-crazy girl settled heavily on my shoulders.

Thankfully, Grace shifted the conversation. “You’re welcome to stay the night too, Tori.”

Tori hesitated politely. “Oh, I don’t want to impose…”

Both Naomi and Grace insisted, and Tori finally agreed with a smile.

After the bill was paid, my stepdad said his goodbyes to everyone. When he reached me, he paused awkwardly. “Um… I’m really glad I got to see your recital tonight, Jennifer. You were great.”

I managed a quiet, “Thank you, Daddy… I’m glad you could make it.”

He pulled me into a warm hug, then drew back, his expression earnest but gentle. “Listen, sweetheart… I know you’re seeing boys now. That’s, um, good. I’m happy you’re finding your true self. Just be careful, okay? Boys don’t always treat girls right. Make sure you keep your guard up until you find a guy who treats you like a princess, alright? And always be safe if you know what I mean…”

I stood there looking up at him, completely mortified and angry at Grace for telling him about my date. He now thought I liked boys, as if seeing my ballet recital wasn’t enough to destroy any hopes of manhood he may have had for me. There was also a shift in the way he spoke to me. He was talking to me like I had never been his stepson, like I had always been this delicate girl who needed protecting from men. The thought made my eyes sting fiercely as I fought back tears again, feeling smaller and more effeminate than under in his gaze. “Okay, Daddy… thank you,” I whispered, hugging him again tightly before pulling away.

On the way out to Grace’s car, Tori squeezed my arm and giggled softly. “You’re such a daddy’s girl, Jenny. It’s so cute.”

I looked down in shame, one hand smoothing the hem of my pleated skirt as I climbed into the backseat, the fabric sliding against my smooth thighs while the weight of my new relationship with my stepdad pressed down on me.

The car ride home passed in a quiet blur, the soft hum of the engine and occasional streetlights flickering across my bare thighs. When we finally pulled into the driveway and stepped inside the house, the familiar scent of Grace’s lavender air freshener wrapped around me. Naomi and Tori followed me upstairs without hesitation, their footsteps light on the carpet behind mine.

I pushed open the door to my room and flicked on the light. Naomi stopped dead in the doorway, her eyes widening as she took it all in: the pastel pink walls, the white vanity covered in makeup and hair products, the delicate lace curtains, the shelves lined with stuffed animals, dolls, and ballet memorabilia. Her gaze landed on the bed with its shiny Barbie comforter covered in bright pink hearts and glittery logos.

“Oh my God…” she breathed, stepping inside and spinning slowly. “Jennifer… this is… this is so feminine. Like, insanely feminine.” She let out a delighted little shriek and plopped down right in the middle of the Barbie comforter, bouncing once as the silky fabric shifted under her. “Alright, Barbie girl, tell me everything. When did my little cousin become such a princess?”

I stood there frozen, the weight of the day and all of the emotions that came with it crashing down on me at once. My throat tightened, eyes already stinging as memories of my feminization flooded in. “Um…” I barely managed, voice cracking. “Um…”

Tori stepped closer, rubbing my back gently. “Do you want me to tell her, Jenny?”

I nodded quickly, relief and shame mixing together as I sank onto the edge of the bed, unable to look at Naomi.

The three of us sat together on the Barbie comforter, legs tucked under us. Tori began speaking in a calm, matter-of-fact tone while I stared at my glossy white nails, reliving every moment viscerally as she talked.

She told Naomi how this had all started as a punishment for the summer, how Grace made me act like I had chosen it and got angry if I ever tried to deny it. How I had been in love with Tori for years, and how she and Trisha had discovered my secret at ballet and turned me into their personal sissy. How I had spent nearly every day serving them: cleaning, cooking, running errands in my maid outfits, completely at their mercy. She described the double date with Connor, how I had jerked him off in the car while Tori watched, and how I had licked up every drop afterward. She mentioned the pills Grace gave me every morning, how we both suspected they were estrogen, and how my body had been changing: softer skin, wider hips, and the small but obvious breasts that were tender and sensitive. Tori described for her how degrading it all was, yet how both she and Trisha believed deep down that I actually enjoyed it, that I wanted to be their sissy, and that even my own stepmom was convinced I was meant to be a girl.

By the time Tori finished, hot tears were slipping silently down my cheeks. I sniffled softly, shoulders shaking as everything I had tried to push away came rushing back in vivid, humiliating detail.

Naomi looked shocked, her pretty face soft with sympathy. Without a word, she and Tori both shifted closer, wrapping me in a warm, protective cuddle on the bed. Naomi’s arm slipped around my shoulders while Tori pressed against my other side, their bodies soft and comforting.

“It’s okay, Jennifer,” Naomi murmured, stroking my long wavy hair with gentle fingers. “I’m so proud of you for how you’re handling this.”

I sniffled again, voice thick with tears. “You don’t think I’m like… a total pussy?”

“No, sweetie,” she said softly, still petting my hair. “I think you’re a very brave girl.”

More tears welled up. “I never wanted to be a girl…”

“I know, Jenny,” Naomi replied, her tone kind and soothing. “But I think you’re very well suited to it. And be honest… there are definitely some parts you enjoy, right?”

The question hung in the air. Shame burned hot in my chest as I whispered, barely audible, “I guess…”

Naomi giggled lightly, the sound warm rather than mocking. “Yeah, I can tell, little miss swan lake.”

Tori chimed in with a playful smile. “You definitely enjoy being a ballerina… you’re so good at it. Come on, you know you love it.”

I nodded shamefully, cheeks flaming. “Yes, Mistress…”

Tori giggled. “That’s my girl.” She leaned in and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. The gentle affection sent a warm, tingly rush spreading throughout my whole body. I snuggled deeper into her side, the comforting scent of her perfume wrapping around me.

Naomi watched with a fond smile. “Well, I can see you definitely enjoy that part of being a girl.” All three of us let out soft giggles, the tension easing just a little.

Naomi cupped my face gently, her thumb wiping away a stray tear. “You know you were always like a little brother to me, right? Now you’re like a little sister… and I love you all the same.”

I hugged her tightly, burying my face in her shoulder as she stroked my back in slow, soothing circles.

She pulled back with a playful glint in her eye. “You know, even if you go back to being a boy at the end of the summer, I’d like some more girl time with you.”

I let out a small chuckle, trying to sound confident. “I’m definitely going back to being a boy.”

Both girls exchanged a quick, knowing look that I caught immediately, but neither said anything out loud.

Naomi smiled, almost patronizingly sweet. “Well, even when you go back to being a boy, I’m sure your mistresses will still keep you in touch with your feminine side, am I right, Tori?”

“Definitely,” Tori replied without hesitation.

“Exactly,” Naomi said. “So, there’s no reason I can’t have more time with my little cousin Jennifer, right?”

I forced a smile, appreciative of how loving and kind she was being, yet a quiet dread settled in at the realization that femininity seemed destined to stay in my life, even if only part-time. “Right…”

Naomi beamed. “Great! Now let’s have some fun, girly girl. I assume you have lots of cute clothes in that closet, right?”

Tori giggled. “She only has girl clothes.”

Naomi’s eyes sparkled. “Perfect. I think you should do a fashion show.”

“A fashion show?” I asked, blushing hard at the suggestion.

“Yes, a fashion show,” Naomi said, grinning. “We’ll give you different ideas and guidelines, and you can dig through your stuff and put together different looks based on what we say.”

Tori clapped her hands excitedly. “Oh! She can do her hair and makeup too!”

“Perfect,” Naomi agreed. “How does that sound, Jenny?”

Feeling embarrassed but surprisingly comfortable with both of them, I nodded. “Okay…”

Naomi pulled me into another warm hug, then turned to Tori. “Any ideas?”

Tori hummed thoughtfully. “Let’s start with a soft girl look. I feel like that’s what she’s best at.”

Naomi looked at me with an encouraging smile. “You heard her, princess. Get started.”

I slid off the bed and headed toward my closet, feet padding softly across the carpet. Humiliation still burned in my cheeks, but a nervous little spark of excitement flickered beneath it as I reached for the sliding doors, excited to impress my big cousin.

The closet doors slid open with a soft whisper, revealing rows of pastel and sparkly fabrics that still felt foreign every time I touched them. My hands trembled slightly as I pulled out the super frilly white minidress I knew would fit the “soft girl” request. The material was lightweight and airy, layers of delicate tulle and lace gathered into a full, poofy skirt that swished loudly the moment I stepped into it. I zipped it up the back, the bodice hugging my breasts and nipping in at my waist while the skirt flared out dramatically around my hips, the hem ending high on my thighs. The white heels clicked as I slipped them on, adding inches to my height and forcing my posture into that delicate, arched sway. At the vanity I kept everything soft: blush dusted lightly across my cheeks, eyeshadow in gentle pinks, a touch of pink gloss on my lips. I pinned a pretty white bow into my long wavy hair, the satin ribbon emphasizing girly innocence.

I turned toward the full-length mirror, and the sight hit me like a punch to the stomach. The girl staring back looked so sweet and innocent, all fluff and femininity, the poofy skirt bouncing with even the smallest breath. My cheeks burned hot, a tight knot forming in my stomach as the reality sank in that I had picked this out myself, stepped into it willingly, knowing exactly how girly and doll-like it would make me look and feel. My fingers fidgeted with the hem, trying to tug it lower even though I knew it was pointless.

“Oh my God, Jenny!” Naomi squealed from the bed, clapping her hands. “You look like the cutest little doll. Come here, let me see you.”

Tori’s eyes sparkled as she motioned me over. “Come pose for us, soft girl. Hands on your hips, tilt your head a little, there, just like that. Now give us a shy little smile.”

I obeyed, cheeks flaming hotter as I placed my hands on the poofy skirt and tried to look sweet and demure. The camera on Naomi’s phone clicked repeatedly. They made me sit on each of their laps for more pictures, my frilly skirt spreading out over their legs while they cooed over how adorable I was. Every flash and giggle only made the shame twist deeper inside me, yet their constant praise kept me going.

“Next one,” Tori announced after a few minutes. “Date night look. Something tight and sexy.”

I changed quickly, the red body-hugging dress sliding over my skin like liquid. It clung to every new curve: the soft swell of my breasts, the dip of my waist, the roundness of my hips and ass, ending in a short, tight skirt that barely covered the tops of my thighs. The red high heels made my legs look longer, the straps wrapping snugly around my ankles. I sat at the vanity again, this time going bold: long false lashes, smoky eyes, bright red lipstick that made my lips look full and pouty. I shook my hair out to look loose and wavy, letting it cascade down my back.

When I turned around, both girls actually gasped.

“Holy shit, Jenny,” Naomi breathed, eyes wide. “Look at that figure…look at your boobies. That dress is hugging you in all the right places.”

Tori grinned wickedly. “Come here and show us how sexy you can be. Hands on your hips, push those tits out a little…yes. Now turn slowly for us.”

I obeyed, the tight fabric stretching and shifting against my body with every seductive movement. The embarrassment was still there, but pride was creeping in too as they kept complimenting how good my ass looked, how the dress made my waist look tiny, how sexy I was. They posed me more provocatively, Tori pulling me close so I was bent over and grinding against her crotch while she gave my ass a playful smack that echoed through the room. The sharp little sting made me gasp, but I found myself leaning into it, rolling my hips seductively like they wanted. Their delighted laughter and “That’s it, girl, work it!” only made the thrill of their approval more undeniable. I was having fun.

“Let’s do a more formal look now,” Naomi said, still fanning herself. “Something elegant.”

I chose my long light blue satin dress. The cool, slippery fabric poured over my body, the slit running high up one thigh flashing skin with every step. Matching heels and a subtle crystal barrette clipped into my hair completed the outfit. My makeup was softer again but polished: neutral tones, a touch of shimmer on my lids.

The girls went wild again.

“Prom queen vibes!” Tori exclaimed. “Look at you, all graceful and ladylike. Stand tall, one hand on your hip, chin up…perfect. Now pretend we’re taking prom pictures.”

They posed me demurely between them, arms linked, making me tilt my head against their shoulders while they snapped photo after photo. The satin whispered against my legs with every shift, the slit exposing smooth skin, as I posed proudly, feeling very much like a desirably young lady.

“Alright, last one,” Tori said, eyes gleaming. “We want your sluttiest look. Like you’re on the prowl for cock.”

Naomi burst out laughing, covering her mouth. “Tori!”

I felt my stomach drop, but by now the humiliation had given way to the giddy energy that made my hands move faster as I dug through the drawers. The tiny pleated pink skirt was barely more than a wide belt, the hem resting right on the lower curve of my ass cheeks so they peeked out provocatively. I paired it with a push-up bra that lifted and squeezed my boobs together, then a tight white crop top with a little pink heart right over my chest. Five-inch pink heels made my legs look endless and my ass pop even more. At the vanity I went all out: big pouty pink lips, heavy fake lashes, deep blush that made my cheeks look flushed and needy, heavy eyeliner. I pulled my hair into high twin ponytails with pink scrunchies, the pigtails bouncing with every movement.

When I turned to the mirror, the reflection stopped me cold. The girl staring back looked ridiculously slutty: her skirt riding up with the slightest shift, her crop top cropped so high it showed the underside of my bra, the heels forcing my posture into pure sex-kitten arch. There was nothing remotely classy or composed looking back at me, just a slutty, sex-craved girl. It was incredibly degrading to see myself like that, looking like a girl I would’ve loved to fuck and knowing she was me, but alongside it was something else, a strange, enamored pull that made my pulse race as I took in how overtly sexual and confident the look was. I couldn’t look away.

Both girls actually shrieked with delight.

“Fuck yes!” Naomi cried. “Jenny, you look like a boy’s wet dream. Get over here.”

Tori was already snapping pictures. “On your knees, baby…hands on your thighs, look up at the camera all sexy like you’re about to give a blowjob…Good girl. Now suck on my fingers just like you’re giving a blowjob…yes, exactly.”

I dropped to my knees on the carpet, the tiny skirt riding up even higher as I wrapped my glossy pink lips around Tori’s two fingers. The pose felt utterly degrading, my face burning, yet their constant excited chatter and flashes kept a weird thrill buzzing under my skin. I was having so much fun. I was loving the attention, the way they couldn’t stop complimenting how hot I looked, how perfect the pigtails were, how my ass looked in my little skirt.

“Wait,” Naomi said suddenly, mid-photo. “Do you think you could do our makeup like that?”

I stayed on my knees, still flushed. “Um… I guess.”

Naomi turned to Tori with a wicked grin. “How fun would it be if we picked out slutty clothes too and she did our hair and makeup to look like hers?”

Tori’s eyes lit up. “I love that idea.”

Within seconds both girls were up and rummaging excitedly through my closet and drawers, pulling out tiny skirts, crop tops, and heels, laughing and holding pieces up against each other while I knelt there in my own slutty outfit, heart still racing from everything we had just done.

The girls moved quickly, stripping down to their lingerie without a second thought. Naomi’s tall, curvy body was revealed first: smooth olive skin, large breasts straining against a lacy black bra, wide hips and long toned legs that made her look like a lingerie model. Tori followed, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as she peeled off her clothes, her own curvy figure looking effortlessly sexy in delicate pink lace that barely contained her breasts and hugged her round ass. I stood there in my tiny pink pleated skirt and crop top, unable to look away. They were both so beautiful it made me ache, but to my surprise, not like a man. More so in a soft, yearning way, like a timid girl admiring her older sisters who were confident and gorgeous in a way she looked up to. The feeling was warm and almost reverent, a quiet girl-to-girl appreciation almost overshadowing my deep, ever-present attraction to Tori.

What hit me even harder was how normal it felt for them to change right in front of me. Neither girl tried to cover up or asked me to turn around. They chatted and laughed as if I belonged there, just another girl in the room. And I reacted accordingly, looking up at them with admiration more so than desire. It was then that it really clicked how completely emasculated I had become, down to my very core. Yet at the same time it created a strange, warm sense of inclusion that made me feel safe and bonded with them.

Naomi picked a black miniskirt that would have been short on me but looked even tinier on her taller frame, the hem riding high on her thighs and showing off her long legs and bubble butt. She paired it with a tight white crop top that stretched dramatically over her big breasts, the fabric clinging and outlining every curve. Tori chose an even sluttier black bodycon dress, skin-tight, shiny, and so short it barely covered the bottom of her ass, the neckline plunging low between her breasts.

“You both look beautiful,” I said softly, my voice coming out in awe.

Naomi grinned and gave my ass a firm smack through the tiny pink skirt, making the pleats bounce. “We look beautiful, girlfriend,” she corrected playfully as she sat down at my vanity. “Now let’s see what my little cousin can do now that she’s practically a makeup artist.”

Over the next fifteen minutes I worked carefully on Naomi. I went heavy and slutty just like my own makeup: thick false lashes that made her eyes look huge and seductive, deep smoky shadow blended with bright pink accents, bold blush, and glossy, pouty pink lips. I gathered her long dark hair into high twin ponytails with pink scrunchies, the pigtails swinging playfully every time she moved her head. When I finished and stepped back, both girls lost it.

“Oh my God!” Tori squealed. “Naomi, you look so hot! Jenny, you’re actually really good at this.”

Naomi stared at herself in the mirror, turning her head side to side so the ponytails bounced. “Holy shit, I look like such a whore. Jenny, you nailed this. I can’t believe how good you are at makeup now.” She kept touching her face and hair, making a big deal over every detail while giggling. The praise actually flattered me, I had spent lots of time practicing so it was nice to see it pay off. I found myself giggling along with them, the energy in the room light and girly as I basked in their excitement.

Next, I turned to Tori. I gave her the same treatment: extra-long lashes, heavy smoky eyes with dramatic wings, deep blush, and shiny hot-pink lips that made her mouth look impossibly pouty and kissable. Her blonde hair went up into matching high twin ponytails with pink scrunchies, the bright colors contrasting beautifully with her golden hair. When she stood up, the three of us crowded in front of the mirror.

The girls squealed and giggled excitedly, striking poses and snapping pictures of the three of us. Tori and Naomi looked stunning, Naomi tall and curvy in her tight top and short skirt, Tori looking dangerously sexy in the skin-tight bodycon dress, both of them with identical twin ponytails swinging. I stood between them in my own tiny outfit, and for a while I almost forgot I wasn’t really one of them. The laughter, the camera flashes, the easy closeness between us, it felt like genuine girl time, light and joyful, my earlier shame melting into simple happiness as I posed and laughed with them.

Naomi suddenly turned to me. “We have to go downstairs and show my mom!”

Tori nodded eagerly. “Yes!”

I hesitated, tugging uselessly at the tiny pink skirt that barely covered my ass. “Wait, like this…?”

But they each grabbed one of my arms and dragged me along, giggling the whole way. My five-inch heels clicked loudly down the stairs, the short skirt bouncing and threatening to flash everything with every step.

Grace and Lydia were sitting in the living room. The moment they saw us, both women’s eyes went wide.

“Oh my goodness!” Grace exclaimed, covering her mouth with a delighted laugh. “Look at you three! I love the confidence girls! Maybe you can dress like this for one of your dates, Jennifer, I’m sure the boys would love it. Turn around for me, honey.”

My face burned as I slowly turned, feeling the cool air on the lower curve of my ass where the skirt failed to cover me. Grace’s teasing words brought the shame and humiliation right back, especially with Lydia and Naomi right there.

Lydia shook her head in disbelief. “I can’t believe how much you’ve changed, Jennifer. You did their hair and makeup too? This is… wow.”

The girls proudly told them I had done everything. Lydia kept staring, murmuring about how different I was now, how feminine I had become. Each comment stung as I stood there in the ridiculous outfit.

They made us pose for a few more pictures together in the living room: arms around each other, hips cocked, ponytails swinging, before we were finally allowed back upstairs.

Back in my room, Naomi grabbed her overnight bag. “Alright, this was so much fun, but I need to shower. I’ll be back in like twenty minutes.” She smiled at me and headed out.

Tori smiled. “Perfect, I’ll go after you.”

The second Naomi closed the door behind her, Tori’s expression shifted. Her eyes took on that familiar dominant glint as she looked straight at me. “Get on the bed, sissy.”

The command sent an immediate thrill through me. I scurried over without hesitation, climbing onto the Barbie comforter and lying on my back, heart racing with nervous excitement about what was coming next.

Tori walked over to her bag with a sexy strut, hips swaying in the tight bodycon dress. She pulled out the small key to my chastity cage, dangling it teasingly between her fingers as she approached the bed. Her voice dropped into a low, sultry coo. “You wanna cum, faggot?”

I swallowed hard, my voice soft and breathy. “Yes, Mistress…”

She climbed onto the bed, kneeling between my spread legs, the key still swinging gently above me.

Tori’s slutty black bodycon dress clung to every curve like shiny second skin, the hem barely covering the bottom of her ass, her full breasts pushed up and spilling slightly over the low neckline. Her blonde hair bounced in the high twin ponytails, heavy fake lashes framing her eyes, her glossy hot-pink lips parted in a wicked little smile. She looked stunningly beautiful and dangerously sexy.

I lay on my back on the Barbie comforter, heart hammering. My tiny pleated pink skirt had ridden up, exposing the delicate satin panties I wore underneath. With trembling fingers, I lifted the short skirt higher and tugged my white satin panties down my thighs, letting them bunch around my knees. The cool air kissed my smooth, freshly waxed skin and my small, caged clit.

Tori straddled my legs, kneeling between them, and flashed the little key again. She dangled it teasingly, then leaned forward so her breasts nearly brushed my chest as she unlocked the pink chastity cage with slow, seductive movements. The moment the plastic tube slid off, blood rushed in immediately after nearly a month of denial. My penis sprang up hard and aching almost instantly, twitching visibly in the air. It looked smaller than I remembered, thinner, more delicate against the backdrop of my wider hips and soft thighs, but it throbbed desperately, the head already glistening.

Tori’s eyes sparkled with amusement. She grabbed my ankles firmly and pushed my legs up and back toward my shoulders, folding me until my hard little cock pointed straight down at my own face. The position left me completely exposed and vulnerable, my small breasts shifting under the tight white crop top, the tiny pink skirt bunched uselessly around my waist. From this angle all I could see was my own hard but petite penis aimed right at my mouth, and above it, Tori, looking like the ultimate slutty goddess with her ponytails swinging and her heavy makeup making her lips look obscenely kissable.

“Play with your clit, little girl,” she ordered softly, still holding my legs in place and staring down at me.

“Yes, Mistress…” I whispered, voice breathy and high. My hand, with its glossy white oval nails, wrapped around my slender shaft. The moment my fingers closed, a jolt of overwhelming sensitivity shot through me. After a month locked away, every nerve felt raw and electric. I started stroking slowly, but even that gentle friction made my hips twitch and a soft, girlish moan slip from my lips.

Tori watched intently, then slid two fingers between my parted pink lips. “Suck,” she commanded.

I obeyed eagerly, wrapping my lips around her fingers and sucking with wet, hungry sounds while my hand moved faster on my cock. The taste of her skin, the slight saltiness, combined with the sight of her perfect face hovering above me, made my head spin. My moans grew louder, muffled around her fingers, as the pressure built far too quickly. I could already tell I wasn’t going to last long.

“Such a good little whore,” Tori purred, her voice low and pleased. “Show me how you’d suck a real man’s cock.”

Deep arousal and submission flooded through me. I started sucking desperately, taking her fingers deeper into my throat until I gagged wetly, eyes watering. My hand jerked faster and harder on my sensitive little cock, the wet sounds of stroking mixing with my choked moans. Every stroke sent sparks racing up my spine. My small breasts jiggled slightly with each frantic movement, the crop top riding higher.

Tori smirked down at me, her ponytails swaying. “Are you ready to cum for me, my girly little cocksucker?”

I nodded frantically, bobbing my head on her fingers, too far gone to even try to speak.

She pulled her fingers free with a wet pop, then wrapped her warm hand around mine, guiding and speeding up the strokes. “Cum for me, Jenny. Cum, you little slut. Come on, baby, cum for me.”

The command pushed me over the edge. My whole body tensed, legs shaking in her grip as thick ropes of cum erupted from my cock and splattered across my face, hot, sticky strands landing on my cheeks, lips, nose, and even into my open mouth. Some landed on my tongue, the salty taste immediate and overwhelming. Tori giggled delightedly above me as I kept spurting, the last weak pulses dripping down my shaft and onto my glistening pink lips.

As the intense pleasure faded, a deep sense of pathetic vulnerability washed over me. I lay there panting, legs still held high, face and body covered in my own cum, the tiny pink skirt bunched uselessly around my waist, my small spent cock twitching weakly. The contrast between Tori’s stunning, perfect beauty above me and my own messy, degraded state made everything feel even more humiliating.

I tried to sit up, reaching weakly to grab a wipe for my face.

Tori easily pushed me back down onto the bed with one hand on my breast, giggling. “Not yet, baby. You need to clean up before Naomi gets back.”

I squirmed beneath her, feeling utterly pathetic as she held me down effortlessly. “I know, Mistress, I was going to grab a wipe…”

She shook her head, eyes sparkling with mischief. “You know that’s not how you clean up, princess.”

My gaze dropped to my wet, shriveled penis. My cheeks burned hot as I realized what I was about to do. Tori scooped two fingers through the warm mess on my cheek, gathering a thick glob of cum, then brought her fingers to my lips. “Open.”

I parted my pink lips obediently. She slid her cum-coated fingers into my mouth. The taste, salty, warm, slightly bitter, coated my tongue as I sucked them clean, eyes lifting to meet hers in intimate, vulnerable eye contact. Tori’s gaze was soft yet dominant, her own slutty pink lips curved in a proud smile as she fed her sissy his own cum.

“That’s my girl,” she cooed gently, scooping more cum from my face and feeding it to me slowly, finger by finger. I kept sucking obediently, the wet sounds filling the quiet room, my cheeks hollowing around her fingers while I sank deeper into submission with every swallow. She continued until most of the mess on my face was gone, her free hand gently massaging my breast the entire time.

By the time she finished, my face felt sticky and warm, my body still trembling from the intensity, and the overwhelming feeling of being completely owned and used by my gorgeous crush left me dizzy and deeply, pathetically content beneath her.

A few days later, the soft glow of my vanity lights warmed my face as I sat in front of the mirror, carefully finishing my look. The white frilly minidress felt light and delicate against my skin, its layers of tulle and lace gathered into a dramatically poofy skirt that swished and bounced with every small movement. The bodice hugged my breasts gently, the fitted waist flaring out into the full skirt that made my hips look even softer and rounder. I had done my makeup exactly like the soft girl look from the fashion show: gentle pink eyeshadow, long lashes, a touch of rosy blush, and now the final swipe of glossy pink lipstick that made my lips look sticky and sweet. The pretty white bow sat perfectly in my long wavy brown hair again, completing the look.

I gave my wrists and boobs a light spritz of sweet floral perfume, the mist settling on my skin with a fresh, feminine scent. Leaning closer to the mirror, I took in my full reflection. The girl staring back looked so pretty: soft, delicate, almost doll-like in the frilly white dress with its bouncy skirt and innocent bow. A bright flutter of excitement rushed through me. I couldn’t help myself. I stood up and gave a happy little twirl, the poofy skirt flaring out dramatically around my thighs, layers of tulle lifting and swirling before settling again with a soft rustle. The movement sent a giddy rush through my chest, making me smile wide at my own reflection.

Grace had told me the day after my recital that tonight would be a special dinner, just the two of us at home, and that I should dress up nice. My heart had been racing with anticipation ever since. I was almost certain this was the night she would finally tell me the punishment was over. She would probably say how proud she was of me for how well I had done all summer, how gracefully I had accepted everything. The thought made my stomach flutter with nervous hope. In truth, I felt a quiet pride in myself too, I had made it through ballet recitals, being a sissy maid, and an endless trial of femininity without completely breaking. But more than anything, I was ready to go back to being James. School started next week, and the idea of slipping back into boy clothes, hanging out with my friends, playing sports that didn’t involve pointe shoes or tutus, and just feeling like a man again sent a huge wave of relief through me.

I knew the girls wouldn’t let me go completely. I would still be spending a decent amount of time as Jennifer, still serving them, still locked in their control. But at least I would have boy time again. Normal time. I even let myself daydream for a moment that maybe, once Tori saw me as James, the strange intimacy we had built might turn into something real, a real relationship instead of whatever this was. I quickly pushed the thought down, trying not to get ahead of myself.

Taking one last look in the mirror, I smoothed the poofy skirt and headed downstairs, my white heels clicking softly on each step, my dress bouncing lightly with my movements.

When I reached the kitchen, Grace was already there, looking elegant in an ankle-length red dress patterned with delicate white flowers. The fabric flowed gracefully over her figure, and she had done her makeup prettily: soft eyes, rosy lips, her hair styled nicely. She looked beautiful and put together, like she was about to go out for a special dinner.

“You look so pretty, Mommy,” I cooed sweetly as I strutted in, the poofy skirt swaying around my thighs. I stepped close and gave her a gentle hug, the soft fabric of her dress brushing against my bare arms.

She hugged me back tightly, her arms warm and secure, then planted a soft kiss on my cheek. “So do you, Jenny,” she murmured fondly, pulling back to look at me with a warm smile. “Like a little princess.”

I giggled softly, the sound light and girlish, feeling a fresh burst of excitement bubble up inside me as I stepped back and took my seat at the table right next to her. The delicious smell of baked salmon and roasted broccoli filled the air, making my mouth water. The table was set nicely with candles and nice plates, adding to the special feeling.

Grace sat down gracefully, serving generous portions onto both our plates. She poured us each a glass of white wine, the liquid glinting in the soft kitchen light. “Dig in, honey,” she said with a gentle smile.

I smiled back, heart still fluttering with anticipation for the conversation I was sure was coming. “Thanks, Mommy,” I replied softly, picking up my fork and beginning to eat. The salmon flaked perfectly on my tongue, warm and savory, while the broccoli added a nice crisp contrast. Every bite felt special, every glance at Grace’s smiling face making the giddy hope inside me grow stronger.

This was it. Tonight she would tell me it was over. Tonight I could finally start becoming James again.

The fork felt light in my fingers as I took another bite of salmon, the flavors bright and buttery on my tongue, but my mind was obsessively floating ahead to the conversation I was sure was coming. Every rustle of my poofy white skirt against the chair, every gentle bounce of the bow in my hair, every sweet floral note of my perfume drifting up from my wrists made the excitement bubble higher in my chest. This was it. Grace was going to tell me the summer punishment was finally over. I could almost hear the words already: how proud she was, how well I had done, how I could start putting James back together before school next week.

“So, sweetie,” Grace said warmly, setting her own fork down and looking at me with soft eyes, “I wanted to talk to you about your punishment and how proud I am of how you’ve taken it.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks in a happy flush. I looked down at my plate with a shy little smile, the praise landing like sunlight after a long gray day. “Thank you, Mommy,” I whispered, voice light and sweet, my heart doing a giddy flip.

She continued gently. “When the summer started you were acting like an arrogant wannabe macho man. You almost got yourself arrested, and my frustration with you was at an all-time high.”

My gaze dropped further, the fork suddenly heavier as old memories flickered, stupid choices, loud arguments, that day things went too far and I wound up in skirts as a result. Shame prickled warmly at the back of my neck, but it was small compared to the bright anticipation still humming through me.

Grace’s tone lifted, becoming brighter and fuller. “Since then, I’ve seen a major change. You’ve become so much sweeter, more respectful, and obedient… I really couldn’t be prouder of you.”

The warmth in her voice made my cheeks grow even hotter, a pleased little glow spreading through me as I sat up straighter in the frilly dress.

“You’ve also become much more disciplined from your ballet lessons,” she went on, “much more patient from your time spent maintaining your pretty appearance every day, and much less aggressive and rude since realizing that wasn’t appropriate behavior for a young lady.”

A flicker of embarrassment touched me at the casual way she said it, the words reminding me of my time in tutus and heels, but the praise still felt good, like I had actually accomplished something. I shifted in my seat, the poofy skirt rustling softly, still riding the high of her approval.

“Based on all the changes I’ve seen,” Grace said, her voice turning more serious but still kind, “and how much I think you’ve adapted to your new lifestyle, I’ve made a decision. You will be going back as Jennifer for your senior year of high school.”

The fork slipped from my fingers and clattered loudly against the plate. My heart slammed against my ribs so hard it felt like it might crack them open. The room tilted. Tears sprang instantly to my eyes, hot and stinging, blurring the edges of Grace’s smiling face. My breath caught, shallow and panicked, as the words sank in like ice water poured straight into my veins.

“W-what?” I stammered, voice cracking high and thin. “What? I thought… I thought the punishment was…”

Grace reached across the table and took both my hands in hers, her grip warm and firm, cutting me off sweetly. “I know what you thought, honey, but I’ve decided this is what’s best for you. I can’t risk you going back to your old ways and getting back into trouble, sweetie. You’re so much better off this way, and in truth I think you know that, Jennifer.”

Tears spilled over, hot tracks running down my flushed cheeks and dripping onto the frilly white bodice of my dress. My stomach churned violently, a sick, twisting nausea rising as the words refused to settle. I tried to pull my hands back, but her hold stayed gentle and steady.

“But Mommy… I don’t want to be a girl,” I choked out through the tears, my voice breaking into shaky sobs. “I can’t go back to school like this…”

She smiled at me with that same sweet, patient expression, tilting her head like I was being adorably silly. “You don’t have a choice, sweet girl. And I don’t think it’s true that you don’t want this. Ten minutes ago, you pranced down here dressed like a Barbie doll by your own free will. Last week, you had your first performance as a ballerina, and you loved it… and before that you chose to go on a date with a boy and came home covered in his cum. None of those are things that a real man would do, sweetheart. This punishment has revealed that that’s just not what you are, Jennifer. You’re a sissy.”

The word landed like a slap, painful and casual, as though it were fact. It rang through me with an awful, undeniable truth that made my chest cave in even as I wanted to scream that it wasn’t me, that I hadn’t chosen any of this, that I had been either coerced or forced every step of the way. Fresh sobs tore out of my throat, my shoulders shaking uncontrollably while tears poured down my face.

Grace kept going, her voice calm and loving. “Deep down you know you’re not meant to be a man, sweetheart. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be sitting in front of me with your legs crossed and your hands folded like a sweet little lady, and you wouldn’t be able to tolerate the fact that the girl you’ve had a crush on for the past three years treats you more like a girlfriend than a boyfriend. But I can see you love it. You know it’s right where you belong even if it embarrasses you. This is just who you are now, Jennifer, and you need to accept that, honey. You’re a sissy and that’s okay.”

I was sobbing uncontrollably, chest heaving, unable to form the denial I desperately wanted to scream. Every example she gave flashed through my mind: the way I had twirled in this very dress, the way I had pranced on stage in the tutu, the way I had eagerly sucked my cum off Tori’s fingers just nights ago. The memories made my stomach twist harder, my mind reeling as her words wormed deeper, making me question everything. Was she right? Had I really chosen all of it? My hands shook violently in hers as sobs wracked my whole body.

My mind raced to the hallways at school, to my friends, to the locker room, to every single person who used to know me as James. “Mommy… I can’t go to school like this,” I sobbed brokenly. “What will all my friends think?”

Grace stood up and came around the table, kneeling beside my chair and pulling me into her arms. She held me tight against her chest, the soft fabric of her red dress warm against my wet cheek. Her hand stroked my hair slowly, soothingly, while I cried helplessly into her shoulder.

“They’ll think a pretty new girl named Jennifer enrolled in their classes, honey,” she murmured gently. “No one will recognize you now. You’re more beautiful and more feminine than most girls your age. And you’ll be enrolled under my last name so no one pieces anything together. If anyone asks Kyle, he’ll say you’re his cousin spending the year with her aunt.”

“Please, Mommy… please…” I begged through uncontrollable sobs, the words dissolving into hiccupping cries as I clung to her, unable to think straight, unable to find any argument that would make her change her mind.

“It’s gonna be okay, Jennifer. It’s gonna be okay,” she whispered, still stroking my hair and rocking me slightly. “I know it’s a lot to process right now, but it’s gonna be okay. Trust me.”

I cried harder, searching desperately for the right words to say.

“I don’t even think you’d be able to go back to being a boy if you tried, honey. Think about it: between your effeminate mannerisms, girly little walk, high pitched voice, and changing body… what kind of man would you make? The other boys would ignore you at best and bully you at worst. Either way no one would ever see you as any kind of man again, Jenny. At least this way they’ll see you as and treat you like a cute girl.”

The reality of her words sank in deep, stripping away the last fragile threads of hope. My body shook with silent, exhausted sobs against her as the fight drained out of me, replaced by a terrifying, hollow acceptance. There was no escaping this. No going back. I was going to walk into school next week as Jennifer, in the girly school uniform, with long hair, with breasts, with my old friends seeing my sissy self.

Sniffling pathetically against her chest, I managed one last broken question that I already knew the answer to. “Mommy… why is my body changing? Is it the pills?”

“Yes, sweetie, it is,” she said softly, still holding me close. “But don’t worry about that now. And don’t worry about school. All you need to worry about is being the sweetest little girl you can be. Okay, sweetie?”

I stayed buried in her arms, sobbing quietly as the weight of the coming year pressed down on me. The salmon on my plate had gone cold. The pretty white bow in my hair felt heavier than before. I would be finishing high school as Jennifer. It was clear that I had no choice. No escape. Just the slow, terrifying realization that this was my life now, and I had no power left to stop it.

The next morning the uniform store smelled of starch and new fabric, the fluorescent lights buzzing overhead as Grace stood beside me with a pleased smile. I forced a bright, bubbly girly attitude, keeping my voice light and my posture soft even though my stomach felt like it was filled with rocks. The clerk measured me quickly, chatting cheerfully about how adorable the girls’ uniform was, then handed me the neatly folded set in my size with a smile.

“Thank you so much,” I said sweetly, the words tasting like chalk as I followed Grace into the small dressing room at the back of the store.

The moment the door clicked shut, I slipped out of my casual sundress, standing there in nothing but my lacy purple bra and matching panties. The cool air raised goosebumps on my smooth skin.

“Oh my gosh,” Grace breathed, stepping forward and grabbing both my hands. She turned me to face her fully, eyes widening as they dropped to my chest. My small, soft breasts sat high and rounded in the bra, the faint swell unmistakable. She spun me gently around, hands on my shoulders, and I felt her gaze travel down to my rounder, perkier ass, the purple panties hugging the feminine curve. “I didn’t realize your body was so feminine, Jennifer. My little girl has boobs!”

Heat exploded across my face and down my neck. I felt horribly exposed and vulnerable, every new curve on display under the harsh dressing-room light, shame crawling over my skin like ants.

Grace released my hands with a satisfied little hum. “Go on, sweetie. Try it on.”

I stepped into the pleated skirt first. The pink-and-white plaid fabric was crisp and stiff, the pleats sharp and uniform. It sat high on my waist and flared out in classic schoolgirl style, the hem landing mid-thigh and swishing softly against my smooth legs. Next came the white button-up blouse, long-sleeved, collared, and slightly fitted through the chest so it gently hugged the small mounds of my breasts before tucking neatly into the waistband of the skirt. The fabric felt stiff and formal against my skin. I pulled on the white knee-high socks, the soft cotton sliding up my calves, then slipped my feet into the shiny black schoolgirl uniform shoes. They had a slight heel and a polished, patent-leather gleam that reflected the overhead lights with every tiny shift of my weight.

I turned slowly toward the full-length mirror.

The girl staring back was devastatingly convincing. The white blouse looked perfectly crisp against the pink plaid skirt, the pleats swaying gently around my thighs. My long wavy brown hair fell in soft waves past my shoulders, the subtle makeup I’d worn today making my eyes look larger and my lips naturally pink. The small breasts created a delicate feminine swell under the blouse, my waist nipped in where the skirt sat, and my legs looked long and smooth in the white socks and shiny black shoes. The entire uniform, the one I had drooled over for years whenever Tori or the other popular girls wore it, now hugged my body like it had been made for me. Every pleat, every button, every glossy black shoe screamed “schoolgirl” in the most ultra-girly way possible.

Tears welled up instantly, blurring the pretty reflection. I blinked hard, trying to force them back, but one slipped free and rolled down my cheek.

Grace stepped behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist in a warm hug, resting her chin on my shoulder as we both looked in the mirror. “Don’t worry, sweetie. You look perfect. I’m sure you’ll fit right in with the other girls… and the boys will be all over you.”

Her comfort did not help at all as I imagined my old friends, the guys I used to joke around with, now potentially flirting with me in this tiny pink plaid skirt and shiny black shoes. My stomach lurched violently. I forced a small, shaky smile anyway, lips trembling as I fought to keep my composure from cracking completely.

Grace squeezed me gently and kissed my cheek. “I’m proud of you, Jennifer.”

“Thanks, Mommy,” I managed, the words coming out small and dejected.

She kissed my cheek again. “Get changed, honey. I’ll go tell the girl these fit and get a few more in this size.”

I looked down at my shiny new shoes. “Okay, Mommy.”

The moment she stepped out and closed the dressing room door; I stood frozen in front of the mirror. The image staring back felt completely surreal, like looking at someone else, yet knowing with sickening certainty that it was me. The crisp white blouse tucked neatly into the short pink plaid skirt. The white knee-high socks made my legs look long and delicate. The shiny black patent shoes caught the light with every tiny shift. The soft curves, the long hair, the delicate features, all screamed schoolgirl. This was the uniform I had fantasized about taking off Tori for years and now I was the one wearing it. And I looked adorable.

My hands trembled at my sides as I stared, the dread settling deep in my bones like cold lead. In just a few days I would walk back into those familiar school hallways dressed exactly like this: pink pleated skirt swishing, blouse hugging my small breasts, shiny black shoes clicking on the tile floors while everyone looked at the new girl named Jennifer.

I swallowed hard, the surreal anticipation of it pressing down until my knees felt weak. This was really happening. There was no escape. Senior year wasn’t going to be a return to normal. It was going to be me, in this ultra-girly uniform, every single day.

Later that night, the soft glow of Tori’s bedside lamp cast a warm, pinkish light over the room as I sat curled up in the middle of her big bed, wearing a delicate pink nightie that barely covered my panties. The silky fabric whispered against my smooth skin with every shaky breath, the thin straps resting lightly on my shoulders and the lace trim brushing the tops of my small breasts. I was nestled tightly between Tori and Trisha, both of them in their own pretty nighties, Tori’s a soft baby-pink babydoll that clung to her curves, Trisha’s a silky black slip that made her look effortlessly elegant and dominant.

Tears streamed down my cheeks as the words finally spilled out about Grace’s decision, spending senior year as Jennifer, the pink plaid uniform hanging in my closet, the terrifying reality that in just a few days I would walk back into school dressed like one of the girls I had secretly admired for years.

My shoulders shook with quiet, broken sobs. Tori’s fingers stroked gently through my long wavy hair, slow and soothing, while Trisha’s warm hand rubbed slow circles across my back, her touch firm yet comforting through the thin nightie.

“It’s gonna be okay, Jenny,” Tori murmured softly, her voice low and reassuring as she leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss to my cheek. Her lips were warm and slightly glossy, leaving a faint sweet scent on my skin. “We got you, girl. You know we’d never let anything bad happen to you.”

Trisha shifted closer on my other side, her body pressing warmly against mine. She kissed my other cheek, her lips lingering just a moment longer. “Exactly,” she whispered. “We’ll make sure everything goes well for you. We care about you, you know?”

Tori continued stroking my hair, her fingers threading gently through the strands. “And so does Kyle. I know you said it was embarrassing when he found out today, but you also told us he’s been more protective of you lately and has been treating you more and more like his sister. Trust me, he won’t let anything bad happen to you. He’s a big guy and a football player, no one’s gonna mess with you.”

I sniffled hard, trying to steady my breathing as fresh tears slipped free. “I know… I feel safe with all of you looking after me,” I whispered, my voice soft and small, “but I still don’t want everyone finding out I’m a sissy… it’s humiliating.”

Trisha immediately pulled me tighter into her arms, wrapping me up against her chest so my face pressed gently into the soft fabric of her nightie. The embrace made me feel tiny and fragile in her hold, completely protected, like I was being shielded from the entire world. Her warmth surrounded me, her heartbeat steady against my cheek.

“They won’t, Jenny,” she said firmly, still holding me close. “You’re more girl than any of us by now. No one’s gonna know anything.”

I stayed nestled between them, tears still falling quietly as the weight of the coming week pressed down on me. Tension and fear twisted low in my stomach, a cold, anxious knot that refused to loosen completely. The thought of walking those familiar hallways in the short pink plaid skirt, shiny black shoes clicking on the tile, my small breasts gently moving under the white blouse while old friends checked me out made me sick with dread.

Yet underneath the fear, a quiet warmth bloomed from their closeness. Tori’s gentle fingers never stopped stroking my hair. Trisha’s strong arms kept me securely tucked against her. Their nighties brushed softly against my own, their bodies warm and solid on either side of me. Even knowing Kyle, my stepbrother, had started treating me more like a little sister only added to the strange sense of being looked after.

I was still scared. Still upset. The future felt overwhelming, unfair, and surreal.

But right now, squeezed safely between my two mistresses in their soft nighties, their gentle kisses still lingering on my cheeks, I felt protected. I felt cared for. I felt loved.

I sniffled again, pressing a little closer into their shared embrace, letting their warmth slowly ease the worst of the shaking sobs even as the anxiety continued to simmer deep inside.


Part 6
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I sat nervously at my vanity, the soft morning light filtering through the curtains and catching on the array of makeup brushes and palettes spread before me. My hands trembled as I twisted the tube of glossy pink lipstick, trying to focus every ounce of my attention on the careful swipe across my lower lip, then the upper, pressing them together with a soft smack. The creamy texture glided smoothly, leaving a shiny, pouty sheen that made my mouth look fuller and more inviting. I took slow, deliberate breaths, the air filling my lungs in shaky pulls, trying to keep the rising wave of panic at bay by taking deep breaths and focusing on putting my makeup on.

Grace stood behind me, her fingers working through my long, wavy brown hair with practiced ease. She gathered sections, twisting them into two loose pigtails and securing each with a bright pink ribbon that matched the plaid of my uniform skirt. The gentle tugs at my scalp sent little ripples down my neck, and the soft fabric of the ribbons brushed against my ears with every adjustment. “There we go,” she murmured happily, giving the bows one final fluff.

“Alright, my little schoolgirl is all ready!” she announced, her voice bright with excitement. “Take a look at yourself.”

My stomach churned with nausea as I pushed the chair back and stood on unsteady legs. The shiny black schoolgirl shoes with their slight heel clicked softly against the floor as I turned toward the full-length mirror. The girl staring back at me was the picture of youthful, beautiful femininity.

The crisp white blouse hugged my torso, its buttons straining just enough over the gentle swell of my small but perky breasts, the fabric smooth and slightly stiff against my sensitive skin. Tucked neatly into the short pink plaid pleated skirt, it accentuated the way my waist nipped in before the pleats flared out over my rounded hips and smooth thighs. The skirt itself was tiny, barely reaching mid-thigh and swaying with the slightest movement. My white knee-high socks clung snugly to my calves, leading down to the polished black patent leather shoes that gleamed under the light with every tiny shift of my weight. My long wavy brown hair, styled in cute pigtails tied with pink ribbons, framed my face softly. My bright makeup: pink blush on my cheeks, mascara making my eyes look bigger and more doe-like, and glossy pink lipstick completed the look of a very pretty, very sexy schoolgirl. The kind of girl I used to stare at in the hallways and fantasize about. The kind of girl many of my male classmates would no doubt stare at and fantasize about.

My throat tightened painfully as it became clear that this was me now. This was what the entire school, my old friends, the girls I had long admired, my teachers, everyone would see when I walked through those doors. This was my life now, and there was no escaping it. My short skirt would swish with every step, my boobs would bounce beneath my blouse, and my shiny shoes would click loudly on the tile floors for all to hear.

Grace stepped closer, holding out the small pink estrogen pill between her fingers. “Open,” she said gently but firmly.

I fought the hot sting of tears building behind my eyes, my lips parting despite the fact that I wanted to curl into a ball and sob. She slipped the pill onto my tongue, watching closely as I swallowed it down, the small lump sliding down my throat and settling like lead in my stomach as my knees went weak. Everything about my new life now felt so final, like I was trapped forever as Jennifer and could never escape.

“Alright, pretty girl, let’s go downstairs for breakfast,” she said cheerfully, patting my shoulder.

I reached for the bottle of sugary sweet perfume on the vanity, vanilla and cotton candy notes, and gave my neck and wrists a light spritz. The cloying scent enveloped me instantly, sweet and girly, clinging to my skin and clothes. Then I picked up my pink purse, the soft leather strap sliding over my shoulder, and followed her down the stairs on shaky legs, each step making the pleats of my skirt brush against my thighs.

At the kitchen table I sat demurely, trying not to throw up as the thought of walking into school like this in half an hour invaded my mind. My hands rested in my lap, fingers twisting together as I tried not to let the panic show. Grace hummed happily while slicing fresh fruit into a bowl for me. For Kyle she prepared a heartier plate: scrambled eggs, buttered toast, and bacon, the savory smells filling the air and contrasting sharply with my delicate portion, not that I had the stomach to eat anyway.

Just as she set the plates down, Kyle came downstairs in his boys’ uniform, khaki pants, a crisp white button-down shirt, and a neat tie. The contrast hit me hard. His broad shoulders and masculine frame looked so natural in the boys’ uniform, he looked like a well-groomed masculine young man, the kind of son a father would be proud of. Meanwhile I looked like I was born in my tiny pink plaid skirt and white blouse, my smooth legs crossed daintily, pigtails bouncing slightly, the kind of girl to make her parents worry because they know the boys will be fighting to get in her panties. The difference between us was jarring now: I was the sweet, innocent, and demure sissy stepdaughter, and Kyle was the confident, strong, and masculine son. There was no more pretending otherwise. Kyle paused for a second, clearly taken aback, his eyes flicking over me before he quickly looked away, trying not to stare.

“Good morning, Mom. Good morning, Jennifer,” he said awkwardly, his voice a little rough.

“Good morning, sweetheart,” Grace replied warmly. “Sit down, I made you both breakfast for your first day back.”

He slid into his chair across from me, the tension in the air thick and uncomfortable. I avoided his gaze, timidly picking at a slice of strawberry with my fork, the metal tines scraping softly against the plate. My cheeks burned as I felt his occasional glances, the awkwardness making my skin prickle. The fact that I had ever tried to compete with him, argue with him, or act like any kind of tough guy around him felt so ridiculous and pathetic now.

Grace sat down with her own plate, smiling brightly between us. “I can’t believe it! My big man and my little girl headed off to school together…”

I stared harder at my fruit, the fork trembling slightly in my fingers.

“I need to get a picture of you two,” she continued happily. “Doesn’t she look pretty, Kyle?”

I wanted the floor to swallow me whole, shame flooding every inch of me as I sat there in my ultra-girly uniform awaiting his answer.

Kyle shifted, clearly a bit uncomfortable but forcing a kind smile. “Yes… you look very pretty, Jenny.”

I managed an awkward, embarrassed smile in return, my lips feeling tight. “Thanks, Kyle.”

Grace ushered us to stand and huddle together. Kyle’s arm came around my shoulders, warm and almost protective, pulling me gently against his side. I forced my lips into a smile as the camera flashed, the pleats of my skirt brushing against his khaki pants, the difference between us burning in my mind.

The sudden honk of a car horn outside made my stomach drop. “I think Tori’s here,” I said, my voice small and shaky.

Grace pulled me into a big, warm hug, her arms wrapping tightly around me, then planted a kiss on my cheek. “Have a nice first day, sweetie… trust me, this is right for you.”

“T-thank you, Mommy,” I whispered, the words coming out shaky.

As I picked up my pink purse and headed for the door, Kyle stood and caught me in a tight hug of his own. His strong grip enveloped me completely, the solid feel of his chest against my smaller body strangely comforting even as it drove home how dainty and feminine I was by comparison. “Don’t be nervous, sis,” he said softly, smiling down at me. “You’ll be okay.”

I forced a smile back. “Thanks.”

He gave me one more quick hug, then leaned down and pressed a gentle kiss to my forehead. The unexpected tenderness and protectiveness from my stepbrother gave an odd sense of security and safety, even as the emasculating reality of it all made my cheeks flush hotter.

I stepped out the front door, the morning breeze immediately catching under the short hem of my pink plaid skirt and swirling cool air against my thighs and panties. I trembled as I walked toward Tori’s car, clutching my pink purse tightly, trying desperately to steady my nerves with every clicking step of my shiny black shoes on the pavement.

I walked toward Tori’s car on trembling legs, the morning breeze continuing to tease under the short pink plaid skirt and brush coolly against my smooth thighs. The shiny black shoes clicked loudly with each step, the slight heel mincing in a delicate sway that was second nature by now. My pink purse swung lightly from my shoulder, the sugary sweet perfume clinging to me like a cloud of girlishness I couldn’t escape.

Tori was sitting in the driver’s seat, looking stunning in her matching uniform, the crisp white blouse hugging her ample breasts, the pink plaid skirt sitting high on her toned thighs, her long blonde hair cascading over one shoulder. The second I opened the passenger door and slid inside, her eyes lit up.

“Oh my God, Jenny!” she squealed, her voice high and excited as she clapped her hands together. “You look so freaking cute! The uniform is perfect on you, and those pigtails with the pink ribbons…I’m literally dying. This is the best first day of school ever!”

She reached over and gently tugged one of my pigtails, making it bounce playfully as she let it go. My cheeks burned as I settled into the seat, the pleats of my skirt riding up slightly against the leather.

“Alright, sissy,” she said casually, her tone shifting to that familiar commanding lilt, “you know the drill.”

Without a word, I lifted the hem of my short skirt with shaky fingers, the fabric whispering against my skin, and hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties. Tori leaned over, her fingers deft as she unlocked the pink chastity cage with a small click. She tossed it into the center console where it landed with a soft clatter, leaving me exposed and vulnerable in the passenger seat.

I reached into my purse for the roll of tucking tape, my hands fumbling slightly as I pulled out a strip. The sticky tape pulled against my skin as I carefully tucked everything back and smooth, securing it tightly so the front of my panties lay flat once I pulled them back up. I readjusted my skirt, smoothing the pleats down over my now-feminine-looking lap, the tape pulling noticeably with every small movement.

Tori started the engine and pulled out of the driveway, her voice bright and chatty. “This is so exciting, Jenny. Can you believe you’re going to school as a girl now? Everyone’s going to see the new you, and you’re going to act like the perfect little lady to make sure they don’t question it. I can’t wait to watch it all happen.”

My heart raced faster with every word, the anxiety spreading like poison throughout my body. The familiar streets blurred past the window as I stared down at my white blouse, the way it stretched over my small breasts, and the short skirt that left so much of my legs bare. Every bump in the road made the pleats sway and brush my thighs, a constant reminder of how exposed I was.

Tori glanced over, noticing the panic I was struggling to contain. She reached across and affectionately squeezed my thigh, her warm palm resting just below the hem of my skirt. “Don’t worry, Jenny. No one will know. You pass so well now.”

“Thank you, Mistress…” I whispered, my voice small and unsteady. “It’s just so embarrassing.”

She chuckled softly, her fingers giving my thigh another gentle squeeze. “I can imagine. I bet you used to love looking at me in this uniform, right? It probably turned you on so much last year…probably still does.”

I nodded sheepishly as memories flashed through my mind of the hundreds of times I stared at her in the hallways.

Tori giggled, clearly delighted. “Well, just think, sissy, now you’ll be making all the boys nice and hard in your little uniform, just like I apparently did for you back when you had a dick. They’re going to be staring at that cute ass and those perky little tits bouncing under your blouse.”

The thought made me cringe hard, my shoulders hunching inward as I realized she was right. Tori only laughed harder as she drove.

When we finally pulled into the school parking lot, my heart pounded so loudly I could hear it in my ears. I looked out the window at the clusters of familiar faces, kids I’d known for years walking toward the entrance, laughing and chatting in their uniforms. The guys in khakis and ties, the girls in the same pink plaid skirts I was wearing. I suddenly felt like I might faint.

Tori parked and stepped out gracefully. I followed nervously, my legs feeling like jelly as I stood, the short skirt swaying with the movement and the shiny shoes clicking on the asphalt. I tried to keep my breathing steady, but panic clawed at the edges of my mind as I looked around in terror.

She hooked her arm through mine, pulling me close so our hips brushed as we walked toward the main doors. The contact was oddly anchoring, but it didn’t stop the trembling in my knees.

From the a few cars down, Trisha approached, looking every bit as sexy as Tori in her uniform, the blouse stretched across her D-cup breasts, the short skirt hugging her plump ass, her dark hair falling sleekly down her back. “Oh my God, look at her!” Trisha exclaimed, her eyes wide with excitement as she fell into step with us.

Tori and Trisha immediately started chattering together, their voices overlapping in giddy bursts. “Can you believe this is actually happening,” Tori asked with a laugh. “Our sissy is a schoolgirl now, walking into school in the girls’ school uniform!”

“It’s so crazy and so exciting,” Trisha added, grinning. “It’s like the hormones are neutering her physically and the uniform is neutering her socially. I love it.”

Trisha turned her smirk toward me, her gaze sweeping over my pigtails, the unbuttoned top of my blouse, and the short hem of my skirt. “I can’t imagine how humiliating this must be for you, sissy.”

I nodded shamefully, my voice barely audible. “Yeah… it is.”

Trisha chuckled, low and teasing. “Well, it’s about to get more humiliating. Hike up that skirt and unbutton the first three buttons of your blouse, slut.”

My stomach dropped. “Do I have to, Mistress?” I asked, glancing at Tori, who only giggled beside me.

Trisha shot me a glare, her tone firm. “Do you want to start the day off by being a disobedient little girl?”

Intimidated by the look in her eyes and knowing I shouldn’t risk her deciding to punish me at school, I whispered, “No, Mistress…”

With shaking hands, I reached down and slowly hiked the hem of my short pink plaid skirt higher up my thighs, the pleats bunching as cool air rushed against more of my skin. Then I fumbled with the buttons of my white blouse, popping open the top three. The fabric parted, exposing the soft swell of my growing boobs, leaving me looking like a slut as the morning breeze teasing the newly revealed skin.

Tori leaned in admiringly, her eyes sparkling. “Oh my gosh, Jenny, you look so hot.”

Trisha added with a teasing lilt, “And so slutty. You want the boys to notice your tits and ass, right, Jennifer?”

The words sent another rush of dread and shame through me, making the blood drain from my face as I anticipated being seen like this. I swallowed hard and forced out, “Yes, Mistress…”

I followed them inside the school, my legs shaking with every step. The familiar hallways stretched ahead, filled with the chatter and movement of students. My shiny black shoes clicked loudly on the tile floor, the short skirt swishing around my thighs and my half-exposed boobs shifting with each breath, drawing a few obvious stares from guys who let their eyes linger like they were food. Fortunately, most people passed without a second glance, but those lingering looks made my skin prickle and my pulse race even faster. However, a small, fragile thread of relief wove through the panic as I realized that maybe I really could blend in, though it also confirmed how far I had fallen from the lost manhood I yearned for.

I walked between Tori and Trisha down the crowded hallway, my heart pounding with every dainty step. Every time a group of students passed, I fought the urge to shrink away, instead forcing my hips to sway fluidly and my steps to stay light and feminine.

Our lockers were clustered together, Tori’s and Trisha’s a few down from mine, like the universe itself was determined to keep me surrounded. Since the school had gone paperless, I opened the metal door and pulled out the slim iPad waiting inside, its smooth surface cool against my manicured fingers.

Before I could even close the locker, excited squeals cut through the hallway noise. Madison and Sophia were hurrying toward us, their own pink plaid skirts bouncing with each step. Madison, the sweet redhead, reached me first and pulled me into a warm hug, her much bigger boobs pressing briefly against mine, her perfume mixing with my own sugary scent.

“Oh my gosh, you actually did it!” she exclaimed happily as she stepped back.

Sophia, Tori, Madison, and Trisha immediately launched into excited chatter, their voices overlapping in giddy bursts. “Can you believe she’s really doing this?” “Look at those tits!” “The guys are gonna eat her up.”

I stood there frozen in the middle of their circle, my fingers tightening around the iPad until my knuckles ached. My eyes darted around nervously, praying no one nearby would catch their words and piece together that I wasn’t actually one of the girls. Every laugh from them made my stomach knot up tighter, my nerves flaring as I imagined someone overhearing the word sissy slip out.

Sophia turned her sharp gaze on me, a cruel smirk tugging at her lips. “So, sissy, what color panties did you decide to wear for your first day?”

I glanced around quickly, my pulse roaring in my ears. I mumbled, barely loud enough for them to hear, “Pink…”

“Oh, that’s so cute, Jenny,” she cooed. “Show me.”

Trisha gave me a pointed look that left no room for argument. My heart slammed against my ribs as I checked once more that no one was watching. With shaking hands, I quickly flipped up the front of my short skirt, flashing my delicate pink lace panties for a split second before letting the pleats drop back down. The girls burst into laughter, their giggles ringing in my ears as I hid behind the group of them, terrified that somebody might have seen me.

Just then the bell rang, cutting through the horrifying moment. Sophia looked over with a devilish grin, “Have fun, sissy.” Trisha giggled at me one last time while Madison pulled me into another quick, affectionate hug. Tori wrapped her arms around me last, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek. “You’ll be alright, babygirl,” she murmured close to my ear.

Her affectionate words gave me a subtle surge of strength even as I trembled. I nodded weakly and headed off toward my first class, forcing my walk to stay smooth and feminine: dainty little steps, a gentle sway of my hips, arms swinging lightly at my sides. Inside, my nerves were screaming. Every hallway felt endless, every glance from passing students making me hyper-aware of the way my pigtails bounced, the way my boobs bounced under my blouse, the constant swish of my hiked-up skirt.

I slipped into the classroom and chose a desk near the back, lowering myself as ladylike as possible into the seat with my knees pressed together and my skirt smoothed carefully underneath me. The room filled with the chatter of guys and girls catching up after a summer apart. My breath caught when Mark, my friend who I’d gotten caught shoplifting with at the start of the summer, walked through the door. He looked exactly the same, casual and confident in his khakis and tie. Panic surged through me like ice water in my veins. I sank lower in my seat, praying he wouldn’t look too closely, wouldn’t recognize the new girl with bright makeup and pigtails as the guy he used to get into all kinds of trouble with.

The teacher started class by walking everyone through setting up the iPads, a simple enough task that my racing thoughts could almost stop. Then he scanned the room and asked, “Any new students?”

His eyes landed directly on me and I immediately knew I was meant to introduce myself like I’d seen other students do before when they transferred from another school.

My hand rose timidly, almost against my will. When he nodded for me to stand, I pushed myself up on shaky legs, the desk scraping lightly as I moved. Every eye in the room seemed to turn toward me, and I suddenly felt more on display than I ever had, even prancing across the stage dressed as a frilly swan at my ballet recital. I forced a bright, bubbly smile onto my glossy pink lips and spoke in my softest, most practiced girly voice. “Hi, I’m Jenny.”

The words felt like they belonged to someone else. Most students offered polite smiles or casual nods, but I caught a few of the guys staring longer, including Mark, his gaze lingering on my painted face. My knees felt weak as I quickly sat back down, smoothing my skirt again, the blush in my cheeks refusing to fade as I hoped desperately that he hadn’t recognized me.

As the iPad setup continued, a pretty blonde girl next to me leaned over with a friendly smile. Looking at her, it dawned on me that, besides myself, she was probably the most feminine-looking girl in class. A big pink bow sat perfectly in her hair, and her makeup was bright and girly, purple eyeshadow making her eyes pop. “Hey Jenny, I’m Lacey. I love what you did with your hair, so cute!”

I smiled back, doing my best to match her energy even though my stomach was still filled with nervous butterflies. “Thank you! I love the way you did your makeup! The purple eyeshadow really pops.”

We chatted quietly on and off for the rest of class about our schedules and teachers, realizing that we actually had most of our classes together. Every time I responded with the right tone, the right little laugh, the right mannerisms, a strange mix of relief and deep embarrassment washed over me. I was getting scarily good at this. Too good.

When the bell finally rang, I stood and gathered my things, walking out beside Lacey. Before we reached the door, Mark approached us, his easy smile directed straight at me. My breathing quickened instantly, intense panic flooding every nerve as I anticipated being exposed.

“Hey, Jenny,” he said, stopping in front of us. “I’m Mark. If you ever need any help finding anything around the school, or you want to hang out sometime, I’d love to show you around.”

The panic eased as I realized he had no idea who I really was, but the humiliation grew. My old friend was flirting with me, he now saw me as just another cute new girl. Even after years spent together almost every day, I was now so thoroughly feminized that even he could not recognize me.

“Oh… thanks,” I replied nervously, my voice soft. Without thinking, I reached up and twirled a strand of my pigtail around my finger, the ribbon brushing my cheek. The moment I did it, I realized how coy and flirty the gesture looked. “I definitely will.”

Mark grinned. “Well, I’ll see you around. Nice to meet you, Jenny.”

“Nice to meet you, Mark,” I said, feeling my cheeks burn with shame as the words left my mouth.

As he walked away, Lacey giggled beside me. “Damn, girl, you’re making yourself at home real quick.”

The next few classes blurred together in a haze of forced smiles and anxiety. Each time a teacher had me introduce myself, I had to stand again, smoothing my short pink plaid skirt down with trembling fingers before speaking in my softest, most feminine voice: “Hi, I’m Jenny.” The words felt more automatic every time they left my glossy lips. Guys kept glancing my way, some openly staring in a way that told me exactly what they wanted, some more casually. A couple even approached me after class, introducing themselves with easy smiles and clearly flirting with me, none of them recognizing me as the quiet guy who had actually been in school with most of them for years. It was quickly becoming clear that no one was going to recognize me, that I was much more Jennifer now than I ever had been James.

By lunch time, my nerves had calmed tremendously. Lacey walked beside me into the bustling cafeteria, her arm occasionally brushing mine as we joined the lunch line. The smell of cafeteria food mixed with the lingering sweetness of my perfume as we grabbed simple salads. She led me confidently toward a table near the windows to introduce me to her friends, and my steps faltered the moment I saw who was sitting there.

Tori, Trisha, Madison, Sophia, Ava, and Riley sat at the table, all of them smirking up at me with knowing eyes. These were the same girls I had served all summer in my maid dresses, the ones who had watched me kiss Connor at the barbecue, the girls who knew every humiliating detail about my transformation. My heart slammed against my ribs as Lacey introduced me casually. “Hey guys, this is Jenny, she’s new to the school and super chill.”

“Oh, we already know Jenny,” Tori said smoothly, her smile widening. “She does ballet with Trisha. She’s such a gifted ballerina.”

Lacey was thrilled that we all knew each other, while I, on the other hand, was praying that none of them would expose me to my new friend. Lacey seemed nice, but I had no idea if she could keep a secret.

The girls started chatting about their practice schedules for cheer, and it clicked that that was how they all knew each other. “We’ve got to get her on the squad,” Lacey said excitedly. “You’re such a nice girl, it’d be awesome to have you on the team. The team is mostly underclassmen and a lot of them are kind of bitchy.”

I could see the other girls barely holding back laughter, their eyes sparkling with mischief. Trisha jumped in, her voice casual but edged in a way that I knew Lacey didn’t pick up on. “Yeah, Jenny, you definitely should. You’re such a graceful ballerina… and you said you used to do gymnastics as a little girl, right?”

I nodded nervously, my fingers twisting in my lap under the table, dread building as I began to see where this was going. I wished desperately I had never mentioned gymnastics to Trisha. The conversation was spiraling exactly where I feared.

Sophia leaned forward, her smirk deepening. “So what do you say, girlfriend? You gonna try out?”

Not knowing what else to do, I replied, “I… I guess.”

The table erupted in excited squeals, Lacey clapping and leaning in to hug me across the table. I sat there frozen, the sound ringing in my ears as the image of myself in a short cheer skirt, pom-poms in hand, jumping and cheering for the boys in front of the entire school flashed through my mind and made my skin crawl.

As the conversation continued, Tori rummaged through her purse frantically. “Ugh, shit, I’m out of tampons.”

Trisha giggled immediately, turning her gaze to me. “Jenny, didn’t you say you were on your period too? You probably have an extra, right?”

The thought of having a period made me feel strangely uncomfortable in a way I hadn’t before. “Oh… um, I don’t think I have any extras either,” I mumbled, my voice small.

Lacey reached into her own purse without hesitation and pulled out two tampons, handing one to Tori and one to me. I cringed as I accepted the small wrapped cylinder, the plastic crinkling softly between my fingers while all the girls smirked at me. “Thank you,” I managed, quickly shoving it deep into my pink purse, realizing that as a girl I would probably have to get used to this.

The rest of the school day passed surprisingly quickly, though I was super self-aware the entire time. Every hallway felt like a stage, I was constantly conscious of how I swayed my hips when I walked, how I spoke femininely but not overly childish and polite, and how I carried myself around my classmates. Guys kept looking at me like I was something to devour, their stares lingering on my legs, my boobs, and my ass. The sensation left me feeling naked and vulnerable the whole day even as I tried to keep my movements casual and natural.

When the final bell rang, I took a huge breath of relief. I had survived my first day. I walked out with Tori to her car, the afternoon sun warming my bare thighs as I slid into the passenger seat. She started driving, her voice bubbly and excited. “This is so amazing, Jenny. You were literally perfect today, seriously, no one had any idea. The way you carried yourself, the way you talked…you’re more girl than most of the girls in school. But not in like an over-the-top way that looked suspicious. You know…a lot of guys are already talking about the pretty new girl who just transferred in. I heard a couple of them asking about you after last period. Maybe you’ll get a boyfriend soon.”

I stared out the window, the familiar streets passing in a blur while I contemplated my new life. I batted my lashes rapidly with the effort of holding back tears as I thought about the year ahead as Jennifer. If I got to graduation without being outted, it would be because I completely abandoned any remnants of my old self in the process.

Tori glanced over, her hand reaching across to rest gently on my thigh for a moment. “You did so good, babygirl. I’m really proud of you.”

The soft praise and the warmth of her touch soothed me right away, reminding me of the one good thing that had come from all of this, my relationship with her. For the first time all day, I felt a tiny flicker of hope. Maybe this year I’d actually end up dating Tori, sometimes it really felt like that was the direction things were heading, though, on some level I knew that was a long shot. Still, I felt like she saw me as more than just her sissy, like there was some spark of romance between us.

When we pulled up outside my house, Tori reached over and took the pink cage from the center console. She slid her hand down, cupping me gently before locking the cage back on with a quiet, final click. The cage settled snugly against my skin, cool and unyielding. She looked me straight in the eyes, her touch warm and possessive as she held my caged member like it belonged to her. Leaning in slowly, she gave me a soft, lingering kiss on the lips, her gloss mixing with mine in a sweet, intimate press.

Pulling back just enough to speak, she murmured affectionately, “You’re a very good sissy, Jennifer.”

The kiss left me feeling giddy and warm, like the stress and humiliation of the entire day had melted away the instant she leaned forward. I melted under her touch, my growing arousal straining uselessly against the cage as emotion welled up inside. She was really the center of my world, more than just my mistress, more like a goddess to me. With tears welling up in my eyes, I blurted out, “I love you, Mistress…”

The moment I said it I felt incredibly vulnerable and fragile inside; she could crush me effortlessly if she chose to laugh or mock me. Instead, she smiled sweetly, her breath warm against my skin. “I love you too, princess.” She kissed me once more, then chuckled. “Now go tell your mommy you’re on your period and need pads… I think it’d be really sweet for me and my little sissy to get our periods together.”

I deflated instantly, her words an immediate reminder of my place in her life. The hopeful little spark I had felt was snuffed out instantly as the full weight of her view of me crashed back in. I wasn’t her boyfriend; I wasn’t even close to being seen as a man in her eyes. I was her little sissy, her feminized pet who she wanted synced up with her cycle so we could share that intimate and feminine experience together like it was the most natural thing in the world. The emasculation burned deep, leaving my cheeks hot and my throat tight as I struggled not to cry. To make things worse, part of me was actually grateful for the opportunity. Even though I would’ve much rather she tell me she wanted to be my girlfriend, I was so desperate for her that I would take any closeness I could get.

Feeling utterly pathetic, I whispered, “Yes, Mistress…”

I pulled my panties back up, smoothed my short skirt down over my thighs, and stepped out of the car. I stepped through the front door, and before I could even set my pink purse down, Grace’s excited squeal filled the hallway.

“Oh my goodness, there’s my little schoolgirl!” She rushed forward and pulled me into a tight hug, her arms wrapping warmly around my smaller frame, her chin resting on top of my head for a moment. The embrace pressed our breasts together in a way that felt far too noticeable. “So, how was my girl’s first day? Tell me everything!”

I didn’t want to talk about it. I managed a small shrug, my voice quiet. “It was… good, Mommy.”

Grace wasn’t having any of it. She took my hand and nearly dragging me over to the living room couch. “Come sit down, sweetie. I want to hear all about it. First day back as a girl, there must be so much to tell!”

I sank onto the couch, the pleats of my skirt fanning out around me as I crossed my legs demurely at the knee. Grace sat close beside me, her eyes bright and expectant. The words started coming out slowly at first: describing the classes, how I’d had to stand and introduce myself multiple times, the way the other students had treated me. As I spoke, my throat began to tighten. The pressure built behind my eyes until hot tears spilled over, tracing warm paths down my rosy cheeks. I tried to swipe them away quickly, but more followed insistently.

Grace immediately pulled me closer, one arm wrapping around my shoulders while her free hand stroked my pigtails. “Shh, it’s okay, baby. It’s okay. Mommy’s right here. I’m so proud of you for being such a brave girl today. You did so well.”

Her gentle voice and the steady rhythm of her hand in my hair helped me calm down a bit. I leaned into her a little despite my resentment of her making me do this, the warmth of her body offering a strange kind of anchor while I felt like I was unraveling.

She waited until my breathing steadied before asking softly, “So Jennifer…did you see any of your old friends today?”

I nodded, staring down at my shiny black shoes as I recalled Mark. “Yeah, Mommy… I saw Mark.”

Grace’s eyes lit up, a hint of amusement dancing in them even as she kept her tone sweet. “Oh my gosh, that’s perfect! This all started with you running around with Mark, getting into trouble, thinking you were some kind of tough guy.” She let out a soft laugh. “Seeing him like this must’ve been… interesting.”

I looked down shamefully, my shoulders curling inward as a another tear escaped my eye. My voice came out small and shaky. “It was humiliating, Mommy.”

“Awww,” she cooed, but I could see the way her smile widened, the clear enjoyment flickering across her face. She reached over and gave my knee a gentle pat. “Well, sweetie, who knows, maybe you can rekindle your relationship. I’m sure he’d love to take you out now that your ex-boyfriend Connor left the school.”

The suggestion was sickening to me. The thought of going on a date with Mark, my friend of many years, a guy I used to hang out with because it made me feel like a man, made me want to throw up. My hands clenched tighter in my lap as I spoke as firmly as I could. “No, Mommy… I don’t like boys.”

Grace just giggled, the sound light and dismissive. “Whatever you say, my little sissy schoolgirl.”

I looked down in shame, the blush in my cheeks refusing to fade.

As she started to stand, I blurted out quickly, “Uh, Mommy… there’s one other thing…”

She turned back, tilting her head curiously. “What is it, sweetie?”

Immediately embarrassed, I stared at the floor. I didn’t want to ask her this, but I had promised Tori. “Umm… Tori needed a tampon today and… as a joke, she told some of the girls at school that I was on my period too and…”

Grace burst out laughing. “Oh my gosh, is my manly stepson asking his mommy about having a period?”

My face burned with shame, my heart pounding in my chest. I nodded weakly. “Yes… yes, Mommy. I um… I think I need to have one to fit in with the other girls.”

She kept cracking up, wiping a tear of laughter from the corner of her eye. “I think you’re right, sweetie. But if you want my help, I think you owe me an apology first.”

I looked up at her shakily. “Apologize for what, Mommy?”

Grace placed her hands on her hips, looking down at me with a victorious little grin. “Oh, I don’t know… apologize for acting like you were a man all this time when deep down you knew you were a sissy.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, knowing that once I said this Grace would never let me live it down if I tried to be a man again in the future. My voice cracked as I stammered, “I’m sorry for acting like a man when I knew I was a sissy, Mommy.”

Her grin widened, satisfaction clear in her expression. “Good girl. Now, what do you want to ask me, princess?”

A single tear slipped down my cheek as I whispered, “Um… could you help me with my period, Mommy? I don’t know what to do.”

Grace laughed again, softer this time but still amused. “Do men have periods, Jennifer?”

More tears streamed down my face. “No, Mommy.”

She was really enjoying this. It was times like this that showed my stepmom could be crueler than my mistresses. “So you must not be a man, right?”

The words caught in my throat, but I forced them out through the sobs. “No, Mommy… I’m a sissy.”

“Good girl,” she said warmly, reaching down to take my hand. “Come on, honey.”

She led me upstairs, her grip gentle. In the bathroom, she opened a cabinet and pulled out a pink box filled with menstrual pads. “It’s so funny you brought this up, Jennifer. I actually bought these for you and was planning on giving you this talk soon anyway.”

She sat me down on the edge of the tub and began explaining everything: how periods worked, the cycle, the cramps a girl might feel, what it would mean for me now. She even told me that the pills I was taking might mimic a monthly cycle as my body grew more accustomed to them, which disturbed me most. I nodded along, my hands folded tightly in my lap, feeling completely pathetic as her words painted a picture of a future of me truly becoming a woman.

Then she stood and opened the box. “Alright, let’s show you how to put one on. Lift your skirt for me, sweetie.”

My hands shook as I obeyed, slowly raising the short pink plaid skirt. I dreaded the moment she saw my cage, but the words to stop her wouldn’t come, and I knew she was bound to find out about it sooner or later. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my panties and tugged them down. The moment the pink chastity cage came into view, she started chuckling, then laughing outright.

“Oh my gosh, that’s too cute!” she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with delight. “Did your little girlfriends do that to you?”

Mortified, I nodded. “Yes, Mommy.”

She laughed harder. “And all this time I thought maybe there was something going on with you and that Tori girl. Meanwhile, she won’t even let you get excited around her. Well, I guess it’s not like you need it any way, being a sissy and all, right Jennifer?”

More tears spilled down my cheeks as I agreed, “No, Mommy.”

“Oh, relax, honey,” she said, still smiling as she took out a pad and peeled it open. “I’m sure you two are much better off as girlfriends.”

She showed me how to position the pad, explaining how to smooth it into place and how often to change it. Once it was secure, I pulled my panties back up and let the skirt drop, the fabric settling against my thighs with a soft swish.

Grace pulled me into another hug, her arms warm and enveloping. “I know this is hard, princess, but I promise it’ll get better soon. I’m so proud of my little girl.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” I managed, my voice thick.

I slipped away to my room, closing the door behind me. The moment I was alone, I collapsed onto my bed, face buried in the pillow as heavy sobs wracked my body. The weight of the entire day crashed down on me, unable to do anything but cry into the soft fabric, my pigtails splayed out around me and my miniskirt riding up enough to offer a complete view of my panties if Grace or Kyle walked in.

I sat at the crowded lunch table the next day, once again trying my best to act normal despite the fact that I couldn’t have felt further from it. Tori had picked me up that morning and absolutely freaked out when she went to unlock my cage and saw the pad in my panties. As humiliating as it was, it felt good when she hugged me tight, clearly getting emotional about the new bond we shared. Maybe it was just in my head, but at lunch I got the sense she was treating me differently, almost sisterly if I had to describe it. Lacey sat beside me, completely unaware that the rest of the girls, Tori, Trisha, Madison, Sophia, Ava, and Riley, basically owned me and that I was not all I appeared to be. The fact that one wrong comment could expose me to Lacey and possibly the rest of the school kept me on edge the entire time.

The conversation turned to cheerleading again, and my shoulders tensed, the crisp white blouse shifting against my sensitive breasts with the movement. Lacey leaned toward me excitedly. “The whole cheer team is sleeping over at Tori’s tonight, you should come, girl!”

Lacey interrupted herself, turning to the other girls with wide, enthusiastic eyes. “We could help her learn some of the moves and get her ready for tryouts. It’d be so fun!”

Tori’s face lit up instantly. “That’s a great idea! She has to come.”

The other girls nodded along, their smirks barely hidden as they exchanged quick glances. “It’ll be so much fun having her at the slumber party,” Madison added sweetly, while Sophia’s eyes sparkled with barely contained amusement. “We can help get her ready tryouts and if she does well…maybe start the team initiation.”

All the girls giggled at that. I wondered anxiously what that could mean, hoping that it was just some silly ritual they made all the girls do.

Lacey turned back to me, completely oblivious. “So, can you come, Jenny?”

Trisha leaned in, her voice sweet but carrying that unmistakable edge that left no room for argument. “Yeah… can you?”

My heart pounded against my ribs, knowing I had no choice. I forced a bright smile onto my glossy lips, trying to keep my voice upbeat and enthusiastic. “Yes, of course!”

The girls continued talking, their voices overlapping in excited plans for the night, when Mark walked by our table. He caught my eye and smiled, slowing his steps. “Hey, Jenny.”

The girls all looked at me eagerly, expectantly, and I immediately knew what was expected from me. I looked up at him through my lashes, my fingers instinctively twirling my pigtail as I replied in a soft, shy voice, “Hi, Mark.”

The moment he continued on to his own table, the girls erupted into squeals and giggles. Tori clapped her hands together. “Oh my God, Jenny! You’re already flirting with boys on your second day?”

Lacey laughed along, leaning in. “You should have seen it yesterday after class, Mark was totally flirting with her. He could barely keep his eyes on hers.”

The table exploded with more excited giggling, the girls leaning in closer. Tori and Trisha especially gave me knowing, mocking looks, their eyes gleaming with amusement. Trisha’s smirk deepened as she said, her voice low and menacing, “I’m sure Jenny will be doing something about that very soon.”

I could already imagine where this was heading: more forced making out, more hands groping me like I was a sex toy, maybe even more cum on me while my own penis stayed either locked in its pink caged or tucked away to look like a vagina. All of that was horrible enough, but it would be ten times worse with my former best friend. Hopefully, it wouldn’t come to that.

Trisha turned back to Lacey, still grinning. “Did you know that Jenny was dating Connor a bit over the summer.”

Lacey’s eyes widened with interest. “Really? Tell me everything! What was he like? Was he big?”

The other girls leaned in, clearly enjoying themselves. I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to stay calm and natural as I answered, trying to sound like a normal girl who had liked it. “Yeah… he was sweet. We hung out on the fourth and then went on a date a few weeks later. And he was, um…pretty big.” My cheeks burned hotter with every word while the girls nodded along encouragingly, asking more questions about what we did and how he was sexually. I kept smiling, nodding, and giving vague but enthusiastic answers, all while the deep shame of having to pretend I enjoyed being with a man settled like lead in my chest.

A few hours later I sat nervously in the passenger seat of Grace’s car, the delicate chiffon of my pink dress whispering against my smooth thighs with every small shift. The fabric was so light and sheer it felt almost like I was in one of my nighties, clinging softly to the gentle swell of my breasts and the curve of my hips. My overnight bag rested on my lap, packed with frilly sleepwear, makeup, and my school uniform. The car’s engine hummed steadily as Grace drove toward Tori’s house, the evening light casting a soft glow through the windows.

Grace’s voice bubbled with excitement. “I cannot believe you’re trying out for cheer now too! Who would’ve guessed? My stepson the ballerina and cheerleader. I just love this for you, Jenny.”

I wanted so badly to scream out that I hadn’t chosen any of this, that I wanted to play male sports and date girls but was trapped into this life by her and the girls. But I knew that would get me nowhere. At best it would lead to more mockery about what a sissy I had allegedly chosen to be, at worst it would lead to some kind of humiliating punishment she would conjure up to emasculate me further. I stared down at my manicured hands resting on the bag and said nothing, the pink polish gleaming under the dashboard lights.

When we pulled up to Tori’s house, Grace turned to me with a bright smile. “Alright, princess, have fun with your girlfriends.” She leaned over and planted a warm kiss on my cheek, her lips soft against my skin.

“Thanks, Mommy,” I whispered, then delicately stepped out of the car. The chiffon dress swayed around my legs as I walked up the path, my heels clicking softly on the pavement. I rang the bell, my heart already racing.

Tori opened the door still wearing her school uniform, the pink plaid skirt hugging her ass and the white blouse crisp against her perfect boobs. She looked me up and down slowly, a playful smile curving her lips. “Well, don’t you look pretty?”

“Thanks… so do you,” I replied softly.

She stepped closer, her voice dropping. “I think you mean so do you, Mistress.”

I glanced around anxiously for the other girls, but she waved a hand. “Don’t worry, they’re all upstairs.”

Before I could respond, she surged forward, pinning me hard against the wall. Her body pressed flush against mine as her mouth claimed my lips in an aggressive, hungry kiss. Her hands kneaded my small breasts roughly through the thin chiffon, fingers digging in with possessive strength. The way she manhandled me, like I was her property, felt deeply emasculating, yet my body responded instantly, a confusing rush of heat flooding my panties as I melted into the kiss, my breath coming in shaky gasps against her mouth. She broke it only to squeeze my caged clit and balls firmly through the dress, her voice a low coo. “Mhmm, my sweet little bitch… come on, gay boy.”

She took my hand and led me up the stairs, her grip warm and commanding. My cheeks burned fiercely, the lingering taste of her gloss on my lips mixing with an overwhelming flutter of excitement in my chest. I almost forgot why I was there.

When we entered the bedroom, I froze in the doorway. All the senior cheer girls were standing there waiting: Trisha, Madison, Sophia, Ava, Riley, Lacey, and four more gorgeous girls, some in casual clothes, others still in their school uniforms. I recognized most of them but hadn’t spoken to the four other girls before. Every pair of eyes turned to me at once, their gazes sweeping over my pink chiffon dress, my heels, my pigtails. The air felt thick and heavy.

“Hi, girls,” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

No one answered for a long moment. Then Tori stepped forward and cupped my face gently in both hands, forcing me to look directly into her eyes. “Do you trust me, sissy?”

I winced at her use of the word sissy in front of all of them. Panic surged through me, my eyes welling up instantly with hot tears as my breath hitched. She held my face steady, her thumbs brushing my cheeks. “Do you trust me, sissy?”

Tears spilled over, trailing down my face. My voice cracked. “Yes, Mistress.”

She leaned in and gave me a soft, tender kiss. “Good girl.”

Tori stepped back to join the others. Trisha moved forward, her posture authoritative. “Strip, sissy.”

My eyes watered more as my trembling fingers fumbled with the buttons of the chiffon dress. The delicate fabric slipped from my shoulders and pooled at my feet with a soft rustle. I kicked off my heels, the cool air hitting my bare skin. I unclasped my bra, letting it fall, then slid my panties down, stepping out of them until I stood completely naked except for the pink chastity cage locked tightly around my shrunken clit and balls. I was completely vulnerable; every inch of my smooth, feminized body was exposed from my perky little breasts, rounded hips, and hairless skin to the shiny pink cage glinting under the bedroom lights. I felt tiny and powerless under their collective stare.

Lacey covered her mouth, eyes wide. “Oh my God… you weren’t lying.”

Trisha stepped forward and grabbed my caged clit roughly in her hand, lifting it slightly to display it to the room. “Nope, I told you. Little Jenny here used to be James. Isn’t that right, bitch?”

I sniffled loudly as I whispered, “Yes, Mistress.”

Tori came forward holding my pink rhinestone sissy collar and matching leash. She fastened the collar snugly around my neck, the collar tight against my skin, then clipped the leash on with a metallic click. She gave it a gentle tug and led me toward the group of girls.

They descended on me immediately. Hands reached out from every direction: squeezing my boobs, pinching my sensitive nipples until they hardened, sliding over my rounded ass and slapping it, a girl named Lila even cupping and jiggling the cage while commenting on how cute and useless it looked. Their voices overlapped in mocking laughter.

“Girl, I can’t believe you have tits,” said Lacey as she fondled them. “This is crazy!”

“Her ass is actually better than some of ours,” commented Madison sweetly, “such a sexy little body.”

“Look how tiny her dick is,” mocked Lila, the six-foot tall amazonian blonde girl who a glint of cruelty in her eyes. “No wonder she’s living as a girl.”

They touched me like an object on display, laughing and poking, while Madison, Sophia, Tori, and Trisha casually shared humiliating stories: how I’d been spanked into ballet, the sex shop trip, serving them as their sissy maid, the drive-in night with Connor. Every detail made fresh tears fall as their hands continued roaming.

Lila asked to hold the leash. The moment she had it, she yanked hard. “Get on your knees, faggot!”

I dropped instantly to the floor, the carpet rough against my knees. She led me around the room on all fours, the leash pulling tight against my collar with every step. “Crawl faster, you pathetic little sissy!” she yelled, while the others cheered and laughed. Multiple girls took turns, some kicking my ass, others spitting on my back or even kicking lightly at my balls, the sharp impacts sending jolts of pain and shame through me. I obeyed every command, terrified and broken, my tears dripping onto the carpet as their laughter rang in my ears.

Eventually Sophia stood over me, holding the leash taut. “Tell us your name, sissy.”

I sniffled, voice thick with tears. “I’m Jennifer, Miss Sophia.”

She smiled down at me. “And what are you?”

I answered without hesitation. “I’m a sissy, Miss Sophia.”

The girls all giggled. Sophia tapped the toe of her heel against my cage, the light pressure making me flinch. “And what’s that, sissy?”

My face burned with shame. “That’s my clit, Miss Sophia.”

They all cracked up. Sophia smirked. “Are you sure it’s not a cock, Jenny?”

I looked down at it in defeat, knowing that for all intents and purposes it no longer was. “No, Miss Sophia… I don’t have a cock.”

The room filled with loud cackles. Trisha added, “No, you don’t.”

I looked up at Tori through tear-blurred eyes. She was looking at me with a sympathetic tilt to her head, but her lips were curved in clear enjoyment. After the kiss downstairs, I felt betrayed by her. She was still letting this happen, still reveling in my humiliation. My heart twisted painfully.

Sophia continued, “So you want to be a cheerleader, Jenny?”

I did my best to collect myself. “Yes, Miss Sophia.”

“Why, Jenny?” she asked, unwilling to make this easy on me.

The girls leaned in, listening intently. My voice trembled. “Um… because I want to be closer to my Mistresses, Miss Sophia.”

They all let out a collective “awww.” Sophia grinned. “That’s so sweet, sissy. But I’m sure that’s not the only reason, right? I’m sure you want to wear the cute little uniform and cheer for all the real men on the basketball and football teams, right?”

My throat tightened. “Yes, Miss Sophia.”

“That’s the little slut that I know,” Sophia said, and the girls giggled again.

Trisha stepped forward. “Well, Jenny, since you’re so eager to be a cheerleader, don’t you think you should ask us to help you get ready for tryouts?”

I felt betrayed by Trisha too, I really felt like she was easing up on me up until this point. “Yes, Mistress… please help me get ready for tryouts. I really wanna be a cheerleader.”

Ava tilted her head. “I don’t know… she doesn’t sound too convincing to me. Maybe she needs some discipline…”

Tears poured freely as I started bawling, dropping lower on the floor and begging desperately. “Please… I want to be a cheerleader so badly. It’s always been my dream to cheer for the boys. Please help me, I’ll do anything. I need this. Please…”

By the end I was a sobbing, shaking, broken mess on the floor, my voice hoarse and pleading while the girls dissolved into hysterics, clutching their stomachs and wiping tears from their eyes.

Trisha finally waved a hand, still laughing. “Alright, alright. Since you’re obviously so desperate, we’ll help you. Get up, girly boy.”

I pushed myself shakily to my feet, legs trembling. Trisha reached out and removed the collar and leash, then pinched my sensitive nipple hard between her fingers. I squealed sharply, the pain shooting through my chest, and instinctively brought my hands up to cover my breasts. She walked back toward the rest of the girls, who were all still laughing and staring at my pathetic, naked, tear-streaked form with amused, hungry eyes.

I stood there naked in the middle of Tori’s bedroom, tears still streaking down my face and mixing with the remnants of my makeup, leaving dark smudges under my eyes and pink lipstick smeared across my cheeks. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps across my smooth skin, making my small breasts feel even more exposed, the nipples tight and sensitive from all the earlier pinching and grabbing. My pink chastity cage hung heavily between my legs, every tiny movement causing it to swing and bounce.

Trisha clapped her hands sharply. “Alright, cheer time, sissy. Panthers squad doesn’t accept weak little bitches. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

The girls formed a loose circle around me. Tori demonstrated first, her uniform skirt flipping up as she moved with effortless energy. “Okay, start simple. Ready? ‘Panthers, Panthers, hear us roar! We’re the strongest team on the floor!’ Arms up high, big smile, bounce those pom-poms even if you don’t have any yet.”

I tried, but my arms felt wooden, my voice barely a whisper, my naked body trembling. My small breasts jiggled awkwardly with the half-hearted motion, and the cage flopped between my thighs, the weight pulling noticeably with every shift. Shame burned in my face as the girls snickered.

“Come on, Jenny, bigger smile!” Madison called encouragingly. “You look terrified, loosen up!”

“Push those tits out more when you cheer,” Sophia added with a smirk. “Cheerleaders are proud of their assets.”

Trisha stepped in closer. “Again. Louder. Bubblier. Or we start over from the beginning.”

Fear won out. I forced my lips into a wide, shaky smile, raising my arms high and bouncing on my toes. “Panthers, Panthers, hear us roar! We’re the strongest team on the floor!” My voice came out higher and girlier than I intended, but it was enough to satisfy them. My breasts bounced freely with each jump, the soft flesh jiggling visibly, while the cage swung and slapped around uselessly. The sensation was mortifying, everything on display while I pretended to cheer for the football team.

“That’s better!” Tori called warmly, her smile soft and approving as she watched me. Despite the humiliation burning through me, that one warm look from her gave me strength.

They moved on to more moves: high kicks, toe touches, spirit fingers, and full cheers. Over and over they demonstrated, then corrected me. “Higher kick, Jenny, show off those legs!” “Smile like you mean it, princess!” “Arch your back more when you do the split jump, let that cute little ass pop!”

Each correction came with teasing laughter. “Look at her little clit flopping around, fucking adorable!” Lila laughed as I did a jump. Another girl named Sarah added, “Her boobs are bouncing like they’re trying to cheer too!”

I started off timid and broken, voice cracking, body stiff with humiliation, but the constant coaching and the fear of displeasing them pushed me harder. Soon I was performing with forced bubbly energy, wide smiles, exaggerated hip pops, enthusiastic claps, and high-pitched cheers. “Go Panthers! Fight Panthers! Win tonight, Panthers!” My naked body moved fluidly now, breasts jiggling with every jump and turn, ass cheeks bouncing as I did kicks and splits, the cage swinging wildly between my legs with every motion. Sweat mixed with my smeared makeup, making my face feel sticky and ruined.

After nearly an hour of repetition, my muscles burned and my breath came in heavy pants, but I had the routines down. The girls clapped and cheered mockingly.

“Not bad, sissy,” Trisha finally said. “You’re done for now.”

Relief washed through me. I timidly covered my chest with one arm. “Can I… put my clothes back on, Mistress?”

“Not the ones you wore here, sissy,” Trisha replied with a smirk. “But you can put on your sissy maid uniform. It’s laid out on the bed.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, grateful to be able to wear anything.

I walked to the bed on shaky legs, the cool air still teasing my naked skin. My black maid dress was there: short, satin, with built-in petticoats that flared dramatically. I slipped on the frilly white “fuck me daddy” panties first, the lace scratching lightly against my skin as they hugged my ass and tucked my cage down. Next came the matching frilly white bra, which pushed my breasts up and made them look bigger than they were. Then the sheer white stockings, sliding smoothly up my smooth legs with a silky whisper. I stepped into the slutty maid dress, the cool fabric sliding over my body as the multiple layers of petticoats made the skirt puff out obscenely short, barely covering the bottom of my panties. Finally, I slipped the black high heels on and perched the little maid cap on my head.

Tori and Trisha beamed proudly. “She’s been our personal sissy maid for months now,” Tori said. “Cleaning for us, serving us food and drinks, giving us mani-pedis…I think she loves it.”

Once dressed, I turned to Tori, smoothed my skirt, and curtsied deeply, the petticoats rustling loudly as the girls cracked up at the submissive display. “Should I redo my makeup, Mistress?”

Tori smiled sweetly. “Not yet, sweet girl. It’s gonna get ruined again anyways.”

Confusion and nervousness twisted together as I tried to process her words. I turned around and froze.

Trisha was holding the big, thick Caucasian dildo we had bought at the sex shop. The realistic veins and heavy balls looked even more intimidating under the bedroom lights. Tears immediately sprang back to my eyes, my lower lip trembling.

“Don’t give me that look, Jenny,” Trisha said with a sweet smile. “You picked it out yourself.”

Madison giggled. “I forgot about that!”

Sophia laughed. “How could you forget? She gave a whole speech about why she chose it.”

All the girls dissolved into giggles, their eyes sparkling with amusement.

Trisha pressed the suction cup firmly to the floor in the center of the room. The dildo stood upright, thick and obscene. “Get on your knees and crawl over to it like you’re in love with it, sissy.”

Shame burned through every inch of me. I dropped slowly to my knees on the carpet, the short maid dress riding up and the petticoats flaring out so the frilly white “fuck me daddy” panties were fully on display. The girls immediately started mocking me.

“Crawl over to your man, faggot!” cheered Lila, who had clearly taken to abusing me

Sophia was just as bad. “Shake that ass, Jenny! Show us how much you love cock!”

I began crawling forward seductively as best I could, hips swaying, back arched, the petticoats rustling loudly with every movement. My smeared makeup felt sticky on my face, tears threatening to spill again as the thick dildo got closer. The girls’ laughter and catcalls rang in my ears while I hovered over it on all fours, the realistic tip just inches from my glossy, pink lips, my heart pounding with dread and humiliation.

“Start by kissing it, sissy,” Trisha ordered, her voice sharp. “Nice and loving, like it’s the only thing that matters to you right now.”

My lips trembled as I leaned forward. The smooth silicone was cool and firm against my mouth as I pressed soft, hesitant kisses along the thick shaft, starting at the tip and working my way down. Every kiss made my stomach knot up tighter, the weight of all those eyes on me burning into my skin.

“Use your tongue, Jenny,” Sophia coached from the side. “Lick it like you’re tasting your favorite lollipop. Show your man how much you love cock.”

I dragged my tongue slowly along the underside, the textured veins rough against the soft surface of my tongue. Tears slipped down my face, cutting fresh tracks through the ruined makeup. “That’s it you pathetic little cocksucker,” Lila laughed.

Trisha stepped closer. “Now open wide and take the head in your mouth. Suck gently at first, then build up. Use your hand to stroke the base…nice and slow.”

I parted my glossy lips and slid the thick head into my mouth. The girth stretched my jaw uncomfortably, the weight heavy on my tongue. I began sucking, hollowing my cheeks while my hand wrapped around the shaft, stroking in rhythm. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room, mixing with the girls’ giggles and mocking comments.

“Deeper, bitch,” Sarah called. “Relax your throat, you know you were born for this.”

Lila spoke about me like I was nothing, like I was the most pathetic laughable person she had ever met. “God, her little ass is on full display while she blows it. So fucking gay.”

My tears fell faster, dripping onto the dildo and making it slick. I felt utterly pathetic, on my knees servicing a fake cock while a room full of gorgeous girls watched and laughed. Every bob of my head made the petticoats rustle loudly and my small boobs jiggle inside the bra.

Once I found a steady rhythm, Trisha moved behind me. Her hand cracked down hard on my ass, the sharp sting exploding across my cheek through the thin fabric of my panties. I whimpered around the dildo, the sound muffled and weak.

Tori knelt beside me, her fingers gently threading through my hair, stroking soothingly even as she guided my head deeper onto the cock. “That’s my good girl,” she murmured warmly. “Look at you taking it so well. What a perfect little cocksucker you’re becoming. I’m so proud of you.”

Her gentle touch and soft praise kept me from breaking down completely, cutting through the burning shame even as Trisha’s palm continued raining down hard spanks that made my ass cheeks bounce and sting hotter with every impact. The pain built quickly, sharp and fiery, while Tori kept stroking my hair and whispering encouragement. “Good girl… keep sucking just like that. You’re doing so well for me, princess.”

The other girls took turns after Trisha. Madison’s spanks were quick and playful but still stung. Sophia’s were harder, deliberate, each one landing with a loud smack that made my whole body jolt forward onto the dildo. “Cry all you want, pussy, that’s not gonna change anything,” she taunted while her hand kept falling. Ava and Riley joined in, their palms cracking against my already burning ass, sometimes spreading my cheeks to spank the sensitive skin in between. Every slap sent fresh waves of pain radiating through me, my ass growing hotter and more tender until it felt like it was on fire. My muffled sobs grew louder around the thick shaft, tears pouring freely now, smearing my makeup into a complete mess.

Through it all, Tori stayed close, her fingers never stopping their gentle caresses through my hair. “You’re such a good cocksucker, babygirl,” she praised softly, even as the degrading words made my stomach churn. “I’m so proud of how well you’re taking your training.”

After nearly thirty minutes of relentless sucking and spanking by each of the girls, my ass throbbed with deep, burning pain. My jaw ached, my throat felt raw, and my entire body trembled with exhaustion and humiliation. I was completely broken, crying uncontrollably, drool and tears dripping down my chin onto the carpet, the petticoats of my maid dress rumpled, and my panties wedged uncomfortably between my sore cheeks.

Tori finally spoke gently. “You can stop now, sweet girl. Get up and thank the girls for teaching you how to please a real man.”

I pulled off the dildo with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting my ruined lips to the glistening head. Shakily I rose to my feet, legs wobbling in the black high heels. My ass burned fiercely with every movement. I smoothed my short maid skirt as best I could and curtsied deeply, the petticoats rustling loudly.

“Thank you, girls,” I whispered hoarsely, voice thick with tears. “Thank you for teaching me how to please a real man.”

The girls laughed at my pathetic display. Trisha smirked. “Good girl. Now fix your makeup and make it extra slutty.”

I sat at Tori’s vanity, my hands still shaking as I wiped away the ruined mess and started over. I added thick black winged eyeliner, dark smokey eyeshadow that made my eyes look huge and doll-like, heavy coats of mascara for dramatic lashes, bright crimson red lipstick that made my mouth look obscenely pouty, and heavy pink blush on my cheeks. The girls watched and marveled.

“Damn, she’s actually really good at that,” Lacey said.

When I finished, Trisha clipped the pink rhinestone collar back around my neck, the cool material pressing into my skin, then attached the matching leash with a click. She handed the end to Tori.

“Time to go, girls,” Trisha announced excitedly.

The whole group headed downstairs and outside, Tori leading me by the leash like a pet. The night air was cool against my burning ass and exposed thighs as the short maid dress barely covered anything. Terror gripped me, but I was too broken and overwhelmed to even ask where we were going. I slipped into the backseat of the car between Madison and Sophia, the petticoats puffing up around me and making the tiny skirt ride even higher. Trisha started the engine while Tori rode shotgun.

The girls chatted eagerly in the car, voices bright with anticipation, while I sat silent and trembling, my bright red lips still tasting faintly of silicone, my sore ass stinging against the seat, and my heart pounding with dread at whatever came next.

The car rolled to a stop in front of a house I knew too well: the faded blue shutters, the basketball hoop still crooked over the garage from all the games we used to play. My stomach lurched violently the second I recognized it. My heart slammed against my ribs so hard it felt like it might crack them, each beat echoing in my ears and making my vision pulse at the edges.

“Um… Mistresses… why are we here?” My voice came out tiny and cracked, barely louder than a whisper as I stared at the familiar front steps where Mark and I used to sit eating chips after school.

The entire car erupted in soft, delighted giggles. Tori turned in the passenger seat, her blonde hair catching the streetlight as she gave me that sweet, knowing smile. “Well, princess, the cheer team has a bit of a tradition of hazing new members. And since you’re already so good at the cheers, we figured we’d do it tonight, because you’re definitely making the team. This is the grand finale to your hazing, baby.”

My hands clenched in the lap of the short black maid dress, the stiff petticoats rustling with the tiny movement. “But… why are we at Mark’s house, Mistress?”

More giggles rippled through the backseat. Trisha twisted around, her dark eyes sparkling with cruel amusement. “Because you’re gonna suck his dick, Jennifer. Got a problem with that?”

The words landed like a slap. My chest heaved with shallow, panicked breaths as I fought to keep tears from spilling over and ruining the fresh, heavy makeup I’d just applied. The bright red lipstick suddenly felt obscene on my trembling lips.

“Don’t you dare ruin your makeup, bitch,” Trisha snapped.

I sniffled hard, blinking rapidly. “Sorry, Mistress… but… do I have to?”

Tori reached back and gently brushed a strand of hair from my face. “You know the answer to that, honey.”

Sophia leaned in from my other side, her voice low and mocking. “Think of it this way, sissy, you sucking your old friend’s cock is, like, symbolic. You’re officially giving up your manhood for good and stepping deeper into your new life.”

Madison’s hand landed on my thigh, squeezing softly through the sheer white stocking. “Don’t worry, girl. It’ll be fun. I heard you had so much fun with Connor, this will be even better.”

The mention of Connor did not make it any better. I remembered the taste, the sticky warmth, the way I’d licked every drop while the girls watched. Now it was going to be Mark, the guy I used to wrestle with, joke about girls with, sneak out with. The idea of dropping to my knees and opening my bright red lips for him was about the most emasculating thing I could imagine doing. My legs felt weak even though I was sitting. I wanted to beg, to plead, to find any excuse to make this stop, but the words died in my throat, leaving only a pathetic, choked silence.

Madison reached up and unclipped the pink rhinestone collar and leash from my neck, handing it to Tori. “What about… my maid uniform?” I asked nervously, my voice barely holding together. “Won’t he think that’s strange?”

Trisha chuckled. “Hazing.”

I sank back against the seat, completely dejected, the petticoats puffing uselessly around my hips. The short satin skirt barely covered the tops of my stockings. I felt so small and ridiculous and sorry for myself, trapped in this frilly, slutty outfit, about to do the most degrading thing imaginable to someone who used to know me as a real man.

Tori smiled at me warmly from the front. “Don’t worry, princess. After this you can relax, hazing will be over and all the other cheerleaders will be like your sisters. Trust me, no one will ever share your secret.”

I nodded timidly, the heavy false lashes fluttering dramatically with every blink.

“We ready?” Trisha asked.

“Yep,” Tori replied.

Madison leaned over and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, her lips warm. “Good luck, Jenny. You got this.” She slipped out of the car.

Sophia opened her door on the other side, giggling as she stepped out. “Yeah, you got it, girl.” Both doors shut, leaving me alone in the backseat with Tori and Trisha as Madison and Sophia walked a little way up the block to pile into one of the other cars with the rest of the cheer squad.

“Um… Mistresses… are you staying?” I asked, my voice small.

“Of course we are, princess,” Tori said sweetly. “We wouldn’t miss your first blowjob for the world.”

Trisha held up her phone with a grin. “And besides, who else is gonna record our sissy’s first blowjob?”

The thought of this moment being filmed made my skin crawl, but there was clearly nothing I could do.

“Hey, seriously,” Trisha added, her tone softening just a little. “We told you we’d take care of you this year. Trust me, this is what’s best for you, Jenny. We’d never let anything bad happen to our little girl.”

A tiny bit of relief cut through the nausea. “Thank you, Mistress…”

Just then Tori gasped. “Here he comes.”

I looked out the window. Mark was walking down the driveway toward the car, casual in jeans and a hoodie, exactly the same way he always looked the many times we had hung out. My hands started to shake in my lap.

“What does he know?” I whispered.

“We told him it’s a hazing thing for cheer,” Trisha said. “That you had to pick a guy to blow. Now stop stressing and act sexy.”

Instinct took over. I crossed my legs tightly at the thighs, the sheer stockings whispering together, and tilted my head demurely toward the window. The heavy winged eyeliner and bright red lips stared back at me in the reflection. I forced my expression into what I hoped looked flirty and inviting, even as my insides screamed and my stomach threatened to revolt. Every second felt like torture as Mark got closer, smiling curiously at the car, completely unaware that the pretty girl waiting for him in the backseat used to be his friend James.

The car door opened and Mark slid into the backseat, his eyes immediately locking onto my short black maid dress, the frilly white petticoats peeking out, and the sheer stockings hugging my legs. A hungry smile spread across his face. “Hey, Jenny.”

I forced my glossy red lips into a flirty little smile, tilting my head the way the girls had taught me long ago. “Hey, Mark,” I replied, my voice soft and breathy, the words tasting like defeat on my tongue.

From the front, Tori and Trisha chimed in together, “Hey, Mark.”

“Hey,” he said, shifting awkwardly. His gaze kept drifting down to the low neckline of the maid dress and then down further to the skirt. “So, um… what’s with the maid costume?”

Trisha giggled from the driver’s seat. “Oh, it’s all part of her hazing. You don’t like it?”

Mark looked me up and down again, slower this time. “No… I definitely do. I definitely do.”

I could feel the bright red blush spreading across my face, mixing with the heavy pink blush I’d applied earlier.

Trisha’s voice was casual but subtly impatient. “Well… you two can get started whenever you’re ready.”

Mark blinked, surprised. “Um… aren’t you guys gonna get out?”

“Of course not,” Trisha said, already pulling out her phone. “We need to record her so the team has proof she did it.”

Mark’s eyes widened. “Uh… what? You’re gonna record?”

Trisha’s tone sharpened with annoyance. “Yes, Mark, we’re gonna record. Is that a problem for you?”

Tori leaned over with a sweet smirk. “Come on, Mark. We’re all adults here. Don’t you want a blowjob?” She glanced back at me, eyes sparkling. “It’s not like you’re the one on camera with a cock in your mouth.”

I looked down shamefully at my lap, the frilly white bra pushing my small breasts up, the satin dress suddenly feeling far too short and slutty.

Mark hesitated, then muttered, “Um… I guess it’s fine.”

“Great,” Trisha said, lifting her phone. “Whenever you’re ready.”

The silence stretched for a few awkward seconds. Then Mark smiled at me and scooted closer on the seat. His hand landed on my knee, warm and heavy through the sheer white stocking. The fabric whispered under his palm as he leaned in and pressed his lips to mine.

I kissed him back the way I’d been trained, soft and feminine, parting my lips just enough to invite him to take the lead. His mouth was warm, slightly minty from what I guessed was gum or toothpaste. Shame burned through me like acid; this was Mark, the guy who used to feel like a best friend to me, an equal. Now his tongue was sliding into my mouth, wet and insistent, while his hand slid higher up my thigh. I moaned softly despite myself as his fingers found my breast through the satin dress and bra, squeezing and rolling my sensitive nipple. The sensation sent little sparks straight down between my legs, my clit straining painfully against the cage. My body was responding even as my mind screamed how wrong this was.

The kiss grew deeper, messier. Our tongues tangled, wet sounds filling the small space of the backseat. Mark groaned into my mouth as he kneaded my breast harder. I found myself pressing into his touch, my own breathing getting heavier as my entire body tingled. The humiliation only seemed to make the heat building inside me worse.

After a few minutes of kissing, I decided I couldn’t take the waiting anymore. The anticipation I was feeling had to be worse than the blowjob would be. My manicured hand slid down his chest, over his stomach, and cupped the growing bulge in his jeans. I rubbed slowly at first, feeling the thick, warm shape harden under my palm through the rough denim. Mark groaned louder, kissing me with renewed hunger. I squeezed gently, stroking the length of him through the fabric, feeling it twitch and thicken under my fingers.

After a few minutes, I pulled back just enough to whisper against his ear, my red lips brushing his skin. “Can I suck your cock, Mark?”

The words came out louder than I intended. I cringed instantly, knowing the phone was recording every syllable, knowing the girls had heard my breathy, slutty request.

Mark’s eyes darkened with lust. “Yes.”

He frantically undid his jeans and shoved his boxers down. His cock sprang free, thicker than I expected, though smaller than Connor’s, still way bigger than the sad excuse for manhood I had in my panties. The head was flushed dark pink, already leaking a bead of precum at the tip. I suddenly felt vulnerable and dainty staring down at it, his imposing masculinity pointing right at me as if it were inviting me to please him.

I glanced at Trisha and Tori. Both were watching me expectantly, Trisha’s phone pointed right at us. I sighed shakily, then shifted onto my knees on the backseat, the short maid dress riding up high. The multiple layers of petticoats rustled loudly as I arched my back, pushing my ass into the air while I lowered my face toward Mark’s lap. The cool night air kissed the exposed skin on my freshly spanked ass cheeks.

The reality hit me like a punch to the gut. This was Mark. My old friend. And I was about to suck his dick while dressed like a slutty maid, on camera, for the cheer team. A deep pang of shame made my eyes sting with tears as I reflected on how my life came to this. I blinked them back hard, swallowed the lump in my throat, and leaned in.

I started with tiny, tender kisses, pressing my bright red lips to the head, then working slowly down the shaft to the base. Each kiss made Mark twitch and breathe heavier as I left behind a trail of bright red lipstick prints on his manhood. The strange rush of knowing I was causing that reaction sent an unexpected thrill through me, though I still would have much preferred to be the one getting a blowjob than giving one, ideally from Tori.

Resigned to my task, I stuck out my tongue and licked slowly up the entire underside, from balls to tip, like it was a lollipop. Mark groaned deeply. I looked up at his face, watching his eyes flutter, and felt my own caged clit twitch hard inside its pink prison.

I turned my head slightly toward Tori and Trisha. Both were smiling at me, proud, excited, almost affectionate. That look gave me the final push, I had to be a good girl for my owners. My manicured fingers wrapped around the warm, throbbing shaft. The skin was silky smooth and fever-hot, pulsing against my palm as I stroked slowly. I opened my glossy red mouth wide, lowered my head, and took him inside me.

The thick head stretched my lips, filling my mouth with salty, musky warmth. I slid down until he bumped the back of my throat, then bobbed back up, sucking gently while my hand jerked the base in rhythm. Wet, obscene sucking sounds filled the car, slurping, squelching, my red lips sliding noisily along his thick shaft. Mark groaned above me. The girls giggled softly from the front.

Shame burned deep. Forget about not feeling like a man, I felt like a total whore, a pretty, cock-hungry sissy maid stripped of all masculine pride and dignity. But the shame only seemed to fuel the confusing feelings building between my legs. My clit strained painfully as I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks to tighten my mouth around him.

After a few minutes I switched it up, stroking the base firmly while swirling my tongue around the sensitive head still in my mouth. Mark let out a guttural groan. “Oh fuck, Jenny…” One of his hands tangled in my hair, gripping tight. The other reached back and squeezed my ass cheek hard through the flimsy panties. It should have hurt after the intense spanking I had earlier, but I felt electric.

The rough grip sent a primal jolt of arousal through me, my whole body feeling warm and hypersensitive as waves of pleasure began to spread from my ass and crotch. I moaned around his cock and started sucking faster, wiggling my ass in the air for him while he groped and kneaded it. It was like subconsciously I wanted him to grope, spank, or do whatever else he wanted to me in that moment, no matter how much of a little bitch it made me feel like. Mark’s fingers dug into my soft flesh as he held my head steady and began thrusting up into my mouth.

I was completely lost in it now, submissive, horny, desperate to make him cum, desperate to make my Mistresses proud. My throat relaxed as much as it could while he fucked my face faster, the wet gagging sounds growing louder. Saliva dripped down my chin onto his balls.

Mark’s cock started pulsing against my tongue. His grip on my hair tightened almost painfully. His body tensed. “I’m gonna cum, Jenny…I’m gonna cum!”

His cock twitched violently. Hot, thick spurts exploded across my tongue and straight down my throat. The salty-bitter taste flooded my mouth as I swallowed frantically, gulping it down while some still leaked from the corners of my red lips. A strange, deep sense of satisfaction overcame me the moment he erupted, even as the shame creeped back in while I swallowed his seed.

Mark slumped back, breathing hard. I stayed there for a long moment, his softening cock still resting in my warm, wet mouth, sucking gently and almost thoughtlessly. I didn’t want to pull off. The second I did, I knew I’d have to face what I’d just done.

Eventually I slid back, strings of saliva and cum connecting my lips to his cock for a second before breaking. The sticky mess coated my bright red lips and chin. I could still taste him strongly on my tongue.

The girls were both grinning widely at me, Trisha still recording with obvious delight.

Mark smiled, tucking himself away and pulling up his pants. “Thanks, Jenny… that was amazing.”

I blushed hard, looking up at him through my lashes. “You’re welcome,” I said coyly, my voice hoarse and breathy.

He reached forward and wiped a stray drop of cum from the corner of my lip with his thumb, then brought the finger to my mouth. I obediently parted my lips and sucked it clean, tasting the last of him on my tongue.

Trisha finally lowered her phone. “That was great. I hope you had fun, Mark, but we need to go now.”

“I definitely had fun,” Mark said. He leaned over and kissed my cheek, his lips warm against my flushed skin. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Jenny.”

I blushed again, tilting my head demurely. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Mark.”

“Goodnight, guys,” he said to the girls, then climbed out and shut the door.

The second the door clicked shut, the full weight of what I’d just done hit me. I looked down at my lap, at the frilly maid dress now rumpled and stained with a few drops of saliva and cum, at the way my breasts still heaved with shaky breaths. Hot tears welled up instantly in my eyes, blurring everything. I felt completely exposed, vulnerable, degraded, and ruined, like I’d crossed a line I knew I could never come back from. My best friend had just used my mouth like I was his whore, and it was all recorded. I couldn’t even speak.

In the front seat, both Tori and Trisha were staring at me, grinning like hyenas, their eyes bright with satisfaction.

“Oh my God!” Tori shrieked, twisting around in her seat so fast her hair whipped across her face. “Jenny, that was incredible!”

Trisha was already reaching over the backseat, grabbing my arm and yanking me forward into an awkward group hug while Tori leaned all the way forward, wrapping her arms around my shoulders and rubbing my back. Their perfume mixed with the lingering smell of sex and saliva in the small space. I could still taste Mark’s cum, thick and salty on my tongue, and the sticky residue on my chin and lips made everything feel gross and humiliating.

Tears immediately spilled over for the millionth time that night, hot and silent, cutting fresh tracks through the heavy makeup as my shoulders started to shake.

“Can you believe her?” Trisha laughed, squeezing me tighter. “Such a good little cocksucker! You took every inch like a pro, baby. I’m so fucking proud of you.”

Tori nuzzled her cheek against mine, her voice warm and excited. “You were perfect, princess. The way you wiggled your ass for him while you sucked…so fucking sexy. We’re so proud of our girl.”

Trisha pulled back just enough to grin at me, her eyes sparkling with teasing cruelty. “You’re such a slut now, Jenny. There’s definitely no going back after this. You just sucked your friend’s dick in the back of a car while we recorded the whole thing. How does it feel knowing your mouth belongs to boys now?”

A soft, broken sob slipped out of me. My chest heaved as more tears fell, dripping onto the frilly white bra and the satin maid dress. The shame was so intense it felt hard to breathe.

Tori immediately stroked my hair, her fingers gentle. “Shhh, it’s okay, baby. We’re so proud of you. You did exactly what we wanted, and you looked so pretty doing it. You’re such a good sissy.”

Trisha’s hand rubbed slow circles on my back. “Yeah, we love you, sissy. You’re our good girl… and that was hot as hell.”

Still crying softly, my voice came out small and meek. “I… I love you too, Mistresses…”

The words felt pathetic leaving my swollen red lips, but their warmth and the way they kept holding me close eased some of the shame. I leaned into their arms a little more, letting their praise and affection wrap around the burning humiliation like a thin blanket. I knew that despite what they had made me do, I did love them both whole-heartedly. Maybe even worshipped them.

The drive back to Tori’s passed in a blur of their excited chatting about how well I’d performed and how cute I looked with a cock in my mouth. When we finally pulled up, the rest of the cheer girls were already waiting inside, piled onto Tori’s big bed with eager faces.

As soon as we walked into the bedroom, they squealed and demanded the video. Trisha connected her phone to the TV and hit play. The wet, slurping sounds of me sucking Mark’s cock filled the room shortly after: my muffled moans, his groans, the obscene smack of my lips. I stood there frozen, feeling violently sick. The sight of myself bent over in the tiny maid dress, ass in the air, bright red lips stretched around my friend’s cock made me tremble, but I couldn’t look away. I wanted to sink into the floor and disappear.

Tori noticed my discomfort. She stood up, took my hand in one of hers and my overnight bag in the other, and gently led me out of the room toward the bathroom. The moment the door clicked shut behind us, she turned and pulled me into a tight hug, her body warm and soft against mine.

She leaned in and gave me a slow, warm kiss, her tongue flicking lightly across my lower lip. When she pulled back, she giggled softly. “Ohh… I can still taste your friend’s cum on you.”

I looked down in shame as the sticky, salty flavor seemed to intensify on my tongue.

Tori hugged me even tighter, her arms wrapping protectively around my smaller frame. “I know this is hard, princess, but I’m so proud of you. You were such a good girl tonight.”

She kissed me again, slower this time, then smiled. “Take a shower and get changed, then come back so we can cuddle.”

A tiny flicker of happiness broke through the heavy fog of despair. I looked up at her timidly. “We can… cuddle, Mistress?”

“Of course, baby,” she said, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “I’m sleeping with my little princess tonight.”

I managed a small, shy smile. She smiled back, leaned in for one more gentle kiss, then slipped out of the bathroom, leaving me alone with the echo of the girls’ laughter and the wet sounds of the video still drifting faintly from the bedroom.

I stepped out of the shower fifteen minutes later, the warm water still clinging to my skin in tiny droplets that made everything feel extra sensitive. The fruity body wash I’d used left me smelling sweet and girly again, like vanilla and strawberries, washing away the sticky remnants of Mark’s cum from my chin and lips. My breasts felt tender and heavy, my nipples still slightly puffy from all the earlier touching. Even the cool air brushing against my smooth thighs and ass made me shiver.

I slipped into the frilly pink nightie Tori had packed for me. The sheer fabric whispered against my skin as it settled over my body, the delicate lace trim tickling my thighs. It was almost completely see-through. My now very perky breasts were clearly visible through the thin material, my pink nipples faintly outlined. The matching panties were tiny and satin, hugging my caged clit snugly. I brushed my teeth slowly, staring at my reflection. The nightie looked so obscenely girly, like something a doll would wear. I told myself there was nothing I could do about it. I’d already been through far worse tonight.

When I walked back into Tori’s bedroom, the girls erupted into cheers and applause.

“There she is!” Madison squealed.

The whole group rushed forward, surrounding me in a flurry of warm hugs and soft bodies pressing against mine. Their clothing and uniforms brushed against my sheer pink nightie, my skin warm and scented with lotions and shampoo.

“You were so sexy on that video!” Lacey said, squeezing me tight.

Lila laughed softly. “Seriously, Jenny, you have to teach us how to give head like that. The way you deep throated him…I need that tutorial.”

They were all so sweet, praising me, telling me how cute I looked, how well I’d taken it. Despite the deep embarrassment of being praised by a group of gorgeous girls for my cocksucking skills, I found myself smiling shyly, basking in their kindness and warmth. For the first time all night, I felt myself relax a bit.

The rest of the evening passed surprisingly easily. They treated me nicely, including me in their conversations and giggles, with only the occasional teasing comment, “Our little cocksucker is blushing again!” At one point I caught myself giggling along with a group of them over a silly joke, when a quiet thought drifted through my mind: this might not be so bad. I’d definitely be something like the cheer team’s bitch, but they seemed like they’d be more nice than cruel. And anyway… I didn’t really have a choice.

As the night went on and the other girls took turns showering and changing, I saw plenty of them naked, their hourglass curves, smooth skin, full breasts, perky asses, and toned bodies that a year ago I would have killed to see. But instead of the desperate lust one would expect from a man, I felt a strange sense of belonging. I was accepted here, treated like one of them. It felt oddly comforting even as it deepened the ache of what I had become.

Eventually the room quieted as the girls drifted off to sleep in sleeping bags and on air mattresses. I lay in Tori’s big bed, curled up on my side. She spooned me from behind, her soft body pressing warmly against my back, her arm draped over my waist.

Her hand slowly slid up and cupped one of my breasts through the thin material of my nightie. Her fingers began to play with it gently, circling the nipple, giving it soft little squeezes. The sensation was electric. A feminine warmth spread through my chest, making my nipple harden instantly under her touch and the rest of my body twitch and almost vibrate with excitement. I instinctively pushed my ass back against her crotch, my satin panties sliding against hers.

Tori responded immediately. She kissed the side of my neck, her lips warm and wet, while her hand massaged my breast more firmly. She started grinding slowly against my ass, her hips rolling in a steady rhythm. I was in heaven. This was Tori, the girl I’d been in love with for so long, the one I’d fantasized about for years. Now I was here in her arms, being touched like I was her girl. I began grinding back femininely, rolling my hips and pressing my soft ass against her, letting soft little moans escape my lips.

My arousal was different than what I was used to, more feminine and full body. My breasts felt heavy and sensitive in her hand, every pinch and caress sending sparks straight down to my caged clit. At the same time, the familiar male ache grew between my legs, my tiny cock straining desperately against the cage, leaking and throbbing uselessly. I whimpered as sexily as I could. “You’re making my pussy so wet, mistress.”

Tori climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. She kissed me aggressively, her tongue sliding into my mouth as she ground her pussy against my caged clit through our thin panties. Her hands massaged both of my breasts, thumbs flicking over my nipples. I kissed her back passionately, reaching up to cup and squeeze her voluptuous, soft breasts through her nightie, feeling their weight and warmth in my palms. We made out like that for long minutes, grinding, moaning softly into each other’s mouths, hands roaming over each other’s boobs. I felt incredibly aroused and emotionally overjoyed, my heart swelling with love and desperate need for her.

Eventually she leaned down to my ear, her breath hot. “I wanna do something for you, baby… but I need you to be quiet. Can you do that for me, sweet girl?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, trembling with excitement.

“Good girl.” She reached over to the nightstand and handed me the dildo I’d practiced on earlier. “Suck, pretty girl.”

I obediently brought it to my mouth and started sucking, the thick silicone stretching my lips again. My heart raced with anticipation as Tori slid under the covers. I felt her fingers unlock the pink cage with a quiet click, then pull it off. The sudden freedom made my small cock spring up, already hard and leaking, though noticeably smaller and softer than it used to get.

Then her warm, wet mouth enveloped me.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her tongue swirled around the head like I had done for Mark, then she took me deeper, sucking passionately while her hands reached up to play with both of my breasts, pinching and rolling my sensitive nipples. The combination, my mouth full of the dildo, her lips and tongue working my cock, her fingers teasing my breasts, felt incredible. Feminine pleasure radiated from my breasts while sharp, building ecstasy pulsed from between my legs. My whole body trembled as a pulsing, tingly sensation radiated throughout me in waves. Within seconds I was tensing, my whole-body stiffening as waves of warmth and electricity exploded through me. I came hard in her mouth, pulsing again and again as she kept sucking gently, swallowing every drop.

Tori stayed under the covers for another minute, cleaning me thoroughly with soft licks before sliding the cage back on and locking it. She crawled back up and spooned me from behind again, pulling me close.

She whispered in my ear, “Was that your first blowjob?”

With the dildo still in my mouth, I mumbled a muffled, “Mhm.”

She giggled softly. “So, you got your first blowjob from a girl and gave your first blowjob to a boy the same night, huh? Pretty exciting night.”

A flicker of shame tried to surface as I thought about sucking Mark, but it was drowned out by overwhelming joy. Being held like this by Tori, after what she’d just done for me, made everything feel worth it.

“You can take the dildo out now, baby,” she whispered.

I pulled it from my mouth with a soft pop and turned slightly towards her. Tears welled up in my eyes from pure gratitude. “Thank you so much, Mistress…”

She kissed me deeply, her tongue tasting faintly of me. “I love you, sissy.”

“I love you too, Mistress,” I whispered back, my voice thick with emotion.

She smiled warmly and gave me one more soft kiss. “Now go to sleep. We have to get up early for school tomorrow. Cheerleaders always make sure they look extra cute for school.”

I fell asleep in her arms, her warm body curled protectively around mine. Deep down, the fact that I was now both a cheerleader and a cocksucker troubled me. It should have horrified me more. But in that moment, wrapped in Tori’s embrace, feeling her steady breathing against my neck, all I could focus on was how happy I was about the way things were developing with her. Everything else could wait until morning.


Part 7
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The final bell had rung almost an hour earlier, but the nervous flutter in my stomach refused to settle. I walked between Tori and Trisha down the long hallway toward the girls’ gym, my shiny black Mary Janes clicking softly against the tiled floor with each careful step. My pleated miniskirt swished around my thighs, the hem brushing just high enough to keep me hyper-aware of how much leg I was showing. My white blouse felt snug across my chest, the fabric stretching slightly against the soft, rounded swell that had grown there over the past few months. Every little movement and sensation was like a constant, sobering reminder of who I had become and what I was about to walk into.

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

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

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

Both girls giggled, clearly amused by my nervousness.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wine,” they both answered almost in unison.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They kept commenting.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Strip, sissy boy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Miss Keller smiled. “Perfect.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was one of the girls now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kyle raised an eyebrow. “You know Blake?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned around, and the warmth vanished instantly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey Jenny, it’s Blake.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Part 8

[image: ]


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.


Part 9
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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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