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I watched Emily finish her makeup at the vanity while I hovered uselessly near the doorway. Her perfume drifted across the room in faint, sweet waves. She looked incredible: sexy, excited, and fully alive in a way that made my stomach tighten with jealousy and resentment. It felt like there was a weight just behind my ribs, pressing inward every time she smiled at her reflection. Tonight was the night she would finally go on a date with another man, and the closer the clock crept toward it, the heavier everything inside me felt, like sand filling my chest.

“Em… please don’t go. We can talk about this,” I said quietly. Even as the words left my mouth, I heard how small they sounded. Fragile. Like I was already accepting defeat.

She turned her head toward me with a warm, cheerful smile. A smile that used to make me feel warm and cheerful too, before everything in our relationship tilted into this strange new shape. “Marty, sweetheart, I explained all of this to you,” she reminded me gently. “You said you’d be open-minded. You’ll get used to it.”

Get used to it. The phrase hit me like a slow, dull punch. I wasn’t even sure what I was feeling; fear, resentment, excitement, shame, it all blurred together until my thoughts felt panicked and hard to pin down. She was joyful, happy, completely at ease, and I felt like I was unraveling one thread at a time.

Amber, my wife’s best friend, was sprawled across our bed, watching the whole thing unfold with a smug, delighted expression. Her boots dangled off the edge, bouncing lazily in amusement. She had always been a little too eager to point out my weaknesses, and tonight she looked like she was witnessing something she had been waiting years for.

“Oh, Marty, don’t fall apart already,” she said, her grin widening as if she could barely contain her excitement. “She hasn’t even left yet. Besides, you should be grateful you have such a beautiful wife, even if she needs a little extra attention sometimes…”

“Amber…” Emily laughed, though she didn’t stop her. She seemed flattered by all of this attention from me, from Amber, and very soon, from the man she was dressing up for. The thought made my stomach twist tight enough to hurt.

Emily walked over to the closet, flipping through dresses while humming softly. The hangers scraped rhythmically along the rod, a sound that felt too casual for the moment. Every time she held one up, she and Amber exchanged little comments about what Tom, the guy from her office who had always flirted with her, the guy who was taking her out tonight, the guy I couldn’t stand, might like the most.

Hearing his name over and over felt like someone slowly squeezing my heart in their fist. I kept imagining him touching her, looking at her the way she looked at herself right now. My face felt hot just thinking about it.

“Em,” I tried again, more desperate this time. My voice cracked. “Can we just talk? Just us?”

She didn’t sound irritated. If anything, she sounded patient, patiently firm, like she was reassuring a child scared of sleeping with the lights off. “Baby, we already talked,” she replied softly while choosing a dress. “And you agreed. So let me finish getting ready, okay?”

I swallowed hard. I had agreed, because saying no felt impossible, because a part of me wanted to please her, and because she had made me feel so insecure in my own ability to please her that I felt I had no choice.

Amber clapped her hands once, energized. “Marty, sweetie, go wait in the living room,” she said with a falsely sweet tone. “I’m gonna help your wife pick out lingerie. This is a big night.”

The idea that I couldn’t even see my own wife getting changed heightened my angst and made me feel even more unimportant. Instinct told me to refuse, to assert myself, but the words stuck in my throat.

Emily stepped over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, a small, soft, almost dismissive brush of her lips, and said, “Just give us a few minutes, sweetheart.”

And that was it. That small kiss was all I got while she prepared to go impress someone else.

I did as I was told and sat in the living room, listening to the sound of the bedroom door closing behind them. Their laughter drifted down the hallway, giddy and excited, while I sat with my hands clasped tightly between my knees. The apartment felt colder without them in the room, like I’d been left in the shadows while they stood together having fun.

I felt ridiculous, like a guest in my own home waiting for permission to move. My heart thudded in uneven beats, and every sound from the bedroom, every giggle, every muffled word, made my pulse jump.

I had never felt so small, so ignored, or so unsure of who I was supposed to be.

After several minutes, the bedroom door opened again.

Emily stepped out wearing the pink lingerie I had bought her months ago. She had brushed it off then, told me pink was not her thing. Tonight, she wore it as if it had been made for her. The lace fit her perfectly, tracing her curves in a way that made my breath catch. The soft color made her skin look warm and impossibly smooth. Her perky C-cup breasts looked like they were about to burst out of the satin-cupped bra I had bought for her, and her plump butt all but swallowed the matching thong that left little to the imagination. Her long black hair spilled over her shoulders in loose waves, dark and glossy against the pale pink. Her pouty lips, full and soft, were slightly parted as she adjusted her bra strap. She had slipped into a pair of heels too, giving her an easy, natural sway as she walked.

The sight hit me in a single, painful wave.

"Emily… I bought that for you," I said. I could hear the hurt in my own voice. "And you never wore it for me."

Before Emily could respond, Amber cut in with a bright, mocking laugh. "Well honey, that is because women wear lingerie for men. So there would be no point in wearing it for you. Besides, I hear you wear your own lingerie now."

The words sliced through me. Heat rushed up my neck, and I felt completely defeated.

Emily gently nudged Amber's shoulder. "Be nice," she murmured, but she was smiling.

She walked over to me with the confidence of someone who knew exactly how beautiful she looked and exactly who she was dressing for. Standing so close, I could smell her perfume, warm and sweet, familiar in a way that hurt even more. Her hair brushed lightly against her collarbone as she tilted her head, and her black strands caught the light. Her lips looked softer than ever, almost inviting, even though they were not meant for me tonight.

"How do I look, baby?" she asked.

"You look beautiful," I said. The words came out soft, trembling at the edges. I lifted a hand toward her hip without thinking, just wanting to feel her, to remind myself she was still my wife.

She swatted my hand away at once.

"No touching," she said sweetly but firmly. "Remember, this is for Tom tonight. Not you."

The rejection landed harder than I expected, hollowing something out inside me. She leaned in to give me a quick kiss, too quick, too casual, then straightened with another excited, glowing smile.

"Be good tonight, okay?"

Amber laughed behind her, practically bubbling with amusement.

And I just stood there in the middle of the living room, watching my wife dressed in lingerie I had bought her, preparing for a date with another man, while my hand still tingled from where she had slapped it away.

Emily slipped into the dress they had picked out, a lacey little black dress that hugged her hips and waist and traced every curve in a way that made my chest ache. Her long black hair fell perfectly down her back, sleek and elegant, the ends brushing the fabric as she turned. I watched from the living room doorway, trying not to cry as Amber stepped behind her to zip it up. My eyes were already burning, and I could feel the tears gathering no matter how much I tried to hide it.

Amber circled her slowly, admiring her from every angle with an almost gleeful energy. "Oh my God," she said, practically shimmering with excitement, "he will not be able to keep his hands off you tonight."

She gave Emily a playful slap on the butt, and Emily burst into warm, effortless laughter.

"I would hope not," Emily said, smoothing the dress over her hips. Her pouty lips curved into a smile, soft and devastating. "After all this work."

She turned to me then, smiling brightly, completely unaware or maybe fully aware of how close I was to breaking. "What do you think, baby?"

I swallowed hard, my throat tight, my voice barely holding together. "Yeah," I said, nodding weakly. "You… you look great."

The tears were right there. She could see it. I knew she could.

Emily walked over and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in for a hug and a soft kiss. I felt myself melt into it, relieved and devastated at the same time. Her hair brushed against my cheek, silky and warm, her lips soft when they touched mine.

"Aww, sweetheart," she murmured gently, brushing her thumb across my cheek. "I know this is hard for you. But I promise it is gonna get so much easier. You want me to be happy, right?"

I nodded, my voice trembling. "Yes."

She kissed me again, warm, reassuring, almost parental. Her pouty lips lingered for a moment before she pulled back. "Good. Then you’re gonna be a good girl for me tonight, right?"

I felt my heart clench. "Yes."

"And you’re gonna be a good girl for Amber too, right?"

Amber stood behind her, arms crossed, smiling like she owned the room.

I forced the words out, hating that Amber was witnessing this. "Yes."

Emily beamed, giving me another soft kiss. "Good. Things are gonna be great, baby."

She squeezed my shoulder affectionately before stepping back. Then she reached for her purse, the final signal that it was really happening, that she was actually leaving for her date with him.

"Alright," she said brightly. "I am headed out."

She turned to Amber first. "Thank you for helping me with all this. Seriously."

"Anytime," Amber replied with a smirk that made me look away.

Emily waved goodbye to me from the doorway, her heels clicking lightly on the floor, her black hair cascading perfectly down her back. "Bye, baby. Be good."

And then she stepped outside, closed the door behind her, and left me standing there with Amber, my stomach hollow, my throat tight, my heart pounding in my chest as the sound of her car faded down the street.

For one half-second the house fell quiet. I thought Amber might sit down or make a joke or at least give me a moment to breathe.

She didn’t.

The second the lock engaged, she turned toward me with a sharp, wicked smile that made my stomach drop.

“Alright, bitch,” she said, her voice rising with gleeful cruelty, “strip.”

I froze. “Amber… can I just have a minu—”

She cut me off instantly, her voice snapping like a whip.
“NOW!”

The sound jolted straight through me. I felt myself flinch as I started fumbling with my clothes, hands shaking with humiliation. She folded her arms and watched with a broad, triumphant smirk while I stepped out of my pants, until I was standing in nothing but the pale yellow panties Emily had picked for me earlier.

Amber let out a delighted laugh. “Oh, those are perfect. God, that’s adorable.”

She circled me once, taking in the sight like she was inspecting a pet someone had left her in their care.

“Panties too, girly boy,” she said suddenly.

I looked up in panic.
“Amber,”

She lifted one eyebrow. “Don’t worry,” she said with feigned reassurance, “you’ll get to wear your pretty little panties again later. But right now? Off.”

My face burned as I obeyed. I slipped them off and tossed them aside, instinctively covering myself with both hands the instant they were gone.

Amber rolled her eyes dramatically. “Oh, stop that.”

She grabbed my wrists and yanked my hands down to my sides, holding them there long enough that the command settled in my bones.

“None of that timid little covering up crap, we’re both girls here,” she said. “And you better not even think about getting excited. Got it, pussy?”

Her tone left no room for disagreement. I swallowed tightly and nodded, staring at the floor.

She stepped even closer, close enough that I felt her breath on my cheek, and suddenly and roughly grabbed hold of my penis like she owned it. “I can see why Emily is sleeping with other men,” she said softly, smiling condescendingly as she held her pinkie up against it. “And I can definitely see why she has you wearing panties with a pathetic little thing like that.”

Shame flooded through me, thick and overwhelming, but I stayed silent. I didn’t trust what might come out if I tried to speak.

“Oh, do you disagree with me, little miss?” Amber asked, tilting her head and getting right up in my face, challenging me to stand up for myself.

I lowered my eyes. “No.”

She slapped me suddenly, hard and swift, enough to make my whole body jump. Then she cupped my face in both hands, smiling sweetly as if she hadn’t just hit me.

“Then tell me that, sweetie.”

My voice shook. “No, I don’t disagree.”

She clicked her tongue. “I think you meant to say: ‘No, I don’t disagree, Miss Amber.’”

My face burned hotter. “No, I don’t disagree, Miss Amber.”

“Good girl.” Her smirk deepened. “Now, tell me what you don’t disagree with.”

The words stuck in my throat. It was like trying to push glass out of my mouth. “It… it makes sense that Emily has me wearing panties,” I whispered. “And that she’s seeing other men. My thing is…really little.”

Amber giggled, delighted. “There you go.”

She tapped my cheek with two fingers. “Now say it the right way, in the girly voice you’ve been practicing with Emily. And don’t forget the mannerisms.”

My stomach clenched. My cheeks burned. But I did it. I slipped into the soft, lilting voice Emily had drilled into me over the past weeks whenever she had me dress up. I lifted one hand delicately, added the little gestures she liked, and ended with my palm resting on my hip.

I repeated the humiliating line in that voice.

Amber burst into laughter and actually doubled over for a second. “Oh my God. Wow. You really are a little fairy, aren’t you?”

She leaned in close, her grin inches from my face. “Can you imagine Tom saying what you just said? In that voice?”

I felt my face turn red, shame creeping up my cheeks. “No, Miss Amber.”

“Well, you better get used to it, sissy,” she said, tapping my chin upward. “You’ll be using that girly voice all night. And I expect you to carry yourself like a lady too. Got it?”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

She gave me a satisfied smile and a slow nod. “Good. Now let’s go run you a bath, pussy boy.”

She turned toward the hallway, and I followed closely behind her, stripped, humiliated, and reluctantly obedient, feeling smaller with every step.

Amber led the way down the hallway with casual confidence, already taking complete control of the night. I followed a few timid steps behind her, still naked, still stinging from the humiliation she had already put me through.

She turned on the bathtub faucet, testing the temperature with her wrist before nodding in approval. Then she reached into Emily’s drawer, grabbed a round pastel bath bomb, and dropped it into the water. It fizzed up immediately, releasing a cloud of flowery, unmistakably feminine scent that floated through the air.

“There,” she said with satisfaction. “A perfect little princess bath.”

When the tub was finally filled, Amber stepped back and pointed. “Get in.”

I climbed into the warm, scented water, sinking down until the heat wrapped around me. The soft pink foam clung to my skin, making me feel even smaller.

Amber crossed her arms and looked at me firmly. “Shave. All of it. Emily said you did two days ago, but there’s still stubble.”

I swallowed and picked up the razor she’d set on the edge of the bathtub. There wasn’t much hair left, but I shaved every trace anyway, legs, thighs, groin, everything she could have possibly meant. The whole time, Amber watched with the cold amusement of someone who thought I was a joke.

“And wash,” she said once I finished. “Use the women’s products.”

I reached for the body wash Emily used, something pastel and expensive that smelled like fruit and flowers, and scrubbed my skin while Amber supervised, offering little approving or critical noises depending on how I moved.

When I finally stepped out of the tub, dripping and humiliated, I wrapped the towel around my chest the way Emily had begun requiring. It felt ridiculous, like a silly parody of femininity, but Amber’s approving smirk said she expected nothing less.

She walked toward me slowly, eyes scanning me from shoulders to knees. “Nice,” she said, nodding once. “Such a good girl. Now drop the towel.”

I obeyed reluctantly, once again feeling exposed under her gaze. She picked something up from the counter, a bottle of floral-scented lotion, and pressed it into my hands.

“Put this on. All over. Don’t miss an inch.”

I squeezed some into my palm and started rubbing it into my arms, just trying to get it over with.

Amber immediately sighed, seemingly annoyed. “No. Not like that.”

I stopped, confused. “What… what do you mean?”

She stepped behind me and placed her hands on my shoulders, guiding them downward in long, slow motions. “Emily needs you feeling like a girl too,” she said. “Use soft, feminine movements. Smooth. Sensual. Like you’re performing this cute little self-care routine for a man you just brought home.”

My cheeks burned again, but I nodded.

“Now do it properly.”

I rubbed the lotion into my body again, slower this time, forcing my movements to mimic my best impression of feminine sensuality: delicate, sweeping, almost theatrical. Amber watched closely, correcting the tilt of my wrist, the softness of my fingers, the lift of my elbows.

“That’s it,” she said, smiling as she observed me. “Squeeze your boobs a little as you do it. That’s it, enjoy it, princess. This is your little self-care ritual.”

The humiliation settled deeper with every second, but I obeyed, rubbing the lotion into my chest exactly the way she demanded, trying to keep my posture soft and feminine as she watched with obvious satisfaction.

“Good girl,” Amber murmured, stepping back to admire the finished result. “Very good.”

She looked at me like she had just finished training a new pet.

And I stood there, still damp, still trembling, still naked, doing everything she told me.

Amber didn’t give me a second to breathe. As soon as the lotion routine was finished, she took out a little pink cage and stepped closer to me.

“Hold still, sissy,” she laughed and she slipped the cage over my penis and the ring behind my balls, locking away my manhood in the tiny pink prison with a loud click. “Perfect!” She said, clearly excited, “no more penis for you, pussy. Better get used to it.”

Looking down, I felt neutered, my cock encased in a pink cage that couldn’t have been bigger than an inch or two. Before I could process that, she took out a box and what looked like a glue stick and began fiddling with the contents of the box with her back to me.

A moment later, she turned around and pressed a set of soft ultra-realistic silicone breast forms against my chest and held them there.

“Stand still,” she ordered. “Your new tits need a minute to settle, sissy.”

I stood frozen, trembling, while she held them in place with an almost casual precision. When she stepped back, her satisfied smile made my stomach twist. The forms were now stuck to me, seamlessly blending with my chest, their weight a new and uncomfortable feeling. They looked like real boobs, and jiggled with every move I made, even rising and falling naturally as I breathed.

“Perfect, now hands on your hips,” she said, “strike a pose, girlfriend.”

I hesitated, feeling ridiculous and ashamed.

Amber raised an eyebrow.

So I obeyed, placing my hands where she wanted, feeling emasculated and exposed.

“And smile, sissy, like you’re so happy to be rid of that sad little penis and have some brand new boobies instead,” she added.

My cheeks burned as I forced a shaky, embarrassed smile, though I felt like I was dying inside. Amber lifted her phone and snapped a picture.

“Perfect,” she said. “Emily’s going to love that. Maybe I can convince her to keep you caged permanently and get you some real boobs.”

My heart sank. I prayed Emily wouldn’t do that to me.

She motioned for me to follow her, and I trailed behind her into the spare bedroom. The moment I stepped inside, I froze.

The bed was covered with the most humiliating dress I had ever seen.
It had a light pink satin bodice with a low neckline and a big pink bow in the back, puffy translucent sleeves that barely covered the shoulders, and a tutu-style skirt made of glossy tulle that flared out in multiple layers.

Next to it were matching pink satin panties that read “Daddy’s Little Girl” on the back, a matching bra, and a pair of shiny pink heels. The whole room smelled faintly of the floral bath products she’d made me use.

Amber gestured toward the outfit proudly.
“So,” she said with a teasing edge, “how do you like your pretty outfit, sissy? I bet Tom will love it.”

My stomach flipped. Panic shot through me so hard I felt dizzy.

“I…I’m not wearing that in front of Tom,” I stammered. “No. No way.”

I started backing toward the door, desperate to get out of the room, out of Amber’s sight, out of this nightmare entirely. But before I could get halfway there, Amber stepped quickly in front of me and grabbed my balls, firm and painful.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said, dragging me back inside.

I tried to pull away, tears already stinging my eyes, but she squeezed hard, walking me backward until the edge of the bed hit the back of my legs. I sat down hard, overwhelmed and shaking.

“Look at me,” she said sharply.

I kept my eyes on the floor, ashamed and terrified of what she was going to do, not to mention in pain from the grip she still had on me.

“Poor little sissy,” she said, her voice low but commanding, “you don’t get to run away from me. Emily trusts me to get you ready. And you’re going to do exactly what I tell you. Now bend over!”

I immediately rolled onto my stomach, desperate for her to release her grip. I felt Amber climb onto my back, straddling me but facing away from me. Suddenly, I felt a sharp crack on my ass, the sound echoing throughout the house. I yelped loudly.

“I was hoping you’d put up more of a fight than this, sissy,” she said almost joyously as she peppered my burning ass with another three hard swats.

“Now I’m going to spank you twenty more times. For each smack you are going to count it out, thank me for correcting you, and give me a reason why you’re excited to wear your new outfit. Or if you prefer, I could spank you on your balls.”
I was trembling from the four smacks she had already given me and the humiliation of being manhandled by my wife’s friend, tears already welling up in my eyes.

The next smack landed even harder than the prior ones with a crisp crack, eliciting a muffled yelp.

“One. Thank you, Miss Amber, for correcting me. I’m super excited to wear my new outfit because of how pretty it is.”

The second smack echoed even louder, and my ass began to really sting as Amber chuckled on top of me.

“Two. Thank you, Miss Amber, for correcting me. I’m super excited to wear my new outfit because it’ll make me feel more like a girl.”

And so, the spanking continued, with the pain and humiliation building intensely and my pride rapidly evaporating. By the tenth one, tears were streaming down my face, my legs were kicking with each swat, my ass was red hot, and I felt about as pathetic and unmanly as possible.

“Ten,” I sobbed, my voice broken and raspy, “Thank you, Miss Amber, for correcting me, I’m super excited to wear my new outfit because Tom will see what a sissy I am.”

Crack.

“Eleven. Thank you Miss Amber, for correcting me, I’m super excited to wear my new outfit because Emily will see that I’m not a man anymore.”

Crack.

By twenty, I was sobbing uncontrollably, my voice barely understandable, and my pride all but gone.

Amber got up off my back as tears spilled down my face. I tried to wipe them away quickly, but she grabbed my wrist and shook her head.

“No hiding,” she said. “You’re crying, you’re a sissy who just got disciplined by a girl. It is what it is. Now are you going to listen?”

I cried harder. My whole body trembled as I nodded my head.

Amber crouched so her face was level with mine. Her voice softened, but the authority didn’t fade.
“You’re crying because now you know I’m right about everything I’ve been saying to you tonight,” she said. “You have cute little boobies, a caged clitty, and you just got manhandled and spanked to tears by a girl. Do you have anything to say for yourself, faggot?”

I squeezed my eyes shut at the use of the slur. “N-no…”

“What was that?”

“No, Miss Amber,” I whispered.

Amber watched me with a pleased, almost triumphant calm.

“Good girl,” she said. “Now stand up.”

My legs shook as I rose, still crying, still humiliated, still naked, still completely overwhelmed.

“Alright,” she said, brushing a tear from my cheek. “Now that you’ve calmed down a bit… it’s time to get you dressed.”

She stepped aside and gestured toward the pink outfit waiting on the bed.

“Come on, princess,” she said. “We have work to do.”

Amber stood me up with a firm grip on my arm, then picked up the pink satin “daddy’s little girl” panties from the bed. She held them out toward me, watching my trembling hands as I took them.

“What do you say, bitch?” she asked, her voice sharp but almost cheerful.

A tear rolled down my cheek as I sniffled and forced the words out.
“Thank you, Miss Amber.”

Her smile widened. “You’re welcome, sissy.”

Humiliation washed over me as I stepped into the panties and pulled them up. The soft satin clung to my skin in a way that made my face burn. She handed me the bra next, perfectly cupping my breast forms and making them look even more like real boobs, and once that was on, she nodded in satisfaction.

“Wipe your face,” she said. “Then sit.”

I did as I was told, wiping away the tears streaking my cheeks before sitting stiffly in the chair she pointed to, my ass stinging tremendously as I sat down. Amber moved to sit on my lap, straddling me and pulling Emily’s makeup bag onto her own lap. She opened it with a bright, eager energy, like she’d been waiting for this moment.

She tilted my chin up with two fingers. “Eyes on me. It’s not like you have to worry about getting hard now anyways, not that I would notice your little clitty even if it wasn’t caged. Emily’s told me it doesn’t grow much.”

I tried, but my gaze kept slipping downward out of shame and discomfort. My throat felt tight, and the room felt hot and filled with tension.

Amber began applying foundation, then blush, then eyeshadow, pastel blue that made me feel like a child in a school recital. The silence dragged until she broke it with a mocking sweetness.

“So,” she said lightly, “how does it feel to get beat up by a girl, sissy?”

Her words cut right through me. My voice shook.
“It’s… really embarrassing, Miss Amber.”

She smiled at that, enjoying my answer far too much. “Do you think Tom would ever get beat up by a girl the way you did?”

I swallowed. “No, Miss Amber.”

“Exactly.” She brushed more color onto my cheeks. “So don’t you think Miss Emily deserves a strong man who can protect her? I mean, how could you ever protect her from an intruder if you can’t even deal with a little girl like me?”

The sting of humiliation hit deeper, knowing there was some truth to her words. I stared at my knees.
“I… I guess so, Miss Amber.”

“Great,” she said brightly. “Then you understand your place as her sissy husband.” She traced a soft brush along my jaw. “You’re not a man. You’re her sissy. Your job is to look pretty, serve, and obey. Right?”

“Yes, Miss Amber.”

She paused, looking right into my eyes. “So what’s your job, sissy?”

I repeated it quietly, my voice cracking. “To look pretty, serve, and obey.”

“Are you a man?”

My whole body felt like it was sinking. But the answer felt almost automatic given the last hour. “No, Miss Amber. I’m a sissy.”

Her expression softened into a satisfied, almost proud smile. “Good girl. Now you’re getting it.”

She leaned back slightly, smiling proudly at me. “I know all of this is humiliating for you. And it should be. It’s important for you to learn your place.” Her smile sharpened. “Besides, it’s a ton of fun for me. I’ve always thought you were a total pussy, and now here I am getting you all dolled up to present yourself to your wife and her new man.” She laughed lightly. “I am absolutely loving this.”

I didn’t respond. I didn’t know how to respond. I sat there silently while she continued to work, layer by layer, transforming my face into something bright, girlish, exaggerated: pink lipstick, gloss over it, fake lashes, soft blush. Every stroke felt like another blow to whatever was left of my dignity.

When she leaned in to do my lips, she tapped my chin.
“Open your mouth slightly.”

I did, trembling. She painted the bright pink color on with slow, precise strokes.

“Wow,” she murmured. “You really have some dick-sucking lips, girl. You’re lucky.”

“Thank you, Miss Amber,” I whispered, my face bright red with shame.

When she finished with the gloss and gave me one last approving nod, she reached behind her and lifted a long, blonde, feminine wig, soft curls, glossy, styled perfectly. She placed it on my head, adjusted it carefully, then smoothed it into place with both hands.

"Stand up."

I stood.

She led me to the tall mirror in the corner.

And when I saw myself, really saw myself, my breath caught hard in my throat. The blonde wig framed my face in soft waves, the strands brushing my shoulders like real hair. My pink lips looked glossy and full, almost pouty, and the blue eyeshadow across my lids made my eyes look unnaturally big and wide. The false lashes fluttered with every shaky blink, long and feathery, giving me a nervous doe-like look I could not escape.

Pink blush warmed my cheeks in soft circles, making me look flustered, almost girlishly embarrassed. The bra pushed the breast forms forward just enough to give me a sexy, feminine silhouette, and the matching panties clung tightly to my hips, the bulge from my cage the only sign that I was not what I appeared to be. Even the way I stood felt different. My posture was timid and uncertain, my knees close together, my shoulders slightly drawn in as if I were trying to make myself smaller.

I looked like a pretty, albeit frightened girl. And I did not recognize the person staring back at me.

I felt completely, overwhelmingly broken.

Amber was not finished with me. Not even close.

"Bend over in front of the mirror so you can get a close look at your face," she said, snapping her fingers.

I obeyed immediately, my legs stiff and unsteady as I bent forward, Amber giggling as she stared at “daddy’s little girl” writing on the back of my panties. My reflection looked unreal, almost doll-like. The blonde wig glowing under the lights. The soft makeup turning my face into something delicate and feminine. The bra shaping my chest into curves that were not mine. Amber watched everything with open delight, savoring every second of how shaken I looked.

"Take the wig off," she ordered next.

I lifted it carefully, the cap pulling slightly at my scalp, and held it in my hands. My hair beneath was flattened and messy, and without the wig I felt even more naked, even more exposed. An obvious, unmistakable sissy. Amber's phone was already up.

"Smile."

My face crumpled for a moment, but I forced a weak, trembling smile, trying to hold my lips in the right shape while my eyes stung fighting back tears. She snapped pictures. Dozens of them. One after another, capturing every angle of my helpless expression.

Then she told me to put the wig back on.

“Good. Now shoulders back, chest up. Pretty pose.”

I stood in the most humiliating, delicate postures she forced me into, and she kept taking pictures. At one point she even had me tilt my head and put a hand on my hip like a pageant contestant.

Amber chuckled. “Aww. What a little bitch.”

I felt the heat rise in my face. My eyes stung again.

“And don’t worry,” she continued with a mocking sweetness, “Emily and Tom are going to love this.”

My stomach twisted painfully. Hearing their names together made me dizzy.

Amber arched an eyebrow at my expression. “Aww, what’s wrong? Worried Emily’s never going to let you sleep with her again?” She giggled. “Honestly, after tonight she might not. But who knows? Looking this pretty, you might have a boyfriend soon.”

A cold wave went through me. I shook my head quickly, terrified of where she was going.

She laughed again. “Don’t worry, princess. I know exactly what you’re thinking: ‘How am I supposed to pick up guys looking like a little girl?’” She mimicked my panicked expression perfectly. “Relax. In the future, Emily and I will teach you how to present yourself like the pretty girl you were always meant to be.”

I felt my knees weaken. “Miss Amber… please…”

She ignored that completely and went on, voice bright and cruel.
“This little sissy look is just for now, for special occasions. It helps you learn your place and helps Tom understand exactly what a little fairy you are so that he knows there’s no male competition.”

My throat tightened painfully. The thought of “competing” with him for Emily looking like this made me sick.

“You wouldn’t want to make him uncomfortable or confused about fucking your wife, would you?” she asked, tilting her head expectantly.

I stared down at the floor, wishing it would open up and swallow me. “No, Miss Amber.”

“Good girl.”

She clapped once. “Now let’s get you dressed properly.”

She picked up the pink dress from the bed and helped guide it over my head. The bodice hugged tightly, the sleeves sat like translucent puffs on my shoulders, and the skirt, God, it flared outward in glossy layers almost up to my waist. I looked like a hyperfeminine ballerina. Ridiculous. Exposed. Pathetically girly.

Amber twirled a finger. “Spin, ballerina boy.”

I turned slowly. She took more pictures.

“Perfect. Now,” she said, kneeling beside the bed, “before we put you in your pretty heels… let’s fix those nails.”

She held up two bottles of sparkly pink polish.

"Ever painted your nails, princess?"

"Yes, Miss Amber," I said quietly. "Miss Emily taught me a few weeks ago."

"Perfect." She reached for a small box. "But first, we need to apply these."

She pulled out a set of press-on nails, long, shiny, and clear. The shape alone made my stomach tighten. They were soft and rounded at the tips, and I could already imagine how dainty and helpless my hands would look underneath them. She applied glue and pressed them onto my fingers one by one, holding each in place until the glue set firmly.

Up close, my hands already looked wrong. Too smooth. Too delicate. I had moisturized earlier because Emily told me to, and the lotion made my skin look soft and girlish beneath the long plastic nails. My fingers looked thinner, almost elegant, and the new glossy extensions made my hands feel weightless and unreal, like they belonged to someone else.

"Hands flat," she instructed without looking up. "Do not move."

I set my hands on my thighs, palms down, trying not to tremble. The long nails tapped lightly against my skin with every tiny shake. Even that small sound embarrassed me.

Once the nails were secure, she handed me one of the polish bottles and twisted open the other for herself.

"I will do your toes," she said, "and you will paint your nails. Carefully."

She started brushing sparkly pink polish onto my toes while I worked on my fingers, trying not to shake. Holding the tiny brush with long press-ons felt strange and clumsy. The tips of the nails brushed against the bottle and made faint clicking sounds. The polish smelled sweet and chemical at the same time, sharp enough to make my nose twitch. I could feel my pulse in my fingertips, making each stroke harder to control.

Painting my nails felt humiliating and intimate all at once. The sparkly pink shimmer caught the light, giving my hands a soft, innocent glow. I watched the color spread across the long artificial nails, turning them bright and girly. With each stroke, I felt myself sinking deeper into submission. Nervous, embarrassed, exposed, and yet desperate to do a good job.

I tried to be perfect, steady, obedient. I did not want to make her angry.

When we finished, she sat back and admired her work.

"Now blow on them," she said. "Pretty and delicate. Like you are posing."

I raised my hands, holding them up near my face, the long nails glinting under the light. I blew gently, my pink lips pursed, cheeks burning, watching the pink sparkle shift as the polish dried. My hands looked impossibly feminine, dainty, almost fragile. They did not look like mine anymore.

Amber lifted her phone again.

"Oh my God," she said while recording, her voice filled with delighted cruelty, "you look absolutely precious."

I felt my face collapse inward. More humiliation. More pictures. More of me being emasculated and reshaped into the sissy my wife wanted.

Amber wasn’t finished. Not even close.

She picked up a pink bottle from Emily’s vanity, spritzed the air around me twice, then misted my neck and chest with a sweet, sugary perfume. The scent clung to me immediately, unmistakably girly, almost childish.

“There,” she said brightly. “Perfect for the little princess you are.”

Before I could answer, she grabbed the remote and flipped through the streaming apps until a bright, sparkling title appeared on the screen. A Disney princess movie.

“Sit,” Amber said, pointing to the couch. “Watch. Enjoy it.”

I felt ridiculous, dressed like a sissy ballerina, smelling like a teenage girl, with pink nails and a puffy skirt that fanned out around me like cotton candy. I stared at the screen, barely able to process the story, my face burning with humiliation. Every bright song, every animated twirl of the princess on screen made me feel smaller.

Fifteen agonizing minutes passed before Amber reappeared.

“Your nails are definitely dry,” she said. “Stand up.”

I rose slowly, my skirt frilling around me.

“Put on your heels.”

I slipped my feet into the shiny pink heels beside the couch. They weren’t too high, but high enough that my balance shifted instantly. Amber walked a circle around me, tapping her chin.

“Walk.”

I started forward awkwardly, but she snapped her fingers immediately.

“No. Feminine. Dainty. I know Emily taught you this.”

I swallowed and tried again: wrists soft, fingers lightly curled, steps small, hips swaying. It felt humiliating, exaggerated, ridiculous… but also familiar. Emily had spent weeks drilling this into me.

Amber watched with a smug smirk.
“Good. Again.”

I kept walking until she was satisfied.

She stepped in front of me, suddenly serious.
“Now for your instructions for the night.”

A chill went through me.

“You will be perfectly obedient and perfectly girly the entire time they are here,” she said. “You will be submissive to both Emily and Tom. You will show gratitude for Tom’s presence in this home, and you will meet their needs immediately. Drinks, snacks, whatever they want.”

My throat tightened.

“When I tell you they’re about to walk in,” she continued, “you will kneel at the door. When they enter, you will curtsy to Miss Emily and say, ‘Welcome back, Miss Emily. I hope you had a fun night. May I get you a drink?’”

My hands shook.

“Then,” Amber said, pacing slowly, “you will curtsy to Tom and introduce yourself. What is your sissy name?”

I swallowed. “I… I don’t really have one, Miss Amber. Miss Emily calls me princess sometimes when I dress up, but… that’s not really my name.”

Amber grinned, delighted.
“Perfect. It is now.”

My stomach dropped.

“When you approach Tom,” she continued, “you will curtsy and say, ‘Hello, sir. My name is Princess. May I get you a drink?’”

Tears filled my eyes again. “Please don’t make me do this…”

Amber’s whole demeanor changed. Her smile vanished.
She stepped closer, her voice low and firm.

“If you would prefer,” she said, “they can walk in to me spanking you again… and this time you can shout out why you believe Tom deserves to be the one fucking Emily instead of you.”

I froze completely, breath shaking in my throat.
“N-no, Miss Amber…”

“Good,” she said calmly. “Then practice.”

She stood in the doorway, arms folded, while I walked toward her in the humiliating girly gait she’d demanded. I curtsied, recited the lines, kept my voice soft and feminine. She corrected every tiny mistake: the angle of my head, the depth of my curtsy, the pitch of my greeting.

We practiced over and over until my voice trembled from exhaustion and my legs wobbled in the heels.

Finally, she nodded. “Acceptable.”

My chest tightened with a mixture of dread and relief.

“Go sit and finish your little movie until they arrive,” she said. Then, as I turned toward the living room, she snapped her fingers. “Wait. I almost forgot.”

She picked up a white satin bow, wide, childish, innocent, and clipped it into my hair with exaggerated care.

“There,” she said. “Much better.”

I sat back on the couch, staring blankly at the princess on the screen twirling through a forest. I couldn’t even absorb what I was seeing. My mind was spiraling, my heart pounding so hard my chest ached.

A few minutes later, Amber walked back in with her phone in hand, grinning.

“They’ll be here in a minute,” she said. “Get ready.”

I felt like a condemned man, well, sissy, as I rose and walked toward the door.

I lowered myself into a kneel, my skirt fanning around me like a giant pastel flower, hands folded delicately in my lap, white bow perched perfectly in my hair.

My breath shook.

They were coming.

And I was going to greet them… as Princess.

The front door opened, and I heard Emily’s giggling before I even looked up. When I lifted my head, I saw her walking inside with Tom’s arm wrapped confidently around her waist. They looked so comfortable together, so natural, that my stomach twisted.

As soon as they saw me kneeling by the door in my pink dress and wig all made up, they stopped in their tracks. Both of their jaws actually dropped. Emily covered her mouth, eyes wide with disbelief, before bursting into laughter. She had made me cross dress before, but never to this extent.

“Oh my god,” she laughed, clutching Tom’s arm. “Look at her, Tom. She looks like a little girl.”

I stood carefully, did the curtsy Amber drilled into me, and said softly, “Welcome back, Miss Emily. I hope you had a fun night. May I get you a drink?”

Emily nearly doubled over laughing. “You look so cute!” she squealed. “Princess, look at you! Your dress, oh my God, it’s adorable.”

She circled me and lifted the back of my skirt to see the humiliating panties underneath and burst out laughing again. “These are so precious! So, who’s your daddy, little girl?”

My face burned. I felt like I might faint. I couldn’t bare to meet any of their gazes.

“And your nails! And your bow! And that makeup!” She clapped her hands. “Tom, she looks like Barbie!”

Tom chuckled behind her, nodding slowly with a smug, approving expression.

Amber stepped forward. “Don’t you have something to say to Tom?”

I turned toward him and curtsied again, lowering my head. “Hello, sir. My name is Princess. May I get you a drink?”

Emily dissolved into giggles for a third time. “Oh my God, hearing her say that out loud...Amber you’re the best!”

Tom smirked. “Well, Princess… I have to say, this suits you. After all, you were never much of a man, were you?”

My throat tightened. I hated him. But I felt so small and vulnerable at that moment. “No, sir,” I managed in my most delicate, girly voice.

He laughed. “Yeah, this suits you a lot better. I think Emily should keep you in dresses. Let Princess look like the little fairy she really is.”

Emily nodded, delighted. “I think I have to. I mean, look at her. She’s way too girly to pretend to be a man again. And honestly? I like her better like this.”

She walked up and flicked at my hip lightly, almost like testing the fluff of my tutu skirt, then playfully leaned back into Tom’s arms again, still laughing.

“Amber,” Emily said, “you did an amazing job. Seriously.”

Amber waved a hand casually. “Oh, it was easy. She was practically begging me to help her look pretty for you two. Wanted your night together to be extra special.”

The comment hit me like a punch to the gut. I did not want this. My chest tightened, and Emily softened for a moment.

“Aww,” she said, then leaned in to give me a light kiss on the cheek. “Thank you, Princess.”

She set her purse down on the table. “I think I’ll take that drink now, a glass of white wine, Princess.”

“Yes, Miss Emily,” I said, curtsying.

“And you, Tom?” Emily asked.

Tom grinned. “I’ll just take a beer, sissy.”

I curtsied again. “Yes, sir.”

Emily glanced at Amber. “Want anything before you go?”

Amber shook her head. “No, I’ve got to head out. But thank you.”

She hugged Emily, then nodded to Tom. “You two enjoy your night. She’s all ready for you.”

Tom gave a single approving nod. “You did a great job with her.”

Amber stepped toward me last. “Bye, Princess,” she said, pulling me into a quick hug. She whispered softly, just for me to hear, “This is your life now, sissy. Get used to it.”

Then she squeezed my butt hard, a condescending, dominant gesture that still hurt given my spanking from before, and stepped away.

Emily looked at me pointedly. “Princess… it’s polite to curtsy and thank Miss Amber for helping you be such a pretty girl.”

I swallowed and curtsied. “Thank you, Miss Amber… for helping me be a pretty girl.”

Amber giggled, thoroughly pleased by my emasculation. “You’re welcome, sissy.”

She waved once more and left.

The door closed behind her, and I turned back toward the kitchen to serve the drinks, my heels clicking softly, my skirt swaying with each step, my chest tight with humiliation.

I carried the drinks carefully in my trembling hands, curtsying to each of them as I handed the glasses over. Emily giggled every time I bent my knees, watching my tutu flare out. Tom accepted his beer with a smirk, nodding as if approving a servant who had finally learned her place.

“Come here, Princess,” Emily said, patting Tom’s lap on the couch.

I approached slowly, heels clicking, heart pounding. Emily guided me to sit right on Tom’s lap. Trembling, I felt impossibly small next to his relaxed masculinity. He glanced at me with a half-smile.

“She’s so tiny,” he remarked to Emily. “Light as air. Fits the name Princess, doesn’t she?”

Emily squeezed my hand gently. “Sweetie,” she said in a soft but unmistakably firm tone, “you understand that Tom and I are going to be having sex tonight… and you’ll be sleeping in the spare room, right? How does that make you feel?”

My throat tightened. “It makes me… upset,” I whispered.

“Aww,” Emily cooed, brushing my cheek. “We talked about this. You want me to be happy, right?”

I nodded, tears building. “Yes…”

“Good girl.” She turned to Tom. “So, why don’t you ask Tom to fuck me tonight since you’re not man enough.”

My chest collapsed inward. I swallowed hard, feeling tears welling up in my eyes.

“Sir,” I said shakily, “would you… please fuck Miss Emily… since I’m not man enough?”

Tom’s smile widened, pleased, and his hand slipped possessively under my skirt, squeezing my thigh. I also felt his cock begin to stir beneath me. I immediately realized, to my shame, that it was at least twice the size of mine. Emily’s eyes sparkled with excitement.

“Of course I’ll fuck her, Princess,” Tom said. “And since you asked so politely, I’ll even let you serve us breakfast in bed tomorrow. Right, Emily?”

Emily grinned. “Absolutely. I think that would be perfect.”

My heart dropped.

Emily leaned forward, studying my trembling hands and my flushed face. “But before that,” she said, “I want to see something.”

I froze.

“No punishment,” she clarified gently. “Just… a demonstration. Something symbolic.”

Tom nodded in agreement, straightening. “Princess,” he said softly moving his hands to my butt, “come stand in front of me.”

I obeyed, legs shaking as I stood up. Tom didn’t touch me, he didn’t need to. His presence alone felt heavy, commanding. I felt like a little girl standing at attention for him.

“Look at me,” he said.

I lifted my eyes slowly.

“I want you to lift your skirt,” he said. “and drop your panties.”

I nodded through shaky breaths, and reluctantly obeyed, dropping my panties and lifting my dress, exposing my tiny pink chastity cage. I couldn’t explain it, but with Emily watching, I was feeling more and more submissive.

Emily giggled, “Oh my God, honey, it’s adorable. Now take yours out Tom.”

Tom stood calmly, smirking down at me as he unbuttoned his pants, and let his hard cock spring free. It pointed directly at me, firm and long, almost like it was mocking my own limp, caged member.

Emily moved between us, taking his dick in her left hand, and my little pink cage in her right. She pulled Tom forward so that he was within an inch of me, positioning his dick on top of mine. I was overcome with shame as I realized that mine barely made it a quarter of the way up the length of his shaft.

Giggling, she looked at me, “You see the difference, my love? Just get used to being, Princess, okay girly girl? I don’t see many other options for you, do you?”

A tear streamed down my face as I muttered softly, “No, Miss Emily.”

“Good girl,” she said warmly, looking deep into my eyes. “Now why don’t you show Tom’s manhood some appreciation. After all, it’s going to be making me very happy tonight.”

I looked at her in shock, hoping beyond hope that this was just her teasing me. Instead, the gaze I met on my wife was serious, warm, but unwavering.

“You don’t have to honey,” she said, “but I think it would go along way with showing me that you’ve accepted that you’re Princess now. And I think Tom would appreciate it. Just give it a few kisses and maybe suck it a little bit.”

I didn’t want to kiss or suck Tom’s dick. I couldn’t stand Tom and I wasn’t gay. But for some reason, to my utter shame and humiliation, I found myself nodding obediently to my wife, in a sort of submissive trance that I couldn’t seem to snap out of. I lowered myself to my knees, trembling as I looked up at Tom’s triumphant grin, his hard cock mere inches from my painted face.

“Honey,” Emily said, smiling brightly, “I think it would be cute if you called Tom, daddy. You know, since you’re daddy’s little girl.”

My face burned hot with shame. There was a time when I wanted to fight Tom for making constant advances on my wife. Now here I was, dressed as a sissy ballerina, on my knees in front of him, agreeing to call him daddy.

“Now why don’t you ask daddy if you could kiss it, Princess?”

I almost choked on the words, but humiliatingly, they came out, and in a girlish almost saccharine tone.

“Can I kiss it, daddy?”

Tom laughed calmly, a condescending little chuckle.
“Sure, sissy.”

I looked up at Emily once again for reassurance, and found her smiling warmly at me, like a parent encouraging her child. Shamefully, I leaned forward and softly kissed the head of Tom’s cock, unable to look up at him. Once. Then again. And again. Before I knew it, there were pink lipstick marks all across his manhood, and the sight made me tremble. I had never felt so emasculated.

“Good girl, Princess,” cooed Emily in a sultry voice as she slipped out of her dress, standing there in the sexy pink lingerie from before. “Now ask daddy if you can suck his cock.”

I could tell she was getting turned on by this, her voice was becoming huskier, her tone more commanding, and her panties were visibly soaked. Despite my humiliation, I felt an overwhelming urge to obey and please her.

“Daddy…” I whispered, my voice high-pitched and shaky as I looked up to meet his eyes, a shiver running up my spine, “can I suck your cock?”

He nodded, cupping the back of my head and slowly pulling me forward as I parted my pink lips and took him in my mouth.

The feeling was strange, a mixture of warmth, wetness, and hardness. I bobbed up and down on it slowly as Tom guided me back and forth.

I heard Emily moan, and when I looked over I saw that she had slipped her hand into her panties, evidently pleasuring herself to the scene unfolding in front of her.

“Don’t stop, sissy,” she moaned, “suck that cock like you love it.”

I didn’t love it, but in that moment I was overcome with the desire to obey and please my wife. I moved my head up and down faster, passionately sucking his dick like it was my favorite thing in the world. I swirled my tongue around it in my mouth, kissed it, wrapped my manicured hands around and jerked it, moaned as I took it as deep as I could, and did my best to be the best cocksucker I could be in that moment.

This continued for a few minutes, and as I sucked him as eagerly as I could manage, Emily and Tom both grew more excited. I also felt a strange pressure building inside my cage. Not hardness, I definitely couldn’t get hard, but I was certainly aroused. I felt a tingling run throughout my whole body. Almost like butterflies in your stomach but they radiated throughout me, deepening my submission. I found myself wanting to make him cum for Emily. I hated that I felt this way, no real man could ever feel this way sucking a cock for his wife’s amusement. But evidently, I wasn’t a real man.

Soon their moans and groans grew louder, and I felt the pressure building inside my mouth.

Emily moaned, “I need you to fuck me, Tom.”

And just like that, he pulled his cock out of my mouth and scooped Emily up in his arms squeezing her ass as she wrapped her legs around him, kissing her passionately as he carried her off to the bedroom.

Emily called out over his shoulder, “Go to bed, sissy. You can bring us breakfast in bed in the morning.”

I obeyed. Standing up, I pulled up my panties and fixed my skirt, my makeup smeared across my face from my first blowjob.

I quickly minced over to the spare bedroom, turned off the lights, and hopped in bed, not even bothering to change my clothes or remove my makeup.

I barely got any sleep that night. I lay awake, shamefully horny, listening to the incessant pounding in the room next to me. It was impossible to ignore; at one point the room was literally shaking from the bed frame slamming against the wall.

Tom groaned and grunted like a wild animal and Emily moaned in the most high-pitched and submissive tone I had ever heard from her. I wasn’t sure if she did it because she knew I could hear, or if it just came naturally to her, but she also mocked me repeatedly while he fucked her.

“Holy shit, your cock is so much bigger than that little pussy’s!”

“Oh yesss, fuck me like Princess never could!”

“Ughh, you’re so much more of a man than my bitch husband!”

All the while I lay in bed next door, still in my sissy ballerina dress, heels, wig, and smeared makeup, listening to the man I once considered a rival and a threat fuck my wife all night. Shame and humiliation washed over me as I curled up in a ball, mascara streaking my cheeks as I came to terms with my emasculation. Still, I couldn’t deny the pulsing emanating from my caged clitty. Tonight had changed something in me, whether I liked it or not.

The End.


Coming Soon:

Pink Christmas: My First Christmas as a Girl
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