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Chapter 1: A Bad Joke


I spent most of high school daydreaming about college. High school hadn’t been terrible, but it hadn’t been great either. I wasn’t bullied outright, but I was never one of the popular guys. My luck with girls was virtually nonexistent, and more often than not I ended up the target of teasing from guys who were bigger, louder, and more confident. College, though, was supposed to be different. I imagined the parties, the freedom, the endless stream of new people, and of course the girls. Just thinking about it kept me going through the years.

When I first met my new roommate, Tim, I felt like things were off to a good start. He was around my size, maybe 5’6 and 130 pounds at most, but where I was quiet, he carried himself with a kind of cocky confidence. He had no trouble talking to girls, and he was always the first to suggest heading out to find a party or meet people. Sometimes that confidence crossed into arrogance, even disrespect, and as I would soon learn, it was exactly that edge that got us into trouble.

It happened the very first week of school. We were hanging out in our room when a knock sounded on the door. I got up to answer it, and standing there were two gorgeous girls with bright smiles. I recognized them immediately as the neighbors across the hall, Melody and Katie.

Melody was stunning, a brunette Latina with flawless skin, long dark hair, and bright summery makeup that gave her face an inviting glow. She had a sweetness about her, the kind of warmth that made her even more attractive than her already curvy figure and perfect smile suggested. Katie, on the other hand, was a tall blonde with a model’s body and a presence that radiated confidence. She was just as beautiful, maybe even more so, but carried herself with an air of superiority that made her intimidating to talk to.

“Hey guys!” Melody said cheerfully. “We’re your neighbors from across the hall. We thought we’d come introduce ourselves and tell you about our business.”

Before I could answer, Tim sprang up like he’d been waiting for the chance. “Nice to meet you guys, I’m Tim, and this is my roommate Matt. So, tell us about your business.”

“Nice to meet you, Tim and Matt,” Melody continued, her smile unwavering. “So basically, we run a housekeeping service. For $100 a week, we’ll clean your room, do your laundry, and organize your stuff. We can do each of those things once a week or more often for an extra fee.”

“We also expect tips,” Katie cut in sharply, barely glancing up from her phone.

Tim grinned, clearly trying to flirt. “So…you’d be like our maids. I like the sound of that.”

Katie’s eyes snapped up, her glare cold and unamused. Melody’s smile faltered just a little, her tone tightening as she replied, “No, we’re not maids. It’s a housekeeping business we run to make a little extra money.”

I should have read the room and kept my mouth shut, but Tim’s smirk pushed me to join in. “So, do you guys wear like French maid uniforms or anything? Because I personally would love to see that.”

Tim chuckled at my joke, but the girls’ expressions hardened instantly. “We’re done here,” Katie said flatly, grabbing Melody by the arm. Without another word, they turned and disappeared back into their room, the door closing firmly behind them.

Tim burst out laughing, and before long I was laughing with him. We went on for a good half-hour about how unbelievably hot Melody and Katie would look dressed up in maid outfits, bending over while cleaning our room. Eventually, the conversation drifted and we let it go, though I couldn’t quite shake the feeling of guilt gnawing at me. I knew we’d rubbed them the wrong way.

Tim just shrugged it off with his usual bravado. “Who cares? College is full of hot girls. Doesn’t matter if a couple uptight ones don’t like us.”

I nodded, pretending to agree, but deep down I couldn’t help but feel we’d just made the worst possible first impression on the girls across the hall.

A few days later, we were lounging in our room when a knock sounded on the door. I got up lazily, expecting maybe one of the guys from down the hall, but when I opened it, there stood Katie.

She looked impossibly glamorous for the middle of a Wednesday, a tight pink body-con dress that hugged every inch of her tall frame, white heels that pushed her over six feet, and a full face of makeup like she was heading to a club. My stomach tightened just standing beneath her, forced to look up at the blonde beauty who radiated control.

“Hey, Matt,” she said, her smile poised but faintly fake. “Maybe we were a bit dramatic the other day. Our business is kind of like a maid business. We overreacted. We just wanted to invite you over for a few drinks, hang out.”

I blinked, caught off guard. I’d been sure she hated us. Still, something in her eyes felt insincere. Before I could even process it, Tim shot up from his bed, all charm.

“Hey, Katie, don’t worry about it. We all get a little emotional sometimes. Let’s go, Matt.”

And just like that, we were crossing the hall, my gut screaming something wasn’t right.

When we stepped into their room, my suspicion hardened. Melody sat on her pink comforter but wasn’t alone; three more girls were with her. Each was as tall and striking as Katie, with lean, athletic builds and the casual self-assurance of women used to attention.

I opened my mouth to introduce myself, but before I could, my arms were yanked back hard. Katie’s grip locked my wrists together behind me. Her eyes were cold as ice. “Don’t move, bitch.”

I froze.

Across the room, the other girls lunged at Tim. He had no time to resist before they had him pinned. Within seconds, we were both under control.

Melody rose gracefully from the bed, a smirk curving her lips. “I think we’re ready, ladies. Let’s do it.”

The room filled with cruel giggles as our clothes were tugged, pulled, and stripped from our bodies. Shirts, jeans, boxers, all gone in seconds. In the next breath, Tim and I stood side by side, completely naked, skin burning as five beautiful girls laughed at us. Instinctively, we tried to cover ourselves.

“Drop your hands, ladies,” Katie barked, emphasizing the word.

We hesitated. That was a mistake. A sharp sting exploded across my ass as Katie smacked me hard. One of her friends mirrored the act on Tim. The sound made the girls howl. Humiliated, we lowered our hands and stood exposed in the corner near Katie’s closet.

“Oh my God, they’re tiny!” one of the girls, Gina, sneered. “They really are ladies.” The rest roared with laughter.

Still chuckling, Melody stepped forward and handed me a pair of crimson red satin panties, and Tim a light-blue pair. “I figured you girls would want to cover yourselves. You can thank me later,” she cooed.

Every part of me wanted to resist, but standing there naked under their eyes was worse. Reluctantly, I pulled the satin up my legs. The fabric hugged my crotch tightly, smooth and girlish, leaving nothing to the imagination.

Katie approached next, her red lips gleaming with mischief as she twisted her tube of lipstick open. “Pucker up, bitches.”

She grabbed my chin firmly, tilting my head so I was forced to look up at her. Slowly, with a deliberate hand, she painted my lips the same bold shade she wore. I wanted to resist, to shout, to shove her away, but in that moment, dressed in panties, staring into the eyes of this tall, beautiful woman radiating authority, I was paralyzed.

“Good girl,” she murmured with a smirk, patting my cheek. The words made my stomach drop, humiliation coursing through me.

Tim tried to pull back when she turned to him, but Katie’s expression hardened. She slapped his ass sharply before smearing the lipstick across his lips, harder this time. He whimpered at the sting.

Now in panties and matching lipstick, we were shoved toward the center of the room. That’s when I noticed Melody had her phone out, angled toward us. She’d been recording. My heart plummeted.

“Okay, girls,” Melody chuckled, “now it’s time to show us how much you like each other. Kiss!”

Katie added, her voice cold, “And before you even think about saying no, just think, we already have you on video. Manhandled by pretty girls and put into panties and lipstick. One word from either of you little fairies, and this goes up on Instagram and Twitter. But if you obey, this can all be over soon and no one has to know.”

The threat stole any trace of resistance. My throat locked. The last thing I ever wanted was to be kissing my roommate in front of these girls. But we had no choice.

Tim and I stepped closer, hesitating, neither able to look the other in the eye. I leaned forward, pressing a quick, stiff kiss against his lips before jerking back. The taste of waxy cherry lipstick turned my stomach.

Katie’s glare burned into me. “What the fuck was that? Kiss your little girlfriend like you mean it. I want to see your lips moving, and I want to see tongue.”

My face burned hot. I glanced at Tim, whose eyes mirrored my horror. But still, we obeyed.

We leaned in again, lips pressing, moving this time, the kiss lingering far longer. The sickly-sweet taste of lipstick mingled with saliva made me want to gag. It felt almost like kissing a girl, except I knew if I opened my eyes, it would be Tim’s face inches from mine. The humiliation put a pit in my stomach.

One of the girls whom I would come to know as Sarah snorted. “I don’t know why you girls aren’t touching each other. When I’m kissed, I like it when a guy grabs my ass and pulls me in close. And I still don’t see any tongue!”

Tim sighed faintly against my lips. Then, suddenly, his hands gripped my ass through the satin panties, pulling me closer. Our crotches brushed, satin against satin, the soft friction of our penises rubbing up against one another unbearably emasculating. I couldn’t believe they were making us do this.

I mirrored him, grabbing his pantied backside, letting my lips part. My tongue slipped into his mouth, brushing against his as the girls whooped and hollered.

“Now that’s better!” their friend Amanda crowed. “Look at the little fairies go!”

We kissed, and kissed, and kissed, deeper, longer, as the mocking voices surrounded us. Whenever we slowed, Katie snapped, “Did I say stop?”

Time warped. It felt like forever, but it couldn’t have been more than ten minutes before Katie finally waved a hand. “Enough.”

We broke apart, panting, faces red, our lipstick smeared. My eyes stung with tears I refused to let fall. I hated them for this.

“You girls did well,” Katie said coolly. “You’ll be hearing from us this week.”

She demanded our numbers, which we gave through trembling voices.

I pleaded with them. “Can we please have our clothes back?”

The laughter that followed was brutal. “You are wearing your clothes, sweetie,” Katie smirked, shoving us toward the hall. “See you soon.”

The door slammed behind us.

We bolted into our room, wiped off the lipstick and tore off the panties, and sat in silence on opposite beds. The air was thick with shame. Tim left without a word, and I didn’t stop him. We didn’t speak of what had just happened. But sitting there, bare and humiliated, I knew college was not going to be what I had imagined.


Chapter 2: The Mall


A few days later, Tim and I were both jolted by the vibration of our phones. A new group text lit up the screen from Katie and Melody.

“Happy Saturday, girls! Be at our room by noon and make sure you’re wearing your new panties!” Melody had typed.

Katie quickly followed up: “This is not an invitation, bitches. Be here by 12 and DO NOT BE LATE. We have plans for the day.”

My chest tightened. It was humiliating enough to see the thread labeled with “girls,” like that was really what we were now. Still, I slid into the crimson panties Melody had given me and tugged jeans over them, praying no one could tell. Tim did the same with his light-blue pair, both of us quiet as we walked across the hall just before noon.

Melody greeted us in a tight pastel-pink mini dress with a flared skirt that left little to the imagination. Her cleavage nearly spilled out, her summery perfume filling the air. “Hey girls! Come in!” she sang loud enough for half the hall to hear.

Katie lounged nearby in light blue jeans that clung to her curves and a white crop top that showed off her pierced navel. Her beauty was intimidating enough; her tone was worse. “Today’s a big day for you girls. We’re going shopping for your new wardrobes. I expect today will be very humiliating for you, but not nearly as humiliating as it could be if you disobey.”

What the hell did she mean by that, “our new wardrobe?” Tim opened his mouth nervously. “Wait, what do you—”

“Be quiet, Tiffany, I’m not done speaking,” Katie snapped. Tim wilted instantly, his face red. Katie smirked. “Today you’ll be perfect little girls. No complaining. You remember that video we took, right? Would you like to see it go viral?”

We both shook our heads.

Katie and Melody exchanged a look, grinning like they’d been waiting for this moment. “Before we go,” Melody chimed in sweetly, “you girls need a little touch-up. We can’t take you shopping looking like scruffy boys. Off to the shower.”

Tim and I froze. “W-what do you mean?” I asked, already suspecting the answer.

Katie rolled her eyes and stood, her heels clicking against the floor. “Strip. Both of you. Now.”

A few minutes later, Tim and I were crammed into their bathroom shower naked and desperately avoiding each other’s gaze, steam beginning to rise as the water ran. We tried to keep our eyes down, our shoulders hunched, but Melody and Katie followed us in with razors and shaving cream, all business.

“Hands up,” Katie ordered, and I reluctantly obeyed, feeling the cool foam spread across my chest and under my arms. My cheeks burned as she scraped the razor up my skin with practiced strokes, humming lightly like she was just trimming her own legs. Every pass left me smoother, barer, more exposed. I kept trying to figure out a way out of this, but my thoughts continued to bring me back to the video they had taken a few days ago. They had us by the balls, and we knew it.

Melody giggled as she crouched down in front of Tim, coating his legs in cream. “You’ll thank me later, Tiffany. Boys aren’t supposed to be hairy. Pretty girls are smooth.” Tim sighed but didn’t resist, the rasp of the razor echoing in the tiled shower as his leg hair slid away.

I felt Katie’s hands press me to turn, then glide down over my thighs. A shiver ran through me as she tugged the razor higher, leaving my skin pale and gleaming under the spray. “Almost done,” she said mockingly. “Now you’ll actually look the part in those panties.”

By the time they finished, every trace of our body hair was gone, arms, legs, chests, crotch, even the faint trail below our stomachs. We stood dripping and shaken, bare as dolls, clutching at ourselves as if that could hide the loss.

Melody leaned back, admiring their work. “Much better. Smooth little sissies, just how we like them.” She handed us each a fluffy pink towel. “Dry off and get dressed. We’ve got a big day ahead.”

Walking into the mall was like marching toward our own execution. Melody and Katie strode ahead, laughing and chatting, while Tim and I trailed behind, stiff and red-faced, with each click of their heels serving as a reminder of our impending humiliation. My chest hollowed when I saw their first destination: Victoria’s Secret.

The store was overwhelmingly pink and perfumed, walls lined with lacy bras, panties, and lingerie meant to make women feel powerful and sexy. For me, it was the exact opposite; it was a spotlight on my emasculation. I was a guy, and guys did not belong in such places unless they were being dragged there by their girlfriends while they shopped for themselves.

A blonde saleswoman approached us, no older than us, with a professional smile. “Hi, I’m Kelsie. Can I help you ladies with anything today?”

She said “ladies” without hesitation, but was clearly addressing Katie and Melody.

“Actually, you can,” Katie said, slipping into her authoritative tone. “These are our two sissies. They’ll need bras, panties, stockings, pantyhose, and some sexy sleepwear. Something to help them get in touch with their feminine side.”

Tim and I both stared at the floor, faces on fire.

Kelsie bit her lip to keep from laughing but nodded briskly. “Not a problem. If you two would follow me, we’ll get you fitted.”

Katie and Melody walked behind us arm in arm, giggling as though this was the best entertainment they’d ever had.

“Would they like to do the fitting together or separate?” Kelsie asked.

“Together,” Melody replied without hesitation. “Our little angels are very close. Aren’t you, girls?”

Neither Tim nor I answered. We just let ourselves be herded into a surprisingly large fitting room.

“Strip, ladies,” Katie ordered. Her voice held an eager edge I hadn’t heard before.

I froze, but Tim had already started tugging off his shirt. Within moments, we stood in nothing but the panties we’d been made to wear. My skin burned as Kelsie efficiently measured us, jotting down sizes with detached professionalism, as though humiliated boys in panties were just part of her shift.

“I’ll be right back,” she said cheerfully, ducking out.

Kelsie returned moments later, arms full of lingerie and a little pink package. She placed the girly underwear down and stopped short, handing Katie the pink package. “This is tucking tape. It’ll give them a completely flat front so they’ll look more feminine in their panties.” She explained it as if she were teaching a casual beauty tip to a girlfriend.

The girls’ faces lit up. “Oh my God, I love it. Panties off, girls,” Katie ordered.

Kelsie stepped out, leaving Melody and Katie in charge. “Drop them,” Katie said again, and we obeyed. Melody knelt in front of me, her perfume flooding my senses, and pressed my balls up into me before pulling my penis back. My body flinched at the touch, but I stayed still, staring at the ceiling as she secured the tape and trying not to get aroused, not here, not like this.

“All done!” she chirped brightly, patting the smooth, taut skin. “No more little boy penis. Flat and feminine, like a pretty girl should be.”

I dared a glance downward and gasped. My crotch was flat, pulled so tight that it mimicked a girlish slit. My penis was gone.

When Kelsie returned, she didn’t even flinch. She smiled widely. “Oh my God, you guys look so much better without penises. This stuff is gonna fit great.”

Her casual dismissal of our manhood hit me harder than Katie’s spanks ever could. She was saying it like it’s true. Like, I didn’t even have one anymore. And I guess, like this, I didn’t. Tim’s face mirrored my horror, lips parted, eyes wide, face drained of all its color, but silent.

Katie cackled. “Their little clits weren’t much to begin with, but this is a definite improvement. So, let’s see what you brought us.” Clits. I burned with shame and anger; this was cruel.

Kelsie handed over a matching set of satin bras and panties in hot pink, trimmed with little white bows. The bras were push-up, designed to squeeze even the faintest chest fat into something resembling cleavage.

Katie tossed one set at me, Melody at Tim. “Put them on, girls. Show us how cute you look.”

I swallowed hard, my taped-flat crotch tingling under the fluorescent lights. This was ridiculous. I was a man; they could not make me into some sissy who obeyed their every humiliating wish. And yet, with my hands trembling, I picked up the bra.

“We were thinking of getting them breast forms,” Melody mused as she adjusted the strap of her own sundress, looking us both over critically. “Their boobs are a bit small. Maybe a B cup for Tiffany here, and a C for Britney.”

Her tone was sweet, like she would be doing us a favor by getting us breast forms, but her smile only deepened my dread. The idea of being given fake breasts, of having my chest forced into the shape of a woman’s, made my stomach twist. From the look on Tim’s face, he felt the same way. For a split second, our eyes met, and what I saw there made me turn away instantly. In his pink bra and panties, with his hairless body and his flat chest cinched into the push-up cups, he looked like a total sissy. And I knew I looked just as bad. Neither of us could bear to look at the other too long.

“That’s an excellent idea,” Kelsie said smoothly, tongue-in-cheek but professional, clearly enjoying the spectacle. “We’ll up the bra sizes for both of them, so they can finally have the figures they obviously want.”

We tried on one more matching bra-and-panty set, this one white lace with delicate floral embroidery. It looked like something you’d find in a bridal shop, virginal and ultra-feminine, the kind of thing meant for a wedding night. I couldn’t imagine anything worse. Katie declared we’d take them, but she didn’t stop there. She wanted multiples of each set in every color available: pink, white, red, light blue, purple. Melody added floral satin sets to the pile with a grin.

The growing stack of frilly, feminine underwear with our sizes attached made my chest tighten with shame.

When Kelsie came back again, she wasn’t holding bras or panties. She carried nighties.

The first she handed me was a light-yellow babydoll trimmed in lace, the skirt made of sheer tulle that barely covered the tops of my panties. I slipped it on reluctantly, my reflection turning into a parody of girlish innocence. Tim wore a nearly identical one in sky blue, his blush so deep he was practically glowing.

The girls lost it, giggling uncontrollably, whispering behind their hands. “Sooo cute!” Melody squealed before reaching around to pinch my butt cheek through the sheer fabric. I yelped, stumbling forward, which only made them laugh harder.

Katie composed herself just enough to give the next instruction. “Alright, girls. Now I want you to walk outside, hand in hand, and stand in front of the big mirror. I want you to see how adorable you look.”

That was the line. Something in me snapped.

“I’m not doing that. No fucking way,” I muttered, yanking at the hem of the nightie. “This has gone way too far.”

Katie’s heels clicked as she stepped forward, towering over me, her voice dropping to a hiss through gritted teeth. “Get out there now, or your little video goes everywhere.” Her face lowered to mine, her eyes cold. “Do not test me. You will pay for this later.”

My throat tightened. Tears pricked the corners of my eyes, but I blinked them back. Trembling, I reached for Tim’s hand. His palm was just as sweaty as mine. Together with our nightie skirts swishing, we walked outside our dressing room.

The store was mercifully quiet, but it didn’t matter. Every step of the girls’ heels felt like it echoed and drew the attention of the few women who were in the store. We stopped in front of the full-length mirror. I slowly glanced up and froze.

There we stood. Two boys turned into caricatures of girls, our hair cropped short, our chests padded with lace, our crotches taped flat, nighties flaring out above lace panties. And holding hands like lovers. My cheeks burned hotter than fire. This was not supposed to be how college went for me. I was supposed to be flirting with hot girls and going to parties. Becoming a man. Instead, these girls looked at me like I was a sissy and were intent on turning me into one. I was fighting desperately to hold onto whatever sense of masculinity I still had, but it was rapidly slipping away. Standing there in this girlishly sweet little yellow nightie, I couldn’t have felt further from masculinity.

“You girls look so pretty, you should be proud!” Melody chirped from behind us, her phone raised. I heard the snap of her camera. The image burned into permanence, the two of us holding hands in our new nighties, emasculated, ridiculous, and now, immortalized.

I almost turned to object, but what was the point? They already had the video. They already seemingly could blackmail us at will. All that would happen if I spoke up would be more embarrassment.

So I just stood there, in a frilly yellow nightie, hand clasped in Tim’s, burning alive under the weight of my own reflection.

We were finally ushered back inside, the girls still giggling. They paraded us in five or six more nighties, each more degrading than the last, satin slips, lacy babydolls, sheer chiffon pieces that made me want to disappear.

At last, mercifully, the ordeal ended. We made our purchases and were allowed to leave, but still tucked and wearing the white lace sets we’d tried on earlier, our original clothes stuffed into shopping bags alongside the mountain of new lingerie, nighties, pantyhose, stockings, and, perhaps most horrifying of all, the tape.

Walking back through the mall wearing a bra and panties under my clothes, bags digging into my hands, I felt utterly crushed. I also couldn’t stop focusing on the feeling between my legs. I could no longer feel my penis or balls as I walked, just the lacy feel of my new panties clinging tightly to my now-flattened crotch with every step. I discreetly brushed my hand across my front, completely disturbed that I still couldn’t feel a thing down there, like touching a girl’s body.

Forever21 was buzzing with music and bright lights, racks overflowing with the kind of trendy, youthful fashions I’d only ever seen girls my age try on. The girls wasted no time, darting from section to section, plucking dresses, skirts, and tops from the many racks. By the time they were finished, each of us was carrying a pile of at least a dozen outfits, our arms loaded with lace, chiffon, and pastel colors.

We were ushered into the dressing rooms with strict instructions: try on everything, and after each change, come out and strut like a model on the runway. The words made my stomach twist, but I nodded, knowing I had no choice. At least this couldn’t be as bad as the nighties, right?

The first dress was a deep red, the fabric soft under my fingers, with puffed sleeves that barely covered my shoulders and a ruched bustline that seemed designed to highlight curves I didn’t actually have. The skirt was tiered and playful, flaring dramatically when I moved, and when I pulled it down into place, it fell only to mid-thigh, short enough that my legs felt shockingly exposed. Worse, the cut exaggerated my backside, pushing it out in a way that felt mortifyingly feminine. A wave of shame washed over me as I pictured the guys I’d gone to high school with seeing me like this. The thought alone made my knees weaken, my breath catch, and I fumbled with the zipper at the back, hands straining awkwardly.

That’s when I felt another set of fingers brush lightly against mine. Tim, standing just behind me in his own half-dressed state, gently pulled the zipper up the rest of the way. I turned, startled, only to see him in a white sundress patterned with delicate pink flowers, his face flushed and his eyes fixed on the floor.

“Thanks,” I muttered, my voice cracking.

He hesitated, and then, almost whispering, asked, “Can you, um, tie the bow for me?” He turned around, exposing the untied sashes at the back of his dress. With trembling hands, I gathered the fabric and tied it into a neat, oversized bow that settled right above his backside, accentuating it in a way that made me blush with secondhand embarrassment and the knowledge that my butt looked just as feminine.

Once dressed, we both stepped out to make our debut. My heart pounded as I minced forward, mimicking the sway I’d seen runway models do, each exaggerated step a reminder of how absurd I looked. I forced myself to twirl, the hem of the red skirt flaring out and brushing against my thighs, making me feel like the sissiest caricature of femininity as I likely exposed my panties to everyone nearby. It was degrading, every second of it, but when I looked up, the girls’ approving nods told me it was at least acceptable.

Tim, however, shuffled out with far less enthusiasm, his half-hearted steps drawing immediate scorn. Katie’s voice cut through Melody’s giggles like a whip. “Looks like you’ll be joining your little girlfriend for a punishment tonight.”

The words hit me like a slap, anxiety rising as I remembered her words from the dressing room at Victoria’s Secret.

This continued for what felt like a million more outfits, including a floral print sundress of my own, a pleated denim mini skirt that was way too short with an off-the-shoulder crop top, a navy blue mini wrap dress, and many more absurdly girly outfits, all of which were recorded by the girls. By the second outfit, we had begun to develop a bit of an audience. About five or six young women were gathered around watching the show, mostly offering words of encouragement, likely thinking that we were trans or something.  By the time we finished, we had tried on at least a dozen outfits each and were feeling thoroughly exhausted and humiliated. I was now wearing a tartan schoolgirl-style red mini skirt and a white blouse with big, puffy sleeves that barely covered my shoulders and showed my belly button every time I moved. Tim was wearing a flirty, short purple dress with a ruffled skirt that wouldn’t look out of place at a homecoming dance. We both wore purses matching our outfits, mine a bright red beaded clutch hanging by a tiny strap over my shoulder, and Tim’s a little purple shoulder bag with a longer strap.

“Alright, girls,” said Katie through a ridiculously obvious smirk, “Here’s my card. Buy all of the outfits we decided on and the purses we picked out. You can wear your current outfits out and put your stuff in your new purses.” We both looked at her in shock. She couldn’t seriously mean we had to wear this stuff out, could she? We stared at her with pleading eyes, hoping for any sign of mercy. We found none. She stood there smirking at us with her arms crossed, like she was daring us to disobey her. We made our purchases and walked out of the store, flushed red with shame and with nowhere to hide, looking like two very obvious sissies. We practically ran into the shoe store we were going to next, desperate to get out of the public eye. 

When we arrived, Melody and Katie wasted no time in approaching and telling the saleswoman exactly what we needed. The older woman was giving us strange looks but said nothing as she measured our feet, returning swiftly with an array of pumps, Mary-Janes, heeled sandals, and other women’s shoes. The first pair they had us try on was brutal. I could barely walk in the five-inch red pumps, let alone do the performative catwalk they wanted us to. They quickly realized this and had us change into lower-heeled sandals. We did a few laps around the store, with the girls correcting our walk as we went along. “Tiny steps.”

“Titties out, shoulders back, show the boys your assets.”

“Keep your elbows in, wrists limp.”

“Sway your hips and wiggle your butt.”

This went on for about five excruciating minutes before the girls noticed the saleswoman getting annoyed. We paid for our purchases and were escorted out, now click-clacking along in our new feminine sandals for all the mall to see.

I really did not want to be here flouncing around in a skirt so publicly much longer. “Um, Melody, are we almost done?”

She smiled warmly at me, “Almost princess, just two more stops here and one more on the way home.”

The mall’s makeup store hit me like a wall, bright lights, glossy counters, and a heavy floral scent of perfume lingering in the air. Posters of impossibly glamorous women gazed down from every aisle, their smoky eyes and flawless lips a reminder of exactly what it felt like I was becoming. The girls marched us straight to two unoccupied makeup artists, both young, pretty, and watching us with polite smiles.

They explained what “we” wanted without hesitation, while Tim and I stood silently at their sides, purses clutched tightly, eyes on the floor. I could hardly bear to imagine what these women thought of us, two effeminate boys wearing a dress, a skirt, and heels, waiting to be made over. It hit me that to them, we must’ve seemed cute and amusing, like little girls playing dress-up. Certainly not the type of guys these pretty young girls would ever see sexually. This realization stung me to my core, chipping away at any dreams I had of being a macho ladies’ man anytime soon.

“I’ll take you over here, Britney. I’m Wendy,” said the artist assigned to me, casually using the name they’d given me like it was the most natural thing in the world. She was a small, sexy Asian girl, maybe in her early twenties, with a sassy smile and warm eyes that made it obvious how excited she was.

I sat down in her chair, stiff as a board. She crouched to study my face, tilting my chin gently in her hand. “It’s no wonder your mistresses are making you a girl,” she teased with a grin. “You’ve got such pretty features.” The words stung even though she said them sweetly, as if it were a compliment I should be grateful for. My throat tightened. “Thanks,” I muttered, barely audible.

Before I had time to process, she was already smoothing something cool across my skin. Primer, she explained, though I barely heard her, the sensation itself made me squirm. Then came the liquid foundation, creamy and strange as she brushed it evenly over my face. I tried not to meet her eyes, but with her face mere inches from mine, there was nothing else to focus on. My cheeks burned hotter the more I realized I could not avoid her gaze, which she seemed to find amusing.

“What I’m doing now is called blending, sweetie,” she chirped, dabbing a sponge in quick, featherlight motions. “I’m evening out the foundation so your face looks smooth all over.” I sat frozen, too embarrassed to respond. People were drifting past, some sneaking glances. Out of the corner of my eye, I even saw a woman pause to chat with the girls about Tim, who I’m sure they took the opportunity to humiliate. My heart seized at the thought of her walking over to me, but thankfully, she didn’t.

“Now this part’s called contouring,” Wendy announced, circling me like a painter about to make her first bold strokes. “I’m using shadows and highlights to soften you up, make those features of yours look even more feminine if you could believe it.” The words made me want to sink into the chair and disappear. She dusted blush across my cheeks, her brush light and deliberate. Then she chuckled, her tone happy and playful: “Are you usually this quiet, or is it me?”

I swallowed hard, annoyed by her question, “This is just humiliating, you know? I don’t want to be sitting here in public dressed like this, getting my makeup done.”

Her expression softened, and she rested one hand warmly against my bare thigh, brushing against the hem of my skirt. “Well, sweetheart…you are. This is your reality right now. And I get the feeling you’ll be in this situation again. So maybe you should learn to enjoy it.” Her tone was half-genuine, half-teasing. Then she lifted the brush again. “Close your eyes for me, pretty girl.”

I obeyed, lashes fluttering as I felt the soft sweep of color across my lids. The sound of heels clicking approached, and then a cheerful voice broke in. “Oh my god, I love that eyeshadow on her! How’s she doing?” It was Melody, excited as ever.

“She’s doing great,” Wendy replied, all girlish giggles, as if I wasn’t even there. “I’m almost finished with her eyes.”

“You look so pretty already, Britney,” Melody cooed, leaning in. “You’re gonna turn so many heads.” The words were teasing, but her sweetness made it worse, like she truly saw me as a girl who would take that as a compliment.

“Thanks, Melody,” I muttered, heat flooding my face.

Wendy worked quickly then, mascara lengthening my lashes until I could feel them brushing faintly against my lids whenever I blinked. She finished by overdrawing my lips and filling them in with a soft coral pink, the color glossy and unmistakably girly. A mist of setting spray cooled my skin, and then she spun me toward the mirror.

The breath caught in my throat. Staring back at me wasn’t the face of a boy; it was a girl. My face was smooth and luminous, my cheeks flushed with color, my eyes were impossibly wide and sparkling beneath pink and champagne shimmer. Each blink sent my long lashes fluttering like butterfly wings. My lips were pillowy, soft, and glossy pink. Even the shape of my jaw looked gentler and rounder.

“Tada!” Wendy beamed. “How do you like it, Britney?”

I was about to answer honestly, dazed by the sight of myself, when Katie appeared with Tiffany in tow. Panic shot through me, and I forced my voice into something cheerful. “I love it, Wendy, thank you so much.”

Tiffany glanced up briefly, and my heart twisted. His little purple dress and matching makeup had transformed him just as completely. His face, too, was that of a pretty girl now. He had wide eyes, bold red lips, and not a trace of masculinity left. He clutched his purse tightly to his chest, head bowed, as if the purse would somehow protect him.

The girls thanked her for her time and bought all of the products she used for our makeovers, as well as nail polish, skincare products that we “needed,” more shades of lipstick, blush, and eyeshadow, brushes, mini mirrors, and bathroom products.

As we left the store, our bags heavy with bras, panties, and nighties, Katie’s voice cut through the hum of the mall. “Remember, walk the way we showed you. You’re pretty girls now, carry yourselves accordingly.”

My heels clicked against the polished floor as I forced myself into that swaying, hip-rolling stride they’d drilled into us at the shoe store. Tim fell into step beside me, his skirt swishing just a bit too high with every careful step. Together we minced along, two overdressed caricatures of femininity on display for everyone who cared to look.

At first, my mind was fixed on the stares. On the fear of laughter. But then, almost without realizing it, I found myself focusing on the instructions. Was I holding my wrists soft and girly? Were my shoulders relaxed the way Katie demanded? Were my steps dainty and graceful enough? Was my butt jiggling like they wanted?

The thought made me falter. I wondered, angry at myself and at them, why am I thinking like this? Why am I measuring myself against their standard, desperate to please them, when they’re literally blackmailing and humiliating me for their own amusement? Despite my feelings, I minced along obediently, deeply ashamed of my apparent lack of willpower. I truly felt like a sissy.

I adjusted my step, forcing my hips to sway more deliberately and my chest to lift just a touch. And with every movement, every exaggerated swing of my body, the shame of knowing I let them do this to me only deepened.

The last store we were dragged into was a wig shop. The place smelled faintly of hairspray and synthetic fibers, rows of mannequin heads staring at us with glossy, styled hair. The attendant was busy with another customer and waved us off. “Help yourselves,” she said.

Melody’s grin widened. “Perfect. We get to try as many as we want until we find the perfect ones, girls. How exciting!”

We obeyed, sitting meekly while Melody and Katie pulled wig after wig from the racks. Long curls, short bobs, sleek ponytails. Every time one settled onto my head, I braced myself for their reactions. After trying on a dozen or so, Melody squealed, “Oh my God, this one’s perfect on you!”

She plopped a slightly longer-than-shoulder-length dark brown wig onto my head, combing her fingers through it. When I finally looked in the mirror, my heart stopped. I didn’t look like a boy at all anymore. I looked like a pretty girl, even a sexy one. Seeing my reflection, my lips painted coral pink, my red tartan miniskirt and white blouse clinging to my now feminized form, and my new girly hair, I felt a shiver of humiliation down my spine. I looked like a sexy schoolgirl. Not an actual schoolgirl, no, like a college girl dressing up for Halloween in a sexy costume she knew would attract male attention. This couldn’t be me, I was a man. But looking in the mirror, what I saw staring back at me was a man’s wet dream, not a man. Tim wasn’t spared either. Katie fitted him with a long blonde wig that cascaded down his back. He looked striking, and I could tell from his wide eyes he was just as shocked at his own beauty.

The girls weren’t satisfied with one each. They bought us three apiece, with accessories to match. Katie insisted we leave the store properly accessorized, a big red bow pinned into the back of my wig, and a sparkly purple butterfly clip in Tim’s. “Adorable,” Melody gushed, snapping photo after photo.

And we weren’t allowed to just stand there without posing. Katie barked orders like a photographer: “Closer. Hug her. Kick a leg up behind you. Now blow kisses together. Bigger smiles, girls.”

Each pose made my stomach sink lower. Every click of Melody’s phone was another piece of blackmail, another reminder of how much they had emasculated us.

We minced out of the mall side by side, four girls now, or at least, that’s what we looked like to anyone passing. Two of them were confident, radiant, unmistakably women. Two of them were us: overdressed, dolled-up glamorously, and desperately trying to pass as girls and avoid attention.

The stares followed us. But they weren’t the mocking or shocked stares from earlier. These were different. Lingering. Curious. A few men let their eyes slide down my legs, over the hem of my skirt, then back up to my chest. A chill ran through me. They’re not looking at me because they know I’m a guy. They’re looking at me because they want to fuck me.

That thought made me feel more delicate and vulnerable than I ever had before.

Back on campus, Katie and Melody deliberately slowed their pace, heels clicking on the pavement, forcing us to parade behind them. My nerves were raw by the time we made it into our dorm. They wasted no time, sweeping in with us like they owned the place.

“Hang everything up,” Katie ordered, and we obeyed, putting bras and panties carefully into drawers while she and Melody claimed our desks. With practiced organization skills, they cleared away notebooks and laptops, replacing them with rows of makeup palettes, brushes, wig stands, and hair accessories.

By the time we were done, our dorm started to look less like a college guys’ room and more like a shared vanity space for two sorority girls.

“On your knees,” Katie commanded. “Hold hands.”

We knelt together on the carpet, our fingers interlaced without hesitation. There was no point in arguing now.

Katie crossed her arms, towering over us. “Alright, sissies. You did okay today. But there are going to be major changes.”

Her voice was sharp enough to make me swallow hard.

“From now on, you are to be dressed and made up whenever you’re in your room or ours. We’ll be checking. If we catch you in boy clothes, there will be hell to pay. This includes wearing your new breast forms. We were going to take you to buy them today, but my friend Sarah was kind enough to do it for us. You’ll thank her tomorrow. You’ll also learn to do your makeup. Melody’s made you a YouTube playlist.” She arched an eyebrow. “What do you say?”

Our voices trembled in unison. “Thank you, Melody.”

Katie wagged her finger. “That’s another thing. From now on, it’s Miss Melody and Miss Katie. Fail to address us properly, and you’ll be punished. Am I understood?”

“Yes, Miss Katie,” we replied shakily. The weight of it settled heavier than the wigs on our heads. It made clear the new status the girls had obviously decided to assign to us.

Katie’s smirk spread. “Also, you are no longer Tim and Matt. Those names are gone. Her name is Tiffany. Hers is Britney. What are your names?”

The words scraped my throat as I forced them out. “Britney, Miss Katie.”
“Tiffany, Miss Katie.”

“Good girls,” Katie cooed, patting our heads like pets.

The rules kept coming. No more male underwear, they’d be thrown away. Bras and panties every day. Shaved, moisturized, exfoliated bodies at all times. Painted toenails, always.

Melody leaned forward, her eyes glittering with excitement. “And that’s not even the fun part. You’re going to learn to be girls! Talk, act, flirt, dance, walk, think like girls. You’ll practice until it’s natural. And before you know it…” She giggled. “…you’ll be girls. The sweet little princesses we need you to be.”

I felt my chest tighten. Tiffany’s eyes darted nervously, and somehow he managed to whisper, “Miss Melody, what do you mean by you need us to be?”

Katie’s grin was predatory. “Because you’re going to be working for our business. The one you mocked. You wanted maids so badly? Now you’ll be maids. You’ll be paid eventually, after you’ve repaid us for today.”

“But Miss Katie,” I stammered, my voice cracking, “we can’t… people will see us. This is crazy.”

She crouched low, her eyes burning into mine. “You can and you will, girly boy. Because if you don’t…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “…everyone you know is going to see you making out with your little girlfriend.”

Silence crashed over us. Tiffany’s head bowed, and I stared at the carpet, tears threatening to spill.

Katie let it hang before softening her tone. “Now…I was going to punish you tonight, but I think you’ve had enough for one day. Tomorrow, however? Expect the spanking of a lifetime. You need to learn there are consequences for disobedience.”

My throat closed around the words, but I managed, “Thank you, Miss Katie.” Tiffany was crying openly, and I wasn’t far behind.

“Good girls,” she said, patting both our heads once again. “You can change if you want to go to the dining hall. But when you get back, it’s back in dresses, wigs, and makeup. Tomorrow, we’ll help you paint your nails so training can begin.”

With that, her and Melody gathered our old underwear into a bag, gave us one last smug smile, and swept out the door.

We stayed there on the floor for a moment, kneeling, processing what we had just been told. Our wigs felt heavy, our cheeks streaked with mascara-blackened tears. This was not how either of us imagined our first month of college going.


Chapter 3: Our First Big Test


Two weeks had passed since the mall trip, and our lives had been turned completely upside down. Everything in my daily routine felt off-balance now, classes, meals, even just walking across campus, because I felt different.

I trudged back from Intro to Calculus, the morning’s stresses still clinging to me like a weighted vest. I’d been dreading that class all week, and today had been as bad as I’d feared. The professor handed out a pop quiz as soon as we sat down, and I knew from the first question that I was screwed. My pencil hovered, and my mind went blank, the clock ticking louder with every passing second. By the end, I was sure I’d failed.

But the quiz wasn’t the worst part. The worst part was sitting there in that cramped lecture hall, trying to slouch forward so the thin indent of my bra strap didn’t show under my hoodie. The girls on both sides of me leaned close, reviewing their notes, chatting idly at times, as I sat on edge, praying they wouldn’t notice. It was unbearable, the constant reminder that I wasn’t just another regular guy who could sit back and relax in class anymore; I had a secret, and I had to make sure I kept it.

By the time I reached my dorm, my mood was already in the gutter. The second I opened the door and saw the room, it only sank lower.

The desk that once held my laptop and textbooks now looked like a vanity from some girly magazine, wigs resting neatly on stands, palettes of eyeshadow fanned out in rows, brushes and tubes lined up like surgical tools, and a faint smell of perfume that clung to the air. It was all there waiting for me, my new stuff.

I dropped my bag on the floor with a thud and collapsed into my chair. Thankfully, Tim wasn’t there. I wasn’t in the mood for conversation, especially not the kind we’d been having lately, quiet, awkward exchanges where every word was laced with the humiliation neither of us wanted to name out loud but was all too obvious.

For once, I was relieved. Relieved to be alone, relieved to not have to look at him in his blonde wig and short skirts and be reminded of how I must look too. But I knew that wouldn’t last.

At least it was Friday and my morning class was over, which meant no more lectures, no more quizzing professors, and no more risk of a too-tight hoodie exposing me. The weekend stretched ahead, though I already knew today was a big day, and it wasn’t going to be fun.

I pushed open the door to our dorm bathroom and peeled off my shorts and t-shirt, dropping them in a heap before catching my reflection in the mirror. For a moment, I just stared blankly. The sight that met me, smooth, hairless skin wrapped in nothing but a black satin bra and panties, still felt unreal, like my body belonged to someone else. From the neck down, I looked nothing like the boy I’d always seen staring back at me. I’d always been skinny, but shaved bare and fitted into lingerie, the shape staring back at me looked disturbingly feminine.

I unclasped the bra and slid the panties down, my eyes flicking briefly to the shimmer of my sparkly pink-painted toes as they pressed against the tile. Steam soon fogged the mirror as I stepped beneath the shower spray. The hot water washed over me, easing away the week’s tension, almost tricking me into forgetting everything else. Then the scent of my new body wash pulled me back, a glittery pink gel that left my skin faintly sparkling, soft as satin, and reeking of fruit and vanilla. It was impossible not to notice how girly it made me smell and feel. I hated it, but I also couldn’t deny the pleasantness of the smell and the feeling of my softened skin. Shampoo and conditioner from the same set finished the job; by the time I rinsed off, I smelled like the inside of a Bath & Body Works.

I dried quickly, then tucked, knowing the girls would expect it of us for our big test today, and pulled one of the fluffy pink towels Melody had gifted us from the rack. Wrapping it high across my chest the way they’d drilled into us, I padded back into the dorm room.

Tim sat at his desk in full view, legs bare beneath a white pleated miniskirt, his black off-the-shoulder tee with an image of bright red lips blowing a kiss on the front slipping low to reveal his collarbone as he studied a makeup tutorial on YouTube. He mimicked the motions in the mirror with a kind of resigned focus, brushes scattered across the desk.

“Hey, Britney, how was class?” he asked, slipping into his feminine voice. It was practiced and surprisingly convincing, though the weight in his tone gave away his unhappiness.

The girls’ newest rule echoed in my mind: even when you’re alone in your dorm, you will speak as girls, use your feminine voices and mannerisms, and act like ladies. The cameras hidden in the corners of our room guaranteed obedience. After Katie’s last punishment, neither of us dared to slip up.

“Hey, Tiffany, it was alright,” I answered lightly, rummaging through the drawer for fresh underwear. “How’s your tutorial going?”

His shoulders sagged. “It’s really hard. I can’t get my eyes right.”

“You’ll get the hang of it. I still can’t figure out my contour half the time,” I admitted, turning away discreetly to shimmy into a pair of dainty yellow lace panties with a little white flower at the front.

The room fell into its usual silence, the muted sound of Tim’s video, the sound of brushes against his skin, all while I prepared for the next step in my new routine. I sat cross-legged on my bed in just the panties, carefully applying glue to the backs of my breast forms. I held them firmly against my chest as the adhesive set, eyes drifting absently to the television. I looked ridiculous; smooth legs crossing delicately at the knee, sparkly pink toenails dangling off the mattress, a flimsy bit of yellow lace covering my flattened crotch, and the swell of artificial breasts settling into place against my torso. Everything about me in that moment screamed sissy.

I stood and went to my vanity, adjusting them in the mirror, refusing to look over at Tiffany, I mean Tim. It was getting harder and harder to think of him as Tim, as I was never allowed to call him that, and he was almost always dressed up around me. Still, I hated to give the girls that mental victory. I knew he was going through the same routine, but there was something unbearably humiliating about standing half-naked in frilly panties with breasts glued on in front of another guy, especially one I’d once imagined myself picking up girls with.

From the neck down, there was no escaping the illusion: the C-cups on my chest obscured everything below, leaving only a glimpse of painted toenails when I looked down. I remembered the test they’d shown us and, cheeks blazing, bounced lightly on the balls of my feet. The forms jiggled convincingly with every movement. My blush deepened as I pressed my lips together, hating how real it looked and hating even more that the weight of them was starting to feel natural.

I slipped my arms into the yellow lace bra that matched my panties, fumbling a little as I hooked the straps behind my back. With it fastened snug against my chest, the illusion became complete. From the neck down, I looked like a girl. That realization was crushing, especially when I thought about how I’d once come to college determined to reinvent myself as a more masculine kind of guy.

I opened my closet, scanning the clothes the girls had bought for us alongside the growing number of hand-me-downs we had been given. My eyes settled on the navy blue wrap dress. Sliding into its silky fabric was like sliding into another identity. The cool material flowed across my skin, sending a shiver down my back as I tugged it into place and tied the bow at the back. Three-inch navy block-heeled pumps completed the look. I sat on the edge of my bed to buckle them on, my legs pale and smooth under the hem of the dress, then stood, wobbling slightly until I found balance.

At my vanity, I followed along with a tutorial, blending the last touches of color across my face. By the time I finished filling in my lips with the same coral-pink lipstick that had been used for my mall makeover two weeks ago, I looked impossibly girly. I was just adding a bit of gloss across the center of my mouth when a knock rattled the door.

Tiffany and I froze instantly. That sound always froze us, like prey hearing a predator. If it was the girls, they would never announce themselves. Whoever’s turn it was had to answer dressed as they were, and we were not allowed to keep the girls waiting. My stomach dropped, it was my turn.

The knock came again, louder. Panic pushed me to action. I tugged on my wig, adjusted it in the mirror, and rose to my feet. My heels mocked me with every click across the floor, a delicate, unmistakably feminine rhythm that made me wince with every step. I prayed it wouldn’t be anyone besides Melody or Katie.

I opened the door. Relief and dread hit me at once. It was Katie.

She swept inside without so much as a glance, her presence instantly filling the room with authority. Reflex snapped my body into the motion I’d been drilled on. I pinched the hem of my dress between my fingers, placed one heeled foot behind the other, and dipped into a curtsy, lowering my eyes. “Hey, Miss Kate!” I squeaked in the girliest, most sugary tone I could muster.

Tiffany followed with his own curtsy, less eager than me but, ironically, more natural in his delicate movements.

Katie ignored us both, claiming my bed as her throne and stretching out comfortably with her shoes still on. “So,” she began, her tone sharp, “we’ve got a few problems.”

We stepped closer, bowing our heads submissively, hoping it wasn’t serious.

“I noticed on the nanny cam that you two got dressed before doing your makeup,” she said, her voice dripping with mock patience. “Now, how many times have I told you? Makeup first, while you’re still in your bra and panties. You ruin one of these pretty outfits, you’re going to regret it.”

We dropped into curtsies again, voices trembling in unison: “I’m sorry, Miss Katie, it won’t happen again.”

She laughed at that, clearly entertained by how automatic our submission had become. Then her gaze shifted to Tim. “And you,” she snapped, “what’s with the attitude lately? Do I need to put you over my knee again to remind you how to behave?”

I saw the tension in his jaw, the way his eyes darkened, but he swallowed it down. Fighting back would only mean worse. With a forced sweetness in his voice, he dipped into another curtsy. “I’m so sorry, Miss Katie. I promise I’ll do better. You don’t need to spank me again, I swear.”

The words looked like they burned his throat on the way out. I remembered all too clearly the last time she’d followed through on that threat, our cries muffled against the bed, makeup smeared with tears, the shame etched into our faces afterward as we sat in silence for the rest of the night. Compared to that, a humiliating apology was by far the lesser price to pay.

Katie’s lips curved into a slow, cruel smirk. She leaned forward, studying us like we were pets lined up for inspection. “Good girl,” she cooed, the phrase delivered in the same voice someone might use for a child who’d managed to say please.

We both kept our heads down, pretending not to have a problem with the way she was talking to us.

She crossed her legs, her heel bouncing idly. “Now. Tonight’s your big test. If you pass, you’ll be rewarded. If you fail…” her eyes gleamed, “then it’s time we step up your training.”

The words lingered like a threat and a promise, hanging heavily in the room.

Ever since our training had started, the girls had devised a series of “tests” to measure our progress. Each one was humiliating in its own way; some focused on makeup, some on how well we dressed and carried ourselves like girls, some on our ability to make small talk or even flirt, and other times on cleaning and serving with “proper” manners, as if preparing us for some twisted job interview. We dreaded them, not just because they were degrading, but because failure meant punishment: spanking, and usually some new addition to the already exhausting regimen.

This one, Katie explained, was different. Today’s test supposedly marked the completion of “phase one” of our training. What that meant, I wasn’t sure, but the way she smiled when she said it made me nervous.

“We’re ready, Miss Katie,” I said, doing my best to sound confident and enthusiastic in a girly way, though my stomach tightened in dread.

“Good.” Katie hopped off my bed like a drill sergeant giving her orders, causing us both to flinch. “Because your test begins now. Do your nails and knock on our door when you’re ready. Bring purses with your stuff inside them. Be quick about it.”

We both dipped into curtsies, skirts flaring as our heels clicked against the floor, and escorted her out.

The moment the door shut, Tiffany and I scrambled into action. We sat at our respective desks, carefully brushing polish over our nails in slow, deliberate streaks. Neither of us dared to make a mistake, smudged polish meant lateness, and lateness meant consequences. I hesitated between two bottles: hot pink with glitter, matching my toes, or a deep blue that would complement my dress. With no time to repaint, I chose the pink, bracing myself for the intensity of the day as I began painting. Beside me, Tiffany worked crimson red onto his fingertips, the same bold shade that glared from his toes and matched the lips on his top.

When we finished, we sat at our desks blowing gently across our nails, wrists flexed upward and fingers spread, hyper-aware of how coquettish we looked. It was ridiculous, yet necessary. Once dry, we chose purses to match our outfits, gave ourselves a few generous sprays of perfume, then took a synchronized breath before leaving.

When we arrived at the girls’ apartment, my heart sank. They weren’t alone. Three more girls were waiting with them, the same three who had been present the night of our first humiliation: Amanda, Gina, and Sarah. Two I hadn’t seen since, and the third, Sarah, only once, when she dropped off our breast forms. The air felt charged. This wasn’t just another test. It was a showcase of what they had done to us in such a short time.

“Oh my God!” one of them squealed. She was tall, with blonde curls bouncing around her shoulders. “You guys, I mean girls,” she corrected with a smirk, “are even prettier in person. I can’t believe what you’ve done to them! I seriously didn’t think it was possible to make boys this feminine.”

Melody clasped her hands together, glowing with her usual sweetness. “Aww, that’s so nice! What do you say to Amanda, girls?”

Heat flooded my face. The degradation burned deeper with extra eyes watching. We both dropped into curtsies, our voices chiming in unison: “Thank you, Miss Amanda.”

“Aww, precious,” Melody cooed. Her tone was always affectionate, but I knew she was aware of how demeaning this was for us.

Katie’s voice cut through the room like a blade. “Alright, enough. Today’s test consists of six parts. The first is appearance, which you’ll be judged on now. After that: your grace in heels, your ability to clean under, um, pressure, your skill at flirting with boys, and your willingness to obey us despite your own humiliation. The sixth test will be ongoing; your mannerisms, voice, attitude, and posture will be judged throughout everything else you do today.”

Her eyes locked onto me. “We’ll start with you, Britney. Give us a twirl and tell us about your outfit.”

The pit in my stomach grew heavier, but I knew hesitation would be worse. So I pasted on my brightest, sweetest smile and minced forward, exaggerating the sway of my hips and the wiggle of my butt. Each click of my heels against the floor felt deafening.

When I reached the center of the room, I shifted my weight deliberately, planting one hand on my hip and popping the other side out with practiced drama, like a runway model pausing mid-walk. I held the pose for a moment, cheeks aching from my forced smile, before gathering the hem of my wrap dress between my fingers and giving an enthusiastic twirl. The skirt flared high, brushing my thighs and exposing my yellow lace panties as I spun, and the watching girls clapped and cheered as though I were a pet performing tricks.

My voice came out high and airy when I spoke, not fully female but stripped of its old depth.

"So, about the dress,” I smiled, looking down at the dress and smoothing my hands down the sides of it. “I wanted something playful but still chic, so I went with this navy blue wrap minidress. It cinches perfectly at the waist, giving me a cute figure, and shows just enough cleavage to feel flirty.” Unfortunately, this was true; my breast forms weren’t quite visible, but the neckline was low enough to emphasize my bust without outright showing it. “I paired it with matching block-heeled pumps, about three inches, which give me a little extra height but are still easy to walk in.” I hesitated momentarily, not knowing what to say, but then snapping back into character, splayed my wrists limply and flexed my fingers in front of me the way I had been taught for the girls to see.  “I did my nails and toes in a sparkly pink polish because it feels girly and fun against the darker blue. For makeup, I kept it bright and summery, a pinkish glow, a pop of blue color on the eyes to match my dress, and coral pink lips with a touch of gloss to add some extra cuteness. I guess, like, the whole outfit feels feminine, confident, and a little glamorous without being over the top."

Keeping my wrist soft and my fingers flexed in what I hoped was a graceful flourish, I finished my little presentation with a delicate flick of my hair over my shoulder. Then I dipped into a curtsy, lowering my gaze as I stepped back, waiting for the verdict. Even before I’d finished speaking, I could tell it had landed well; the girls had been giggling and smiling throughout. Melody’s smile looked so radiant and almost maternal, her eyes shining as though she were on the verge of tears.

She suddenly stepped forward, arms opening. Before I could even react, I was pulled into her embrace, my body pressed firmly against hers. “Good girl,” she whispered warmly in my ear, her lips brushing against my skin.

The contact sent a jolt through me. I had obviously hugged girls before, but this was nothing like it. With my penis tucked tightly beneath my lacey panties and the feel of my boobs pressed against hers, every trace of what would’ve otherwise been masculine pride was erased from such an intimate interaction with this beautiful girl. My perfume mingled with hers, floral layered with fruity, until I could barely tell which scent was mine. Surrounded by laughter and chatter, on display in my heels and dress, I felt stripped of every shred of manhood.

And yet I felt a strange sort of heat bloom inside my panties. Humiliation twisted together with arousal, and the more I tried to suppress it, the stronger it spread. The tape remained firm as my tucked shaft strained against it helplessly, creating an almost unbearable pressure that radiated outward in waves. My thighs trembled and a shiver ran up my spine and broke over me in a flush of warmth that made my skin tickle. I was both ashamed and confused by what I was feeling. This was different than the typical arousal I was used to feeling, more feminine or passive, I guess, but I was extremely aroused nonetheless.

When Melody finally let go, I nearly stumbled. The girls clapped and praised, their commentary sharp but approving. “Excellent outfit choice, I love your dress,” Amanda said. “Although,” Gina teased, “someone could use a little jewelry. Maybe a hair clip, or earrings.” Katie gave me a rare nod, her expression less strict than usual. Even she seemed satisfied. I had passed the first test.

Relief washed over me, it was dizzying. My trial was done. Now it was Tiffany’s turn.

I glanced at  Tim, though that name felt harder and harder to refer to him. In his skirt and heels, his movements soft and graceful, it was almost impossible to picture the boy I’d once known. I suspected he felt the same about me. He stepped forward to the center of the room, his posture stiff, awaiting the cue to begin.

So, about my outfit,” he blushed nervously, tugging at the hem of his white pleated miniskirt as if that would make it any longer. “I wanted something a little more daring, so I went with this skirt. It swishes when I move, and um, it definitely puts my legs on full display.” He shifted his weight, trying to look casual even though the short length clearly kept him hyper-aware of every movement. “For my top, I picked this black off-the-shoulder tee with red lips across the front. It hangs loose on one side, showing a bit of shoulder, which feels kind of sexy without being too over the top.”

He adjusted the strap of one of his high-heeled sandals, black ones, with thin straps that wound lightly around his ankles, and forced himself to stand tall. “I thought these heels matched the mood of the outfit, you know, playful but still kind of…sexy.” He blushed every time he said sexy.

Brushing a strand of hair back and giving a small smile, he tilted his head slightly to the side and continued. “For makeup, I went bolder this time. Smokier eyes, sharper lines, and, um, these red lips and nails to match the shirt,” he pouted and preened his nails the same way that I had. “I also added some gloss so my lips would look brighter, fuller, and maybe even a little kissable.” The girls cracked up, and his cheeks flushed, quickly looking down again. “I guess the whole look is very confident, maybe even seductive. It’s a little scary, honestly, but also kind of exciting to wear it.”

Following my lead, he dipped into a curtsy, his pleated skirt fanning out as he lowered his gaze, then stepped back to stand demurely in front of the girls. His movements were careful, practiced, though the stiffness in his shoulders betrayed just how much effort it cost him.

The laughter that had bubbled through the room during his display slowly died down, replaced by the sharp edge of Katie’s voice. “So, Tiffany,” she smirked, eyes narrowing as she teased him, “you want to be seductive, huh? With your kissable lips? Well, you definitely achieved that. I know more than a few guys who’d love to fuck you. Maybe we should make that happen.”

Tiffany’s head dropped instantly, eyes fixed on the floor. He said nothing as he stood there in silence, praying she was joking. The heat creeping into his ears made his posture all the more feminine, like a scolded schoolgirl too embarrassed to answer back.

The verdict came quickly. Overall, the girls were satisfied, just as they had been with me. Their main critiques matched mine: a lack of jewelry, no hair accessories, unpierced ears. Katie delivered the list like orders, her voice cutting. “We’ll fix that soon enough.”

Melody’s tone was gentler but no less humiliating. “Your outfit’s a little casual for tonight, sweetheart,” she said with a smile, tilting her head as she appraised him. Tiffany shuffled on his heels, visibly shrinking under the comment. But then she added brightly, “Still, you make up for it with that gorgeous makeup. And hiking your skirt up so high? Very brave. Very sexy. I'm proud of you.” Her comments left him flustered and embarrassed, though I could tell he felt a strange sense of pride creeping in at hearing her say she was proud of him.

Katie chimed in again, always twisting the knife. “That slim little build of yours…not a muscle in sight. Perfect for off-the-shoulder tops. You were made for them, Tiffany.” Her smirk radiated satisfaction as he visibly sagged, the words stripping away whatever scraps of masculine pride he might have clung to.

Overall, the verdict was clear: Tim, like me, had passed. The first test was complete. Melody stepped forward to offer him a congratulatory hug. It wasn’t nearly as intimate as the one she had given me, though it wasn’t quite casual. Yet I could see the way his breath caught, the way his fingers tensed around his purse strap as her curves pressed briefly against his own artificially feminized body. The arousal was written on his face, chased immediately by shame. It mirrored exactly what I had felt moments before: that same disorienting cocktail of humiliation and desire, warmth spreading throughout the body, emanating from a penis that was tucked tightly and hidden away.

The next test started shortly after. We were to do salsa dancing in the feminine role with Amanda as our lead. We had both become quite graceful walking in heels, but neither of us had any practice dancing. They couldn’t expect us to be great, I reasoned, we would just have to do our best to follow her lead without tripping or stumbling. We were both given a quick demonstration by the girls and then, without any practice, told to begin. Once again, I was to go first.

The music started, and Amanda stepped forward, grinning as she offered me her hand. Normally, I would be thrilled to dance with such a beautiful girl, except, of course, she was taking the lead, she was the guy, and I was supposed to be the girl.

I slipped my hand into hers, palm soft against her firm grip, and rested my other hand limply on her surprisingly muscular shoulder. With her other hand on my back, I let her guide me across the room. She spun me suddenly, and the hem of my wrap dress flared around my thighs, making me gasp and cling tighter. My heels clicked against the floor as I tried to match her steps, each movement exaggerated by the extra height.

She drew me close and dipped me playfully. I gasped again, my hand grasping tightly onto her bicep as my balance nearly gave way. The other girls laughed and cheered, but I was determined to remain focused. The heels made me sway with every step, and yet, somehow, I was dancing, letting her guide me, my body falling into the role I was supposed to play despite my own embarrassment.

I tried to keep my wrists delicate and my movements fluid, just as I’d been shown, though inside I felt ridiculous and prissy. The sparkle of my pink nails flashed every time I lifted my hand, and the gloss on my lips caught the light as I maintained a forced smile, knowing that my attitude would count as much as my dancing. When the song ended, I curtsied instinctively and nearly lost my balance again, the girls clapping and cheering as they informed me I’d just passed my second test.

It was Tiffany’s turn now. I wished him luck as I eased myself down onto the edge of the bed, careful to smooth the hem of my dress so it didn’t ride up too high. Settling modestly, I pressed my knees together before crossing one leg over the other at the thigh, my movements deliberate and feminine with the knowledge that I was being graded on this. My block heel dangled just above the floor, toes pointing lightly as I had seen elegant women do before. I folded my hands neatly in my lap, fingers resting atop one another, wrists relaxed, my nails catching a faint sparkle in the light. My whole pose radiated a shy elegance, demure and feminine. As I sat waiting for the girls to cue the music, I hoped that my posture was ladylike enough for them, though I was almost certain it was. I felt ladylike.

"I’m gonna do my best,” Tiffany muttered, tugging at the hem of his tiny pleated skirt as the music started. Amanda grinned and stepped up to him, sliding her hand into his the same way she had with me. She was leading again of course, which meant he was left to stumble through the girl’s role as best he could.

The first few steps weren’t too bad, though his heeled sandals made him wobble a few times. The skirt swished against his thighs frequently exposing his hot pink satin panties as he tried to follow her rhythm, but his feet never seemed to land exactly where they should. When she spun him, he also gasped nervously, the movement throwing him off balance just enough that he had to clutch her arm to steady himself, just like I did.

With his cheeks burning, Amanda giggled and pulled him right back into step. His glossy red lips parted in a nervous smile as he did his best to move the way we’d been shown. Still, every time she guided him into a turn, I felt like he was half a beat behind, his sandals clicking clumsily against the floor.

When she playfully dipped him, he literally squealed and very clearly gripped her tighter. I was certain he was going to topple over. The girls giggled and cheered; they were enjoying the spectacle of him trying, failing, and trying again all to please them. I felt bad for him, this was as crushing to my ego as I'm sure it was to his, but at least I passed. By the end, when the music stopped, he gave a shaky curtsy, his tiny skirt flaring enough to offer another peek at his panties. “Guess I still need more practice,” he admitted nervously.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Katie said snidely, “you’ll get plenty. For now, you both passed, but I’ll have to figure out a way to deal with this. Every girl needs to know how to dance.”

“Yes, mistress,” Tiffany dipped into a submissive and genuinely grateful curtsy, and just like that, we were on to the next test. This couldn’t be over soon enough.

Katie didn’t waste any time announcing the next part of our test. “Alright, girls,” she said, her voice clipped and authoritative, “time to see how well you clean.” She motioned for us to follow, leading us down the hall to Amanda’s room. My stomach churned with dread before we even reached the door.

When it swung open, I understood why.

The place was a disaster, clothes thrown across the floor, empty coffee cups and soda cans covering the desk, makeup scattered over the dresser, trash and snack wrappers piled up like a teenager’s first apartment. It was chaos, and it was obviously intentional.

Melody leaned casually against the doorway, grinning. “Welcome to your next challenge,” she said. “You’ve got thirty minutes to make this place spotless. And you’re gonna do it properly dressed, just to make it a little more fun!”

Katie’s eyes cut to us like a whip. “Strip bitches! Bras and panties only, shoes stay on. Now.”

Heat shot up my neck as Tiffany and I fumbled with our outfits, peeling them off while the girls watched. Soon, we stood in nothing but our bras, panties, and high heels, clutching our purses awkwardly before setting them aside. The cool air against my bare skin made me hyper-aware of every curve the girls had sculpted onto us, from the glued-on boobs jutting against the satin of my bra to the way the panties flattened me in the front and complemented me in the back. I felt weak and vulnerable.

“Remember,” Katie added, “manners at all times. No attitude. No sighing or complaining. You’ll be polite if someone is in your way or if you need something. Fail to do so, and you fail this part of the test.” As she spoke, Gina opened up her phone to record, adding to the ever-growing pile of blackmail they had on us.

“Yes, Miss Katie,” we said in unison, curtsying automatically, though our skirts were gone and the subservient movement only served to amuse the girls and make me feel even more pathetic and exposed.

“Good. Begin.”

We immediately got to work, heels clicking awkwardly against the mess as we started picking up discarded clothes and trash. Tiffany gathered empty cups into a pile while I tried to organize the dresser, but the girls wasted no time making things worse. Amanda casually walked behind me and kicked over the pile I’d just made, looking me up and down condescendingly as if she was daring me to stand up to her.

I froze, cheeks burning. The rules echoed in my mind. Manners, always be polite. This was a test within the test. Amanda was blatantly asserting her dominance, bullying me as I cleaned for her in my dainty lingerie. I wanted to tell her off and walk out right then and there, but to my utter debasement, I knew I couldn’t.  I forced a polite smile, though my voice cracked. “Um, excuse me, Miss Amanda. Could you please move over a bit? I just want to organize this pile.”

She laughed in my face, delighted at my surrender, an unspoken confirmation of the girls’ authority. “Aww, she said please! How sweet. Sure, princess.”

Behind me, Melody was scattering makeup across the dresser again, deliberately mixing lipsticks and eyeshadows I’d just lined up. “Oops,” she sang, giving me a mock-innocent look.

I swallowed hard. “Excuse me, Miss Melody,” I said, voice soft and syrupy, “would you mind moving over there so I can tidy up the dresser?”

“Aww, listen to her!” Melody cooed, but she stepped aside, giving me a playful swat on the butt on her way over to the bed.

Across the room, Tiffany wasn’t faring better. Sarah blocked his path with a chair, crossing her legs and sipping from a can she’d pulled from the fridge. “Careful, Tiff, you missed a spot,” she teased, pouring the soda on the floor. Tiffany hesitated, his fists tightening, then remembered the rules.

Everywhere we turned, the girls found new ways to trip us up. Katie deliberately spilled another can of soda across the desk I had just wiped, watching as it dripped onto the floor. “Oh no,” she said, mock concern in her voice, “better clean that before it stains, girly boy.”

“Yes, Miss Katie,” I muttered, scrambling for paper towels in my heels, the sound of my own steps dainty and humiliating.

Amanda leaned over me as I wiped, so close that her hair brushed my cheek. “Do you spend a lot of time down on your knees like that, Britney? You look like a natural.”

The others erupted into giggles. I forced myself to smile, cheeks burning, and said sweetly, “Thank you, Miss Amanda, I've been doing a lot of cleaning lately,” knowing full well that’s not what she meant. I just had to focus on getting through this without making my situation even worse.

She stepped back with a grin. “Such a polite little maid.”

Tiffany, meanwhile, had moved to the trash pile in the corner, only for Melody to saunter over and drop a bag of chips onto the floor at his feet. He gasped and nearly snapped but caught himself.

“Miss Melody,” he said through clenched teeth disguised as a smile, “may I please have the vacuum to clean this up?”

Her eyebrows lifted in gleeful surprise at his reaction. “Oh, such a polite little lady.” She passed him the vacuum and patted his pink panties as he bent down, making him flinch as the girls howled. This was truly degrading.

Minutes dragged on this way. Every time we gained ground, another “accident” would set us back. Clothes we had just folded got tossed on the floor, soda got spilled, crumbs were dropped deliberately onto freshly vacuumed spots. And each time, the humiliation deepened, not just in the cleaning, but in the endless stream of polite requests we were forced to make and questions we were forced to answer.

“Miss Katie, would you mind moving your shoes so I can wipe there?”
“Yes, Miss Gina, my pink lingerie makes me feel very feminine.”
“Miss Amanda, could I have the trash bag back?”

Each phrase felt like sandpaper against my pride, yet we repeated them again and again in syrupy voices, two emasculated boys who knew they had no choice but to please their mistresses. Although I didn’t feel much like a boy at all, emasculated or otherwise.

By the time Katie finally called, “Time’s up!” both Tim and I were flushed, panting, our panties sticking to our skin with sweat, our manicured hands sticky from scrubbing. The room looked passably clean, though the smirks on the girls’ faces told me they cared less about the result and more about the effort.

Katie rose from her perch and surveyed us, arms crossed. “Hmm. Not perfect. But you stayed polite, even when you were frustrated. That counts for something, you’re learning your place.” She glanced at Amanda’s spotless floor and smirked. “I suppose you pass. Good job, girls.”

Relief washed over me, though it was hollow. My body trembled from the effort just as my mind did from the intense and repeated degradation. Thirty minutes of cleaning in nothing but heels and lace had left me feeling completely emasculated and helpless. And yet, somehow it had all begun to feel arousing to some degree. I couldn’t explain it, but despite my intense humiliation, it kind of felt exciting mincing around in my lacey yellow lingerie, doing everything I could to please my mistresses, whom I had begun to accept were in charge of me. Though I couldn’t admit any of this to myself, I knew it deep down, and the return of my straining, compressed erection when Katie said “good job, girls” did nothing to dispute it.

Katie clapped her hands once, sharp and commanding. “Alright, girls. Clothes back on.”

Tiffany and I scrambled to slip into our outfits again, fumbling with zippers and bows, trying to compose ourselves. It felt strange, pulling the fabric over skin still sticky with sweat from the cleaning trial, but at least being covered gave a fleeting sense of modesty. Once dressed, we were told to spray ourselves with some more perfume, then sat side by side on the edge of Amanda’s bed, legs crossed, hands folded neatly in our laps like obedient dolls.

“Now wait,” Katie instructed. “And remember what we practiced the other day.”

The room grew quiet, the girls chatting in low tones while we sat motionless, every muscle tense. Then came the knock. Three short raps at the door. My breath caught. Tiffany’s hands twitched nervously against his skirt.

Amanda opened the door, and two guys walked in, both tall and athletic-looking. Their smirks gave them away immediately: they were here for us.

“Perfect timing,” Amanda purred. “Gentlemen, meet our girls.”

My heart sank. Tiffany and I exchanged a panicked glance, but Katie’s sharp voice snapped us back into place. “Up. Say hi to the handsome men.”

We both rose, curtsying automatically as the guys laughed. My voice came out high and airy: “Hello, sirs.” Tiffany echoed me, his falsetto softer but no less feminine.

“Now,” Katie said sweetly, “Britney, you’ll take Mark. Tiffany, you’ll take Jason. Each of you, onto the beds. Sit with them. Be charming like we practiced.”

It was phrased like an invitation, but the edge in her tone made it clear it was an order.

Mark sat down on Amanda’s bed, legs sprawled, looking me up and down for any signs of masculinity, but he found none. I forced myself to perch beside him, smoothing my skirt as I sat, keeping my knees together and ankles crossed just as I’d been taught. Across the room, Tiffany joined Jason on the other bed, his posture a bit more stiff, his painted nails twisting nervously in his lap.

Melody leaned against the wall with Sarah beside her, both watching me closely as Sarah recorded the interaction. Katie, Amanda, and Gina gathered around Tiffany, giving orders just loud enough for him to hear while Gina recorded.

“Alright, Britney,” Melody coached, her tone bright. “Touch his arm. Smile. Ask him something sweet and inviting.”

My heart hammered, but I obeyed. I rested my manicured hand lightly on Mark’s forearm, making my hand soft and delicate. “So…” I managed, voice trembling but high pitched, “do you play sports? You look like an athlete.”

He smirked, playing his part. “Basketball. So, you like tall guys?”

The girls burst out laughing, and Melody clapped her hands with genuine excitement for me that I obviously didn’t share. “Oh my god, he’s flirting with you. Now giggle and answer him, Britney, he asked you a question. Show him you’re shy but interested.”

I did as I was told, lowering my gaze and batting my lashes, I let out a soft, girly laugh that felt submissive and coy. The blatantly forced sound made Mark chuckle, which only seemed to delight the girls further.

On the other bed, Tiffany was struggling. Katie whispered orders at him through gritted teeth like a drill sergeant. “Get closer. Lean in, Tiffany. No boy’s gonna like you sitting like a statue.”

Jason threw an arm casually around Tiffany’s shoulders, making him flinch. “Relax, babe,” Jason teased. “I won’t bite...unless you want me to.”

Amanda chimed in, “Now twirl your hair, Tiffany. Bite your lip a little. Do something to show him you’re grateful for his attention.”

Tiffany obeyed hesitantly, his fingers fumbling as he toyed with his wig, his glossy red lips parting in what was supposed to be a sultry gesture but came out nervous and forced. The room erupted in giggles anyway.

“Ask him a question,” Gina coached. “Something flirty. Like you want to know more about him since you clearly find him sooo attractive.”

Tiffany swallowed hard. “Um…do you…do you have a girlfriend?” His falsetto cracked halfway through, making the girls giggle again. Looking over I saw that he was flushed red with shame and embarrassment. How could he not be? We were sitting on our mistresses’ beds in dresses and flirting with boys.

Jason grinned. “Not at the moment.” His hand slid lower across Tiffany’s back, and Katie snapped her fingers. “Good girl, Tiffany. Now lean into him. Show appreciation when a man gives you attention.”

“Yes, Miss Katie,” Tiffany whispered, blushing furiously as he leaned into Jason’s arms.

Meanwhile, Melody was guiding me further. “Britney, touch his chest. Compliment him. Don’t be shy.”

I shifted nervously, laying my hand against Mark’s shirt, feeling the heat of his body beneath and the hardness of muscles I wished I had. “You’re…really strong,” I said, trying to sound playful, “I love your chest.”

“Strong enough to pick you up,” Mark joked, wrapping one arm around my waist and scooping me up by my legs with the other, placing me in his lap. The girls roared with laughter as my entire body tensed.

“Relax, Britney,” Sarah teased. “That’s what a confident girl who’s comfortable in her sexuality would do. Wiggle your cute little butt until you're comfortable on him and then get back to flirting.”

I forced myself to lean into him, my perfume mixing with his cologne, and my glued-on boobs pressing against the edge of his chest. I wiggled my butt back until I was resting against him, all too aware that besides his jeans and boxers, the only thing between his manhood and me was my delicate lace panties and the thin blue skirt of my wrap dress. I felt so vulnerable, but my smile may as well have been painted on; I knew better than to falter. “You smell really good, Mark,” I whispered as I rubbed his chest and tilted my head coyly, the words sticking like honey in my throat. That’s when I felt his erection growing beneath me, pulsating against my butt cheeks as he gently stroked my hair and complimented me on the way I smelled too. It was big, much bigger than mine. My cheeks burned with shame as I shifted uncomfortably, feeling more delicate and emasculated than I ever had before, with my own penis tucked securely away beneath my girly lingerie and chic dress while his was free to get hard and poke me every time I shifted.

Melody’s face lit up as she realized what was happening, her voice soft and approving. “Good girl. Very good girl.”

For the next several minutes, Tiffany and I were made to flirt clumsily, guided by a chorus of instructions, to giggle, compliment, twirl our hair, and bat our lashes. Every action felt rehearsed and ridiculous, but with two boys playing along and five girls judging every move, we had no choice but to perform. In fact, I know Mark wasn’t just playing along. The more we flirted, the more his erection throbbed, and the lower his hands roamed, caressing my butt and occasionally squeezing it. I looked over and saw that Tiffany was also on Jason’s lap and wondered if he had run into the same problem.

By the time Katie finally called an end to the exercise, both Tiffany and I were flushed, humiliated, and trembling from the effort of maintaining our flirty demeanors. The guys stood, laughing with the girls as if this was the most normal thing in the world, while we sat frozen on the beds, skirts smoothed over our thighs, legs crossed, and hands folded once again like obedient little girls awaiting further instruction.

Katie’s smirk made my stomach twist even before she spoke. “For your final test,” she said, her voice calm and cruel, “we’re going to see how far you’ll go to humiliate yourselves for us. We’ll be taking you both outside for this part, so prepare yourselves; this is going to be hard.”

Tiffany stiffened beside me. His falsetto cracked as he blurted out, “Miss Katie, please…in public? Everyone will see us…this is too much.”

Katie’s eyes narrowed like a whip crack. “Do you want to fail phase one? Because I promise if you do, things will become much, much worse for you. And in case you’re thinking of backing out of your training and new job, we have plenty of new blackmail material from the past two weeks to persuade you, especially today.”

“No, Miss Katie,” he muttered, eyes downcast. He dipped into a small curtsy, the gesture shaky and defeated.

“Good. Then strip down and change.”

The outfits they handed us were beyond humiliating. Tiffany was allowed to keep his already-too-short white pleated skirt, but Gina tugged it higher herself, forcing him to wear it hiked up indecently so that every step would flash his panties. It was paired with a pink lace crop top that barely contained his boobs. I was given a sequined hot-pink minidress so tight it felt painted onto my skin, paired with suntan pantyhose that made my legs gleam under the dorm room lights. Then came the stilettos, at least four inches, wobbly and loud.

It was the final blow that made the situation so much worse: “Wigs off,” Katie ordered.

The air drained from the room. My hand froze at my scalp. Without my wig, my short, unmistakably male hair would show. The illusion of passing as girls, albeit slutty ones, would collapse into something much worse: sissies, paraded around for our mistresses’ entertainment.

“Now,” Katie snapped.

Slowly, Tiffany and I peeled them off, placing the wigs neatly on the bed. The reflection in the mirror made me want to crawl under the bed, sequins, pantyhose, heels, and a boy’s haircut to undermine it all. Emasculated didn’t even begin to cover the way I was feeling, I felt naked and exposed.

“Perfect,” Amanda purred. “Now let’s go.”

The walk across campus was torture. Every click of my stilettos on the pavement felt like a gunshot. The sequined dress clung to my curves, flashing under the light, and the suntan hose made my legs look airbrushed, exaggeratedly smooth. Beside me, Tiffany shuffled in his hiked-up skirt, his blush so deep it looked painted on.

“Posture,” Gina barked. “Chin up. You fairies should look excited to be out for a stroll with your mistresses.”

I obeyed, even as I trembled with every step. My short hair exposed me, my perfume created a floral cloud around me, and my breast forms bounced with every shaky step. People noticed immediately.

“Holy shit, that’s scary,” a guy called out from a bench.
“Cute dress, sweetheart!” a girl teased, her friends erupting into giggles.
Another group of guys wolf-whistled. “Work it, ladies!”

My chest tightened until I could barely breathe. I wanted to vanish, but the girls herded us onward, smiling like mothers parading their daughters at a beauty pageant.

Then came the real humiliation they had planned for us, approaching strangers.

“Britney,” Melody said sweetly, “go compliment those two girls by the fountain. Be charming and see if you can get one of their numbers.”

My heart plummeted. This is exactly what I used to dream college would be like. Walking up to pretty girls, being smooth, flirting, but as a man. And now here I was, wearing a tight pink dress with pink pouty lips, about to humiliate myself for the amusement of these dominant women. I was trembling; this couldn’t be happening.

I minced toward the fountain, my suntan-clad legs gleaming, sequins catching the light. The girls sitting there noticed me instantly. Their eyes widened, then narrowed. One nudged the other and whispered, both smirking.

“H-hi,” I stammered, my voice high and soft. “I just wanted to say your outfits are really pretty. You both look amazing.” I unconsciously nibbled at my sparkly pink nail and shifted in my stilettos, unintentionally looking even more coy and girly. Some nearby girls burst into laughter as I focused my attention on the pretty grinning blonde girl, obviously amused by me. “I was wondering if…maybe I could get your number?”

Her brunette friend tilted her head, eyes glittering, and giggled. “Oh my god. Are you serious?” The blonde clutched her arm, giggling harder. “Sorry, sweetie. I’m not really interested. Maybe you could try that group of guys over there; they seem more your speed.”

The girls laughed at me as I walked away, my face burning hot with shame. I'd be lying if I said I expected it to go any differently. Still, I began to wonder if I would’ve had a chance with her had the circumstances been different. I guess it didn’t matter now. Dressed as I was and forced to act as I was, I knew I had no chance of any girls I was interested in seeing me sexually. I fought back tears as I walked back to the girls, distraught by the realization that my flirting would likely be directed at men now, while women would find me pathetic and amusing.

“Try again, cutie,” Melody’s voice rang. “Another group.”

A few minutes later, I stood in front of an attractive Asian girl near the library, her three friends huddled around. They stared openly, lips twitching with amusement.

“I just wanted to say your hair is gorgeous,” I told her, my voice trembling. “You’re really beautiful. I was wondering if I could maybe get your number?”

She smiled kindly, though her friends giggled and turned away. “That’s so sweet of you,” she said. “You’re really pretty too, I love your outfit! But, um, I’m kind of seeing someone right now, sorry.”

Behind her, one of her friends giggled, whispering loudly enough to hear: “Holy shit, I thought he was gay! Why is he dressed like that?” Another added, “Bet he’s a sissy. Did you see those girls laughing by the art building when he approached? I think they sent him over.”

This was my literal worst nightmare. That girl was actually my type and was super sweet, kind of like Melody. Unfortunately, just like Melody, she saw me as a sissy, definitely not dating material. Once again, I fought back tears, trembling with shame as I replayed the moment I tried to flirt and she responded to me like I was a girl, complimenting my outfit and calling me pretty. I knew this was what the girls wanted. They wanted to drill into me that I was not a man and that everyone knew it, that I had no chance of being a ladies’ man because I was more lady than man. I couldn’t believe this was happening to me.

Next came the boys. Katie pointed toward two by the dining hall, tossing a football. “Britney, them. Get one of their numbers and be extra feminine.”

I minced up, stomach churning. They looked me over with open disgust.

“Uh, hey,” I said, twirling my short hair. “I just, um, I think you’re really handsome. Maybe I could have your number?”

They blinked, then burst out laughing. One shook his head. “Dude, what the fuck. I'm obviously straight, get out of here, pussy.”

The word pussy stabbed through me. My vision blurred as I turned away quickly, once again blinking away the tears forming in my eyes. I felt like such a pussy to begin with, strutting over in heels and a pink minidress while they tossed a football like normal guys to hit on one of them, all because the girls that had come to run my life ordered me to. Being called a pussy and feeling like one so intensely really hammered home my new status; I was a sissy, at least for now. My ego fought against the thought, but I knew it to be true on some level; no man who wasn’t a sissy would be in my situation.

Across the quad, Tiffany was enduring the same ordeal. Three boys recoiled from him with disgusted mutters, but the fourth leaned back with a grin.

“So I’m assuming you wore that little skirt to turn me on, huh, the pink panties too?” he teased, slinging an arm around Tiffany’s waist and pulling him close. “If I give you my number, you gonna take them off for me?”

Tiffany’s face flushed crimson, his skirt riding so high he tugged at the hem instinctively. “Um…I don’t...,” he stammered.

The boy laughed, ruffling Tiffany’s short hair. “That’s okay, I’m sorry to break your heart, but you’re not exactly my type, I’m just fucking with you.” His friends chuckled at his teasing.

Katie clapped mockingly. “Good girl, Tiffany. See? That wasn’t so hard.”

I saw the way Tiffany’s painted lips trembled, the way his chest heaved. This was killing him just as much as it was killing me.

By the time we were herded into the dining hall, my legs shook so badly I thought I’d collapse. The place went quiet for a moment, then erupted in whispers and snickers. I spotted a few faces I recognized from class, praying they didn’t recognize me. I tried to ignore the many students staring, pointing, and smirking. I knew they’d remember me whenever they saw my face. The boy from the dining hall in the slutty pink dress; I’d never live this down.

“Salads only,” Katie ordered. “And remember your manners.”

We queued at the counter, glitter and lace shimmering under fluorescent lights, every eye drilling into us. When we sat, the real humiliation began.

“Britney, get me a napkin.”
“Tiffany, refill my drink.”
“Another fork, Britney.”

Every time we had to rise, curtsy deeply before and after the errand, skirts riding up, panties flashing the many other students observing us. Our obvious servitude to these four girls drew even more attention.

“What’s this about?” a girl at the next table finally asked, half laughing, half confused.

Katie smiled sweetly. “Oh, they’re our sissies. They serve us.”

The girl gasped, covering her mouth in delight. Her friends burst out laughing. One pulled out her phone discreetly to record us.

Later, a guy leaned over from a nearby table. “So, is what you said to those girls for real? These two are like your servants?”

Katie grinned. “That’s right. They’re being trained to be obedient little sissies, meet Britney and Tiffany.”

The guys chuckled, shaking their heads, and one called out, “Yo, Britney, get me a napkin,” dropping the ones he had on the floor.

I froze, mortified, but Katie’s glare burned into me. I stood, my heels wobbling, and walked over to grab him a few napkins. When I returned, I instinctively placed the napkins on the table and dipped into a curtsy, bowing my head as the entire table erupted into laughter and shock that I had actually obeyed them.

By the end of the meal, Tiffany and I were deeply shaken, trembling in shame after our most intense humiliation yet, silently processing how far we had fallen from the manhood we once aspired to. Our classmates’ eyes burned into us, and our mistresses’ taunts echoed in our ears. At least, we knew we had passed; the girls had made that clear. Phase one was complete, whatever that meant. I prayed that whatever came next wouldn’t be this bad, I couldn’t handle it.

The walk back to our dorm felt almost as bad as the parade across campus. My heels wobbled with every step, pantyhose clinging to my thighs, sequins scraping against my ribs. I couldn’t even look at Tiffany, his skirt hiked so high, his legs bare and exposed, his head hung low, a reminder of my own emasculation. My ego was in shambles from the day, from hearing our mistresses mock and tease me, flirting with boys, cleaning in lingerie, and being exposed to dozens of other students as the sissy the girls were turning me into.

Inside, the door closed behind us with a click, and I finally exhaled. For a moment, I thought maybe it was over.

Katie shattered that hope almost instantly. “You both passed.” She smiled, but it wasn’t kind. “But don’t get too comfortable. Passing doesn’t mean escaping discipline. You’ll be spanked anyway for your many imperfections and errors today. Be grateful it isn’t worse. If either of you had failed, you’d both be in for the worst night of your lives.”

My stomach lurched. A spanking? Now? After everything we went through today.

“Yes, Miss Katie,” Tiffany and I mumbled in unison, our voices hoarse.

Katie sat on my bed and crooked her finger. “Britney, over my lap.”

Sarah sat on Tiffany’s bed, patting her thigh. “And you, Tiffany. Come here.”

Amanda and Gina were already pulling out their phones, smirking. Melody lingered near the wall, arms folded, eyes softer than the rest. She seemed sympathetic.

“Panties and hose down,” Katie ordered. My hands trembled as I slid the yellow lace and suntan hose down my thighs until my bare skin was exposed. The humiliation of baring myself in front of them all, ass up in the air, ready to be spanked for not being feminine enough in front of five giggling girls my age, brought tears back to my eyes. My pride was gone. I wasn’t even trying to hold it together anymore; I was their bitch, they had won.

Then I bent over her lap, my breast forms pressing into her thighs, my ass in the air, panties tangled at my knees.

“Count them. Loud and clear. And don’t forget to thank me,” Katie said, her voice like ice.

The first crack landed hard, a sharp sting blooming across my ass. I yelped before I could stop myself.

“One! Th-thank you, Miss Katie!”

Amanda cackled. “Listen to that squeal! What a little bitch.”

Gina added, “What happened to the ladies’ men from two weeks ago? All I see are two pathetic sissies getting spanked like toddlers.”

Another smack. Then another. My skin burned, the sound echoing around the room.

“Two! Thank you, Miss Katie!”
“Three! Thank you, Miss Katie!”

Each number tore itself from my throat, higher-pitched, more desperate, as my composure continued to break. My voice broke into sobs by the sixth, tears streaming down my face as the sting and the shame spread and deepened.

Beside me, Tiffany was going through the same torment. Sarah’s voice was sharp but almost gleeful. “Count, Tiffany. Louder. Let’s hear that sweet voice.”

“Eight! Thank you, Miss Sarah!” Tiffany wailed, his falsetto ragged, breaking into sobs. His skirt rode high as she spanked him over and over, his bare ass glowing red.

Amanda and Gina egged it on. “Oh my God, listen to them! Total pussies.”
“Seriously, they’re not guys at all anymore. They're like little girls.”
“Aww, are the little girls crying?”

I tried to hold it in, but every strike wrung another sob from my throat. By twelve, I was hysterical, face buried in my comforter, tears running mascara down my cheeks. Tiffany’s voice cracked beside me as he reached the same breaking point.

“Fifteen! Th-thank you, Miss Katie!” I howled, gasping for breath.
“Fifteen! Thank you, Miss Sarah!” Tiffany sobbed, his words broken.

By the end, both of us were shaking, bawling like children, our asses burning and raw.

Melody finally stepped forward, her face soft and comforting. “Shhh, it's over, girlies, it’s over,” she said gently, placing a hand on Katie’s shoulder. “They’ve learned their place; they know they're sissies. I think it's okay to stop now.”

Katie smirked, pushing me off her lap, letting me crumble onto the floor of my dorm room. Sarah did the same with Tiffany. Both of us knelt there, panties at our knees, skirts ridden up exposing our rosy cheeks, faces wet with tears.

Melody crouched between us, her arms encircling our trembling shoulders. “Shhh,” she whispered, pressing her cheek against mine. “You did so well today. I’m proud of you. It’s okay to cry. You’re safe, princess.”

Her kindness cut deeper than cruelty; it made me sob harder, pressing into her shoulder, while Tiffany leaned into her other side, sniffling uncontrollably. For a fleeting moment, her warmth erased the stress of such a hard day.

Then Katie’s voice snapped the spell. “Now that you’ve completed phase one, your new jobs can begin. You’ll be maids, just like I'm sure you always wanted. You’ll clean dorms, do laundry, and of course, serve us when we need you, and keep perfect manners while doing it. If you don’t obey us, the punishments will be much worse than this. You’re not men anymore, the sooner you accept that, the sooner you'll start to adapt to your new lives.”

Amanda giggled. “Aww, your little sissy maids are going pro.”
Gina smirked, ever-cruel. “I hope you fairies enjoy scrubbing toilets in heels, your daddies would be so proud.”

The girls stood, gathering their things. Melody gave our shoulders a final squeeze before following them out.

The door shut, and silence fell.

I pulled my panties back up slowly, wincing at the burn on my skin. Tiffany sat slumped on his bed, mascara streaked down his cheeks, skirt still hiked indecently.

I couldn’t meet his eyes. My own reflection in the vanity mirror was enough: a boy’s haircut, a pink sequined dress, suntan pantyhose, boobs, and a face wet with tears and smeared makeup.

Tiffany sniffled, covering his face with his hands. This was a bad day, our male egos crushed, publicly humiliated, and emasculated to our cores. Our new reality.

To be Continued…


Part 2:
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Chapter 4: Our First Day


On Monday, our first assignment came. Katie and Melody had been clear: “You’ll start with people you already know, just to get adjusted. The girls will be so excited to see you, so you better do a good job.”

Even with that reassurance, my stomach churned as Tiffany and I made our way down the hall to Sarah and Gina’s room. We were dressed “appropriately,” as the girls demanded. I wore a pale lilac skater dress with cap sleeves, paired with sheer suntan pantyhose and glossy black heels. My wig was styled in loose waves and clipped back with a pink bow barrette. Tiffany’s outfit was just as girly: a soft coral sundress with a flared skirt, white tights, and little strappy sandals. His blonde wig shimmered down his shoulders, held back with a pearly headband that would look more fitting on a bridesmaid than a college student.

We knocked and, when Sarah called, “Come in, girls,” we curtsied automatically as we stepped inside, our skirts fluttering as we made our greeting. Sarah beamed from her bed, wearing a casual tank top and leggings, and clearly amused by us. “Aww, look at you two. So polite.” Gina sat at her desk, arms crossed. “Well, let’s see if they’re as good at cleaning as they are at doing their little curtsies.”

The room wasn’t a disaster, scattered clothes, crumbs on the desk, some makeup left out, but to us, after Friday’s cleaning test, it looked like nothing. We got to work immediately. I knelt to gather Sarah’s laundry, feeling the hem of my dress ride up as the pantyhose stretched tight over my thighs. Tiffany wiped down the desk, his headband glinting in the light as he bent forward, skirt swishing dangerously high.

Sarah teased us, but in a way that felt much more lighthearted than when Gina or Katie teased us. “Oh, Britney, you’re fussing like such a little homemaker. It’s so cute! And Tiffany, bend those knees when you reach, honey, or you’ll show us all your pretty panties!” She giggled and smiled at us warmly, like she was our older sister sharing womanly advice.

Gina was harsher. “Still dusty. What’s the problem, blondie? Can't figure out how to use a rag?” When Tiffany scrambled to redo it, she muttered, “Bitch boy.” We said nothing, just kept working.

Each time one of them directed us, we chirped back “Yes, Miss Sarah” or “Yes, Miss Gina,” our voices soft, trained, automatic. When we were finished, Sarah clapped. “See? That wasn’t so bad. You girls did well.”

We dipped into matching curtsies. “Thank you, Miss Sarah. Thank you, Miss Gina.”

But the task wasn’t over. Sarah gestured to the overflowing hamper by the closet. “Now be good girls and take our laundry down. Wash it for us. We’ll expect it back later.”

My chest tightened, but I forced a smile. “Yes, Miss Sarah.” Together, Tiffany and I hefted the basket between us and carried it down to the laundry room in the basement of the dorm building. Our dresses swished with every step, wigs bobbing, heels clicking against the linoleum. The laundry room was busy with students folding clothes, stuffing machines, and chatting idly. Heads turned briefly as we entered. Some faces lingered a little too long. I couldn’t tell if they knew we were boys or if they just saw two overdressed girls doing laundry. Either way, my cheeks burned.

As I fumbled with the washer dials, a girl near us looked over, smiling brightly. “You two are so pretty! Are you in a sorority?”

We froze. Tiffany stammered, “Um, no…”

Her eyes widened. “Oh my God, wait, are you guys?” She giggled, covering her mouth. “You are! Oh my God, that’s amazing.” I wanted the floor to swallow me.

She leaned closer, eyes sparkling with mischief. “So why are you dressed like this? Is it some sort of prank?”

With no escape, we gave the explanation we’d been commanded to give if asked, the half-truth. That we were working for our friends Katie and Melody’s housekeeping business, and that part of the business’ gimmick was that we would be dressed like this. Saying it out loud, in my dress and wig, made me feel like the word sissy was branded across my forehead. She obviously knew there was more to the story, but mercifully, left it alone.

The girl burst into laughter, clutching her laundry basket. “That’s hilarious! I love it. You have to give me Katie’s number. I want to book you two to clean my room.” Tiffany and I looked at each other in horror, but there was no way we could refuse. My hands shook as I pulled out my phone and rattled off Katie’s number.

“Perfect,” she said, giggling as she typed it in. “Seriously, you guys are so pretty. I can’t wait to see you again.” With that, she bounced off, leaving us standing by the washer, red-faced, hearts pounding.

As the machine rumbled to life, I realized with a sinking weight in my gut that this wasn’t just going to be a private thing. I had hoped that our exposure Friday would be the extent of public humiliation, but it was becoming obvious that would not be the case. Word would spread about us. We weren’t going to be just Katie and Melody’s private sissies. Many other students would end up seeing us in girls’ clothes. I vowed right then that I would have to learn to become as feminine in looks, behavior, and voice as possible, in order to mitigate people knowing the truth about us. My best hope at this point was to aim for a double life, at least until this was over and we could figure out a way out of this. In the meantime, I would have to do my best to be feminine and well-behaved, and hopefully that would minimize the humiliation we were quickly becoming used to facing.

Back in our room, the air felt stifling. The laundry basket was placed by the door, but I barely looked at it. All I could think about was the clock, thirty minutes until Psych 101.

I kicked off my heels and tugged at the hem of my lilac dress, finally peeling it over my head. It left me standing in my bra, panties, and pantyhose, all pastel lace. Tiffany was still fully dressed in his coral sundress, wig neat, headband gleaming. I felt heat crawl up my neck as I fumbled with my wig, embarrassed that he was seeing me change while I stood there in nothing but my girly underwear. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror as I slipped the wig onto its stand. I looked like a drag queen getting ready for a show: makeup done, realistic boobs glued to my chest, lingerie clinging to my girlishly smooth body, and my real hair plastered beneath a nylon wig cap.

Next came the breast forms, tugged free with adhesive remover, leaving faint red outlines where they’d been glued. Tiffany looked away politely, but that almost made it more uncomfortable and awkward. Then I sat down at my vanity and wiped away my makeup, convinced I’d scrubbed it all off, though I didn’t really have time to thoroughly check. I switched bras, Katie had allowed us to wear smaller, less noticeable ones in “boy mode.” This one was a powder blue A-cup, still humiliating, but less obvious under a hoodie. I untucked, feeling the rush of relief at having my penis back, feeling a little more like a man again for just a moment. That illusion collapsed as I had to pull the matching powder blue panties up over myself, the stretchy but snug nylon hugging me tight, dragging me back to reality. The girls had drilled into us that even in boy mode, our bras and panties should always match, and there was no reason to disobey that of all things.

When I finally wriggled into jeans and pulled a sweatshirt over my head, I looked in the mirror quickly and determined that all traces of “Britney” were gone and I was ready to go.

“I’ll put the laundry in the dryer,” Tiffany said quietly, eyes lowered. “And fold it after. Since you’ve got class.”

“Thanks,” I muttered, slinging my bag over my shoulder. And then I left, hoping I hadn’t missed anything and that I wouldn’t run into any of the girls. The lecture hall felt intimidating from the moment I walked in, like the hundreds of other students somehow knew my secret. In truth, maybe some of them did, if they had seen me walking around campus dressed like a hooker on Friday. Still, I figured that without makeup and girls’ clothes on, no one would recognize me, or at least I hoped.

I sat down in the last row, hoping to avoid other students. I’d barely opened my notebook when a girl slid into the chair beside me despite the dozen or so empty seats in my row. She was a dark-haired Mediterranean-looking girl with olive skin and striking eyes, effortlessly pretty in a natural sort of way.

She gave me a quick glance and a warm smile, then leaned in slightly. “You smell really nice. You’re not wearing perfume, are you?”

My throat went dry. I had forgotten about the perfume.

“Um, no. It’s my new cologne,” I said, too quickly. Her lips curled into a teasing smile.

“Mm. Doesn’t smell like cologne. It smells…floral.”

She tapped her pencil against her notebook, eyes flicking back over me. “And you’ve got the faintest mascara smudges under your eyes.” She gasped, feigning excited shock, “Were you playing dress-up before class?”

My face burned. Muttering a weak denial and trying to ignore her, I turned toward the professor, scribbling nonsense onto my paper. She chuckled softly.

“Don’t look so nervous, Britney. I already know all about you.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “Sarah told me all about you and showed me pictures too. We were so excited when we realized you and I had this class together; think of all the fun we’ll have together this semester.” The words hit like a hammer. I froze, my pen slipping. She let me squirm for a moment before continuing.

“She said you’re one of her friend Katie’s two sissies. Honestly, I didn’t believe her. I figured that the pictures had to be of a one-time prank or something, and that she was exaggerating the rest. But now…” Her gaze swept over me again, lingering on my chest, “I can see it. Even in the way you carry yourself. You’re such a cutie. ”

I tried to look away, but she reached suddenly, her hand darting beneath the waistband of my jeans. I gasped as she snapped the elastic of my panties against my skin.

“Cute,” she whispered with a grin. “Very pretty.” Her palm lingered by my hip for a second, then slid upward to cup my chest through the sweatshirt, her fingers brushing the outline of the bra. “And you’re wearing a bra. God, that’s adorable.” I swatted her hand away, my voice a harsh whisper. “Stop.”

She laughed quietly, clearly delighted. “Don’t worry, I’m not going to scream it to the class. You don’t need to be so tense. My name’s Selena by the way. It's nice to meet you, Britney.” I managed a small smile and nod, praying the interaction would end there.

The rest of the lecture was incredibly uncomfortable; every glance and smirk from her a reminder of what she knew, and that yet another beautiful girl saw me as a sissy. 

When the professor finally dismissed us, I scrambled to gather my things, but she kept pace with me easily, swiftly looping her arm through mine and holding on to my bicep as we walked together. To anyone passing by, we probably looked like a couple, and I wished that were the truth. She was truly beautiful.

“You’re walking me back to your dorm,” she said matter-of-factly.

“No,” I stammered, shaking my head. “I can’t.”

She tilted her head, smile wicked. “Then I’ll text Sarah. Or maybe get Katie’s number and text her. I’m sure they’d love to hear you refused me. Maybe they’ll send you to our next class in a skirt, I’d very much like to see that.”

I sighed, knowing I had no choice. The threat was too real. I hesitated, pondering any way out of what was sure to be another embarrassing situation, before finally muttering, “Fine.”

“Good girl,” she said brightly, squeezing my arm and pulling me closer to her. “Now let’s go. You’re going to put on a little fashion show for me.”

She kept her grip tight on my arm as we crossed campus, every step a reminder of my trapped position. Students glanced at us, but no one seemed to suspect the turmoil boiling in my chest. To them, I was just a lucky guy strolling back to his dorm with a hot girl on his arm. Little did they know.

When we reached the dorm, I guided her toward my floor without speaking. Tiffany looked up in surprise as we entered, still folding Sarah and Gina’s laundry neatly into piles. His coral dress flared as he straightened, his eyes flicking nervously between us.

“So this is your roommate? The famous Tiffany!” Selena said brightly, clearly excited but also teasing. “You’re gorgeous, girl. This is perfect. We’re gonna have so much fun together!”

Tiffany’s mouth opened, but no words came. She swept past us, setting her bag on my desk and flopping into my chair as if she owned the place. “Okay, girlies. Here’s what we’re gonna do. You’re going to show me your cutest outfits; the type you’d wear to impress a man on a first date or something. I want you to model them for me properly. Walk, twirl, smile. Show me how much you love being two beautiful girls.”

I wanted to protest, to tell her to leave, but her phone dangled loosely from her hand, Sarah’s name lit up on the screen as if daring me to test her threat.

Tiffany bit his lip, then glanced at me. We both knew there was no choice.

“Go on, cuties,” she said when we hesitated. “Dress up. Don’t keep me waiting.”

I sat down at the mirror, forcing myself through the humiliating ritual under her watchful eyes. Tiffany busied himself at the closet, nervously picking through hangers, while I glued on my breast forms, which seemed to fascinate Selena. They settled against my chest heavily, sticking to me with a familiar heaviness that made me wince. Worse than the weight was the way they looked in the mirror: soft, natural, unmistakably feminine. No matter how much I wanted to deny it, they made me look like a girl and feel feminine too.

Selena leaned forward with a delighted little laugh, her eyes wide with intrigue. “Oh my God, these look so real,” she whispered, reaching out to grab them before I could protest. She insisted I stand up and take my pants off too, so she could see the full effect. She giggled uncontrollably as she cupped and squeezed them, her fingers testing their weight and softness like she’d just discovered a new toy. I stood there awkwardly, burning hot as I stood before this beautiful woman I had just met, wearing nothing but panties as she played with “my boobs.” A sick twist of shame coiled in my stomach; I couldn’t help thinking about how I was standing here in panties getting my boobs felt up by a girl, while most college guys were the ones feeling up girls and much more and certainly weren’t the ones wearing panties.

The more she poked and squeezed, the more amused she seemed, grinning at how they shifted naturally against my chest. “They even move naturally, you literally have boobs,” she said with astonishment, clearly entertained by my embarrassment as I stood frozen, unable to stop her playful fascination. After a few minutes, she let me slip on a matching bra and get back to my transformation.

My hands trembled as I applied foundation, contour, and blush. The mirror reflected not only my nervous expression but also Selena’s intent gaze over my shoulder, her eyes following every stroke as if she couldn’t look away, taking in my transformation with a mixture of amusement and intense fascination. I tried to steady my hand as I brushed mascara onto my lashes, hoping with each blink that I would open my eyes and she would be looking somewhere else. Twisting a tube of lipstick open, I hesitated, heat rising to my cheeks as I raised it to my mouth. Selena leaned in slightly, eyes bright, watching with almost indecent interest as I traced the glossy red color across my lips. The slow, deliberate painting under her gaze made me shudder; it felt like some kind of performance, an undeniably feminine ritual carried out for her entertainment. When I pressed my lips together to finish, she gave a quiet, delighted laugh. I hated how much she was enjoying this.

When my makeup was finally done, I pulled a wig cap over my head, flattening my hair beneath the snug nylon. Reaching for the dark brown wig on its stand, I gave it a quick shake, the glossy strands tumbling loose between my fingers. Sliding it carefully into place, I adjusted and smoothed it down until the girl in the mirror stared back at me with unnerving clarity, her dark hair framing features that no longer felt entirely my own. The finishing touch came in the form of my perfume bottle that she thrust toward me, the sweet floral mist settling on my skin, clinging to me just as insistently as the breast forms beneath my bra. With panties hugging my hips, breasts hanging naturally, makeup finished, smelling like a teen girl, and my wig framing my face, I was back to Britney.

Selena clapped her hands, more than satisfied. “Perfect. You look beautiful, Britney. Now pick something out, I want to see what you think you’d look sexy in.” She drifted toward Tiffany, who had laid out what seemed like half of his new wardrobe on his bed, and began pulling options for him like a stylist dressing a client. I hesitated, every dress and skirt in the closet looking equally humiliating to wear for Selena, before pulling a pale-yellow sundress off its hanger and stepping into it, deciding anything was better than standing around in lingerie. The fabric swished around my thighs as I adjusted the straps, and my cleavage jutted out provocatively, accentuated by the sweetheart neckline. Selena chose a white body-con dress for Tiffany with an even lower neckline and a much shorter skirt. We both wore strappy open-toed heels to match our dresses.

When we were dressed and stood at attention side by side, Selena’s face lit up with pure delight. She planted her hands on her hips and asked rhetorically if we were planning on doing any modeling today. Tiffany and I exchanged a miserable glance before obeying, skirts flaring clumsily as we spun in place. “Smile, ladies!” she urged, phone already up and snapping pictures. My lips stretched into a shaky grin, and my cheeks burned hotter with every click of her camera. Tiffany bent his knee a bit and put his hands on his hips, playing along.

The next thirty minutes were a blur of dresses, skirts, and humiliation. She made us cycle through outfit after outfit: flared skirts, floral sundresses, tight bodycon minis that clung to us like second skin. Every time we changed, she instructed us to turn, twirl, smile, strut, and pose.
“Hands on your hips, Tiffany, look flirty. Britney, tilt your head, bite your lip. Yes, like that.”
Her phone was always up, camera always flashing. “Smile wider. Perfect. Oh, Britney, you’re so good at this. I can see you love the attention.”

I thought it would stop there, but she wasn’t done. She leaned forward, eyes gleaming. “Okay, lingerie time.”

My stomach dropped.

“Don’t look so shocked,” she teased. “If you can prance around in skirts, you can model properly. Bras, panties, stockings, all the sexy little things your mistresses picked out for you. Chop chop.”

There was no choice. We retreated to our lingerie drawers, fumbling with bras and panties until finally, trembling, we stepped back towards the center of the room. Tiffany wore a matching ivory set, a lace bra and panties, a garter belt, white thigh-highs, and white 4-inch pumps, his breast forms filling out the bra cups perfectly and looking all too real. My own set was hot pink satin with a push-up bra, matching panties, black stockings clinging to my legs, and pink pumps around the same height as Tiffany’s. I trembled as I stood before her, barely clothed and looking like a man’s wet dream, exposed under her excited gaze.

Her smile was devilish.  “Now that’s hot.” She snapped more photos, making us pose like pinups. “Hands on the wall, Britney. Arch your back and wiggle your butt. Tiffany, crawl toward me slow and sexy. Oh, these are priceless.”

“Perfect,” she murmured when I did a hip-cocked pose, licking her lips. “Good girl.”

The situation hit me in a way I had not expected. My mind flashed back to Friday’s test, when Melody had hugged me and whispered that I was a good girl after I nervously explained why I chose my outfit. I felt a rush of blood spread downward. My eyes widened in panic. No. Not here. Not now. But the more I wished it away, the harder it swelled, pressing tight against the thin pink satin. My shame doubled when Tiffany glanced down, noticed, and quickly looked away, blushing.

Selena’s grin sharpened as she saw it too. “Oh my God! Britney, I see you’re…excited.”

“You must really love this,” she laughed, clapping her hand over her mouth. “You’re hard as a rock! And now that I think of it…Tiffany here doesn’t look like she has a cock at all. Why is that?”

Tiffany stammered. “I, um, I tucked. We’re supposed to tuck when we’re in girl mode.”

Her gaze cut back to me. “So what’s your excuse, Britney? Why aren’t you tucked?”

Wishing my erection would go away and hoping she would not be overly mad, I stammered. “I had class. We don’t have to tuck then.”

Mock annoyance crossed her face. “So you couldn’t even bother to tuck for me when you were getting changed? That’s rude, Britney. Very rude. You’ll have to make it up to me.”

She smirked wickedly and pointed to the bed. “Lie down, Britney. Tiffany, straddle him. Right now.”

Both of our eyes widened with horror, but we obeyed. I lay down on my bed as Tiffany climbed gingerly onto my lap, his nylon-clad thighs squeezing against my hips.

“Good girls,” she purred, circling us with her phone raised. “Now, Britney, grab her ass. Show her how much you like her body.”

My fingers gripped his lace-covered ass, shame burning through me.

“Perfect. Now kiss her. Tongues and everything. And Tiffany, make sure you grind on Britney’s little thing. She's really excited, so I’m sure she’ll appreciate it.”

Tiffany whimpered softly as our mouths met, his lipstick smearing slick and wet against mine. Our breasts squished together, the soft weight of them shifting and pressing with every uncertain movement of his hips. My cock throbbed helplessly in its satin prison, straining harder as his pantied ass rubbed over me. Each roll of his hips dragged against me, heat and pressure building with every pass, until I couldn’t help but groan into his mouth, the sound muffled by the sticky press of our painted lips.

“You like this too, don’t you, Tiffany?” she teased, voice low and sultry. “Grinding right up against her like a needy little slut.” She giggled, “I bet you're just as excited, aren’t you?”

Tiffany whimpered into my mouth, but kept moving, thighs squeezing around me.

Selena leaned in close, whispering wickedly in my ear. “How does your girlfriend’s perky little ass feel grinding against you, Britney? She must really like you. Be honest with yourself though, you wish it was my ass, don’t you? You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

I clutched him tighter, our kiss deepening despite the intense humiliation and shame. His hips ground down harder, causing my cock to twitch helplessly beneath the satin as I wished for the world to end. Despite myself, I began to grind back, the arousal taking over me as I tried to imagine it was Selena grinding on me.

She laughed softly, circling us, snapping photo after photo. “God, this is beautiful. Two little sissies exploring their sexuality together. You two would do so well as porn stars.”

We writhed helplessly until, just as I was about to cum, she finally lowered her phone and slipped her bag over her shoulder. “Alright, girls, you’ve been amazing, but I have to class in twenty. See you in psych, Britney. Nice to meet you, Tiffany. You girls try not to have too much fun after I leave.” She giggled as she swept out the door.

The silence that followed was unbearable. Tiffany slid off my lap quickly, face flaming, tugging at the straps of his bra as if they were burning. We didn’t speak, we just scrambled for clothes, anything to cover ourselves. I yanked a pastel top over my bra, my hands shaking so badly I could barely fasten the buttons, and my throbbing erection tenting my skirt. Even the light pressure of my skirt against the tip made me feel like I might cum at any moment, I was determined not to let that happen.

Neither of us could look at the other. The air was thick with shame, heavy and suffocating.

A few hours later, Tiffany left for the dining hall, leaving me alone in the room. I sat frozen on the edge of my bed, the silence pressing in. No matter how I tried, I couldn’t shake the arousal still overwhelming me from earlier. The humiliation, the way she’d whispered in my ear, the feeling of Tiffany’s ass grinding against me, it kept replaying, pulsing in my chest and groin.

As soon as I heard the door click shut behind him, I kicked off my heels and slid beneath the covers, tugging the blanket high as if it could shield me from the cameras I knew were in the corners. I didn’t care; I knew they could see and hear me, but I needed relief. I bunched my skirt up around my waist and slid my panties down my thighs as my hand wrapped around my still-swollen member.

At first, I forced myself to think of Melody. Her big tits pressing against me, her perfect body, her pretty face looking up at me as she takes me in her mouth. Then I thought of Selena, imagining myself fucking her as she moaned, clearly satisfied by my performance. These fantasies should have been enough. But they were unexpectedly interrupted, twisted and morphed into something else.

Instead, I began to picture Melody hugging me, her soft breasts pressing up against mine, pinning me against her as she whispers that I’m her good girl into my ear. Then Katie appears behind me, hiking my skirt up and spanking me playfully, laughing, telling me I was a bad little sissy. I imagined kneeling at their feet in a skirt, hands folded, while Katie teased me about how girly I looked, Melody cooing about my makeup, telling me I was their sweet little princess.

Shame burned through me, but the harder I tried to steer my mind back to “normal” fantasies, the more it slipped back to my own emasculation. Selena on a chair, pulling me into her lap like a child, kissing my neck while her hand slid under my skirt. Katie stood in front of us, tilting my chin up, scolding me for getting hard in my panties when I was supposed to be tucked. Each humiliating image made my cock throb harder until I had no choice but to give in.

The orgasm hit quickly, shuddering through me, powerful and explosive. I groaned softly into the blanket, trying to muffle it, ashamed even as it overtook me. The second it was over, disgust swamped me. I cleaned up the mess quickly, shoving tissues deep into the trash, tugging my panties back up, and smoothing down my skirt, hating myself for what I’d just done.

That night, Tiffany and I returned Sarah and Gina’s laundry. Only Gina was there. She barely glanced at us as we dropped off the basket, but when we curtsied and turned to leave, she smirked.

“You know what I was just thinking?” she said casually, filing her nails. “While real men are out getting pussy in college, you two are prancing around in your pretty dresses and playing with makeup, serving girls you obviously have crushes on and obviously have zero chance with. How does that make you feel?”

Blood rushed to my face. Tiffany’s too. Neither of us spoke.

Her grin widened. “Food for thought. See you later, faggots.”

The door shut behind us.

I walked stiffly down the hall, Gina’s words ringing in my ears. Real men get pussy, we wear dresses. We’re just the girls’ servants; none of them would ever think of either of us romantically. Shame weighed heavier with every step, my face hot, my stomach hollow. Tiffany stayed silent beside me, but I could see his lips quivering. I wanted to say something, anything, but there was nothing to say. Every word she’d said was true. Today had been brutal.


Chapter 5: Feminine Changes


The next day after class, Katie and Melody summoned us. We knocked, curtsied, and murmured our greetings as usual. They smiled sweetly, but Katie’s tone was sharp.

“Blindfolds. On.”

Confused, we obeyed, tying the fabric they handed us over our eyes.

“Skirts up. Panties down.”

My hands shook as I lifted the hem of my skirt and slipped my panties down to my knees. I couldn’t imagine a more vulnerable position. Beside me, Tiffany did the same. The room was silent except for the sound of the girls shuffling and Melody giggling. Then I felt something strange, soft hands grasping my cock, forcing it into some sort of contraption while something kind of tight slipped around my balls. I flinched at the sound of the sharp click of whatever was on me locking into place.

The blindfolds came off a minute later. I blinked down at the tiny pink cage now locked around me, and felt panic rising in my chest. Tiffany stared too, his face pale.

Katie’s eyes gleamed. “I saw you jerking off yesterday, Britney. Right there in your bed after you and Tiffany decided to have your little makeout session, that was adorable by the way. Did you think I wouldn’t check the cameras? And you, Tiffany, don’t think I haven’t seen you playing with your little dick plenty of times too. Now you girls have no dicks, you’re welcome.”

“I…” I started, my voice rising, “you can’t just…this isn’t right!”

Tiffany shook his head furiously. “No way. You can’t do this, this is too far!”

“Take it off now!” I snapped, panic turning to anger. “This is going way too fucking far. Take them off now!”

Katie’s hand cracked across my cheek, silencing me. She then walked up to Tiffany and slapped him just as hard.

“Over my knee,” Katie commanded. She grabbed my wrist, yanking me down until I was sprawled across her lap, skirt ridden up, panties still down at my knees.

“Tiffany. Over mine,” Melody said more firmly than I had heard from her before.

The spanking started. Hard, painful swats, each one burning across my ass. “Count them, and after each one, you’re going to thank us for taking away your manhood,” Katie ordered. I resisted for the first few, but soon gave in to the pain.

“One! Thank you for taking away my manhood, Miss Katie!”

The next landed harder. “Two! Thank you for taking away my manhood, Miss Katie!”

Beside me, Tiffany’s voice cracked as he counted and thanked Melody. By the sixth, I was biting my lip, my mascara running down my cheeks. By the tenth, I was sobbing.

“Ten!” I sobbed. “Thank you for taking away my manhood, Miss Katie!”

Katie shoved me off her lap. “Up.”

I stumbled to my feet, tugging my panties back up shakily. Tiffany wiped his eyes, his own mascara streaked.

“You’ll get used to it,” Melody said sweetly, brushing Tiffany’s cheek with renewed affection. “And if you’re good girls, you’ll even get to cum again sometimes.”

Katie’s voice was colder. “And if you ever want to cum again, I’ll expect your best behavior tomorrow when we go back to the mall. Phase two of your training is starting, and tomorrow will be a big milestone for you two. Now get the fuck out.”

We both curtsied automatically, tears still streaking down our cheeks, and hurried out of the room.

The next day, I sat at my desk fully dressed and made up, carefully blowing on the wet coat of bright red polish I’d just finished on my nails. My wig framed my face perfectly, mascara neat, lips glossy. The routine had become automatic.

The door opened and Tiffany stepped in, still dressed like Tim, hoodie, jeans, and sneakers. We locked eyes for a moment before he sighed, dropped his bag onto his bed, and stripped down to his bra and panties. He slid into the chair at his vanity with practiced ease, pulling out his brushes and bottles.

He worked swiftly as he painted his nails a soft sky blue. “So…” His voice was high, girlish, the one Katie insisted we use. “What do you think they’re going to make us do today?”

I blew gently across my nails, keeping my hands spread. “No idea. But if we’re going to the mall, it can’t be good.” I tried to sound casual, but it came out nervous and awkward.

Tiffany dabbed carefully at his cuticle. “Maybe clothes shopping again?”

“Maybe,” I muttered. The silence stretched until I decided I had to force myself to keep the tone light, in case Katie was listening in and got angry at us for complaining. “Whatever it is, at least we’ll look cute, right?”

We both giggled softly, the sound painfully fake. But that was the rule: girly voices, girly mannerisms, no matter what.

When Tiffany finally finished getting ready, he slipped into a pleated skirt and fitted top. We packed our purses together, sliding in wallets, makeup, tissues, and compact mirrors. The heels went on last. I stood, teetering slightly until my balance settled, and we exchanged a final nervous glance.

Moments later, we were at Katie and Melody’s room, curtsying. “Good morning, Miss Katie. Good morning, Miss Melody.”

The girls grinned. “Leave your wigs,” Katie said. “You won’t need them today. Change into these.” She tossed us each a pair of leggings and fitted pastel tees. So much for staying lowkey and passing as normal girls.

The clothes hugged tightly, showing every curve the forms gave us. My red nails flashed against the lavender fabric, Tiffany’s blue nails against his pale pink tee. We clutched our purses as Katie jingled her car keys. “Let’s go.”

The car ride was torture. Melody chattered nonstop from the front seat, turning to grin at us. “You two look so adorable today. This is going to be so much fun!”

Tiffany and I kept our hands folded on our laps, heels pinching, cheeks burning.

When we finally pulled into the mall parking lot, my stomach twisted. Walking inside, every reflection in the glass showed two sissies, dolled up, makeup perfect, nails painted, but obviously male. A few heads turned, and a few people smiled, some chuckled.

Katie led us straight to a salon near the food court. The scent of hairspray and polish hung in the air, curling into my nose, and I could hear the faint buzz of dryers and chatter drifting from the back rooms. A cheerful woman greeted us at the desk. “You must be Britney and Tiffany!” she said brightly. My cheeks flamed as Katie nodded for us. The woman must’ve thought we were too shy to respond. We were split into separate rooms. The small Latina woman who took me back smiled warmly and gestured toward the cushioned table. “Okay, sweetie, you can take your clothes off. We’re gonna start with a legs plus Brazilian wax.” My throat tightened, but I obeyed, stripping piece by piece until I was down to my chastity cage.

She blinked when she saw it, then giggled. “Oh my gosh. That is…interesting.”

My face burned as I tried to stammer some kind of explanation, causing her to tilt her head with a sympathetic smile. “Don’t be embarrassed. You look so cute like this. Very feminine.” Her tone was so casual, as if nothing about the situation was strange, which only made my humiliation sharper.

The wax was agony. She spread the warm strips, pressing them firmly over my legs and groin, and then ripped them away with a practiced snap. I yelped, body jerking on the table, the sting shooting straight through my whole body. She chuckled softly at my reaction. “It’s not so bad once you get used to it. Plenty of girls do it. You’re going to be so smooth once we’re done.” Her hands worked with professional ease, holding me open, laying strip after strip, with every tug making my eyes water. She went strip by strip, the rhythm of her work leaving my skin raw and my pride shredded with every flinch and squeal, the sight of my pink chastity cage only making the whole ordeal feel that much more degrading.

When it was finally over, she moved to my eyebrows. “Almost done, sweetheart. Just relax for me.” Thread after thread, each twist stung as she plucked and shaped, her fingers holding my skin taut. I winced again and again until she finally leaned back, satisfied. “Perfect,” she said with a grin. “Your face looks so much more feminine now.”

I dressed quickly, tugging my leggings back up, adjusting my panties carefully over the cage. My skin still tingled, hot and hypersensitive, as I followed her back out into the bright salon lights

Tiffany was already waiting, perched nervously in one of the padded salon chairs. His cheeks were flushed pink, and his brows plucked into neat, feminine arches. He looked both humiliated and disturbingly pretty for someone who was clearly a guy, and the sight made my stomach twist, knowing I probably looked similar. Katie and Melody sat at the nail bar chatting with their techs, Melody halfway through a high school story while her fingers soaked in little white bowls. The clatter of tools, the low buzz of dryers, and the smell of acetone and polish filled the room, making it feel like every girlish detail was designed to further drive home my situation.

I sat down stiffly as my own nail tech came over, a woman with a bright smile and an easy, cheerful tone. She looked me over and tilted her head. “I love your look. How long have you and your friend been out as girls?”

My throat tightened instantly. “Um…it's been kind of recent” was all I could manage, my voice catching on the word recent.

She didn’t seem to notice my unease, or maybe she just didn’t care. “Do you have boyfriends? You must get a lot of attention. You’re so pretty!”

Heat rushed to my face, and I stared down at the table, wishing I could vanish. Every word felt like a spotlight on me, and Tiffany squirmed beside me, just as red as I was. My tech gently took my hand in hers and began working, gluing on acrylic tips before filing them down with quick, sure strokes. The rasp of the file sent tiny vibrations through my fingers, each scrape another reminder that I was letting this happen. She shaped them into long, oval extensions, sleeker and more feminine than I had ever seen on myself, then buffed them smooth until they caught the light with a glossy sheen.

I watched helplessly as she brushed on clear sealant, the sharp chemical smell rising as the acrylic hardened under the lamp. My new nails gleamed, oval-tipped and elongated, catching the light like glass every time I moved. When I glanced sideways, Tiffany’s hands were finished the same way, gleaming delicately as he flexed them awkwardly, as if he couldn’t quite believe they were his.

When it was finished, Katie stood and came over, inspecting our hands with the smug pride of someone unwrapping a present. She lifted mine by the wrist, turning it in the light, then did the same to Tiffany’s. A smirk tugged at her lips. “Perfect. Now even when you’re pretending to be boys, you’ll still look like little sissies.”

Her words sank into me like needles, and I curled my fingers slightly, as if hiding them could undo what had just been done.

Melody beamed. “I love it. They look so cute, don’t they?” Katie laughed, gathering her purse, and motioned for us to stand.

I nodded numbly, rising from the chair. The faint smell of polish clung to my hands, the glossy tips flashing every time I moved. I avoided every mirror, terrified of catching another glimpse of myself. Tiffany walked beside me, equally stiff, his freshly arched brows and shiny nails making him look as ridiculous as I did.

Katie and Melody, on the other hand, glided through the mall with easy confidence, chatting as though we weren’t even there. Every now and then, the girls glanced back at us with a little smile, clearly savoring the way we trailed behind like obedient pets. My skin still tingled from the wax, my leggings rubbing against raw, oversensitive skin.

When we stopped in front of a bright jewelry store, my stomach dropped, I knew why we were here. Glass cases glittered with gold and silver under sharp white lights. The clerk looked up, and her whole face lit up as Katie announced, “Our sissies are here for their first piercings.”

“Oh my God, that’s adorable!” she squealed, rushing around the counter. “Don’t be scared, plenty of little girls come here to get their ears pierced for the first time.”

My knees wobbled as she sat me down on the tall stool, a paper bib clipped around my neck like I was being prepped for a haircut. Tiffany was ushered into the chair beside me, pale and wide-eyed. The clerk hummed happily as she wiped my earlobes with cold alcohol pads, her cheerfulness making my dread feel even sharper.

“Deep breath,” she chirped, holding up the piercing gun.

I flinched as the gun snapped through my lobe, a hot sting blooming in its wake. Tiffany yelped when his turn came, his voice high and sharp in the otherwise quiet store. Seconds later, the clerk was slipping hoops into place, the cool weight of the metal dangling heavily on both sides of my head.

“Perfect,” she said proudly, gesturing to the mirror in front of me. “Take a look, boys.”

I raised my eyes and froze. For the first time since the salon, I had an up close view of my reflection. My newly arched brows sat thin and precise above my eyes, framing them with a very feminine sharpness I couldn’t ignore. And the fresh silver hoops swung with every tiny motion, catching the light and drawing attention with their brightness. Panic clawed up my chest as the thought struck: How could I possibly hide this? Even without earrings in, my brows wouldn’t grow back overnight, and they were super feminine. So were my nails. Even without the wig and makeup, my newly feminized face would be obvious and so would my nails if I didn’t hide them. My hopes of flying under the radar and minimizing humiliation were slipping away and I couldn’t figure out how to stop it.

Katie leaned in behind me, smirking at the horror etched across my face in the mirror. “Adorable,” she whispered, brushing one hoop with her fingertip so it swung more obviously. “No one will ever look at you the same again.”

Melody was already browsing the displays, pulling necklaces and bracelets to stack on the counter. “These are perfect,” she said happily as she clipped a charm bracelet onto Tiffany’s trembling wrist. The delicate charms jingled as he shifted, his face still flushed from the piercing.

Katie and Melody checked out and handed us each shopping bags filled with dainty necklaces, earrings, wristlets, and bangles that now belonged to us. My fingers curled helplessly around the shopping bag, long oval nails glinting under the lights, the hoops swaying with every step.

Walking out of the store, the full weight of it settled in: arched brows, pierced ears, glossy oval nails, all of it semi-permanent and almost impossible to hide. A group of high school girls passed us, giggling openly as their eyes flicked from Tiffany to me. My stomach dropped; I wanted to disappear.

Melody and Katie strolled a few paces ahead, chatting easily, while Tiffany and I trailed behind in silence, humiliated by every reflection we caught in the glass storefronts. Each time I glanced sideways, the hoops caught the light and swung, mocking me with evidence of what I had become.


Chapter 6: Learning My Place


Thursday came far too quickly, the weight of it pressing on me the moment I opened my eyes. Tiffany and I were already dressed when Melody knocked. I wore a flared black skirt with a fitted lavender top, pantyhose hugging my legs, and beige sandals that clicked with every nervous step. Tiffany was dressed in a mint-green skirt and a flowy white blouse, strappy white sandals with little gold buckles completing his look. With our nails glinting, earrings swaying, and makeup bright and fresh, we grabbed our purses and cleaning supplies and followed Melody out, hearts pounding.

The two guys we were cleaning for lived down the hall. When the door opened, Tiffany and I dipped into matching curtsies. “Good afternoon, gentlemen,” I said softly, forcing my girly voice. “We’re here to clean your dorm.”

Their brows shot up. One gave a low whistle. “Wow.”

The other looked at Melody. “These are the cleaners?”

She beamed, ushering us inside. “Aren’t they adorable? This is Britney, and that’s Tiffany. They’ve gotten so good at their jobs. And just look at how pretty they are. Go on, girls, get to work.”

We obeyed immediately, bending to start gathering cups and trash into bags, dusting surfaces, picking dirty clothes up off the floor, and dropping them into the hamper. The guys exchanged a glance, clearly taken aback. One laughed awkwardly. “So…uh, are they, like…gay or something? Or trans?”
Melody smiled sweetly. “Nope.”
His friend leaned forward, lowering his voice like we weren’t standing right there and couldn’t hear him. “Then how the hell did you…How’d you even convince them to do this? I mean, look at them. This is insane.”

“They’re just super dedicated to me and my roommate and to making us happy. That includes helping make our cleaning business a success too.” Melody said brightly. “They’re very excited to help us out. Aren’t you, girls?”

“Yes, Miss Melody,” Tiffany and I chimed together, blushing as we worked.

The questions kept coming. “Seriously though, aren’t you embarrassed?” one asked, watching me dust the bookshelf.

I forced a smile, eyes on the rag. “No, sir. I love my job.”

Melody laughed gently. “They get so shy sometimes, but I know she means it.”

One of them leaned back on his bed, arms crossed. “Honestly…they’re kind of hot. Like, if you didn’t tell me…” He cut himself off with a chuckle.

My face burned hotter. I focused on the glass of the picture frame I was wiping, polishing until it squeaked.

Every few minutes I had to ask a question: where to put a stack of books, what drawer his boxers should go in, or if certain clothes should go into the hamper. Each time it came out as, “Excuse me, sir?” in my trained girly tone, my ego shriveled. Folding another man’s boxers felt like a cruel joke, a reminder that I was not wearing any, that I only wore panties now. They barely looked at me when they answered, evidently a bit uncomfortable with our feminized and overly servile presence.

The worst part wasn’t having to ask the questions, though. It was the way they lounged so casually, legs spread, chatting with Melody and occasionally joking with her about us like we were not even there. They were normal guys, free and confident, able to enjoy college like most guys could. I stole a glance at Tiffany, on his knees, neatly stacking magazines, hair bouncing with every move, and jealousy twisted deep in my chest. These guys never had to wear skirts, their manners didn’t include curtsying and calling people miss and sir, and they didn’t have their manhood locked away in little pink cages.

“Almost done, ladies! Laundry time,” Melody said at last, quite cheerfully. “Britney, you take it down. Tiffany, you’ll dry and fold again since Britney’s got class after this. The two of you can decide amongst yourselves who will bring it back later.”

“Yes, Miss Melody,” I said softly, hefting the basket. I curtsied to the guys without meeting their eyes and hurried out. The laundry room was mercifully empty. I shoved the clothes into the washer, set the dial, and leaned against the machine, breathing hard. By the time I returned, my stomach had settled just enough.

The cleaning was finished. Tiffany stood by the door, purse in hand. Melody sat chatting with the guys, who were leaning casually against their desks. I caught most of it, little jokes, and a bit of flirtation. Melody giggled, tossing her hair, and I hated how normal it all looked. A sour knot returned to my chest: jealousy, shame, and anger tangled together. I couldn’t help but think that these were the kinds of guys Gina had compared us to, masculine men who had a chance with pretty girls like Melody. She laughed at their jokes, blushing throughout, the easy rhythm of a girl being flirted with by two decent-looking guys. Watching her, I felt the sour knot twist tighter. She treated me more like a little sister than any type of man.

When she stood to leave, the guys handed her folded bills. She smiled, sliding them into her purse. “Thank you, guys.”

We both curtsied automatically. “Thank you, gentlemen,” Tiffany and I echoed, girly voices soft.

Melody guided us out, heels clicking down the hall. The moment the door shut behind us, she turned, beaming, and pulled us into a group hug. “You girls were wonderful. I’m so proud of you. You were polite, professional, and adorable the whole time.” She squeezed my arm affectionately. “Now I know I don’t need to escort you two again. I think you’re ready to handle this on your own from now on.”

Her words made my stomach drop even as I forced a smile. Her praise and affection were always welcomed, but the thought of doing this alone for more strangers filled me with anxiety.

Back in our room, Tiffany flopped onto his bed, still in his green mini and wig, controller in hand. I, on the other hand, stripped down immediately. Sitting in just my bra and panties, I began to scrub my makeup away. My acrylic nails clicked against the desk occasionally as I wiped at my face. I had just tugged my wig free when the knock came.

“Britney!” Selena’s voice rang brightly. “It’s me!”

My heart lurched. I snatched a hoodie from my chair and yanked it over my head. It covered my chest, but my bare legs and lace panties peeked out despite my effort to tug the hoodie lower. Wincing, I cracked the door open.

Selena stood there, studying my face, with three girls I recognized from our psych class at her side. Their eyes swept over me in an instant, and then came the giggles.

“Huh! Look at his eyebrows,” one whispered.
“His nails are done too,” another said, pointing at the shiny acrylics holding the door.
“Oh my God, he’s wearing panties too!” the third squealed, bold enough to flick the hem of my hoodie up.

I yanked it back down, face blazing. “I was just…changing for class,” I stammered.

Selena tilted her head, eyes locking on me. She took in the full set of yesterday’s changes: my arched brows, the gold hoops dangling from my ears, the glossy acrylics flashing every time I moved. Her grin spread wider, and her eyes were wide and glossy. Part of me felt like she was turned on by this. “Oh my God,” she breathed, gently grabbing my arm and pulling me closer. “You look even better than the last time I saw you. These brows, your earrings, your nails…Britney, you’re so precious.”

She brushed past me, her friends spilling into the room like a tide.

Across the room, Tiffany froze mid-game, still fully dressed, wig perfectly in place. Selena’s eyes sparkled. “Don’t be shy, Tiff. Get up and greet my friends. They were dying to meet you two.”

Blushing furiously, Tiffany set the controller aside and rose, smoothing his skirt. The girls swarmed him instantly.
“He’s so pretty,” one gushed, fingers stroking his wig.
“He looks like a real girl,” another said, almost awestruck.
Tiffany ducked his head. “Th-thank you, ladies,” he murmured in his girly voice, which drew more squeals.

Meanwhile, I tugged uselessly at my hoodie, praying they’d lose interest. Selena wasn’t having it. “Well?” she teased, folding her arms. “Aren’t you going to get dressed for class, girly boy?”

Shaking, I peeled the hoodie off. Gasps and laughter erupted.
“Oh my God, he actually has boobs!” one of Selena’s friends exclaimed.
“They look so real,” another said, leaning close before giving them a squeeze.
“And that bra is so cute, I love that you’re wearing a matching set,” the third added, tugging at the strap on my shoulder.

Selena laughed, eyes glittering. “See? Didn’t I tell you they were adorable? And Britney,” she stepped closer, gently cupping my cheek and leaning in like she was about to kiss me, “you’re keeping your titties on for class, my love.”

“No, please…” I whispered.

“Yes,” she cooed, firm but sweet, whispering in my ear. “I like you like this. They stay on.”

Her breath lingered against my ear, warm and sweet, and for the first time since being locked, I was getting turned on. I felt myself begin straining helplessly against the tight plastic of the cage. The pressure was intense, almost painful, my penis trying to swell with nowhere to go. Instead, my arousal settled into that strange, humiliating warmth I had started to become familiar with from the times I had gotten turned while tucked. A tingly, feminine feeling that flushed through my body, accompanied by the ache and strain against the cage, leaving me weak-kneed.

I squeezed my thighs together, shifting as I tried to hide my discomfort. Selena’s thumb brushed lightly along my cheekbone, a gesture so tender it blurred the line between mockery and affection. My breath caught. Was she just playing with me, savoring her ability to command and humiliate me? Or was there something more in the way her voice dropped to that husky whisper? The not knowing gave me butterflies, caged and helpless, every beat of my heart beneath my breast forms sending a pulse of tingling heat through my body.

I crossed my arms, instinctively shying away, and within seconds, the girls were rifling through my drawers. “This one,” Selena’s friend said, pulling out a pink puff-sleeved top and tossing it at me. Selena added, “Pants are fine, but you’re wearing this top too.”

Another friend held up a pair of earrings. “And these.” Pink studs glittered in her palm.

Reluctantly, I obeyed. The top clung to my forms, the scoop neckline making them impossible to ignore. The studs pinched as I slid them in, my freshly pierced ears throbbing faintly.

“Now some makeup,” Selena said next, already holding my compact.

I shook my head weakly. “I…”

“Just a little blush, gloss, and mascara, sweetie. No need to get all worked up,” she soothed.

Hands trembling, I dabbed pink onto my cheeks, flicked mascara across my lashes, and brushed pink gloss onto my lips. The girls stared as I did my makeup, amazed at my ability to feminize myself.
“He’s so feminine, it’s kind of crazy,” one whispered.
“Don’t be shy, Britney,” another chimed in. “You look adorable.”

Finally, Selena slung her bag over her shoulder, satisfied. “Alright, ladies, we’d better get to class.”

The trek across campus was a blur of humiliation. My breasts jutted out beneath my pink blouse, my long nails flashed, my gloss shimmered. Selena linked arms with me, chatting happily while her friends walked alongside us.

In class, the teasing only worsened.

Selena snapped my bra strap with a smirk. “Just making sure you're awake.”

One of her friends yanked my waistband just enough to reveal the lace trim of my panties. “Oh, sexy!”

Another leaned across the row, whispering far too loudly. “His boobs look amazing in that top.”

A few students turned, looking over their shoulders at me. My pierced ears burned hotter, every glance like a spotlight on me.

I sank lower in my seat, wishing for class to end, but their teasing carried on. Every comment about my lips, lashes, boobs, or earrings made my face burn hotter. I could hear classmates whispering and see them smirking.

When the lecture finally ended, I stuffed my things into my bag and bolted. Selena called cheerfully after me, “See you soon, girlfriend!” The others laughed, their voices trailing me down the hall.

I didn’t stop until I was back in the dorm, chest heaving, heart hammering with shame.

Later that night, around seven, Tiffany and I returned from the dining hall in silence. We had another session booked in half an hour, this one unsupervised by Katie or Melody. Our stomachs churned as we set about getting ready.

We dressed carefully for the second time today. Wigs brushed, lashes curled, foundation smoothed, blush blended. Tiffany stepped into a pleated skirt with sheer tights, slipping on a light blue blouse tucked neatly at the waist, finished with delicate silver hoops and dainty blue kitten heels. I chose my pale yellow dress with puff sleeves that cinched tight at the belt and flared around my thighs, paired with pantyhose and strappy white block heels. Dangling heart earrings swayed as I leaned toward the mirror, slicking on another coat of gloss until my lips gleamed. Together we packed our tote with rags, spray, and sponges, our nails flashing against the bottles.

Neither of us spoke as we walked two floors down, heels clicking on the linoleum. My palms were damp around the cleaning supplies I carried, anxiety swirling in my stomach. When we reached the door, I tapped nervously.

It swung open, and my blood ran cold. One of the girls standing there was someone I knew. Brianna. I had stupidly hit on her during our first week, at Tiffany’s encouragement. She’d brushed me off with a sneer, told me to fuck off, and laughed about it to her friends as I walked away. I remembered her then as a cliché mean girl, and I prayed desperately that wouldn’t be the case now.

But here she was, smiling wide, phone already in hand.
“Well, well, well,” she drawled, laughter curling through her voice. “So this is what you’ve been up to, huh, Matt? Or should I say… Britney?”

Her friend appeared behind her, eyes widening with delight. “Katie told us everything about you two. God, this is too perfect.”

The floor seemed to tilt under me. I couldn’t believe Katie would go this far, going out of her way to expose me like this. Sending me to clean for a girl I’d once tried to impress. It was a new low. Tiffany and I dipped into shaky curtsies, voices pitched high. “Good evening, ladies,” we chimed.

They let us in, but from the start, Brianna made it clear she was less interested in cleaning and more interested in entertainment. Her smile never faded, but it grew sharper with each passing minute. “Oh, don’t forget those,” she said lightly as I bent to gather cups, only to knock over another stack just as I finished. “Oops,” she added, giggling into her phone. Every surface we wiped, they spilled crumbs or drinks across again. The trash bag we tied was dumped right back onto the floor. Dirty clothes we dropped into the hamper were pulled out and tossed across the room, followed by mock-scolding: “Wrong hamper, try again, girls.”

My throat tightened with each chore undone. Frustration swelled until my eyes burned, and Tiffany’s cheeks flushed pink, our mascara starting to smudge. Through it all, the mocking never stopped. Their phones hovered like weapons, recording our every move.

“Smile for my sorority,” Brianna said finally, raising her phone high. Her grin was razor-sharp. “Good. Now both of you say: ‘I’m a pretty little princess.’”

My stomach knotted. Tiffany and I curtsied, skirts flaring. “I’m a pretty little princess,” we chirped, voices trembling, while their laughter filled the room.

From there, the cruelty escalated. They ordered us to line up, skirts hiked high. Before I could react, Brianna yanked my panties to my knees. Tiffany’s followed a second later.

The laughter that erupted was deafening. Their eyes locked on the cages between our thighs.
“Oh my God,” Brianna howled, nearly dropping her phone as she doubled over. “Katie never told me she locked your cocks away…” She pinched her fingers together into the tiniest gap, mocking my size. “They’re so tiny!”

Her friend leaned down, flicking Tiffany’s cage, making him shudder. “Look at these. So cute and feminine, perfect for you two.”

Brianna wiped tears of laughter from her eyes as she finally lowered her phone. She leaned close, her smile sharp as glass. “This suits you better than a dick ever would. You’re a sissy, you’d never get the chance to use it anyway.”

The words hit harder than a slap. My chest constricted, humiliation swelling as I fought back tears.

And she wasn’t finished. “So, Britney,” Brianna sneered, “I can't believe you actually thought you had a chance with me. I mean, what would you even do if I went for it? You don’t even have a cock.”

Her voice dripped poison, and their laughter rained down as Tiffany and I scrambled to pull our panties back up, tears streaking our cheeks.

The cleaning was torture after that. Everything we did was punctuated by snickers about our “tiny cocks” and the ever-present glow of their phones. When at last the room was tidy again, I thought we were free. Tiffany and I dipped into matching curtsies. “Thank you for having us,” we said softly through our sniffles.

“Not so fast,” Brianna said, folding her arms. Her eyes glittered. “On your knees.”

My legs trembled as we sank down, skirts bunching around us.
“Good,” she purred, kicking her foot out. “Kiss them. Both of you.”

Tears blurred my vision as I leaned forward, pressing my lips to the top of her shoe. Tiffany did the same to her friend’s. Phones flashed again, capturing it all.

“You’d better get used to this,” Brianna smirked down at me. “It’s probably the only place you’ll ever be kissing a girl, and I'm sure you’ll spend lots of time on your knees.”

Their laughter followed us out, echoing down the hall. Tiffany and I walked back to our dorm with tears streaming freely, heels clicking in hollow rhythm, both of us crying too hard to speak.

We stumbled back into our room, eyes still red and stinging. Tiffany kicked his heels across the floor and collapsed on his bed. I slammed the door shut behind us, chest heaving. For a long moment, neither of us spoke, just the sound of shaky breathing and the occasional choked sob.

Finally, Tiffany muttered, “This is bullshit.” His voice cracked with fury.

“Yeah,” I hissed, my voice shaky and broken. “This is fucked up. We can’t keep letting them do this to us.”

We sat there, trembling, but the anger slowly rose hotter than the shame. Tiffany sat up straight. “We have to confront them and put an end to this right now.”

I nodded, fists clenching. “Let’s go.”

We peeled ourselves out of skirts and tops, tugging the wigs off, scrubbing our faces raw until every trace of makeup was gone. The adhesive pulled at my skin as I peeled off the breast forms, finally free of their weight. The panties remained; they were the only underwear we owned now. I yanked on jeans, a t-shirt, and a sweatshirt. Tiffany, Tim again, dressed the same.

We stormed down the hall, adrenaline pushing us forward, until we shoved open the door to Katie and Melody’s suite. Melody wasn’t there, but Katie was, lounging with Amanda on the bed, a notebook open between them. Both looked up in surprise.

Katie’s eyes narrowed. “What the fuck are you two wearing?”

That was all it took. I erupted. “What the fuck does it look like? We’re done with this shit. What happened downstairs was insane. Those bitches humiliated us for hours! How could you do that to me? We’ve been degraded and treated like bitches all month and it stops now!”

Tim’s voice cracked with anger. “You’re a crazy fucking bitch! We’re not doing this anymore. Take these cages off right now.”

Katie stood slowly, her expression calm, almost amused. “Is that so?”

“Yes!” Tim shouted, fists shaking. “You’re sick. This is over.”

She walked up to him without a word and, with terrifying suddenness, drove her knee hard into his balls. The sound he made was guttural, collapsing instantly to the floor, curling around himself with a strangled sob.

I staggered back in shock, only for Amanda to lunge forward. Her open palm cracked across my cheek, again and again as I stumbled, trying to shield myself. “Stop!” I cried, but her smacks kept landing, snapping my head to the side. Katie joined in, her strikes harder, more deliberate. My arms trembled uselessly against the barrage until tears streamed hot down my face.

Katie shoved me face-first against the bed, the comforter pressed against my cheek. Cold plastic cinched tight around my wrists with a zipping snap, the edges digging into my skin as I struggled. My ankles were bound next, the zip-ties biting until I whimpered. Amanda worked on Tim in the same brutal rhythm, her nails pressing into his arm as she forced his hands together.

“On the bed,” Katie ordered. They dragged us as we struggled weakly, and bent us face-down across the mattresses, our jeans yanked halfway down, exposing our pantied butts.

“You need to learn your place!” Katie hissed, leaning over us. “You’re sissies. Pathetic, weak, feminine, tiny-dicked sissies. And part of being a sissy is getting humiliated and accepting that with grace. Get this through your heads now, you are going to be our sweet, obedient little bitches. You’re not boys, you never were, and you never will be again. So you better deal with that delusional male pride of yours and accept your new identities or things will keep getting worse, much worse.”

Her hand cracked across my ass, Amanda’s across Tim’s. Both of us yelped.

“You’re getting thirty each,” Katie announced coldly. “And they don’t count until you count each one out and thank us for teaching you that you’re weak little sissies who could never be men.”

The spanking was brutal, each slap sharp and punishing. We cried out, thrashing against the ties, sobs breaking through. For long grueling minutes, we tried to hold out. But the pain built, unbearable, until I finally choked, “One! Thank you for teaching me I’m a weak little sissy who could never be a man, Miss Katie!”

My voice broke into sobs.

Tim gave in moments later, his words muffled through tears: “Two! Thank you for teaching me I’m a weak little sissy who could never be a man, Miss Amanda!”

On and on it went. The blows rained down, and the room filled with the sound of our voices, counting, thanking, sobbing. Our bodies convulsed with every strike, asses blazing with heat, the sting escalating into raw agony. The spanking seemed endless, each number dragged out, each thank-you forced past choking sobs. By the time the thirtieth landed, both of us were shaking uncontrollably, our asses swollen, blistering red, burning so hot it felt like we’d been branded.

Somewhere in the haze of pain and shame, a thought crystallized: I had been wrong to rebel. I wasn’t man enough to stand up to them; I wasn’t really a man at all anymore. I felt like I would never be. They were right to punish me. I was a sissy now and had to accept that.

When at last the final smacks faded, Katie crouched down, her tone deceptively calm. “If I take these off, will you behave?”

“Yes, Miss Katie,” we whispered in unison.

When the ties were cut, my wrists and ankles throbbed. Amanda wordlessly handed us tissues. My hands trembled as I dabbed at my ruined face, tears still falling uncontrollably. Tiffany, not Tim, did the same, both of us broken, our sobs slowly tapering into hiccups.

Katie smirked, tossing two pairs of heels onto the floor, one pink, one white, followed by two bras matching our panties. Silently, we slipped them on, heads bowed. Katie tilted our chins up one at a time, holding them steady as she painted our lips a glossy red.

“There they are,” Amanda cooed. “Our girls are back.”

Katie rose with a smirk. “Time for a walk, ladies. Hold hands.”

We obeyed instantly, too shaken to resist. Moments later, the four of us moved down the hallway, two broken sissies in bras, panties, heels, and lipstick, our fingers entwined like children clutching each other on the way across a busy street. Each step echoed on the hallway floor, the click of our heels a cruel reminder of what we’d been reduced to.

The walk felt endless, my chest tight with dread, until Katie stopped in front of the study hall. The muffled buzz of voices and laughter spilled out from inside, and my stomach dropped. With a casual push, she swung the door open.

The effect was instant. Conversations faltered, heads turned, and silence rippled outward until all eyes were on us. A group of guys near the back gawked openly, one blurting, “What the fuck?”

Katie’s smile was icy and proud. “These,” she announced, her voice cutting through the room, “are my sissies. They acted up, so we had to spank them and put them back in their place.”

The laughter came in a wave, swelling around us, sharp and merciless. Amanda leaned in, grinning. “Show them, girls.”

“Hands on the desk. Bend over,” Katie barked.

My stomach twisted, but there was no choice. Tiffany and I shuffled forward, placing our palms flat on the desk, bending until our asses jutted out. The room erupted. Giggles turned into shocked gasps as the welts across our skin came into view, blistering red through the thin fabric of our panties.

“Oh my God, look at them!”
“Their asses are beet red!”
“Shit, they’re crying!”

The humiliation burned hotter than the pain itself, and yet, buried deep in the sting and the shame, my earlier realization rose again. This was what I was now: a submissive, girly,  sissy. The truth of it felt undeniable. Heat flushed through me, shame twisting into a deep feeling of submissiveness. Without thinking, I arched my back more dramatically, presenting myself, even wiggling my pantied butt faintly beneath the stares as if to prove my worth to Katie. The gesture only deepened my disgrace.

Tears still blurred my vision, streaking my face even as the faint beginnings of arousal pulsed low in my body, cruelly betraying me. Beside me, Tiffany sniffled, his shoulders shaking, mascara smudging down his cheeks. The crowd’s laughter beat down on us, relentless.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Amanda clapped her hands. “Alright, I think they’ve had enough.”

Katie turned back to the room with a grin. “If you ever want to say hi to our girls, they live in 413. I promise they’ll be much prettier than this.”

The room exploded in laughter as Katie and Amanda pulled us upright, tugging us back into motion. We stumbled out, hands still locked, our faces burning hotter than our asses, too broken even to cry, the echo of their mockery chasing us down the hall.


Chapter 7: The Club


Saturday afternoon, two days after the study hall, Tiffany and I minced back toward our room, tote bag swinging between us. We had just finished cleaning for a pair of girls down the hall, nothing too bad this time, just picking up clothes and scrubbing down their desks. We walked with the same practiced sway in our hips Katie drilled into us, heels clicking rhythmically on the floor.

I could feel it as much as I saw it. My shoulders hunched slightly inward, hands brushing my dress as I walked, chin tilted down. It wasn’t just the outfit or the wig or the heels. It felt like a new me. Since that night when I’d been tied, spanked, and paraded in front of half the dorm, something inside me had shifted.

Our rebellion had been crushed. And in its place was something softer, calmer, some form of acceptance of my new role. Every step I took, every polite little curtsy I gave, felt more… natural. I hated myself for even thinking it, for recognizing that moving submissively, girlishly, somehow made me feel steadier ever since that night. But the reality remained, heavy and shameful.

Back in our room, Tiffany dropped his purse onto the chair and flopped daintily onto his bed. I set the cleaning supplies aside and sat down too, legs crossed, my posture demure without even thinking about it. When I picked up my controller, I noticed how my wrists bent delicately, how my painted nails clicked faintly against the plastic.

Tiffany stretched out across her blankets, sundress riding a little higher than it should have. He sighed. “God, I’m tired. My feet are killing me.”

I glanced at him, lips tugging into a small, almost shy smile. The way he sat, the way he spoke, it didn’t seem as forced anymore. The punishment seemed to have a similar effect on him, too.

We started playing, half-focused on the screen, half-chatting about nothing. Our voices stayed high, girly, like we’d been trained. The words themselves weren’t important, just comments about class and little complaints about assignments, but the rhythm of it struck me.

It didn’t feel like I was talking to another guy. I wasn’t even talking to the old Tiffany. I felt like I was talking to a girl. My female roommate. And in some twisted, terrifying way, I felt like a girl too.

A wave of shame hit me as soon as the thought formed. I didn’t want to feel this way. But as I giggled softly at something Tiffany said and tucked a strand of my wig behind my ear, I felt it again: that uneasy calm. I was sliding deeper into the role, whether I wanted to or not.

The knock on our door made both Tiffany and I freeze. Ever since the study hall incident, students had been stopping by just to tease us, to ask if the rumors were true, or just to peek inside at “Katie’s sissies.” My stomach clenched as I glanced at Tiffany, imagining who it might be this time.

But then Melody’s cheerful voice rang out. “Girls? It’s us.”

Relief washed over me. Tiffany and I scurried to the door, pulling it open, and dipped into our curtsies. “Hello, Miss Melody. Hello, Miss Katie,” we chimed.

Katie’s eyes glinted. “Get your purses. We’re going back to the salon.”

We obeyed instantly, sliding our bags over our shoulders. As we left, Katie gestured at the door. “Leave it cracked. Amanda’s dropping some things off while we’re gone.”

The thought sent a nervous ripple through me, but there was no time to question it. We fell into step behind them, heels clicking.

The mall was crowded, and with every step we drew glances. A pair of boys near the food court nudged each other and stared at us as we clicked past in our heels, and a group of girls looked us up and down before one of them complimented that she liked Tiffany’s dress. There was no smirk of recognition, no snickers about the two sissies mincing in the mall, just the stares people gave at pretty girls walking by. I felt vulnerable, hyper-aware of every eye on us, especially the guys who I knew were mentally undressing me. If only they knew what we had underneath our skirts. I chuckled to myself. At the salon, the embarrassment began immediately. “Wigs off,” Katie ordered.

Tiffany and I froze, then slowly peeled them off, exposing our flattened hair beneath. A room full of women looked up at once. Whispers spread, eyes lingered, and my face burned as I sat there looking every bit the sissy I was.

Katie leaned casually against the counter, chatting with the stylists. My stomach turned when I overheard her laughing with one of them: “Yes, permanent extensions. Dyed exactly like their wigs. Make it their real hair now.”

The stylists treated us like girls, evidently assuming that we were trans. My stylist smiled warmly as she brushed out my hair, the comb scraping across my scalp as she worked it into neat sections. “So, are you on hormones yet?”

I choked. “N-no, Miss. Just clothes and makeup.” A nervous, awkward giggle slipped out before I could stop it.

She giggled softly. “Well, you’re very pretty already. You must have lots of admirers.”

I blushed furiously, thinking back to when I sat on Mark’s lap and felt his erection pressing up against me. She kept smiling and asking questions: about my classes, whether I had a boyfriend, what kind of makeup I liked, if I was excited about my new hair. Meanwhile, her hands moved with practiced ease, parting and clipping small bundles of silky brown strands, matching the exact shade of my old wig. One by one, she bonded them to my real hair with heat and adhesive, the tug of each new piece making my scalp prickle. The weight grew steadily heavier until I could feel it swishing across my neck and shoulders. By the time she finished smoothing it with a flat iron, the extensions blended seamlessly, spilling glossy and long against my cheeks. It didn’t feel like something I could just take off anymore; it was my hair.

Across from me, Tiffany was in the same boat, chatting shyly with his stylist as a nail tech painted his toes bright pink. My own tech worked in tandem, gently taking my hands and examining the acrylics I already had on. “Let’s freshen these up,” she said, filing them neatly back into perfect ovals before buffing them smooth. The rasp of the file sent tiny vibrations up my arms, and then the smell of polish filled my nose as she painted them in a deep, glossy red. She slid my fingers under the lamp, sealing the color until they gleamed like glass.

At the end, my stylist spun my chair toward the mirror, and the sight of my reflection made my breath catch. My hair now flowed long and silky, styled exactly like the brown wig I’d been forced to wear, only lighter and more natural, real. My nails gleamed oval and feminine, polished a vibrant red that caught the light every time I moved. My toes sparkled in my sandals, red and bold.

I stared at myself, transfixed. The boy I had been was gone, buried more deeply than ever before. Before, I could peel the wig off, scrub away the makeup, and pretend everything was normal. But now? The hair was mine. The nails were mine. The earrings, the brows, the pierced ears, all mine. It wasn’t a costume I could undo. For the first time, I realized with a sinking weight that no matter what I wore tomorrow, it would be very hard to look like a guy again.

We both thanked the stylists in soft girly voices instinctively as we were escorted out. Melody beamed, clapping her hands. “You two look beautiful!”

Katie smirked. “And now you’ll always be pretty, even when you’re pretending to be boys. You have long pretty hair, feminine acrylic red and pink nails, pierced ears, arched eyebrows, and not a hair beneath them. Isn’t this exciting?”

Shame clawed at me. How could I ever pass as a boy again? The thought made me dizzy. And yet, as we minced across the mall toward the food court, my hair swishing against my cheeks, I couldn’t deny a strange feeling of freshness, a feminine calm that I hated myself for enjoying.

We ate light with the girls, Melody chatting happily with us about school and clothes, Katie tossing in the occasional jab. “Aww, Britney, look, your lipstick left a stain on your straw. Doesn’t that just make you feel so ladylike?”

Back at the dorm, my heart froze the second we stepped into our room.

It wasn’t our room anymore.

Pink curtains fluttered at the windows. Barbie and Hello Kitty comforters spread across our beds. Fluffy rugs, one pink, one white, softened the floor. The walls were covered with posters: makeup ads, pop idols, and one enormous shot of a shirtless guy flexing at the beach. A painting hung between our beds: two delicate fairies holding hands as they walked through a flower-filled meadow. Stuffed animals crowded our pillows. The desks were covered with makeup organizers, pastel decorations, and sparkling lights.

And on the table sat two penis-shaped thermoses, garish and unmistakable, to replace our old navy-blue ones. It would be humiliating to refill these at the fountain in the hallway.

Amanda, Sarah, and Gina were waiting inside. They all grinned as we froze in the doorway, hands over our mouths.

Melody clapped. “Surprise! Isn’t it adorable?”

I felt panic rising in my throat, but then Katie raised one eyebrow. The message was clear.

Tiffany and I dropped into deep curtsies. “Thank you, thank you so much,” we gushed, voices trembling with forced delight. “We love it, it’s beautiful!”

The girls gathered around us, showing off every new addition. Amanda tapped the poster of the shirtless man and grinned. “Knew you’d like that one, Britney. I figured the muscley ones were your type ever since you were gushing over Mark’s big chest.”

Sarah giggled as she pointed out the stuffed animals, hugging one to her chest and then dropping it onto Tiffany’s bed. Katie made it clear that she would expect us to cuddle one of them whenever we went to sleep, unless of course we had a man in our bed to cuddle. The thought made me tremble with shame and anxiety.

And Gina lingered by the painting of the fairies, her smile cruel. “I picked this out for you both. It’s perfect, isn’t it? Since you’re both fairies. And you always seem to be holding hands for one reason or another.”

We stood in the middle of our new pink prison, humiliated and overwhelmed, forced to smile and thank them as our old lives were erased with each girly decoration. Still, somehow our new room felt appropriate for our new identities. I wasn’t happy about it, and was definitely more than a little ashamed, but the room felt like an extension of what we had become.

Katie snapped her fingers. “Alright, girls. You can enjoy your new room later. Tonight’s a big night for you.”

My stomach lurched. Tiffany’s eyes flicked nervously to mine.

Melody grinned. “You’re going out with us. To a real club.”

“W-what?” I squeaked, voice cracking.

Katie smirked. “Don’t worry. Amanda and Sarah will help you change and get ready. Then they’ll go get ready themselves.”

Melody blew us a kiss before she, Gina, and Katie swept out. Amanda turned to Tiffany, Sarah to me.

“Come on, sweetie,” Sarah purred, tugging open my closet. “Let’s make you irresistible.”

They picked out dresses I’d never have dared to wear outside the dorm: tiny, tight, slutty club dresses that clung like second skin. Mine shimmered black with a plunging neckline, Tiffany’s a cherry red with a slit up the thigh. Matching open-toed heels completed the look.

We sat at our vanity, hands shaking as we applied our own makeup under their sharp instructions. Sarah guided me through smoky shadows and winged liner, Amanda hovered over Tiffany, pushing him to go bolder, darker. Both of us were ordered into thick false lashes, our hair was curled into cascading sultry waves, and our lips were painted a bright red that glistened wet and obscene under the light. By the time we were finished, we looked like two unmistakably sexy college girls on the prowl for hookups.

The door burst open. Melody, Katie, Amanda, Sarah, and Gina swept in, dressed to kill. Melody shimmered in a skintight silver dress, Katie in a tiny black mini that barely skimmed her thighs, Amanda in a plunging sapphire halter, Sarah in white lace that clung to every curve, Gina in a sparkling crimson wrap that showed off her legs. In short skirts, plunging necklines, and shimmering heels, they looked devastatingly sexy, confident, and powerful. My chest ached with jealousy and desire, a bitter cocktail that left me dizzy. Tiffany shrank beside me, lips parted, clearly just as overwhelmed, staring like a timid little sister watching her idols.

Katie held up a small key. “One more thing.” She knelt between us, clicked open our chastity cages, and tossed them aside. “Tuck.”

My face flamed as I obeyed, fumbling with shaking hands. The other girls laughed, tossing comments like, “Careful, don’t pop out of that dress,” and “She won’t, they’re tiny to begin with.”

Melody leaned in, brushing a hand over my cheek. “Tonight’s important. It’s the end of phase two. Be pretty girls, embrace your new selves and make us proud.”

Katie added coolly, “And obey everything we tell you.”

Tiffany shifted nervously beside me, his voice small. “Phase two? What…what does that mean? What are the phases?”

Katie’s lips curled into a smirk. “Phase one was simple. Breaking you in. Teaching you to walk, dress, and act like the sissies you really are. You know, the basics: feminine dressing, makeup, voices, behavior, the training phase.”

She let the words hang in the air before leaning closer, her eyes sharp. “Phase two is different. It’s all about you, actually living your roles. No more pretending this is temporary or rebelling. Big changes like your new jobs, your hair, nails, eyebrows, chastity cages, and your interactions with others. Basically, becoming what you were meant to be.”

My throat tightened. I swallowed hard, forcing myself to ask, “Is…is there a phase three?”

Katie laughed softly, the sound low and mocking. “Of course there is. It’s the final phase. The longest one. But don’t worry about that right now, princess…” She trailed a fingernail under my chin until I met her eyes. “You’ll see soon enough what it entails.”

The chill in her tone made my stomach drop.

At the club, we breezed past the bouncer without IDs. My heart pounded, but no one questioned it. To anyone looking, we were just a group of pretty girls.

The first round of cosmos arrived, pink and gleaming in their glasses. I sipped nervously, hyper-aware of my lipstick mark on the rim.

Katie raised her glass. “Tonight, you’ll each dance with at least five guys. You’ll kiss at least two. And if any of the five you dance with want to kiss you, you will not resist.”

The words dropped like stones in my gut. Tiffany’s eyes were wide, his lip trembling, but we both nodded. There was no choice.

“Dance floor. Now,” Katie ordered.

We minced out onto the floor, dresses clinging, heels wobbling, nerves jangling with every step. The music pulsed heavily through the room, the bass rattling in our chests. Self-conscious and shaky, we clung to each other, swaying and twirling, forcing ourselves to move femininely the way we knew they wanted. My dress rode up with each twist of my hips, and Tiffany’s slit flashed more thigh than he wanted. Within minutes, two guys approached us, smiling boldly and moving in close. Their eyes ran up and down our bodies as they slid in beside us. They danced with us lightly, testing the waters, hands brushing but not grabbing, voices murmuring against the music. We forced shy giggles, our faces burning, until the song ended. Then we scampered back to the girls like nervous schoolgirls, dresses tugged down, hearts pounding.

“Not bad,” Melody smiled. “But more intimate next time.”

Back we went. Two other guys approached, much bolder than the last two. Their hands slid onto our hips, guiding us closer. Tiffany twirled under one’s arm, his new hair flashing golden under the lights. A hand pressed firmly at the small of my back, spinning me and pulling me into a tight sway. Shame burned, but I played along, girlish giggles spilling from my lips as the guy’s fingers grazed my waist. I looked over and saw the girls recording, laughing, smiling, their phones held high. My humiliation deepened, and yet, in some twisted way, a tiny pang of satisfaction flickered. I was making them happy.

By the time I stumbled back, breathless, Katie and Melody were already chatting with two guys at the bar. Katie’s tone was casual and friendly. Melody’s, though, was playful and flirty, leaning in close and laughing at everything he said. My heart clenched painfully. Watching her giggle at another man’s jokes while I pranced around in a dress made me feel jealous and pathetic.

“Britney,” Melody called, waving me over. My chest tightened. She gestured to the guys’ other friend. “Meet Justin.”

Soon, the four of us were on the floor. Melody pressed close to her guy, eyes sparkling, while I stood shyly across from Justin. He smiled, and I forced a coy smile, twirling a lock of my new curls. The shame of acting like a flirty girl nearly killing me.

The music shifted, sultry and slow. Melody leaned close, whispering in my ear. “Grind on him.”

“I…” I shook my head desperately.

Her smile faltered. “Please, Brit, for your own good.”

Heat surged in my cheeks as I turned, pressing my back to Justin’s chest. His hands slid onto my hips, tugging me tight against him. I arched my back, grinding hesitantly, until I felt it: his hard bulge pressing into me. The contact made my face flame with shame, but Melody’s eyes were locked on mine from across the floor. She was grinding on her guy too, hips rolling, lips parted, her gaze cutting straight through me.

The longer she held my eyes, the deeper the reality of what I was doing sank into me. And yet, the shame of it started to twist into something else, filling my stomach with a fluttery sensation as the rest of my body was overcome with heat and arousal. Pressed tight and tucked beneath my panties, I could feel the pressure straining, the ache contained and redirected until it pulsed outward through my whole body. Each time Justin’s cock pressed into me, it sent another jolt racing from the tight, suffocating bundle taped between my legs, radiating tingling warmth. What made it unbearable was the strange intimacy with Melody, her eyes locked onto mine knowingly, as if we were sharing this moment, two girls doing a mating dance with their men. That strange and twisted sense of sisterhood made my face burn hotter, shame and arousal knotting together deeply as I writhed more sensually on Justin’s hard cock.

Melody smiled, biting her lip as she leaned back and kissed her guy over her shoulder. I knew what was expected. My throat closed, but I tilted my head back, turning to Justin. Our lips met. His kiss was rough, claiming me as his in that moment. His cock pulsed hard against my ass as he pulled me tighter, one hand squeezing my hip, the other roaming up my side. My own lips parted, trembling, as I kissed him back. My body quivered weakly as I submitted to his lead, rubbing up against his hardness despite my shame.

For what felt like forever, I was lost there: bent against him, kissed, caressed, ground against. Every roll of his hips made me feel smaller, weaker, and more feminine than I’d ever felt before.

Finally, Melody pulled away from her guy, lipstick smudged. She darted over, grabbed my hand, and pulled me from Justin’s arms. “That was amazing!” she squealed, kissing my cheek. “I’m so proud of you. So, tell me, how big did his dick feel?”

My face burned scarlet, stomach twisting as embarrassment pulled me back to reality. Melody’s eyes sparkled with mischief, her giggle light, as if we were just two flirty girls gossiping about boys. I hated that she saw me that way.

My lips parted before I could stop myself, desperate to please her. “It was like…really big.” I blushed, “And he was…pulsing against me.”

Melody squealed, clapping her hands in delight. “God, you’re so pretty, how could he not be?” She spun me towards her, grabbing a handful of my ass through the tight dress and pulling me into a quick but firm kiss. Her lips crushed mine, her nails digging into me as she squeezed. Heat shot through me again, my whole body trembling as I strained in my panties. When she let go, I was left blushing deeply, my thighs pressed together, my breast forms rising and falling in shallow breaths.

We returned to the bar, hearts still pounding. I pulled out a compact mirror to reapply my lipstick, trying to steady my hand. Melody leaned against me, her perfume filling my nose as she touched up her own.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of my fellow sissy. Tiffany was pinned against a wall, lips locked with a tall guy. His body pressed against him, his bulge obvious through his jeans, grinding against Tiffany’s slender body as he massaged his ass through his dress. Tiffany’s arms clung around his neck, his golden hair falling like a curtain around their kiss. He wasn’t just playing along, they were really getting into it: making out, grinding, completely lost in the moment. My stomach twisted knowing that the same thing had happened to me with Justin just a moment ago.

Before I could process it, Katie appeared beside me. “Your turn, Brit.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me back onto the floor.

We began to dance. Katie pressed in close, her body hot against mine, and to my shock, she was being…warm. She guided my hips, her thigh sliding between mine, and looked straight into my eyes. “You’re doing great tonight. Better than I expected.”

My chest fluttered. “Thank you, Miss Katie,” I whispered, voice girly, breathy.

She grinned wickedly, hands roaming my body. “Your ass looks incredible in this dress. And your tits…” her palm cupped one breast through the tight fabric, squeezing it “you look sexy.”

My face burned hot as a helpless giggle slipped out of me. “Thank you, Miss Katie.” My body betrayed me again, the intense pressure of my flattened cock throbbing painfully. Each pulse felt wet and warm in my panties, sending waves of tingling heat across my body until every nerve in my body seemed to buzz.

Soon she had me panting, lips parted, practically squirming under her touch. She leaned close to my ear. “See that guy in the red shirt? Go turn him on for me.”

She nudged me toward him, and dizzy with praise, horny and desperate not to disappoint her, I obeyed eagerly. I minced across the floor, my heels clicking, hair bouncing around my shoulders as I swayed my hips dramatically. The man smiled, slid an arm around my waist, and within moments, he was kissing me.

I melted into it, kissing him back eagerly, his hand sliding down to squeeze my ass as his hips pressed tight against me. I felt embarrassed, yes, but the shame was almost drowned out by the high, by the rush of pleasing Katie and Melody, and by the dizzy warmth spreading through me. The pressure of my cock straining uselessly pulsed harder, the warmth soaking into my panties and radiating in full-body waves. For the first time since I'd been feminized, I wasn’t just humiliated. I was…excited. Happy, even, that I was making them so proud.

Later, Tiffany and I found ourselves together on the floor again. This time, we didn’t cling nervously. Surrounded by a circle of men, we ground against each other, our hips rolling, our bodies gyrating as the bass shook the floor. Tiffany laughed breathlessly, his hands sliding down my sides. I arched into him, and for a few minutes, it almost felt like fun. Like we were really two girls letting loose.

The men roared their approval, their eyes devouring us. The girls joined in, sliding between us, dancing, laughing, their hands guiding ours, their hips pressing in. Melody twirled me, her hair whipping across my face, and Katie playfully slapped Tiffany’s ass as the crowd cheered.

By the time we collapsed back at the bar, sweat glistened on my forehead, my lipstick was smudged, and my legs were trembling from the heels and the grinding. One final round of drinks was placed in front of us. I sipped mine in silence, still flushed, heart hammering.

The walk back to the car was a blur of heels on pavement, the night air cool against our burning skin. The girls chattered happily about how we’d done, Melody practically glowing. Katie’s smirk lingered as she pulled on a borrowed cigarette.

And Gina, always cruel, turned to us with a grin. “I always knew you fags liked boys.”

The words cut deep, leaving me blushing with shame, because there was a kernel of truth in them. Tonight, I had felt hard cocks pressing against me, grinding into me, and to my horror, I hadn’t just endured it. The pressure in my panties, the tingling pulses that left me dizzy…part of me had liked it. I knew that had more to do with the fact that I was doing it for my mistresses, emasculating myself for their pleasure. Still, I had to wrestle with the fact that I, a straight guy, went out tonight dressed as a girl and danced and made out with multiple men…and was turned on by it.

Tiffany and I walked silently, curves swaying beneath our slutty dresses, heels clicking, and our bodies still buzzing with adrenaline. I felt ashamed and vulnerable, but the heat in my panties wouldn’t cool down.

When we got back to our newly feminized dorm, the girls were buzzing with excitement. Katie smiled. “Alright, girls, dresses off. You did well tonight, you deserve a little reward. You can also peel off your tucking tape.”

Tiffany and I obeyed, trembling but aroused, peeling off our dresses and tape until we were standing in nothing but our lace lingerie and tall heels. Our erections sprang up instantly, straining hard against the thin lace of our panties. The girls burst into giggles, their phones already up, zooming in shamelessly.

“On the bed,” Amanda ordered, patting Tiffany’s new Hello Kitty comforter. “Brit, straddle her. Let’s see you two have some fun.”

My cheeks burned as I climbed onto Tiffany, settling on his lap. His cock pressed firmly against me through the lace of both our panties, impossible not to notice. We froze awkwardly, but the girls cheered.

“Kiss!” Melody squealed.

I leaned in, lips meeting Tiffany’s. Soft at first, tentative, but the taunts and giggles around us pushed us deeper. Our tongues tangled, our hips shifting until we were grinding against each other, moaning despite ourselves. Tiffany’s hardness throbbed beneath me, rubbing against my pantied ass, every movement a reminder of how far we’d fallen.

“There you go,” Gina laughed. “Two little sluts.”

Katie stepped closer, voice sharp. “Faster. Really move. Get into it.”

We obeyed, gyrating harder, our panties sliding against one another, heat building until shame melted into unrestricted arousal. The pressure of my cock straining in its lace prison only made it harder to hold back; every twitch pulsed wetness into my panties, my whole body tingling from head to toe. It was humiliating and confusing, a feminine arousal layered over the undeniable stiffness of my erection. I knew Tiffany was feeling it too; his cock pulsed beneath me as his eyes glazed over and he moaned sensually.

Katie crouched beside us suddenly, shimmying our panties down to our thighs. “Stroke yourselves. Do it while you kiss.”

Shame paralyzed me as she confirmed where this was going, but after a moment’s hesitation, I wrapped my hand around myself and obeyed. Tiffany mirrored me. Our lips crashed together, grinding, stroking, panting into each other’s mouths while the girls howled with laughter.

“Good girls,” Katie sneered. “Now here’s how this ends. Tiffany, tilt your little clit back and cum on Britney’s ass. Britney, I want you to cum all over Tiffany’s stomach.”

The command broke me, but I knew I had to obey, and frankly, all I could think about was cumming. Tiffany whimpered into my mouth, jerking frantically until his body twitched beneath me when I felt his warm cum shooting onto my ass. A second later, I gasped too, shame and arousal colliding as I caught a glimpse into Tiffany’s eyes while I convulsed, kissing him hungrily while I exploded on his belly.

We collapsed together, trembling, lingerie askew, and our lips still pressed together. I was humiliated and exhausted, hearing the girls clapping and cheering.

“Aw, look at our messy girls,” Gina taunted, zooming in with her phone.

Katie’s voice cut sharp: “Britney, lick it off.”

With tears welling in my eyes, I bent forward, tongue dragging slowly across Tiffany’s tummy. The taste was bitter and salty, clinging to my tongue in a way that made my stomach twist. The arousal had already drained from me, leaving only the heavy weight of shame and the ugly creep of my male ego reminding me what I was doing, licking up my own cum off another sissy’s belly. The girls cackled behind me, egging me on until every drop was gone.

“Now switch,” Katie said happily. “On all fours, Brit.”

I obeyed, my cheeks wet with tears, panties still tangled at my thighs as I felt Tiffany’s cum dripping down my ass. Tiffany knelt behind me, licking it all off while the girls recorded him.

Gina laughed, “Hope you like the taste, faggots, because you’re going to get a lot of it.”

When it was over, we were left shaking and ruined, the girls giddy at our debasement.

“Kick off the heels,” Katie finally said, still smiling. “Get ready for bed.”

We wiped off our smeared makeup, rushed through our skincare routines, brushed our teeth, peeled off our breast forms, put our cages back on, and slipped into sheer babydoll nighties and fresh panties. The girls lingered, chatting idly as we pulled the covers over our new Barbie and Hello Kitty comforters.

Amanda tucked Tiffany in, smoothing his hair and cooing about how great he was tonight. Melody came to my side, pulling the blanket up and slipping a stuffed bunny into my arms. She kissed my cheek softly. “I’m so proud of you, princess. You passed phase two. You’re a girl now, and I couldn’t be prouder of you.”

Her words cut deeper than any mockery. I whispered, “Thank you, Miss Melody,” before she flicked off the light.

The door closed behind them, leaving silence. Tiffany and I lay there, each cuddling a stuffed animal, too ashamed to speak. My chest ached as tears rolled down my cheeks. I was a little sad, and extremely overwhelmed. A storm of shame, confusion, and the undeniable weight of what I’d just done crashed over me. I felt like a pathetic sissy, but was also strangely proud of how well I’d done tonight. I hugged the bunny tighter and let my tears fall silently until I finally fell asleep.

To Be Continued…


Part 3:
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Chapter 8: Escalation


The past two weeks had been rough. Going out in boy mode without attracting attention had become nearly impossible. People stared, did double takes, and sometimes even laughed at us. With our long acrylic nails, arched brows, pierced ears, and feminine hair, we looked way too girly to pass for normal guys anymore. It was easier to just go out as girls whenever we had to leave the room, even for simple things like grabbing food at the dining hall or studying in the library. It was humiliating, but not as bad as enduring the stares and whispers about “the two guys who looked like girls.” At this point, the only time we really spent as boys was in class.

Our cleaning jobs hadn’t slowed down. If anything, they picked up. Most of our new clients didn’t even realize we weren’t real girls. I was genuinely grateful to Katie and Melody for not telling them, the jobs were far less embarrassing that way. We showed up dressed, curtsied, cleaned, and made polite conversation. They just assumed we were two shy college girls working for our friends’ cleaning business.

Neither of us had been allowed to cum since the night at the club. Two full weeks locked, aching, teased at every opportunity. If anything, the denial only deepened our submission. It made us strive harder to be feminine, obedient, and pleasing in the hopes that we’d be rewarded.

Meanwhile, Melody had started seeing a guy. I hadn’t met him yet, and honestly, I didn’t want to. She couldn’t stop talking about him, glowing, giggling like a lovesick girl every chance she got. Every time she brought him up, jealousy twisted in my chest. I hated admitting it, but despite everything she had done to us, I still had feelings for her. Deep down, I still wished I could be her boyfriend.

Selena had been around more too. She definitely kept her teasing edge and made it clear she was in charge whenever she was around, but she had also started hanging out with us more casually. She would drop by to chat, joke around, or study a few times a week. She still loved tormenting and humiliating us, but at the same time, it felt like she was becoming an actual friend.

It was Monday afternoon, and the room was quiet. Tiffany was off at the library, buried in his usual early-week studying, which left me alone. I was fully dressed, of course: a pink bralette, matching panties, a denim skirt, and a light cardigan. Psych wasn’t for another two hours, so I was just scrolling on my phone, trying not to think too hard about the past couple of weeks.

A knock came lightly, then a familiar voice. “Hey, princess. Open up.”

Selena slipped in, tossing her bag onto Tiffany’s bed and plopping down like she owned the place. She gave me a once-over, lips curling into a grin. “I had an idea…”

My stomach tightened. “What idea?”

Her grin widened. “You’re gonna come with me to class dressed as a girl today.”

My stomach flipped. “No. No way. I can’t. Not happening.”

“Why not?” She tilted her head. “You’re passable. Totally passable. Way more than when you try to look like a boy, honestly. You know how many people stare when you walk in dressed like that? The nails, the hair, the brows? You stick out either way, Brit. At least this way you’ll look like a girl and not some sissy boy.”

I shook my head, heart pounding. “I can't. Class is… different. People know me there. Someone will recognize me.”

Selena smirked, brushing her hair back. “People know you there as the boy with boobs and red nails. I’m telling you, you’ll be happier going as the girl you already look like.” Then she leaned closer, voice dropping. “Besides, if you go in boy mode, I’ll just keep teasing you all class again. Snapping your bra strap, pointing out your lip gloss, making everyone look at you.”

Heat rushed to my face. “Selena…”

She cut me off, softer now. “But if you go as a girl, no teasing. Just me being proud of you. You’ll make me so happy.”

The idea of making her happy tugged at something deep in my chest, even though I’d have to feminize myself further to do it.

“I… I can’t,” I whispered.

She grinned and stood, walking over to me. Before I could move, she wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight. “You can. And you will. You’ll look adorable, and I’ll be there to make sure everything goes alright.”

Her warmth disarmed me, left me helpless in her arms. Slowly, reluctantly, I nodded. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

“Good girl.” She kissed my cheek quickly and pulled away, her eyes lighting up. “Perfect. Now, we still have some time before class. Let’s get you all glammed up. Actually, I think we should both do our nails to celebrate the occasion.”

From my dresser, she pulled out a flirty little outfit, a lavender blouse with puff sleeves and a not-too-short pleated white skirt. Not slutty, but undeniably girly and playful. She laid it out with a matching pair of lavender low-heeled sandals.

Once I was dressed, I caught myself pausing in front of the mirror. Over the past two weeks, I had become strangely more comfortable like this, calm even, as though being a girl settled something in me. But class…class was different. That was the last place I still got to be a guy. Going as a girl would be a big deal.

Selena broke my train of thought by tugging me down to sit cross-legged on the floor. She held my hand steady as she painted my nails a glossy pastel pink, then wiggled her toes for me to return the favor. I laughed nervously, brushing polish across her toenails while she chatted about her weekend.

Before long, we were doing my toes too, then reapplying my lip gloss, curling my hair, accessorizing with a shimmery silver butterfly clip and small hoop earrings, fixing all the little touches until I was ready.

“You’re nervous,” she teased, holding my hands and blowing lightly across my nails to dry them.

“Of course I am,” I muttered. “This is insane.”

She grinned, tapping my nose with a painted finger. “You’ll thank me later. Trust me. Today’s a big day for you.”

By the time my nails dried, Selena had already packed my purse for me. Lip gloss, compact mirror, perfume pen, the “essentials,” as she called them. I slipped my psych notebook and a couple of pens into my regular bag, heart pounding as she tugged me toward the door.

“Come on, pretty girl,” she said brightly, slipping her fingers through mine. I stiffened, but she squeezed gently. “Relax. You look amazing. Everyone’s just going to see a cute girl going to class. Promise.”

The walk across campus was torture. Every heel click echoed in my head. I couldn’t stop tugging at my skirt, adjusting my hair, touching my earrings. Selena just kept close, smiling at me, whispering little reassurances every few steps. It helped more than I wanted to admit.

When we got to the lecture hall, my stomach nearly dropped. Amy, Sienna, and Vanessa were already there, the same girls Selena had brought to my room two weeks ago.

“Britney!” Amy squealed before she could stop herself, eyes wide. “Oh my God, look at you!”

Sienna grabbed Vanessa’s arm. “She’s actually in class like this, holy shit.”

I froze, cheeks flaming. Selena grinned, squeezing her hand tighter around mine as if she thought I was about to run away. “Easy, girls. Don’t be too loud. It’s a big day for her; we don’t want to draw too much attention.”

Still, I could see the pride sparkling in her eyes as she led me to sit with them. I lowered myself into the chair, smoothing my skirt beneath me as I crossed my legs, clutching my bag in my lap, heart racing.

“You’re doing great,” Selena murmured, sliding a hand onto my leg under the desk. The warmth of her palm made me jump, but it steadied me.

Before the professor even started lecturing, a shadow fell across my desk. I looked up and my heart nearly stopped. It was one of the guys I danced with at the club. I didn’t know his name, but I knew his face, and I remembered how “excited” he’d been when we’d danced.

“Hey,” he said casually, leaning down. “I didn’t know you were in this class. I had fun with you on the dance floor the other weekend.”

My throat locked up. Heat burned my cheeks as I smiled shyly at him.

He smirked, glancing at me up and down. “By the way, you look really cute. I’d love to take you out sometime. Can I get your number?”

Amy and Vanessa pressed their hands to their mouths, eyes wide, while Sienna giggled openly.

Selena leaned forward smoothly, smiling. “She does, right?” she said for me. “Unfortunately, she’s got a boyfriend now.”

The guy looked a little disappointed, but he smiled anyway. “Fair enough. Can’t blame me for trying.” He winked, then slipped back to his seat.

The girls around me were grinning, barely containing their giggles. My face burned hotter. “Thank you,” I whispered to Selena once he was gone.

“You know I got you, girl,” she whispered back, giving my leg another squeeze.

The rest of the class passed quietly. The professor droned on, clicking through slides about childhood development, and notes filled my page. Little by little, the panic in my chest subsided. No one called me out. No one laughed. To everyone else, I was just a pretty girl taking Psych 101. The thought made my stomach twist with shame despite the relief I was feeling. By the time the lecture ended, I wasn’t sure what unsettled me more: how terrifying and humiliating the first five minutes had been, or how natural the last fifty felt.

When I got back to the room, I froze as I took in the scene. Tiffany was on his knees in his bra and panties, mascara streaked down his cheeks, pressing tearful kisses onto Katie’s black heels.

I dropped into a curtsy without thinking, head bowed. “Hello, Miss Katie.”

Katie glanced up, amused. “Well, look at this. You went to class dressed as a girl, huh?” Her lips quirked into a smile. “Did Selena make you go like that?”

I nodded, cheeks burning. “Yes, Miss Katie.”

She chuckled softly. “I like that girl. I’m excited to meet her.” Then she gestured lazily at Tiffany, still crouched down, kissing her feet. “As you can see, your little girlfriend here got punished. Spanked for that bad attitude she can't seem to shake.”

Something in me bristled, not with Katie but with Tiffany. It annoyed me that he was still being difficult, still causing problems for us both. Frustration swelled in my chest, and then, almost as quickly, shame. What had they done to me that I thought like this? That I saw my roommate being punished for having a bad attitude in the face of all our emasculation, and thought, “Why can’t he just behave?”

Katie rose from her chair and pointed to my bed. “Anyway. I brought you girls a gift.”

My eyes widened. Laid out neatly on my bed were two identical French maid uniforms. These weren’t modest practical uniforms that an actual maid might wear; they were sexy costumes more suited to a college girl out at a party on Halloween. The dresses were silky black trimmed in white lace, and scandalously short with plunging necklines designed to frame our glued-on breasts. Each came with a tiny frilly white apron, thigh-high stockings with garters, delicate frilly white headbands, and little lace wrist cuffs. They looked like something out of a porno, the kind of costumes Tiffany and I had joked and fantasized about Katie and Melody wearing when this all started. Except these were real, high-quality, and they were ours. Two matching uniforms sat on Tiffany’s bed.

“You’ll wear these from now on for your jobs,” Katie explained. “And I was kind enough to buy backups, so you won’t have to wash them every single day.”

I forced a polite smile and dipped into another curtsy. “Thank you, Miss Katie.”

Her eyebrow lifted. “Do you like them? I figured you would, since you were both so excited to see me and Miss Melody in uniforms like this when we originally told you about our business.”

“Yes, Miss Katie.”

“It doesn’t sound like you do.”

I scrambled, not wanting to end up on my knees like Tiffany. “I love them, Miss Katie. Really. They’re…so pretty. I’m so excited to wear them.” The words tumbled out too fast, too eager, but I couldn’t stop. “Thank you for thinking of us.”

Her smirk widened. “Good girl. You’ll need that excitement. You two have a session at Marina and Dani’s in an hour. Better get ready.”

Marina and Dani were two friendly, quiet girls who had no idea that we were guys. We cleaned for them twice before, and it was relatively chill.

Katie slipped out, shutting the door behind her.

I stripped quickly down to my bra and panties. Tiffany was already down to his, standing back up silently, still shaken from his punishment.

I picked up the uniform and dressed piece by piece. First, the stockings, the garter straps clipping tight against my thighs. Then the silky black dress, sliding over my skin and hugging me snugly, the neckline drawing attention to my boobs in a way that most girls would find flattering. I tied the tiny apron around my waist, its frills matching the lacey white hem of the skirt. Last was the frilly white headband and matching wrist cuffs, completing the look.

When I turned toward the mirror, humiliation crashed over me. I looked like a slutty maid straight out of a porno: frilly, feminine, and undeniably sexy. And yet, my reflection betrayed me. My hands smoothed the apron, adjusted the skirt, and cocked a hip. I preened a bit, sexy and coquettish, telling myself that I was just making sure that I looked all right.

Behind me, Tiffany stood at the vanity in just his bra and panties, carefully brushing foundation across his cheeks. He caught me staring and turned quickly.

“Um,” he said, voice small. “Can you curl my hair while I finish my makeup? I don’t want to make us late.”

I hesitated, then nodded. “Sure.”

He sat, and I stood behind him, curling iron in hand, just as the girls had taught us. His blonde strands curled slowly around my fingers, soft and delicate. In the mirror, we looked like two girls getting ready together. Me in my frilly maid uniform, him in lingerie, lips parted as he concentrated on his eyeliner. It definitely felt a bit absurd, but it also felt strangely…normal. And that scared me.

As I worked, I found myself addressing the elephant in the room. “Why do you keep being difficult and acting up? You just get punished.”

Tiffany’s eyes darted up at me in the mirror. “Being difficult? We’re two guys sitting here doing our hair and makeup right now. This is so obviously unfair and fucked up. We’re guys. All of this is super humiliating. I’m not gonna just give in and act all happy and girly like they want.”

I swallowed hard. My voice shook, but I kept going as I twirled a lock of his hair. “We’re not really guys anymore. Not in any way that matters. Obviously, it's embarrassing, but you need to accept that. It’s…easier. Better when we behave. They’re nicer to us and we don’t get punished.” The shame of saying it burned my throat. But it was the truth.

Tiffany shot me a bitter glance. “Jeez. What happened to your balls?”

My lips tightened. “The same thing that happened to yours. They got locked in the ring of a chastity cage and tucked behind panties. That’s our reality right now. You need to accept it, too.”

He went quiet after that. I finished the last curl, letting it bounce into place on his shoulder. He finished his makeup in silence.

When we were done, I gathered the cleaning supplies while Tiffany slipped into his own uniform, tugging at the skirt nervously. Neither of us spoke as we stood side by side in our lacy new maid uniforms, about to head out for another shift.

We headed out the door together, skirts swishing in unison. Every step made me hyperaware of the uniform, how insanely short the dress was, and how easily it fluttered with each movement. If I bent even a little, or if there was the slightest breeze, my pink satin panties would be on display for anyone walking by. My bare legs felt horribly exposed, the garters peeking every time the skirt swayed.

In the hallway, a few people looked up. No one seemed to suspect we weren’t real girls, but the attention still made me nervous. One girl passed us, grinning. “You two look sexy. I need to get a Halloween costume like that.”

We forced shy thank yous before moving on.

Two guys came from the opposite direction, trying to act natural, but I caught the way their eyes dragged down our legs, lingering on our skirts before they turned away too quickly. My cheeks burned.

At Marina and Dani’s door, we curtsied and made casual greetings, less formal than with our clients who knew we were sissies, not wanting to be weird about it since they thought we were girls.

Their reaction to our new uniforms was instant. “Oh my God, your uniforms!” Marina squealed, tugging Dani’s arm. “That’s insane.”

We explained nonchalantly that it was Katie’s idea, “to attract more business.”

“Well, I’m sure you will,” Dani teased. “Especially male business, you guys look hot!” Both of them cracked up.

While we cleaned, we chatted about classes and a guy Dani was talking to. I smiled and nodded, chiming in carefully where I could, doing my best to sound like a normal girl. Tiffany did the same, his voice pitched just a little higher.

By the time we were finished, they were still chatting, handing us payment without breaking the flow of conversation.

Back in the hallway, our phones buzzed. A text from Melody lit the screen: “Congratulations, ladies! Your debts are officially paid off. From now on, you’ll get a cut of the profits. Keep $25 each for today. Keep up the good work!”

Tiffany and I exchanged stunned looks, then smiled. At least now we would have something to show for all our humiliation.

Our next job was on Wednesday, and we were far less enthusiastic about this one.

Getting ready, both of us were quiet. We had no idea who these new clients were, but we knew they were guys. Our new frilly uniforms clung short and tight, stockings and garters hugging our thighs, aprons framing our glued-on breasts, makeup bold and sultry. We looked like any warm-blooded guy’s wet dream. The idea of being in two strange guys’ dorm room like this made me feel incredibly vulnerable and anxious.

I adjusted my headband in the mirror, watching Tiffany straighten his apron. His hands shook a little. “We’ve gotta be careful,” he whispered. “Do our best to keep it modest. Make sure you bend at the knees to pick stuff up, these skirts are tiny.”

“Yeah,” I said, though my voice was barely steady. Every step we took, every bend forward, had to be perfect: girlish, graceful, and modest.

We checked each other one last time, then knocked.

The door opened and we immediately dipped into curtsies. “Good evening.”

Making eye contact with the guy on the right made my blood run cold. I recognized him immediately; he was in the study hall that night, the night Katie and Amanda marched us in wearing lingerie and bent us over to show everyone our spanked, red asses. He smirked like he remembered too. I was certain he knew.

The other guy leaned casually against the frame, eyes sliding right past me to Tiffany. “Hey, Tim. Brandon here,” he nodded toward his roommate, “told me about what happened in the study hall…you can come in, girls.”

My chest clenched. Tiffany went scarlet but stepped inside, skirts swishing. I followed, every nerve in my body on fire.

We got to work quickly, hoping to avoid any further conversation. But it didn’t take long before the questions started.

“So…how’d you become a sissy?” Brandon asked, leaning back in his chair.

Tiffany’s voice was high and careful. “It’s…it’s complicated.”

“They always make you dress like this?” his roommate, who somehow knew Tiffany as Tim, asked.

“Yes, sir,” Tiffany said quickly.

“Even when you’re not cleaning?”

“Most of the time, sir.”

Brandon grinned awkwardly. “Are you trans now?”

Tiffany’s cheeks burned. “No, sir. Just…sissies.”

The word hit me hard. I bent lower, dusting, keeping my face hidden.

“Does Katie spank you regularly?” the roommate asked, like it was nothing.

“Yes, sir,” Tiffany whispered.

They weren’t cruel, but were obviously very curious. Their eyes tracked everything from how our voices lilted, how our hips swayed when we walked, how carefully we bent our knees when we picked something up. I could feel myself performing as they watched us: wrist flicks, skirt smoothing, the smallest of sways in my steps. And the more they watched, the deeper into the act I sank.

At one point, I leaned to wipe the edge of a desk and felt air on my lower back. Too late, I realized, my panties had peeked out. Brandon’s gaze landed there before I leaned back and smoothed my skirt back into place. His smirk and visible blush made my face burn with embarrassment.

Meanwhile, his roommate kept talking to Tiffany. From little things he said, “we had chemistry together the first week,” “you were supposed to hit the gym with me,” it was clear they’d been friends or at least acquaintances before everything changed. This must have been killing him. Tiffany just nodded and answered politely, rarely raising his eyes off the ground.

By the time we were finished, the room looked perfect. We dipped into matching curtsies. “Thank you, gentlemen.”

They handed over the cash, still watching us like they couldn’t get over what they’d just seen.

Once the door shut behind us, Tiffany’s lip trembled, eyes glassy. I wrapped my arms around him awkwardly, our breast forms pressing together beneath our silky dresses. “It’s okay,” I muttered. “You’re good.”

We held on for a moment before mustering the strength to mince back down the hall, skirts fluttering dangerously high with every step, still burning with shame.

Back in our room, Tiffany broke down. He dropped onto the edge of the bed, face in his hands, shoulders shaking. The humiliation of the session caught up with him.

I sat beside him, resting a hand on his back. “Hey. It’s okay. You’re good, it’s over.”

“He knew me,” he choked. “Before all this. Imagine what he thinks about me.”

His lashes were clumped with tears, streaking the blush on his cheeks. I grabbed a tissue and started dabbing gently. “Just breathe. You’re still standing. You got through it.”

Bit by bit, his sobs slowed. When his face was back in order, we changed out of the uniforms and into regular clothes. Well, skirts and feminine t-shirts, our new regular.

We walked to the dining hall, trying to slip into the normalcy of getting food after such a humiliating ordeal. Halfway through lunch, my phone buzzed. A text from Katie: “Come to our room now.”

Neither of us spoke. We just finished quickly and quietly, heels clicking as we made our way upstairs.

Katie’s door swung open before we could knock. Inside, she was waiting with someone new. A gorgeous, curvy Black girl. She was even taller than Katie, her confidence filling the room before she said a word.

“This is Ivy,” Katie said, her tone casual but smug. “Ivy, meet our sissies.”

Ivy’s smile widened the moment she saw us. “Oh my God. They’re adorable.”

Her eyes raked over us, but she didn’t really address us. Mostly, she talked to Katie. “So these are the ones you told me about? The ones who work for you and obey everything you say?”

Katie nodded, and the conversation rolled right over us.

“Yep, and I’m not even exaggerating,” Katie said with a grin. “You should’ve seen them at the club. I had them dancing with guys, grinding, even making out with them. But they could use some work.”

Ivy laughed. “Don’t worry. I got you.”

Before I could react, Katie snapped her fingers. “Lift your skirts.”

Heat crawled up my neck, but we obeyed, hands trembling as we pulled the hems high. She hooked her fingers in our panties and tugged them down just enough to reveal the tiny cages locked around us.

Ivy burst into laughter, covering her mouth. “Oh my God. You weren’t kidding. That’s hysterical.”

My face burned as she tried to catch her breath.

Once she calmed, Katie folded her arms. “Ivy runs the exotic dance club here. It’s basically erotic dancing for girls. And you bitches will be joining.”

Ivy’s grin widened. “Perfect. Classes are on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday at 7 p.m. They usually last about ninety minutes. Wear short dresses or skirts and high heels. By the time I’m done with them, they’ll make guys cum in their pants every weekend.”

She said it so proudly, laughing as though it were something to be proud of. Tiffany and I exchanged wide-eyed glances, our stomachs twisting.

Katie nodded. “They’ll be there at least once a week. Starting tonight.”

Ivy gave us a playful wink. “See you at seven, ladies.” With that, she swept out, heels echoing down the hall.

The room was quiet for a beat. Then Katie smirked, turning to Tiffany. “So, how was it seeing your old friend?”

I tensed, but Tiffany surprised me. His smile was small but steady. “It was fine, Miss Katie.”

Katie’s grin sharpened. “Good girl, I’m glad.” She waved us toward the door. “Go relax until class. You’ll need the energy.”

We curtsied and slipped back to our room.

Once the door shut behind us, I turned to Tiffany. “You handled that… really well. I didn’t expect it.”

He shrugged, sitting at the vanity. “I’m mad, but what can I do? You saw what happened the last time I talked back to her.”

We sat together, skirts fanned over our thighs, chatting quietly. “An erotic dance club,” I muttered, still stunned.

“Yeah,” Tiffany sighed. “Can you imagine us? Actually learning to…do whatever that is?”

“It’s scary,” I admitted. Then I forced a shaky smile, slipping into the girlish cadence Katie drilled into us. “But…maybe we’ll be good at it. And I’m sure it’ll make the girls happy.”

Tiffany nodded. “Guess we’ll find out tonight.”

A few hours later, we were both dressed the way Ivy had told us: short mini skirts that barely covered our thighs, crop tops that clung tight, and high heels that clicked with every step. Even walking across campus to the athletic building was nerve-wracking; guys we passed slowed their pace, glanced down our legs, and whispered as we passed. Every stare made my skin prickle. We looked like sluts.

The dance room was a mirrored studio with a dozen polished poles bolted to the floor and ceiling. Ivy was waiting, her grin wide the second she saw us. “Well, look at you two. Cute as hell.”

The room was already full with six or seven gorgeous girls, all toned and confident, stretching or leaning against the mirrors. Every one of them looked up when we walked in. The amused surprise on their faces made my knees weak.

“These,” Ivy said, motioning to us, “are the sissy boys I told you about. Ladies, meet Britney and Tiffany.”

We froze, then gave little waves. “Hi,” I said softly, my voice feather-light. Tiffany echoed me, just as shy.

The girls introduced themselves quickly as Sasha, Amber, Jade, Lexi, Sabrina, and Fiona. A few giggled and asked questions right away. “So you’re really boys?” one asked, wide-eyed as she fixated on my bust. Another leaned close, giggling. “Where’d you get your nails done? They’re gorgeous.” Compliments mixed with laughter, and I felt like I was shrinking, already blushing scarlet.

“All right, let’s start,” Ivy announced.

The first part of class was pole work. Ivy had us all line up and showed us the basics, gripping the pole high, leaning out, letting your body spin while your heels clicked lightly against the floor. Then came body rolls, sliding down the pole with your chest and hips pressed close, and finally slow, teasing drops to the ground before standing again.

For the other girls, it was a warm-up. For us, it was a workout. My skirt swished dangerously with every movement, flashing my panties whenever I leaned too far or hooked a leg high around the pole. I kept tugging the hem down, but it was hopeless. Each time I glanced up, at least one girl was giggling or whispering, clearly amused by the constant peeks of pink satin.

By the end, my thighs ached, and the humiliation burned hotter than the workout itself. The laughter, the catcalls, the way my skirt rode up, it all left me flushed and trembling, aware of just how pathetic I must have looked to them.

“Good start,” Ivy said with a smirk. “Now let’s loosen you up.”

The second exercise was grinding. Ivy called me over, turned me around, and put on a slower, more sensual song. Her surprisingly big hands clamped firmly onto my hips, pulling me back until my ass pressed against her crotch. She guided me into tight, rolling circles, making me sway and bounce under her control. At one point, she spanked me playfully, making the whole class cheer and whistle as I flushed red.

“See? Loosen up those hips, Britney. Let them roll with the music.”

The heat crawled up my face and down my chest, and that familiar pressure stirred in my cage. The warmth spread through my panties, pulsing faintly, and every giggle from the girls only made it sharper.

When Ivy switched to Tiffany, she pulled him in just as close. He trembled but obeyed, leaning forward with his hands on his thighs as she worked his hips side to side, pressing his ass against her. She smacked his ass too, this time harder, the sound loud in the mirrored room. Tiffany squeaked, making the girls howl with laughter, but he didn’t stop moving. His face was beet red, lips parted as his body rolled and swayed under her grip.

By the time Ivy released us, we were both breathless and deeply humiliated.

“All right,” she clapped. “Lap dances.”

The girls paired off quickly, and Tiffany and I each found ourselves in chairs, hearts racing. Jade, a beautiful and busty Asian girl, sauntered toward me with a wicked grin, and Amber, a tall attractive blonde, toward Tiffany.

Jade swung a leg over me, straddling my lap in one smooth motion. Her perfume filled my nose as she leaned in, her chest brushing against mine. She rolled her hips down, pressing herself against the cage hidden in my panties. I gasped, my whole body twitching with the sudden flood of heat.

“You like that, sissy?” she whispered against my ear, her lips brushing my skin. She rolled deeper, grinding harder, her ass shifting as she worked her weight into my lap. I whimpered, unable to hide it, the cage straining as pressure intensified.

“I thought so…too bad you can’t do anything about it,” she purred, dragging her nails lightly across my chest. Then she leaned back, arching until her hair brushed my thighs, rolling her hips in slow, torturous circles. My cage pulsed with every move, warmth leaking out as a full-body tingling sensation swallowed me whole. My thighs shook under her, the humiliation of moaning helplessly beneath this beautiful girl in front of everyone almost as intense as the arousal itself.

When she finally stood, Ivy’s voice rang out. “Now switch places. Britney, your turn.”

My stomach dropped, but Jade sat expectantly, spreading her legs and leaning back. I climbed into her lap, thighs trembling, my skirt hiking higher as I straddled her.

I started awkwardly, but she grabbed my hips and pulled me flush against her. “Like this,” she teased, guiding me.

I rolled my hips, grinding down, my skirt riding up until I knew my panties were flashing to the room. Jade’s hands slid over me, up my sides, down to squeeze my ass, pulling me in tighter. The room erupted in cheers, catcalls mixing with laughter.

I arched my back, let my hair spill forward, and moved my hips the way Ivy had shown us earlier. Each grind dragged my caged cock against the inside of my panties, sending jolts of electricity through me. Jade laughed softly, egging me on, as I swayed and gyrated, my breasts brushing hers, my ass shifting under her grip.

Across the room, Tiffany was no better off. He was gyrating, grinding, his little skirt riding high, his panties flashing with every roll. The other girls howled, cheering him on as Tiffany’s lips parted, his face red, his body moving like a stripper trying to please a client.

By the time Ivy called it, my chest was heaving, my skin flushed, and my panties felt soaked from the pulsing arousal my cage wouldn’t let me release. Tiffany looked the same, glass-eyed, trembling, his thighs quivering as if his whole body buzzed too.

“See?” Ivy said proudly, clapping her hands together. “They’re naturals. A little practice, and they’ll be making guys blow in their jeans every weekend.”

The girls agreed, and I thought my face would catch fire.

The next day, I sat in the back of Psych with Selena and her friends, this time dressed in boy clothes.

Selena leaned close as the professor droned, her voice low but playful. “So…how was last night?”

I groaned under my breath. “Humiliating. They had us grinding on Ivy, pole dancing, and giving lap dances in front of everyone. It was insane.”

Her grin widened. “Mmhmm. I would’ve loved to see it. And you…” she nudged me, “you owe me a lap dance after class.”

I gave her a look, blushing. “Come on. Seriously?”

“Dead serious,” she whispered, biting back a smile.

I sank lower in my chair, heart pounding, but a little thrill ran through me that I didn’t want to acknowledge.

Back at the dorm, I opened the door to find Tiffany perched on his bed, with Katie and Melody chatting beside him.

Selena lit up the second she saw the girls. “Hi! I’m Selena,” she said brightly, rushing forward. “I’m so excited to meet you two! You are both gorgeous.”

Katie smiled. “Thank you! And you must be the famous Selena. We’ve heard plenty.”

The three of them clicked instantly, chatting as if they’d known each other for years. Selena gushed about how she loved what they’d done with us, and Katie and Melody laughed, trading stories about us.

All the while, I quietly stripped, tugging off my hoodie and jeans until I stood in panties and a bra. The conversation buzzed around me as I glued on my breastforms, tugged my dress over my hips, and slid into my heels. I put on earrings, brushed powder over my face, and lined my lips in a soft pink.

Katie finally stood, brushing her hair back. “We’ve gotta run, but this was so nice. Saturday night, all of us should go out. Sound good?”

“Absolutely,” Selena said brightly, hugging her and then Melody. Melody smiled brightly, blowing me a kiss as they slipped out the door.

The room quieted. Tiffany lounged with his notebook, Selena perched casually on my desk chair, watching me finish my mascara.

Then she smiled. “I’m ready for my lap dance.”

I froze, wand halfway to my lashes. “Selena…come on, we were joking.”

Her expression didn’t budge. “Nope. I wasn’t.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. My hands shook as I set the mascara down, crossing slowly toward her. She leaned back, her eyes locked on me.

I swung one leg over her and lowered myself gingerly into her lap. She didn’t laugh or tease. She just looked at me, steady and focused, her lips curved in the faintest smile.

My hips began to move in slow circles, rolling against her. She let her hands wander: up my thighs, cupping the curve of my ass under my dress, sliding up to graze my breast forms. Her nails skimmed my thighs lightly, sending little shocks through me.

“Good girl,” she whispered warmly.

Her voice made my chest tighten. I kept moving seductively, her eyes never leaving mine. The air between us felt charged and heavy, something resembling intimacy. When I leaned in, our noses brushed, and she grinned like she’d won a game I hadn’t known I was playing.

By the time I slipped off her lap, my whole body buzzed.

“Your turn,” Selena said, flicking her eyes to Tiffany.

Tiffany hesitated but obeyed, climbing onto her lap. He moved clumsily, his face red as a cherry. Selena let him squirm through it, her hands light on his waist, but the energy was different. More so playful and amused, nothing like the charged silence she’d held me in.

When he finally slipped off, Selena stretched, smirking at us both. “Sexy. You two are gonna drive men crazy.”

I tried to laugh the whole thing off, but the warmth in my chest lingered long after she left.

The next day, Friday, started normally. I had my early morning calc class, dragged myself through the lecture, then trudged back to the dorm. After slipping out of my guy clothes, I curled up on my bed, half-dozing, half-scrolling, letting the afternoon slip by in quiet. Eventually, I decided to get up and grab lunch, throwing on a floral dress as I headed out the door.

I sat alone in the dining hall, picking at a salad while the hum of voices washed around me. The place was busy, so I picked a corner spot by the window, trying to disappear into the noise, but it was impossible to be completely relaxed, dressed as I was. My heels hooked on the chair rung, my dress brushed my thighs every time I shifted, and my hair fell forward when I looked down to spear a bite. A couple of girls walked past me, and one glanced back with a little smile; I couldn’t tell if she was just being friendly or if she saw through my disguise. Two guys cut through the aisle, talking about a game, and one did a quick double-take before looking away and pretending he hadn’t. No one said anything. No one pointed. But I felt uncomfortable anyway, hyperaware of my nails around the fork, the sway of my earrings, the way my voice would sound if I had to talk to anyone. I ate slowly, trying to look casual, and told myself that everyone there just saw another girl grabbing food.

My phone buzzed. A text from Melody: “Come by our room in uniform around seven tonight.” My stomach gave a nervous little flip.

I finished eating, dumped my tray, and headed back upstairs. Flopping onto my bed, I opened my phone again and froze for a moment when I caught sight of my nails. Long, oval, undeniably feminine, but bare. Before I could second-guess it, I dug out the glittery pink polish I’d picked up earlier in the week. Shame prickled hot under my skin as I brushed it on. I felt girly, silly, and ashamed of my voluntary choice to paint them, but I did it anyway. One by one, my fingers transformed, then my toes. When I was done, both sets gleamed to match, and a warmth curled low in my chest.

The pink polish demanded a matching dress. I slipped into a flowy little minidress that hugged the curve of my waist and flared around my thighs. It shimmered when I turned, catching the light, a perfect complement to the glitter on my nails. The mirror reflected someone pretty and undeniably girly. I felt a strange sense of freshness, like I had just gotten out of the shower or something and was ready to take on the day.

Around six, I decided to get myself up and ready to go to Melody’s. Katie was out for the night, which meant it would just be me and Melody. Even if I was cleaning, I couldn’t shake the flutter in my chest at the thought of being around her. Maybe it was pathetic, but I still held onto the hope that beneath all of this, she might see me as more than just a sissy. That she might see me as someone she could want.

I took my time on makeup: foundation smooth, cheeks pink, glitter dusted across my lids, fake lashes fluttering whenever I blinked. I painted my lips a glossy rose and touched up the corners until they formed a perfect cupid’s bow. I slipped into my maid dress, the lace apron tying snug at my waist, garters clipping to my stockings snugly. When I perched the frilly headband in place and looked in the mirror, the girl staring back at me almost made my breath catch.

I curled my hair carefully, making sure every strand fell just right. Melody liked it when we looked pretty. Tonight, I wanted to be more than that; I wanted to be irresistible.

The bathroom door opened, steam billowing out, and Tiffany emerged with a towel wrapped around him. He slipped quickly into lingerie, fastening straps and smoothing lace before moving to the vanity. I leaned against my bed as he sat down, starting on his own makeup.

I clipped the last curl into place, brushed everything out into soft waves, and checked myself one last time in the mirror. Ultra-feminine: girly pink makeup, sexy little dress, glossy lips. Grabbing my purse, I glanced at Tiffany. “See you later.”

He smiled faintly, brushing his long blonde hair. “See you.”

I slipped out the door, heels clicking, heart thumping at the thought of seeing Melody.

My heart thumped louder with every click of my heels down the hall. When I reached Melody’s door, I smoothed my skirt, adjusted my headband, and knocked softly.

The door swung open, and there she was, looking devastating in skintight black leggings that showed every curve of her ass, and a cropped top that hugged her tits. She was radiant, glowing, sexy in a way that made my stomach twist with longing.

“Hi, Miss Melody,” I said, dipping into a happy little curtsy.

But my mood collapsed the instant my eyes drifted past her. Sitting comfortably on her bed was a tall, broad-shouldered guy. He had muscular arms and a confident posture. I figured it must be her boyfriend, Tom.

“Britney!” Melody said warmly, tugging me inside. “Introduce yourself to my boyfriend, Tom.”

I swallowed, cheeks blazing, and curtsied again. “Hi, Tom. I’m Britney.”

Tom’s lips curved into a faint smirk. He looked amused but was polite. “Nice to meet you, Britney.”

Melody’s voice was sweet, almost playful. “So, here’s the plan. Tom and I are having a little dorm-room picnic date, and I wanted my favorite maid here to make it special.”

The words hit like a punch. Her maid. My chest ached with shame as my eyes dropped to the frilly apron tied around my waist.

Melody pointed toward her desk. “There’s cheese, wine, and fruit in the fridge. The tray’s right there, a knife and two wine glasses too. Be a doll and cut everything up nicely, then pour us each a glass, okay, sweetie?”

This was turning into a nightmare.

“Yes, Miss Melody.”

As I worked, the knife slicing through cheese and strawberries, I heard them chatting behind me on the bed. Tom’s deep voice rumbled low, while Melody giggled in that light, girlish way that I found super cute.

“She really is such a cute little sissy,” Melody cooed proudly. “She even went to class as a girl. Also at the club, she was dancing with and even making out with boys. She’s come so far.”

I froze mid-slice, heat crawling up my neck.

Tom chuckled, surprised. “Seriously? Damn. That’s crazy. You weren’t kidding when you said you guys were turning him into a girl.”

Melody giggled louder, cuddling against his chest. “Mm-hmm. She’s come so far. Doesn’t she look pretty tonight?”

I wanted the floor to swallow me. My face flamed as I carefully arranged the fruit on the tray, every word making my humiliation swell.

When everything was plated, I poured the wine and carried the tray to them with trembling hands. I lowered it onto the desk, then turned, head bowed. “Here you go.” I curtsied, my skirt swishing, breasts pressing tight against the lace of my bra.

“Thank you, Britney,” Melody said sweetly, pulling the tray onto the bed.

Tom reached for his glass, his eyes flicking over me again with open curiosity. Melody nestled against him, giggling as she clinked her glass against his. Their hands touched, their legs tangled, and the sound of their laughter filled the room as I stood there in silence, burning with shame.

I didn’t know what to do with myself, so I just hovered in the corner, hands folded in front of my apron, trying not to fidget. The sound of their low conversation filled the room, punctuated by Melody’s little giggles. I kept my eyes down, but I couldn’t block out the sight of him, the masculine man feeding her strawberries, brushing his thumb across her lips, his big hand stroking casually over her thigh as if he owned her.

Every second drove the knife deeper. My chest felt tight, my throat dry. I stood there in my frilly maid uniform, the very image of submission, while he held her close, kissed her shoulder, made her laugh. He was everything I wasn’t: masculine, confident, dominant. And she adored him for it.

Fifteen minutes dragged by like an eternity, my shame festering. The tension in the room built until they couldn’t hold back anymore. Their kisses grew hungrier, mouths pressed together in deep, wet sounds. Melody moaned softly against him as his hands roamed more boldly over her body, cupping her ass, sliding up to squeeze her tits.

Tom broke away just long enough to glance at me. “Clean this stuff up. Put it back on the desk.”

“Yes, sir,” I mumbled, scurrying forward.

Melody, lips swollen, added between breaths, “You can leave the wine out, baby. Just bag the food and put it in the fridge.”

“Yes, Miss Melody,” I said quickly, slipping the cheese and fruit into a Ziplock bag with shaking hands.

Behind me, the sounds of kissing grew louder and hungrier. I caught another glimpse as I turned toward the fridge, Tom pushing Melody down onto the bed, climbing on top of her, groping her breasts with both hands as she arched up into him, moaning.

My chest twisted painfully with jealousy. I turned away, fumbling to shove the food into a bag, desperate to finish. Every sound behind me hammered at my humiliation. All I wanted was to clean fast enough to escape before I broke down crying.

I hurried to bag the last of the food, sliding it into the fridge as quietly as I could. My hands shook as I wiped down the desk, desperate to finish and bolt out the door. I had just started toward it when Tom’s voice cut sharp through the sounds of their kissing.

“Hold on.”

I froze, heart leaping into my throat.

“Since when do you leave without your mistress dismissing you?” His tone was casual, but it carried weight.

My head dropped instantly. “Sorry, sir.”

“Good. Then sit.” He motioned toward Melody’s roommate’s bed. “Right there. Wait until we need you again.”

Heat burned in my cheeks as I obeyed. I perched on the edge of the bed, crossing my legs instinctively. My stockings slid smoothly against each other, skirt riding high up my thighs. I pointed one heel without even thinking, hands folding primly in my lap, head bowed.

The sight hit me like a fist. My sparkly pink nails glittered against the black silk of my skirt. The swell of my breast forms pressed tight under the dress. My lashes fluttered every time I blinked. I looked down at myself, seeing smooth, stockinged legs crossed like a girl’s, a slutty maid's dress clinging to my feminized body, my heels dangling daintily.

A pang of shame knifed through me. Shame so deep it made me tremble. I realized that this had become my identity. A sissy maid, dressed up and waiting for orders while a real man had his way with the girl I adored.

Across the room, Tom’s hands roamed freely, kneading Melody’s tits through her top, his mouth trailing along her neck as she moaned softly, arching into him. The sounds of her moans were so sexy, I had never been more jealous.

I shifted uncomfortably on the bed, my thighs rubbing together, wishing they would let me leave.

I tried to keep my head bowed, staring at my crossed legs, but the sounds filled the room loudly. Melody’s moans sharpened, higher, needier, and when I dared a glance up, my stomach dropped. She had her hand over Tom’s crotch, rubbing his cock through his jeans. He leaned back on the bed with a low groan, eyes closed in pleasure.

Shame pooled hot in my chest. I hadn’t had an erection like that in weeks. Maybe ever.

Melody crawled forward and slid down between his legs, her hair tumbling forward as she unbuckled his belt with a girlish giggle. My breath caught when she pulled him free. He was thick, long, and veiny. Far bigger than I could ever dream of being, no matter how turned on I was.

The sound of her lips sealing around him cut through me like glass. She bobbed her head eagerly, moaning around his cock, gulping sounds filling the air as Tom’s hand massaged the back of her head, guiding her deeper. He groaned, low and rough.

I dug my nails into my lap, tears stinging my eyes, but I stayed put.

It didn’t take long. Tom’s hips bucked once, twice, and then he groaned deep and guttural as his body stiffened. Melody moaned around him as he pulsed in her mouth. “Good girl,” he rasped, collapsing back onto the bed.

Good girl. The words worsened my humiliation. Words she had called me so many times, words that made it clear how she saw me.

Melody wiped her lips with the back of her hand and turned toward me. Her eyes glinted as she crooked her finger, beckoning me over.

Shame and trembling obedience tangled inside me. I stood, smoothed my skirt, and minced over, my heart hammering in my chest. She grabbed me by the chin, pulling me down into a kiss. My eyes flew wide as the taste hit me, salty and thick. She hummed against me, forcing my lips open, pressing Tom’s cum into my mouth as he chuckled at my reaction to his seed.

I whimpered as she fed me his cum, feeling every bit the sissy I had become.

When she finally pulled away, she pressed her hand over my mouth, her eyes soft, voice sweet. “Swallow it for me, princess.”

Tears streamed slowly down my cheeks, but I nodded, throat working as I obeyed. The thickness of her man’s cum slid down my throat, my shame burning hotter than fire.

Melody smiled proudly, brushing my cheek with her thumb. “Good girl.” She leaned in and kissed my forehead like I was her little pet.

“Now,” she said gently, “be a doll and refill our wine glasses before you go.”

I scurried to the desk, my heels clicking softly, and topped off their glasses with shaking hands, the taste of Tom’s cum still fresh in my mouth. Returning them carefully, I set them down and dipped into a curtsy with my head bowed low. “Thank you, Miss Melody. Thank you, sir.” I hated myself for thanking them.

“Run along, sweetie,” Melody said lightly, already curling back into Tom’s arms.

“Yes, Miss.”

I turned quickly, the door blurring as tears spilled free. The hallway felt colder than ever as I click-clacked back toward my dorm, cheeks streaked, humiliation clinging to me like perfume.

When I got back to the room, it was empty. Tiffany was out somewhere. The second the door shut behind me, everything I’d been holding in broke loose.

I crumpled onto my bed, sobbing hysterically, face buried in my pillow. Humiliation crashed down over me in suffocating waves. The taste still lingered on my tongue. The sound of Tom’s groans, the words good girl, Melody’s lips on mine serving as some kind of cruel joke, all of it twisted into a pit of deep shame in my gut.

I couldn’t stop replaying it. How I’d just stood there in my maid uniform while a real man touched her, kissed her, got a blowjob from her. How she’d made me swallow his cum. I felt gutted, emasculated, like a total pussy. “What kind of man even am I anymore?” I wondered. The truth whispered back: “I’m not. I’m a sissy.”

The tears came harder. I’d never felt smaller and weaker. I wanted to be a man, to have a girl, to hold someone who admired me and my masculinity. But the thought seemed impossible now. No girl would ever want me. Not like this. Certainly not Melody.

Through my haze of tears, I fumbled for my phone. My hands shook as I typed. “Selena, I’m really upset. Can you please come over?”

It only took a few minutes before the door opened. Selena stepped in, her face softening instantly when she saw me, a curled-up, red-eyed mess.

“Oh, Britney,” she murmured, crossing the room in two quick strides. She pulled me into her arms without hesitation. I collapsed against her, crying into her shoulder as she rubbed my back while I did my best to explain what had happened through sobs.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, kissing my hair. “I’m here. I’m so sorry that happened. You’re okay.”

I hiccupped through the tears, still trembling, but her warmth steadied me. She glanced around, grabbed a pink nightie in my drawer, and gave me a small smile.

“Let’s get you comfy, pretty girl.”

She slipped the maid uniform off me with gentle hands, tugging the frilly dress away and tossing it aside. My breastforms pressed under the lace of my bra, making the nightie fit snugger than usual as she pulled it down over me. I sniffled, my cheeks hot.

“There,” she cooed. “Much better. We’re having a sleepover.”

She guided me to lie down, then stripped herself down to her bra and panties before climbing in beside me. The lights clicked off, and the glow of a movie flickered across the TV.

“Come here,” she said softly, tugging me closer.

I obeyed without thinking, curling into her warmth. She pulled my head onto her boob, fingers threading through my long hair, massaging gently. Her heartbeat thudded under my cheek.

“It’s okay, pretty girl,” she whispered, her voice like a lullaby. “I’ve got you. You’re okay.”

Each word soaked into me, loosening the knot in my chest. My sobs slowed, my breath evening out. I felt extremely weak and vulnerable, but also… safe in her arms.

“Thank you, Selena,” I murmured, my arms sliding around her waist, my leg draping over hers like a child clinging to comfort. “I really appreciate you.”

“I know, baby,” she said softly, kissing the top of my head. “I know.”

She reached forward, flicked the movie off, then hugged me tighter, pressing my face against her boob.

“Sleep now, princess. Tomorrow’s a new day.”

The last thing I felt was her warmth, her heartbeat, her arms wrapped around me. And then, still nestled against her, I drifted into sleep.


Chapter 9: Selena


I woke slowly, eyelids heavy, the dorm room hazy in the soft gray light of morning. For a moment, I didn’t know where I was. Selena’s arm was still draped across me, her chest rising and falling beneath my cheek as she held me. Her boob pillowed my face, soft and warm, and I realized I hadn’t moved all night.

She was still asleep, lips parted slightly, hair mussed from the pillow. She looked peaceful, almost angelic, and I stayed perfectly still, not wanting to wake her.

Across the room, Tiffany’s soft breathing drifted from his bed. He was still curled beneath his sheets, long blonde hair spilling over his pillow. For once, the room felt peaceful.

I glanced down at myself. The pink nightie clung snugly to my chest, straps slipping down my shoulders. My sparkly nails rested delicately against Selena’s waist. It hit me all over again how far I’d fallen, not a trace of manhood left. The thought made my chest ache, but it also made me squeeze closer, burying my face deeper against her chest.

Selena stirred slightly, her arm tightening around me in her sleep. A small, instinctive sound escaped her throat, not quite a word, more like a hum of contentment. My heart thudded hard. I couldn’t tell if it was shame or something else.

For a fleeting moment, I let myself pretend. Pretend she was mine. Pretend she was just my beautiful girlfriend, waking up in her arms after a night of comfort and closeness. It was a lie, but God, it felt good. She was gorgeous, and seeing her in nothing but a bra and panties, I realized she had a body that could easily rival Melody’s.

Her eyes opened slowly, locking on mine. She smiled softly and reached up, fingertips brushing my cheek. “Hey, Britney. Feeling better?”

I nodded. “Yeah. Thank you for last night.”

She hummed, stroking my skin with her thumb. I looked at her, really looked at her, and felt butterflies in my stomach. She was so beautiful. The way she’d held me, soothed me, kissed my forehead…I knew it wasn’t just comfort. It had to mean something.

“You’re really beautiful,” I blurted, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. I squirmed shyly, unsure what her response would be.

Selena giggled, a pink flush coloring her cheeks. “Thank you,” she whispered, then smirked. “So are you.” Her hand slid down, squeezing my butt through the silky fabric of my nightie.

I squeaked softly, my face burning hotter. I felt foolish and emasculated, stupid for thinking this was a romantic moment. But before I could spiral, she leaned in and kissed me.

It was tender and gentle, her lips soft against mine. My eyes fluttered closed as I kissed her back, our bodies pressing closer together, breasts pushing tight one another. Her hand slid up my back, mine clutching at her waist, and for a few breathless minutes, we melted into each other.

Pressure pooled low in my body, throbbing against my tucked cage, sending waves of tingling heat through me. I reached around and started to slowly caress her beautiful butt.

When we finally pulled apart, her smile lingered, as did my hand. She pecked my lips once more before murmuring, “I’ve gotta go. But I’m excited for tonight.”

My heart beat fast. “Me too.”

“Good,” she said, eyes sparkling. “Are you gonna get all dressed up for me?”

I swallowed, blushing, and nodded shyly. “Y-yeah.”

“Good,” she teased. “I will too.”

She gave me one last kiss, quick but warm, before slipping out of bed. I watched as she slid back into her clothes, every move graceful and casual, while I lay there in my nightie feeling small, girly, and completely vulnerable.

At the door, she looked back, smiling. “See you later, princess.”

Her words and her touch left me tingling as she disappeared into the hall, leaving me hugging the blanket to my chest, blushing furiously, and wishing tonight would come faster.

I practically leapt into the shower, scrubbing quickly before going through my skincare routine with extra care. Fresh-faced, I dried my hair, glued my boobs back on, slid into new lingerie, and redid my makeup from scratch. By the time Tiffany stirred, I was already lacing up my heels, ready to face the day.

We went down to the dining hall for a late breakfast, closer to lunch, really. Over eggs and toast, Tiffany asked about my night. I hesitated, then told him the bare bones of what happened with Melody and her boyfriend. The shame still clung to me, but before the weight could sink in, I found myself gushing about Selena instead.

“She stayed the night,” I said, smiling despite myself. “She was…amazing. I don’t even know how to explain it. She was just holding me, being there for me. And then this morning…” My cheeks burned. “We kissed.”

Tiffany’s fork froze halfway to his mouth. His smile faltered, replaced by a shadow of something heavier. “Oh. Good for you. ”

I felt bad. He had always been the ladies’ man, and it seemed that those days were long gone. “Don’t do that. You’ll have your chance with a girl too.”

He shrugged, eyes on his plate.

I looked across the table, “Amanda is gorgeous. And I’ve seen the way she looks at you. Always teasing, yes, but also kind of flirty. Don’t tell me you haven’t noticed.”

He gave a small, doubtful nod. “You think?”

“I do,” I insisted. “You’ll see.”

He smiled faintly, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes.

The rest of the afternoon drifted by lazily. Tiffany did homework at his desk while I lounged on my bed. Feeling bold, I pulled up YouTube on my phone and searched for sexy hairstyles to impress Selena. After a few false starts, I managed to tie my hair into twin ponytails with pink ribbons. They looked extremely cute and girly, like a style a schoolgirl might wear. My cheeks burned when Tiffany glanced over and caught me preening in the mirror.

“You’re really going all out,” he said softly.

I looked down, ashamed of how girly I was acting, and how natural it was becoming. I knew other guys didn’t make themselves cute and girly to impress their crushes. But the thought of seeing Selena’s face made me press on. “I just…want to look nice for Selena,” I mumbled.

As evening approached, we grabbed quick slices of pizza from the dining hall for dinner and brought them back up with us.

Back in our room, it was time to get ready. I dressed slowly, meticulous in every step. I chose a pink lace push-up bra and panties. I did my makeup in a way I thought Selena might like: pouty pink lips, glittery eyeshadow, thick false lashes, and a soft blush to match. I pouted in the mirror, filling in my lips until I was satisfied.

Then came the dress: white lace, bodycon, scandalously short, nearly see-through, so my pink lingerie showed underneath, though I didn’t realize that at first. I slipped on white pumps, but after a glance at my glittery toenails, switched to open-toed heels with ankle straps. If I was going to put in this much effort to be pretty, I wanted to show it off.

I finished the look with gold hoops, perfume, and a little white purse. I barely recognized myself.

Tiffany had dressed too: a black cotton mini-dress that hugged his figure, paired with strappy heels and silver jewelry. Sexy, though not quite as daring as mine.

We sat together on the bed, nerves buzzing between us.

“Do you think…” Tiffany started, chewing his lip, “we’ll have to do anything with guys tonight?”

The shame hit hard. I tugged at the hem of my dress, wishing I’d chosen something safer. “Probably,” I admitted softly.

We sat in silence, both of us shrinking into our own nerves. I considered changing into something less see-through, less slutty. But then: a knock at the door.

My stomach flipped as Tiffany and I exchanged a nervous glance. Together, we stood, smoothed our skirts, and opened the door.

Katie, Amanda, and Gina stood in the hallway looking like goddesses. All three were done up to perfection: short, glittering dresses, heels that made their legs look endless, hair shining, makeup flawless. I was at a loss for words.

We dipped into curtsies, our voices soft and trained. “Good evening, Miss Katie. Good evening, Miss Amanda. Good evening, Miss Gina.”

Their eyes swept over us instantly.

“Wow,” Amanda said with a laugh, stepping forward. “You two look incredible. Seriously, Britney…that dress? You little tease.”

Katie’s smile curved slowly and proudly. “Now this,” she purred, looking me up and down, “this is what I like to see. You girls clean up beautifully. I’m very happy with both of you.”

My chest fluttered at the praise, even as Gina’s sharp voice cut in. “Pink panties, huh, slut?”

Heat seared my face. My hands instinctively smoothed my hem, as if that would hide the obvious.

Gina smirked, eyes narrowing. “I’d be surprised if you’re not bent over a bathroom sink getting fucked halfway through the night dressed like that.”

Her words hit like a slap, my stomach dropping.

Katie strolled over to my desk and cracked open a bottle of vodka. “Shots first,” she said brightly. She poured six little cups, passing them around.

“To tonight.”

We clinked and downed them. The burn hit my throat, spreading warmth through my chest.

“Where’s Miss Melody?” Tiffany asked cautiously.

Katie tipped her glass back, smiling. “With her boyfriend. We’ll meet them there.” Then her eyes flicked to me knowingly. “And since I know you’re wondering, Britney…Selena will be here soon. With Sarah.”

My blush flared instantly, and Amanda and Gina burst into giggles. I wonder if they saw what happened this morning through the cameras.

“Adorable, she has a little crush,” Amanda teased, patting my cheek.

A few more shots loosened the air, laughter rising between us, when the door finally opened again. Sarah and Selena stepped in, and for a moment the room seemed to tilt.

Sarah looked radiant in a sleek little dress, but Selena…Selena was perfect. Her outfit clung to her curves, short and daring, her dress’s slit high enough to tease every step. She looked confident and beautiful.

“Hey guys,” I managed, voice shaking. “You look beautiful, Selena.”

Her eyes swept over me hungrily, slow and deliberate, and my knees almost buckled.

Gina barked a laugh. “Is that how you talk to a superior, sissy boy?”

The flush spread hot over my cheeks as I ducked into a curtsy, cruelly reminded of my place. “Hello, Miss Sarah. Hello, Miss Selena. You look beautiful.”

Selena giggled, amused and clearly enjoying herself. She closed the distance, leaned down, and pressed a kiss to my cheek. Her hand slid low, giving my butt a firm squeeze.

“Thank you, Britney,” she murmured, her breath warm against my ear. “So do you.”

I thought my legs might give out right there.

Katie suddenly jolted. “Oh, I almost forgot.” She reached into her purse and pulled out two tiny keys that glittered under the dorm light. My heart lurched.

“Dresses up. Panties down.”

Shame burned through me as Tiffany and I obeyed, tugging down our skimpy panties and lifting our short dresses. The room erupted in giggles as the gleam of our little pink cages caught the light.

Selena gasped, then burst into uncontrollable laughter, her eyes wide with delight. “Oh my God, Katie…what?!”

Katie smirked. “These are their chastity cages. Erections are for men. And as you can see…” She gestured at me and Tiffany, “…they’re not men anymore.”

Selena stepped forward, still giggling, eyes glued to the little device locked snug around me. She crouched, peering close before giving it a playful jiggle with one finger. I flinched, the cage tugging, heat rushing to my face.

“It’s so cute,” she said, smiling up at me.

I thought I might melt from humiliation.

Gina’s laughter cut in sharp. “Did you hear that, Britney? Your little clitty is cute and tiny. What girl wants a man with a dick when she can have a ladyboy in a little pink cage?”

Tears pricked at my eyes. I teetered on the verge of crying, but Selena glanced up at me with that warm, steady smile. Somehow, I pulled myself together, standing there trembling but silent. I prayed this wasn’t a dealbreaker for her.

Katie, satisfied by our debasement, unlocked Tiffany’s cage first, then mine. “Go tuck,” she ordered.

“Yes, Miss Katie.” Our voices cracked together as we bent, panties pulled snug as we hid what little we had down there.

The tension broke into a flurry of last-minute touch-ups: lipstick reapplied, lashes curled, hair rechecked. By the time we were done, the mirror showed nothing but a group of devastatingly sexy girls ready for a night out. Tiffany and I, with our scandalously short dresses and heels, looked by far the sluttiest.

The car ride was cramped. Katie drove, Gina sat in the passenger seat, while the rest of us piled into the back. Tiffany ended up perched on Amanda’s lap, his skirt riding high, while I was pulled firmly onto Selena’s. Her arms wrapped tight around my waist, holding me close.

“Perfect fit, like your little pink cage,” she murmured into my ear, the words making my skin flush hot.

The bass from the club hit before we even stepped inside. Lights pulsed against the walls, bodies already writhing on the dance floor. Katie led us in like she owned the place, the rest of us trailing behind in heels that clicked sharply against the tile floor.

Melody was waiting just past the entrance, her arm looped around Tom’s. My stomach knotted instantly.

“Hi girls!” Melody chirped, waving. Her eyes sparkled as she took us all in.

“Hey, sissy,” Tom said flatly when his eyes fell on me, like it was just my name.

The word cut sharper than usual, especially with Selena right there. Heat flooded my cheeks.

Selena’s grip tightened on my arm, pulling me closer. She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear. “Is that the guy who’s cum you swallowed?”

Shame stabbed through me. My voice came out barely above a whisper. “Yes.”

Selena giggled, amused. She turned her face toward mine and pressed another kiss to my cheek, loud enough for the others to notice. “Aww.”

I thought my knees might give out.

Before the humiliation could drown me entirely, Katie clapped her hands together. “Alright, listen up. We’ve got rules for tonight.”

Both Tiffany and I stiffened.

“You two are competing,” Katie announced, her smirk daring us to object. “We’re going to have a points system. Kissing a guy is three points. Making out is four. Dancing is two. Grinding is four. The winner gets a reward. The loser…” She let the silence hang. “…a punishment.”

My stomach sank. Tiffany looked pale, his lip trembling.

I wanted to scream, to beg, to say I just wanted to be with Selena tonight. But Katie’s eyes were locked on me, daring me to object.

“Yes, Miss Katie,” I said softly, throat tight.

Beside me, Tiffany echoed the same.

The music throbbed louder, the crowd surged, and suddenly the night stretched ahead like a challenge I couldn’t escape.

The first round of drinks went down fast: vodka cranberries for Tiffany and me, cosmos for the girls. My hands trembled as I clutched my glass, the burn doing nothing to steady my nerves. Katie’s smirk lingered in the back of my mind like a threat. Tiffany met my eyes briefly across the table, both of us silently agreeing: get this over with.

We set our glasses down and walked out onto the dance floor together, the crowd swallowing us in a haze of lights and bass. The lessons from Ivy’s class flickered in my head as Tiffany pressed close, his hips rolling. I mirrored him, trying to look sexy, twirling, swaying, even brushing a hand down my thigh like we’d practiced. Around us, I caught glimpses of Selena and the girls, giggling, pointing, whispering as they watched us perform.

It didn’t take long. Two tall black guys, both lean and athletic, pushed through the crowd toward us. Their eyes swept over our short dresses.

“Damn,” one of them muttered with a grin, stepping right up to Tiffany.

I froze, heart pounding, until I saw Tiffany lean in and then, just like that, he was already making out with him. The guy’s hands gripped Tiffany’s waist, pulling him against his body, their mouths locked.

Panic jolted through me. If I didn’t step up, I’d fall behind.

I turned toward the other guy, his dark eyes locked on me like I was prey. Reluctantly, I slid closer, swaying my hips, brushing against him. His hands found my waist almost instantly, and I felt the weight of his body pressing me. My pulse skyrocketed.

Then his bulge pressed against me, thick and hard, and shame seared through me. Still, I bent forward slightly, rolling my ass back against him the way Ivy had taught me, grinding in sync with the music. Every push of my hips met the swell of his cock straining against his jeans. My short white dress hiked higher, the thin barrier of lace panties all that separated me from his manhood.

I dared a glance upward. Selena was watching intently, her eyes wide with amusement as Sarah leaned to whisper in her ear. Selena giggled, covering her mouth, her gaze never leaving me.

Heat flooded my face. Humiliation twisted deeper as she watched me shake my ass on this man’s hard dick.

Before I could recover, the guy spun me around, his grip firm, and crashed his mouth onto mine. I gasped against his lips, but his tongue shoved in, hungry, insistent. His hands roamed lower, squeezing my ass hard, his fingers slipping under the hem of my dress to spread my cheeks, and making me squeal. My body stiffened, trembling, as his groans rumbled into my mouth. Vulnerable didn’t even begin to cover how I was feeling.

Minutes bled by before he finally pulled back. My lips were slick, my chest heaving. He looked down at me, smiling as he ran his hands up my sides. “You’re a really sexy dancer. I’ve never met a white girl who could grind like that. You’ve got a nice ass too.”

I blushed, mortified that this guy thought I was better at grinding than most real girls. And that he thought I had a nice ass. But in all honesty, in this dress especially, I did have a bit of a bubble butt.

I murmured a shy thank you as I stumbled away, back toward the girls, praying the night would end soon.

Selena caught me first, eyes sparkling. “Oh my God,” she giggled. “That guy manhandled you. He was grinding on you like he was fucking you.” She leaned closer, her voice teasing, “Was he hard?”

I flushed scarlet, shame burning me alive. “Yes.”

Before she could say more, Katie’s voice cut in, sharp. “Tiffany’s ahead of you, sissy. You better catch up.”

My eyes flicked across the floor and sure enough, Tiffany was already backed into a corner, his arms looped around another guy’s neck, making out with him like he loved it.

Selena slapped my ass playfully. “Go on, Britney. Get back out there and make some more guys hard.”

I swallowed hard, adjusted my dress, and turned back toward the dance floor, my legs shaking in my heels.

The bass pounded as I slipped back onto the floor, eyes scanning the crowd. My pulse thudded in my ears. Tiffany was already racking up points; I couldn’t afford to stall. Two guys caught my eye near the edge of the floor, both tall and conventionally attractive, but quieter than the others.

I stepped between them, letting my hips sway as I moved, brushing my hands down my sides the way Ivy had shown us. I leaned back, gave one of them a sultry look, trying to lure him closer. My heart raced as I noticed the reaction I was getting. This was the first time I’d ever really acted like a seductress, deliberately trying to reel a guy in. it felt strangely powerful.

The other guy blushed and stepped away, disappearing into the crowd. His friend lingered, smiling, moving in rhythm with me, but still at a distance, still too shy to make a move.

That’s when I felt Gina’s hot breath against my ear.

“I wanna see what a desperate little slut you are,” she whispered, her nails brushing my bare arm. “Kiss him.”

Heat rushed to my face. “O-okay…” I stammered.

But she wasn’t done. “I wanna see you make this guy cum. You’ve got ten minutes.”

My eyes widened. “No way.”

Her grin turned cruel. “Then I’ll tell everyone here what you really are. How would the DJ like to announce that the girl in the see-through white dress is a sissy on the prowl for dick?”

My stomach dropped, knowing I had no choice. “Okay…Fine,” I whispered.

“Good girl. Tik-tok,” she smirked, tapping her watch. “Nine minutes, thirty seconds left.”

My legs shook as I closed the distance. Before I could second-guess myself, I pressed up against the guy, pinning him lightly against the wall. His eyes widened, but when I kissed him, hard and desperate, he kissed me back, clearly surprised.

I pushed my body into his, rolling my hips, grinding, trying to regain the confidence I had felt before Gina approached. His hands fluttered nervously against my waist, but his breathing quickened. I bent forward, grinding my ass against him, and felt it, the firm ridge of his cock swelling through his khakis. Shame seared me, but I kept gyrating like I desperately wanted it.

A few minutes in, I risked a glance over my shoulder. Gina stood a few feet away laughing, delighted by my emasculation, and beside her, Selena. Her wide eyes gleamed as she watched. Gina tapped her wrist again. “Tik-tok,” she mouthed.

My face burned hotter.

I turned back, grabbed the guy by his shirt, and crushed my lips into his again. My hand slid down, rubbing firmly over his bulge. His moan vibrated into my mouth, surprised by how forward I was being.

I rubbed harder, faster, kissing him sloppily as my hand worked him through his pants. The friction grew, his hips jerking against my palm.

“You want me to cum for you?” he whispered suddenly, his voice low but shaky with need.

My stomach lurched. “…Yes.”

“Then say it.”

I swallowed hard, humiliated beyond belief. “I want you to cum for me,” I whispered, picking up my pace, jerking him through the fabric.

His eyes fluttered shut. “Say it again.”

“Cum for me, baby. Cum hard for me,” I begged, whispering against his lips, my hand pumping.

He gasped, body stiffening. Then, with a guttural moan, he trembled violently against me. His cock pulsed, heat flooding his pants as he kissed me hungrily, groaning into my mouth while he came.

I felt it happen, the tremoring culminating in wet warmth spreading through his khakis. I pulled back, panting, my own lips slick with spit and shame.

“…Thanks,” he muttered weakly, too mortified to look at me again. I bolted, heels clicking frantically as I ran back toward the others.

Gina doubled over laughing, clutching her stomach. “Oh my God! You actually did it!”

Selena wasn’t laughing. She was smiling widely, eyes shining, fixed on me like I’d just bared my soul. The look made me nervous. I clutched my purse closely to my chest as if that would shield me from her judgment.

I barely made it back to the group before Selena pulled me straight into her arms. Her perfume enveloped me as she hugged me tight, lips brushing my ear.

“Cum hard for me, baby,” she whispered in the girliest, teasing little voice.

Humiliation overcame me. My whole body trembled, tears forming at the corners of my eyes.

Then she squeezed me harder, her tone softening. “I’m just teasing you,” she murmured. “That was hot.”

I clung to her, dizzy with shame and relief that she hadn’t lost all respect for me.

Together, we walked back toward Katie and Melody. They both looked like they were buzzing with excitement, grins stretched wide.

“Britney!” Katie said, practically bouncing. “How did it feel to make a man cum?”

The words burned. I swallowed hard. “H-humiliating,” I admitted.

Melody squealed, covering her mouth. Katie smirked. “We’ve decided you’ve already passed tonight’s challenge. Tiffany’s turn now. She doesn’t pass unless she makes a guy cum too.”

Gina’s eyes lit up like it was Christmas. “On it,” she laughed, already striding off toward Tiffany.

Katie leaned back, shaking her head in disbelief. “I still can’t believe it. Within twenty-four hours, you’ve swallowed cum and made a guy cum. Both for the first time. You must feel like such a pussy.”

Melody tilted her head thoughtfully. “Well…the sissies have tried their own cum before.”

Katie waved a hand. “Yeah, but not a real man’s cum.”

“That’s true, not until last night at least,” Melody said, smiling at me.

I wanted to melt into the floor.

The girls drifted off to watch Tiffany’s ordeal, leaving me with Selena. She tugged me by the hand toward the bar, ordered two cosmos, and slid one into my trembling fingers.

She clinked her glass lightly against mine. “That was so hot. Be honest, don’t you feel sexy?”

Shame twisted my gut. “I…I feel humiliated,” I whispered. “I just made a guy cum. I’ve never felt less like a man in my life.”

Selena leaned forward and kissed me, soft but lingering. “That’s okay, sweetie. You’re not supposed to feel like a man, you’re not one. Men don’t mince around in slutty little dresses making other men cum. But you do. You’re a sissy. But you are a very sexy sissy. That’s why you made that guy explode in his pants. You should be proud of yourself.”

Her words seared me with embarrassment; she didn’t see me as a man at all. But also, she didn't seem to mind. I sipped my drink in silence, cheeks blazing.

When our glasses were empty, Selena set hers aside and tugged me back toward the dance floor. “Come on. Dance with me.”

The music throbbed as she spun me beneath her arm, pulling me close, pressing her body to mine. She kissed me, twirling me again, making me laugh despite myself.

Then she leaned close, lips grazing my ear. “Do you wanna turn me on?”

I nodded instantly, nervous heat pooling in my lower half.

“Then dance on me. Show me what you’ve learned.”

I obeyed. For the next twenty minutes, I gave her everything Ivy had taught me the other day: rolling my hips, grinding up against her thigh, letting my hands slide down my sides, arching my back, even bending forward so she could smack my ass. Her nails dug into me, her kisses hot against my lips, her body grinding back into mine. Every second made my cage throb harder, warmth spilling into my panties, the tingling feminine arousal pulsing through me until my whole body trembled.

Cheers and giggles rang out around us, but I only saw her.

Then shadows loomed. I turned to find the same two black guys from earlier stepping in close, eyes locked on us. One moved in on me, the other on Selena.

Suddenly, the four of us were dancing together, me and Selena pressed up against each other, the men circling us, hands roaming. The guy behind me slid his hands over my hips as I arched into Selena, kissing her deeply. Across from me, I saw the other man’s hands gripping Selena’s waist, his crotch pressed right against her ass as she laughed, still grinding back on me.

I felt jealousy flare up, twisting painfully even as I clung to her.

After a few minutes, Selena broke away, tugging me by the wrist. She pulled me through the crowd, breathless, her eyes blazing. “That was so fucking hot,” she panted, kissing me hard before dragging me back to the others.

We regrouped with Tiffany, Gina, Katie, and Amanda. Tiffany looked shell-shocked, his cheeks blotchy red, his lips swollen.

Katie arched an eyebrow. “Well? Tiffany just made a man cum, didn’t you?”

He nodded meekly. “…Yes, Miss Katie.”

Katie smiled. “Perfect. That’s enough for tonight. We’re heading out. The rest of the girls are gonna stay for a bit.”

As the others scattered back into the club, we filed toward the exit. Gina and Katie walked ahead, laughing and chatting about the night. Amanda had her arm around Tiffany, murmuring something to cheer him up. Selena had her arm looped through mine, her body brushing mine every step, her lips curling into a smile that almost made me forget the events of the night.

When we reached the car, Katie took the wheel with Gina in the passenger seat. The rest of us piled into the back. This time, Selena slid right onto my lap, her perfume thick in my nose.

I held her tightly, dizzy, trembling, unable to believe any of this was real.

The car ride back was mostly quiet, except for Gina’s occasional sharp little jabs tossed our way between her banter with Katie. Each quip made me shrink further in my seat, while Selena stroked my arm with her nails as if to soothe me.

When we finally reached the dorms, everyone spilled out into the cool night air. Gina stretched, yawning. “Alright, I’m beat. Nice to meet you, Selena.” She flashed a grin, then turned to us. “And congrats, ladies. You made real men cum tonight. Your manhood is officially gone.”

The words sliced through me, leaving me ashamed of what I had done. Before I could react, she was gone, striding off to her room.

Katie, Amanda, and Selena herded us upstairs and into our dorm.

“Alright. Tiffany, take your tape off. Britney, leave yours on.”

I blinked in confusion. Tiffany looked just as confused, but he obeyed. A moment later he was instructed to climb onto the bed, lift his dress, and pull down his panties. His cock sprang up instantly, stiff and twitching, and the shame on his face was obvious.

“Britney,” Katie said smoothly, “get in bed with her. Start kissing.”

My stomach plummeted. Selena’s eyes glimmered with hungry curiosity, and Amanda smirked in anticipation. Heat roared in my cheeks as I crawled onto the bed beside Tiffany. Our faces hovered awkwardly until Katie snapped her fingers.

“Kiss. Now.”

I leaned in, lips brushing Tiffany’s. Tentative at first, then fuller, deeper, until our tongues tangled. His hard cock pressed and poked against my thigh, an unmistakable reminder of what I was being made to do. I wanted to disappear.

“Good. Now, Britney, use your hand. Make her cum.”

I froze, humiliated beyond words. This was horrible enough the first time I did it. I had already jerked one guy off tonight. I didn’t want to do it again, especially not in front of Selena.

“Do it,” Katie ordered.

With trembling fingers, I reached down. My hand wrapped around Tiffany’s cock, feeling it directly for the first time, hard and warm beneath my palm. I stroked slowly, hesitant, shame flooding with every movement. The weight of Selena’s gaze burned into me, I knew she was watching, fascinated.

I sped up, twisting my wrist, forcing myself to push through the humiliation. Tiffany whimpered into my mouth, his hips jerking helplessly. The sounds of his moans filled the room until, with a shudder, he exploded, hot cum splattering across my thigh and dripping down my hand.

We broke apart, both of us teary-eyed, our chests heaving.

Katie’s smile sharpened. “Now clean it up. Tiffany, lick Britney’s leg. Britney, suck your fingers clean.”

Tiffany bent forward as tears began to well in his eyes, his tongue trembling as he licked the streaks from my skin. I stared down at my own hand. Cum glistened on my long pink sparkly nails, sticky and degrading. Selena’s wide, fascinated eyes caught mine, and I felt like I might cry myself.

With a sob lodged in my throat, I lifted my fingers. Slowly, shame burning hotter with each second, I slid them into my mouth. The taste hit me: sharp and salty, gagging me with humiliation. Selena’s lips curved upward, her smile almost tender.

“Good girls,” Katie purred.

Tears welled in my eyes as Tiffany’s tongue pressed harder against my thigh, and I sucked my fingers clean, humiliated beyond anything I’d ever imagined.

When it was over, Katie’s voice cut sharply through the haze. “Tiffany, you can go shower and get ready for bed.” He scrambled off the bed, face red and wet, disappearing into the bathroom. Katie turned her eyes on me.

“Britney, you can go.”

I blinked, confused. “What do you mean?”

Her lips curved slyly. “Selena wants you to sleep at hers tonight.”

My heart leapt. Excitement shot through me as I turned to Selena, who smirked knowingly. Without a word, she laced her fingers through mine and tugged me toward the door.

The walk across the hall blurred. We kissed in the elevator, in the stairwell, in the quiet shadows of the courtyard. Her hands were roaming over my ass as she dragged me along. By the time we reached her dorm, I was dizzy with anticipation.

She shoved her door open, dragged me inside, and pushed me down onto her bed. “Take your dress off, sissy boy.”

I obeyed instantly, my trembling hands slipping the straps from my shoulders, peeling away the scandalously short white lace bodycon dress. My pushup bra and panties matched perfectly, the lace barely covering me, my heels still on. I felt obscene and…hot.

Selena crawled onto me, straddling my waist, kissing me hard. Her tongue pressed past my lips as her hips rolled down against me. I was stiff and throbbing, helpless against her grinding ass.

The kissing deepened, rougher, her teeth catching my lip. Then she slid lower, her nails grazing my thighs as she tugged my panties down. My breath caught in my throat, my body stiffening in shock as she took me into her mouth. I had never gotten a blowjob before; this was incredible.

I whimpered, her lips tight around me, the sound of her working me over. She was relentless, every bob of her head pulling another moan from my throat that I couldn’t hold back. My legs trembled, my hands clawed at the sheets, my chest rose and fell in shallow gasps.

It built too fast. The pressure was unbearable, and soon I was panting until my body convulsed. My breath broke into desperate whimpers as I exploded, back arching, hips jerking helplessly while I shot my load into her mouth.

Selena crawled back up, lips glistening, eyes sparkling wickedly. She kissed me hard, her tongue insistent, depositing the taste of what she’d just swallowed into my mouth. Shame scorched me, but I obeyed instinctively, swallowing my own cum, though some dripped at the corners of my lips.

She laughed softly, brushing her thumb across my mouth. “You really love cum, don’t you, girl?”

With that, the ecstasy faded, replaced by shame. “How can you like me, or even respect me like this?” My voice cracked. “I feel pathetic.”

She pulled me against her chest, stroking my hair. “Shh. Don’t worry about that. I like you. A lot.”

I cried a little, suddenly overcome with emotion. “But I’m not even a man anymore.”

Selena kissed the side of my neck, her voice warm and steady. “No, you’re not cutie. You’re a sweet little sissy, and I love that about you.”

The words broke me open. I sobbed into her chest, my whole body trembling.

She held me tighter, shushing me softly. “It’s okay, princess. You don’t need to act like a big manly man with me. I like you the way you are.”

I sniffled, staring up at her through wet lashes. “Really?”

She smiled down at me, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “Really. I even liked seeing you please those big, manly men tonight in your cute little outfit. You might not like it, but feminizing you and stripping away your manhood is really hot to me, and I’m sure to your mistresses, too. Watching you all girly and embarrassed about it is addicting.”

I was humiliated and confused, but before I could answer, she pressed a finger to my lips.

“Stop thinking so much.” She kissed me again, harder this time, pinning my wrists above my head. Her strength startled me. I couldn’t move, but strangely enough, her strength made me feel safe, protected.

She smirked into the kiss, her hips rolling down against me. Despite everything, I felt myself stirring again beneath her, another erection rising as she ground into me.


Chapter 10: Halloween Week:


The next two weeks passed in a blur of classes, cleaning jobs, and dance practices. By the time the weekend before Halloween rolled around, I felt like I was getting pretty used to all this.

Saturday morning, Katie rounded us up, heels clicking down the hall as she herded Tiffany and me toward the car. Melody, Amanda, Selena, and Sarah were waiting.

“Halloweekend is coming,” Katie announced brightly. “And since you’ll be cleaning in costume this week, too, you’ll need more than one costume. Let’s go shopping, girls.”

The costume shop was packed, racks of sequins, lace, and polyester spilling into the aisles. The six of them went into overdrive, pulling outfit after outfit off hangers, holding them up against us, laughing and fussing.

“Try this one first!” Amanda squealed, thrusting a blue and yellow dress into Tiffany’s arms.

“And you, Cinderella,” Katie declared, smirking as she shoved a bundle of blue satin at me. “Don’t make us wait.”

Before long, we were being shoved toward the dressing rooms, arms overflowing with costumes.

Trying them on was mortifying enough. Modeling them for the girls outside was worse. Each time I stepped out, teetering in heels, their voices erupted.

Tiffany emerged first in a “sexy Snow White” getup, short puffed sleeves, corset lacing, and a skirt that barely covered his ass. “Spin!” Selena demanded, smiling brightly. He did, cheeks burning, his skirt flying up to flash his panties.

“Perfect,” Sarah teased. “You’ll have to wear matching panties with this one. You’ll look so cute.”

Next, it was my turn. I stepped out in Cinderella blue, the bodice tight around my breastforms, the tutu-like skirt poofing short enough to leave nothing to the imagination.

“Oh my God,” Amanda giggled, covering her mouth. “That’s so cute.”

Katie smirked. “A pretty little princess.”

Selena smiled at me. “Work it, Brit. Pretend we’re your fairy godmothers.”

It went on like that for hours. Tiffany in plaid and knee-highs as a slutty schoolgirl, the girls teasing about how “studious” he looked. Me as a ballerina, tutu bouncing while they made me pirouette until I nearly toppled. Both of us stuffed into matching Playboy bunny bodysuits, tails bobbing while they made us pose back-to-back. Tiffany’s tiny red devil dress with horns, Katie snapping pictures on her phone. My lacy white angel set, halo crooked as Amanda joked that I looked heavenly.

By the time Tiffany minced out as Tinkerbell, wings shimmering and skirt cut indecently high, Selena was doubled over laughing. “Peter Pan’s gonna lose his mind!” she howled.

And when I stepped out a moment later in a pink fairy costume covered in sparkles with wings and a wand that I had to carry while my ass cheeks peeked out, I prayed that I wouldn’t actually have to wear this anywhere.

“Adorable,” Melody declared, though her smirk said everything.

“Spin,” Katie ordered. I did, mortified, the tiny skirt flaring as the wand glittered in my hand.

Selena clapped, grinning wide. “That’s it. Halloween is officially my favorite holiday.”

Monday afternoon, I lounged on my bed in a skirt and a pink hoodie, trying to keep my nerves down before Psych. Selena sprawled across Tiffany’s bed, legs crossed, scrolling lazily through her phone.

Then she looked up with that mischievous sparkle in her eyes.
“Brit,” she cooed. “I have the best idea.”

I groaned immediately. “No. Whatever it is, no.”

Her grin widened. “Come on. You’ve gotta wear your Cinderella costume to class today.”

My jaw dropped. “Selena…absolutely not. Are you crazy? I’d die.”

“You’re going to wear it after class for your job later anyway,” she sing-songed, rolling onto her stomach. “Might as well get used to it.”

I sat up, horrified. “That’s for cleaning, and maybe Halloween. Not sitting through a lecture hall with two hundred students.”

She pouted, crawling onto my bed, straddling me like she always did when she wanted her way. “Babe,” she said, drawing out the word, “it’s Halloween week. People wear costumes all week long. You won’t even stand out that much.”

“That’s not true,” I muttered, heat already creeping into my cheeks.

Her nails trailed teasingly down my chest. “Please? For me? I’d be sooo happy.”

That tugged at something deep inside me, the part of me that had been helplessly bending for her since I met her. I swallowed. “Are you sure other people will be dressed up?”

“I’m sure,” she giggled, hopping off the bed and snatching the costume bag from my desk chair. “Up. Let’s get you ready.”

I let her pull me to my feet, every nerve screaming not to do this. She unzipped the bag with a flourish, pulling out the blue satin bodice, the tiny tutu skirt, the ridiculous glittering choker.

“Strip,” she ordered with a playful smirk.

I obeyed, cheeks blazing as I peeled off my hoodie and skirt, left standing in lace bra and panties. She wolf-whistled. “God, you’re adorable. Prince Charming’s gonna eat you up.”

I groaned, but she was already tugging the costume up my body, sliding the satin over my breastforms, tugging it snug at my waist. Her fingers lingered on the bodice ties, pulling them tight, pushing my breasts up unnervingly high.

“You have perfect boobs,” she said rather honestly, giving one a squeeze that made me squeak.

Then came the tutu skirt, it was short, stiff, and bounced around my thighs with every step. She spun me to the mirror. “Look at that ass. You look delicious.”

“Selena…” I whined, burying my face in my hands.

“Not done,” she said sweetly, pushing me onto the desk chair. She plucked up my nail kit. “Red doesn’t fit. You’re getting royal blue to match your costume.”

She popped open a bottle of shimmering sky-blue polish, grabbing my hand and spreading my fingers. Carefully, she painted each long oval nail, tongue poking from the corner of her mouth as she concentrated. Then she moved to my toes, kneeling on the rug and humming while she brushed them blue and glittery to match.

I squirmed the entire time, hyper-aware of how girly I looked. I looked down at myself and saw zero trace of the boy I used to be.

“There,” she said finally, blowing gently on my fingers, eyes twinkling. “Now you’re a real princess.”

I stared at my reflection: long lashes, flushed cheeks, blue skirt flaring at my thighs, glittering nails catching the light. I felt sick with humiliation, but also lightheaded at how happy she looked.

She slipped behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist, chin on my shoulder. “You’re gorgeous. And you’re mine. We’re gonna turn some heads in Psych.”

But Selena wasn’t finished. “Hold still,” she said, already scooping up my brush. She tugged me back into the chair and began pulling my hair into a sleek bun, just like Cinderella’s. A few strands framed my face as she slid the glittering blue hairpiece into place, humming like she was the fairy godmother herself. She adjusted the tiny choker around my neck and snapped a quick picture.

“Perfect,” she said, spinning me toward the mirror. “Now all you need is your purse.”

The little satin clutch sat on the desk. She tucked in lip gloss, compact, perfume, then slipped my psych notebook and pens into her own bag so I wouldn’t have to juggle both.

I stood there frozen, staring at myself in the mirror. I looked like a sex-hungry version of Cinderella. My cheeks burned crimson. I’d never looked so sexy in my life. Humiliation coursed hot through me, but Selena’s delighted grin made me swallow it.

“God, you’re adorable,” she said, kissing me aggressively. “Let’s go, princess.”

We stepped out together, her arm linked with mine. My heels clicked against the pavement, skirt bouncing with every step. People definitely looked, but it was Halloween week. Most smiles were amused, a few guys gave me long, horny stares, and one girl passing by giggled, “Cute costume!”

I wanted to die. Selena beamed.

By the time we got to the lecture hall, my stomach was in knots. My eyes swept the room and dropped. No one else was dressed up. Not one.

I shot Selena a panicked glare. “You said…”

She just grinned, completely unbothered, tugging me toward our usual seats. “Relax. You look amazing.”

Her friends Amy, Sienna, and Vanessa spotted us and immediately burst into giggles. “Oh my God, a princess!” Amy squealed.

Sienna leaned forward, smirking. “Wow Britney, our girl here must really have you whipped. You came to class dressed as Cinderella?!”

Selena shrugged innocently, squeezing my hand. “Doesn’t he look sexy?”

They giggled, tossing little jabs about tiaras and glass slippers.

Class dragged on. A few heads turned here and there, whispers buzzing about the girl in the sexy Halloween costume. Halfway through, the professor looked up from his notes and chuckled. “Well, I guess someone’s really excited for Halloween.” His eyes landed squarely on me.

Heat shot through me as the whole lecture hall glanced my way. A few girls whispered, “Cute costume,” while I sank into my chair, mortified.

The rest of the lecture blurred by. When it finally ended, I shot up, ready to sprint out, but Selena caught my arm, smiling. She looped hers through mine once again, guiding me through the crowded hallways.

“You made me very happy today, my little princess,” she whispered, leaning close.

My heart twisted. I was embarrassed and emasculated, but also strangely…happy. I blushed, nodded, and let her lead me back toward the dorms, my skirt swishing with every humiliating step.

A few hours later, Tiffany and I were back in uniform, or at least, in costume. Katie had told us we’d be cleaning for a couple of Selena’s other friends tonight, girls we hadn’t met yet, and since it was Halloween week, we’d be showing up in our princess outfits.

Selena accompanied us, all smiles as she walked us down the hall. “They’re excited to meet you,” she teased, guiding me down the hall. I could already feel the blush burning my cheeks.

When we knocked, the door swung open to reveal two girls grinning ear to ear. Their eyes widened as they took us in. “Oh my God,” one of them laughed. “Princesses?”

“Cinderella and Snow White at your service,” Selena announced, pushing us gently forward. “Go on, girls. Say hello.”

We both curtsied deeply. “Good evening, ladies,” Tiffany chimed in her girlish voice. I followed suit, my own voice soft and high, “We’re here to clean.”

The giggles didn’t stop as we got to work. Picking up trash, straightening desks, dusting surfaces, all while our skirts rode up and our heels clicked on the floor. The girls leaned against the wall, sipping sodas, throwing out playful commentary.

“Careful, Cinderella, your panties keep showing!”

“Snow White, you missed a spot…better bend over again.”

Somehow it didn’t feel malicious, though; they were just having fun with us, and they seemed like nice girls. Every time they teased us, we played along, gasping and twirling dramatically, acting like princesses. It was humiliating, yes, but with Selena laughing and egging them on, it somehow seemed lighthearted and safe.

When the room was spotless, I thought we’d be dismissed. Instead, one of the girls smirked. “Okay, now for the real entertainment. Dance for us!”

Selena giggled. “You heard them, girls. Show off what you learned in dance class.”

So Tiffany and I turned toward each other. Music blasted from one of their phones. We swayed, twirled, hips rolling as we closed the space between us. Soon we were grinding together, skirts brushing, breasts pressed against one another, laughing nervously while the room erupted in cheers.

“Sexier!” one of the girls shouted.

We obeyed, ramping it up. Tiffany spun, bent forward, and I ran my hands down his sides, biting my lip. He turned back, grabbing my waist, pulling me against him. We were blushing furiously, but we kept going.

Then came the finale. “Lap dances!” Selena announced gleefully. “One for each of these lovely ladies!”

We both froze, but the girls patted their laps expectantly. I walked toward one, crawled seductively onto her bed, and lowered myself onto her thighs. Heat burned my cheeks as I rolled my hips, running my hands down my body and stopping to massage my breast forms. She laughed, egging me on, pretending to fan herself.

Beside me, Tiffany was doing the same, straddling the other girl and wiggling seductively until her giggles turned into cheers.

By the end, everyone was laughing, clapping, and even we couldn’t help but smile through our embarrassment.

It was embarrassing. But it was silly and, honestly, somewhat fun.

The next day after class, I practically rushed back to the dorm. I had a date planned with Selena and could not be more excited. Just me, my beautiful girlfriend, and a nice evening together.

I peeled off my sweatpants and hoodie almost giddily. I put my breast forms in, clipped my lace bra tight, and tugged my purple satin panties into place. I added a light foundation, pouty lipstick, and a flick of eyeliner and mascara, just enough to bring my face alive. By the time I pulled a flowy red dress over my head and buckled on a pair of matching heels, I was smiling at my reflection.

Selena was already waiting. “Almost ready, girly girl?” she teased, giving me a kiss that made my stomach flutter.

She led me to a Halloween store a few blocks off campus. The moment we walked in, she darted off to the racks, squealing over costumes. I followed shyly, trying not to stare too obviously at the fishnets and sequins everywhere.

“Sit,” she ordered, pointing to a little chair near the fitting rooms. “You’re gonna rate these for me.”

One by one, she stepped out in the sexiest costumes I’d ever seen. A tight black catsuit with a zipper that dipped scandalously low. A glittery cheerleader outfit with a pleated mini skirt. A red devil getup that clung to every curve.

“Too slutty?” she asked, spinning slowly.

My mouth went dry. “N-no. Perfect.”

She laughed, striking another pose. “That’s what I thought.”

Every time she came out, I shifted in my seat, thighs pressed tightly together, panties growing damp with that familiar caged arousal. She knew exactly what she was doing, winking as she bent over or tugged the hem of a skirt.

Finally, she settled on the cheerleader costume, tossing it over the counter with a smug grin. “This one’s for you, baby. Can’t wait to wear it for you Saturday.”

Next, we headed to the salon.

“Couples’ day,” she explained, slipping her hand into mine.

Within minutes, we were side by side in padded chairs, feet soaking in warm water. My heart hammered as the techs chattered and began working on us. Nails filed, buffed, and shaped. Blood-red polish for me and matching toes, berry-purple for her.

Then came the wax.

I nearly jumped off the table when the strip was ripped from my leg, the sting radiating up my thigh. Selena giggled from the next station.

The pain and humiliation came in waves. Stripped bare below the waist, a stranger leaned in close with warm wax, yanking me smooth, acutely aware of my chastity cage, though she made no mention of it. My legs, my bikini line, my whole body felt exposed and raw.

By the time it was over, Selena looked radiant, perfectly polished. And I…well, I was polished too. Smooth, hairless, and freshly manicured.

Selena slipped her hand into mine as we left, giving me a proud smile. I couldn’t help smiling back.

Dinner felt almost surreal. Selena had picked a little Italian place off campus. The candlelight flickered across her face as she smiled at me, chatting over pasta and wine. It was definitely strange wearing a dress out on my first real date, while my girlfriend sat across from me in flowy pants. Nonetheless, I was on cloud nine.

“You’ve come so far,” she said softly, twirling her fork. “A month ago, you were still trying to fight this. Now look at you, you’ve become such a lady. You look prettier than most of the girls in this room.”

My face burned. I glanced down at my red nails glinting in the dim light, tugged self-consciously at my dress.

“I know it hasn’t been easy,” she went on. “But I also know…you love it. Even the humiliation. Maybe especially the humiliation.”

Her words struck deep. I swallowed, cheeks hot. “I…I don’t know,” I murmured, though the truth sat heavy in my chest. It definitely turned me on, it was hard to deny that much at this point.

She reached across the table and squeezed my hand. “You don’t have to say it. I see it. That’s enough for me.”

We lingered over dessert, the conversation drifting between playful teasing, romance, and casual conversation. By the time we got back to her dorm, my head was spinning with wine, words, and her touch on my arm.

Her room felt like home now. I had a toothbrush here, even a drawer with some of my things in it. When she shut the door behind us, I felt a flutter in my chest again, safety and happiness.

We barely made it to the bed before her lips were on mine, hot and aggressive. Her clothes were tossed away, her bra and panties matching purple like mine. I stripped down to my panties, not bothering to remove my breast forms, hyper-aware of how feminine I must have looked. I was still in my cage, straining helplessly, every kiss winding me tighter.

She slid down my body, nails grazing my thighs, and wrapped her lips around the little pink cage. The suction made my whole body jolt, an unbearable wave of pleasure and frustration.

“Poor baby,” she teased, pulling back with a wet pop. “So horny for me, but no cock to give me. No way to fuck me.” She kissed it again, then looked up at me with a wicked grin. “What do you think, sissy? Maybe I should get a real man to fuck me instead. Would you like that?”

Shame and arousal collided, leaving me trembling. I shook my head, whining softly, but she only laughed.

Her hand cupped my cheek. “Be a good girl and make me cum instead.”

I obeyed, sliding down, burying my face between her thighs. She tangled her fingers in my hair, moaning encouragement and taunts in equal measure. “That’s it, sissy…lick it. Mmm, so much better than your useless little clit. Maybe I should let a man fuck me, and you can clean up after like this. Would you like that? Watching a real man make me scream?”

Her words stabbed me, humiliating me deeply, but my tongue only moved faster. By the time her body arched and her thighs squeezed around my head, I was shaking with need, my cage pulsing painfully.

When she finally let me go, I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, blinking up at her. The smug grin softened instantly. She pulled me up into her arms and kissed my temple.

“Hey,” she whispered. “I’m just teasing you, baby. You know that, right? I love making you squirm. I love how embarrassed you get. But don’t ever doubt that I want you here with me, not some other guy. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

I buried my face in her neck, aching in my cage but relieved by her words. I was really hers.

Friday morning Calc dragged on like it always did, the professor scribbling equations across the board in a low monotone. I kept my head down, jotting notes, trying not to draw attention. But then the guy sitting next to me leaned over, his eyes on my hand.

“Uh… dude,” he said, pointing at my fingers. “Why are your nails done?”

Heat shot up my neck. I glanced down at the glittery red fingernails, long, oval, undeniably feminine, and felt my stomach twist. Before I could stammer out some half-truth, he squinted a little closer at me.

“And, like… no offense, but you’re actually kinda feminine looking overall. The hair, the brows…you look like a girl.”

My throat locked, and panic clawed at me. There was no way to explain this without avoiding humiliation, not really. I figured my best bet was just to own it. I forced a nervous little smile instead, softening my voice, tilting it just slightly higher, girlier.

“I just like to feel feminine and cute,” I said, the words tasting strange in my mouth.

He blinked. Then shrugged. “Fair enough.” He turned back to his notebook, jotting down notes.

I sat frozen, reflecting on what had just happened. The rest of class blurred past in a haze. My mind kept circling back to the lie I’d told, except was it really a lie? More and more, it felt natural to slip into girl mode. Painting my nails, doing my makeup, curling Tiffany’s hair, letting Selena dress me up, those moments felt calmer, easier, almost more natural than acting like a guy.

As my pencil hovered over the next problem, I caught myself thinking it again: part of me really did like being feminine. And part of me wondered if I even wanted to stop.

After class, I had a few hours to kill. I grabbed food from the dining hall and sat alone at a corner table. Between bites, my mind wouldn’t stop racing.

The guy’s words from class echoed in my head: “you’re actually kinda feminine looking overall.” A few months ago, it would have crushed me. Now…I knew he wasn’t wrong, and they didn't bother me nearly as much as I would have thought they would. My nails were bright red, my brows arched, my hair long and styled. Even in boy clothes, I looked more like a girl playing dress-up as a guy than the other way around.

What scared me most was how natural it felt. How part of me leaned into it. How part of me liked it.

When I finished, I dumped my tray and headed back upstairs. Pushing into our room, I found Tiffany already dressed and waiting.

He was in a slutty schoolgirl costume, a plaid miniskirt, white blouse tied at the waist, long white socks. And damn, he looked hot. I blinked, heat creeping up my neck.

“You look…really good,” I said before I could stop myself.

Tiffany blushed furiously, ducking his head. “Thanks…”

Shaking off my nerves, I stripped down and slipped into my own outfit for the day, the slutty ballerina costume. Pink tights clung tight to my legs, the tiny pink tutu barely covering anything. The sheer pink leotard hugged my chest, breast forms pressing out the delicate fabric. I caught my reflection in the mirror: absurdly feminine. My stomach fluttered with shame and something dangerously close to excitement.

I smoothed the tutu down, then grabbed my pink kitten heels and slipped them on. Tiffany was still watching me, still red, and I forced a shaky laugh. “Guess we’re ready.”

He nodded quickly, shouldering the bag of cleaning supplies. Together, we left the room.

We knocked, skirts swishing nervously, heels clicking against the dorm hallway floor. A moment later the door swung open, and two guys stood there, both grinning and immediately giving us that look that told me they wanted us.

“Hey, come in,” one said, eyes sweeping over my tutu. His buddy’s gaze lingered on Tiffany’s miniskirt.

We dipped into practiced curtsies. “Good evening, gentlemen,” Tiffany said in his girly voice.

They chuckled, clearly amused but also clearly checking us out. We slipped inside and got to work tidying their desks, tossing wrappers, and straightening their clothes. But every time I bent down, I felt their eyes on me.

“Damn, you two are cute,” one of them said casually. “Like, really cute.”

“Thanks…” I mumbled, blushing hard, forcing myself to keep moving. Tiffany gave a shy smile, twirling his hair as if to play along.

The flirting didn’t stop. Little comments, whistles, the way they’d ask questions just to keep us talking. We giggled nervously, staying in character, sissies pretending to be shy girls.

By the time we’d finished, I was relieved, ready to curtsy and get out. But then one of them leaned back in his chair, smirking. “So, when we talked to Melody, she said you two do lap dances too. We booked those.”

My stomach flipped. I glanced at Tiffany. His cheeks were crimson, but he nodded. We had no choice.

Music played from one of their phones, and suddenly it was happening. Tiffany climbed into one guy’s lap, and I straddled the other. My frilly tutu brushed his coarse jeans as I began to move sensually, rolling my hips, grinding softly, trying to mimic what Ivy had drilled into us. His hands slid onto my waist, guiding me, his eyes darkening as I moved.

Across the room, Tiffany’s guy was already breathing heavy, his hands all over Tiffany’s ass as he moaned, clearly about to cum. I tried to focus on my own performance, but my chest burned. Something ugly and competitive coiled inside me.

I didn’t want Tiffany to be better at this than me, though I would never admit it.

Shame prickled hot as I leaned closer, grinding harder, feeling the man beneath me throb. I arched my back, let my hair fall, and pressed my chest against his face. He groaned, squeezing my ass, hips jerking up to meet mine.

“Fuck…” he muttered, voice breaking. A second later, I felt it, the shudder in his body, the release I knew meant he had just cum.

My face burned scarlet, but I felt a strange feminine pride well up in me that I desperately tried to push down deep. I had just made him cum.

When it was over, I scrambled off, tugging my tutu down, avoiding his eyes. Tiffany was in the same state, cheeks red, clearly embarrassed. The guys grinned, casual and satisfied.

They paid us, thanked us, and we curtsied stiffly before hurrying out the door.

The hallway felt cold, empty, and quiet. Neither of us said a word as we walked back to our dorm. We were too ashamed to.

Thursday’s Psych class came quickly. At Selena’s insistence, I’d shown up in my French maid uniform. The only saving grace was that tomorrow was Halloween, so I wasn’t the only one in costume. A couple of guys had capes or face paint, one even had a cowboy hat. There were also a few girls dressed in their provocative costumes, but none quite as daring as mine.

Every time I shifted in my seat, crossed my legs, adjusted my skirt, I caught eyes on me. Seductive eyes. Hungry eyes. They thought I was hot. The realization that many of them were probably fantasizing about fucking me made my skin crawl and flush at the same time.

Selena leaned against me, whispering, “Told you you’d fit right in.”

I tried to focus on the lecture, but it was impossible. The stares, the feeling of my silky skirt brushing my thighs, by the end, I could barely breathe.

When it was finally over, Selena looped her arm through mine, grinning proudly as she walked me back.

Our room door creaked open, and Tiffany was there sitting on the bed with Katie. My chest tightened instantly. Katie’s smirk spelled trouble.

“I have great news,” she said sweetly, like a dagger wrapped in silk. “I got in touch with your stepsister, Kat. She and her best friend will be coming up for the weekend. Tonight, actually.”

It was like the floor dropped out from under me. My stomach turned. She couldn’t be serious. “No, please, no. You can’t…” My voice broke, eyes stinging. “Katie, please. Don’t do this. Don’t let her see me like this.”

Katie tilted her head, amused, unbothered. “It’s too late. She’s coming. And I already told her you’re a sissy. She was bound to find out sooner or later that you’re not a man anymore.”

Tears welled instantly. I collapsed onto the edge of the bed, covering my face. A sob tore out before I could stop it. Humiliation, terror, and shame all twisted together until I was shaking.

Katie just stood, smiling at the mess she’d made. “Be ready for tonight. I expect you in uniform.” And then she left, the click of her heels echoing in the hallway.

The room was silent except for my muffled crying. Then arms wrapped around me, one pair small and trembling, Tiffany, the other firm and warm, Selena.

“Shh, baby,” Selena murmured, pressing her cheek to my hair. “It’s okay. We’ve got you.”

Tiffany squeezed tighter, tears in his own eyes. “We’ll get through this. Think of everything she’s already made us do.”

I cried harder, letting myself be held between them, knowing my stepsister would be walking in soon. And there was nothing I could do.

To be continued…


Part 4:
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Chapter 11: Halloweekend


That night, the knock came, and my stomach dropped.

Katie had insisted on making this as humiliating as possible: the maid uniform, a full face of makeup, and a liberal amount of my new floral perfume. “You’ll greet them like you greet me,” she said with that smirk. “Curtsy. Use your sweetest girly voice and address them both as Miss. Show your stepsister what you’ve become.”

So I stood by the door, skirt swishing nervously as I shifted in my heels, my painted lips trembling.

When I pulled it open, there they were. Kat, my older stepsister, and her best friend, Lila.

The sight hit me like a punch. Kat had always been the golden child, captain of her cheer squad, effortlessly popular, the girl everyone had a crush on. I had grown up in her shadow, and she had made sure I never forgot it. Before football games in high school, she and Lila would sometimes wander into my room, lounging on my bed and teasing me mercilessly. “You know, if you somehow made the team, which would never happen, you’d get crushed out there,” Kat would laugh, tossing a pom-pom at me. “You’re built like a girl. You should join the cheer squad so you can actually play a sport.” Lila always chimed in, mocking my skinny arms or my height, their laughter lingering long after they left.

Now they were staring at me again, only this time, I wasn’t just the awkward little brother they mocked. I was dolled up in makeup and perfume, standing in a slutty maid’s uniform.

For a long moment, they just gaped. Then came the laughter.

“Oh. My. God.” Kat’s voice cracked as she bent double, clutching her stomach. “No way. No fucking way.”

Lila covered her mouth, eyes wide with delighted shock. “This is him? This is Matt? You’re kidding me.”

Katie beamed, clearly savoring the moment. “This is her. My little sissy. Her name is Britney now. Go on, princess, say hello to them.”

I curtsied low, my voice trembling. “Hello, Miss Kat. Hello, Miss Lila.”

The room exploded again with laughter.

Kat pointed at me, still wheezing. “Your voice! Oh my God, you actually sound like a girl.”

Lila leaned forward, eyes gleaming. “And look at his face. The eyebrows, the lashes, the lipstick… he actually looks like a sexy girl. You were never much of a man, but this? This is beyond pathetic.”

Heat scorched my cheeks until I thought I’d faint. “Y-yes, Miss,” I whispered, eyes glued to the floor.

I brought their stuff into the room as they settled cross-legged on the bed like royalty. Katie paraded me in front of them as though showing off her pets.

The questions rained down, each one worse than the last.

“Do you shave everything now?” Kat asked, tilting her head as though she couldn’t believe it. “Because from what I can see, there’s not a hair anywhere on your body.”

“Yes, Miss Kat…and sometimes I get a wax.”

“Wait…is this hair real?” Kat added, tugging at my long hair.

“Yes, Miss Kat. I…got extensions.” She looked shocked, clearly having never guessed it could have actually gone this far.

“Do you actually wear panties every day?” Lila pressed, lifting my skirt to reveal them before I could answer.

“Yes Miss Lila, I don’t own any male underwear anymore.” She loved that.

“And I see you have boobs under there, little sister. Are they real?” Kat teased, gesturing toward my chest. I didn’t answer that one, as it was obviously not a real question.

“Do you like this? Does it turn you on?” Lila grinned, her voice sing-song. I shook my head to deny it, but no words came out.

“So…have you kissed any boys yet?” Kat fired, her tone dripping false innocence. I nodded shamefully, eliciting a wave of laughter and excitement.

Every answer was brutally humiliating. Every giggle from my stepsister and her best friend was like a knife to the gut.

But Kat wasn’t finished. She leaned back on her palms, studying me like I was something on display. “You know, I used to tease you for not playing sports, for being such a pussy in high school,” she said, her voice sharp and merciless. “I thought maybe you’d grow up and man up, but obviously I was wrong. You were never cut out to be a man, and this…this suits you so much better. Your slutty little maid outfit, your new hair, those nails…it’s perfect for you, Britney.”

Her words pierced deeper than all the questions, deeper than all the laughter. My stomach knotted, and I felt myself shrink inside the uniform, wishing I could disappear. It was embarrassing enough to be paraded around college as a sissy, but to have Kat see me like this, mocking me, left me raw and trembling.

And then came the fashion show.

Katie pulled out the bag Kat and Lila had brought, and their giggling started before I’d even seen what was inside.

Lila shrieked when she held up her old cheer uniform, the pleated skirt swinging from her fingers. “Put this on. This is going to be amazing. I have to see this.”

My face burned as I turned around and took off my maid uniform, standing before my stepsister and Lila in nothing but my bra and panties. Their breaths caught, hands covering their mouths as they took in how feminine my body looked.

I stepped into the skirt, the fabric whispering against my thighs as I tugged the tight top down over my chest. The fit was snug, too snug, hugging my boobs in ways I couldn’t hide. When I was dressed, the reaction was explosive.

The girls clapped and hollered, their laughter bouncing off the walls. “Do a cheer for us, sissy!” Kat crowed, doubling over as if she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Lila was crying with laughter, recording every second on her phone. I shifted awkwardly from foot to foot, the skirt bouncing against my thighs, my pride burning to ash. Thankfully, they did not press the matter any further and actually make me cheer.

Next came Kat’s old ballet recital costume, Swan Lake. The leotard stretched tight, the tutu jutting out stiffly around my waist. I could barely breathe as I minced toward them, my boobs rising and falling under the glittering white bodice. I was ashamed to even fit in it, this was her uniform from when she was fifteen. Kat clasped her hands dramatically, eyes shining with fake pride. “It’s so perfect,” she sighed. “You look prettier in it than I ever did. You really should’ve done ballet when you were a little girl.”

Lila squealed, spinning her phone in her hand to catch every angle. “It’s never too late to start! He actually looks like a ballerina. Oh my God, wait, kick your leg up, Britney!” she demanded, giggling hysterically when I obeyed with a stiff, awkward attempt at a pose.

The laughter didn’t stop. They swapped insults back and forth, each one chipping away at what little dignity I had left. Every outfit was another reminder of what I had become, a parody of femininity, and every second in them felt like proof that I’d only ever be a sissy.

Finally, Katie pulled something out from my own closet. A t-shirt, jeans, and sneakers I hadn’t worn in weeks. My chest tightened as she tossed them at me. “Now show them how far you’ve fallen,” she said coolly.

I went to the corner and dressed slowly, fingers trembling. Compared to everything else, these should have been safe and familiar, but when I looked in the mirror, they didn’t belong to me anymore. The jeans sagged wrong on my hips, and my forms jutted out under the shirt very obviously causing it to ride up like a crop top. The long hair, the eyebrows, the nails, my makeup, the sway in my walk, I didn’t look like a boy dressing as a girl. I looked like a girl wearing her boyfriend’s oversized clothing.

When I was dressed, they seemed to really take in how much I had changed.. Kat shook her head, her smile wide and merciless. “Wow. You can’t even pull off looking like a boy anymore. Your boobs are too obvious, little sister! Not to mention the rest of you. You’re really a girl now, you even carry yourself like one.”

Lila leaned forward, eyes sparkling with cruel delight. “And I love it. This is the best thing I’ve ever seen.”

Their voices filled the room, drilling deeper into me with every word. I stood frozen, humiliated and broken, my pride and ego crushed under the weight of their laughter. The mirror across the room caught my reflection, and I understood why they were laughing. I didn’t see a man anymore, just the sissy the girls had made me into, exposed in front of the two girls who had always known how to tear me down.

Eventually the laughter died down. Kat flopped back against the pillows, wiping tears from her eyes. “God, I’m exhausted. I can’t laugh anymore.”

Lila giggled beside her, cheeks flushed pink. “Same. My face actually hurts.”

But their words echoed long after the laughter faded, each one settling into me like stones in my chest.

Katie, who’d been watching the whole spectacle with her satisfied little smirk, clapped her hands together. “Perfect. You can both stay here tonight. Britney will be at her girlfriend’s, and her roommate Tiffany is staying with our friend Amanda.”

Kat’s eyes shot wide. “Girlfriend? Wait, he has a girlfriend? Seriously?”

Katie leaned back in her chair, casual as ever. “Mm-hmm. Selena. She’s seen her at her girliest and loves it. She prefers her as a sissy. Honestly, I think she gets off on humiliating her just as much as I do.”

Kat’s jaw dropped again, then she burst out laughing, shaking her head. “Oh my God. You’re serious. This is really crazy. I can’t imagine a girl actually liking him like this.”

My whole body trembled, every breath shallow, wishing the floor would open and swallow me. I hadn’t always been the best stepbrother. I had been annoying and took every opportunity to bother her and her friends. But this…how could she be so mean to me?

“Alright, girly girl,” Katie said sweetly, turning to me. “Time for bed.”

I was made to change right there in front of them. My fingers fumbled with the thin straps of a pink nightie as Kat and Lila leaned forward eagerly, watching every move like hawks. When I stripped down to my panties and breast forms, they both told me to face them so they could get a better look.

“Holy shit, they look so real! And they’re stuck on him!” Lila squealed, scooting closer. She reached out and prodded one with a fingertip, then gave it a little squeeze. “They even move like boobs. Oh my God, even his body is girly now.”

Kat smirked, circling me like a predator. “You really can’t take them off, can you? They’re stuck on there. Poor little Britney, trapped with her fake tits.” She cupped one lightly, then gave it a jiggle, laughing when I gasped. “They bounce when you breathe, just like real boobs…I can't believe you let them do this to you.”

Lila giggled, leaning close enough to peer at the edge where the form met skin. “The glue is seamless. It’s like they’re part of you now. Bet your little girlfriend gets a kick out of these.”

Heat rushed up my face as I scrambled to tug the nightie down over them, my hands trembling so hard I could barely straighten the straps. The silky fabric clung to the curves that the forms gave me, making them feel even more obvious despite my covering them.

“This is perfect,” Kat said with a wicked grin. “You should be proud of them, sis. You’ve been waiting your whole life to grow into an adult’s body. Stand proud and show off your new tits.”

The nightie swished as I turned, deeply ashamed, and their laughter rose again.

Katie leaned back, smug as ever. “Well…now you’ve seen who your stepsister is becoming. She looks more like a girl every day, and she’s become so feminine, too. You can go to Selena’s now, little girl. Kat and Lila want to get some sleep.”

Shaking, I curtsied low, voice cracking. “Goodnight, Miss Kat. Goodnight, Miss Lila. Goodnight, Miss Katie.”

They roared with laughter once more, delighted by the little ritual.

Humiliated beyond words, I slipped out into the hallway. I could still hear their laughter ringing in my ears, every echo another crack splintering what was left of my pride. I tried not to cry.

Selena’s door was warm and welcoming compared to the nightmare I’d just left. But the moment it shut behind us, the dam burst. I collapsed into her arms, sobbing hysterically, words tumbling out between gasps. “She saw me, she knows I’m a sissy. I can’t…how am I supposed to ever look at her again? She was such a bitch to me.”

Selena stroked my hair, guiding me to her bed, pulling me down into her chest. “Shhh. Pretty girl, breathe. It’s okay. It’s okay.”

But I couldn’t stop. “I’m not a girl. This is pathetic. My own sister knows now. She saw me like this. She, she’ll never respect me again. I can’t do this anymore.”

Selena tilted my chin up, her gaze steady and sure. “Listen to me, baby. You are a sissy. You shouldn’t be hiding it. You shouldn’t be pretending to be a man, especially not around your stepsister. She needed to see the truth. This is who you are now. It’s your place in life. And the sooner you accept that, no matter who sees you, the easier it’ll be.”

Her words cut deep, terrifying and comforting all at once. I curled into her, clutching her like a lifeline, sobbing until my tears slowed.

She kissed my forehead, whispering against my hair. “It’s okay, princess. You’re mine. And I love you like this.”

The next morning dragged. Calc class blurred by, every number and formula slipping past me without sticking. My mind was elsewhere, dreading what waited back in my room.

When I finally pushed the door open, Kat and Lila were sprawled on my bed like they owned the place, phones in hand, waiting for me.

Kat didn’t bother with pleasantries. She looked me over with a grin. “I can’t believe you go to class like that. You totally look like a girl even in your boy clothes. How do people not notice?”

Lila rose from Tiffany’s bed, delighted. “Don’t keep us waiting, princess. We know you have your little maid job in an hour, we met your little roommate an hour ago, she’ll meet you there. Put your uniform on. Now.”

I started with the basics. My hands trembled as I opened the small pot of adhesive, the smell sharp and clinical. “So you really glue them on?” Lila asked, scooting closer, her eyes wide. Kat leaned forward, equally intrigued.

“Yes,” I muttered, heat rising to my face. I dabbed the adhesive along the rims, pressed the breastforms firmly to my chest, and held them in place until the bond set. They warmed quickly, heavy and convincing, and my cheeks burned at how fascinated they looked. Lila reached out without hesitation, giving one a squeeze through the bra I slipped on. “They really feel like real boobs,” she giggled. Kat shook her head in disbelief. “Unreal. It actually looks natural.”

From there I moved to makeup: foundation, contour, blush, mascara, lipstick, eyeshadow, a careful line of eyeliner. Each motion felt magnified with their eyes glued to me. “He’s actually good at it,” Kat said, smirking. “Like, this isn’t even sloppy.” Lila leaned in to watch me paint my lips with glossy pink lipstick, sighing dramatically. “So pretty. He’s obviously done this so many times before.”

My cheeks burned as I dug into my closet and pulled out the maid outfit. The satin felt heavier than usual in my hands as their eyes locked on me. I stepped into the short silky dress, slid the straps up over my shoulders, and tied the apron snug at my waist. Stockings next, garters clasped in place, each buckle and adjustment earning a new round of teasing and commentary. I felt so vulnerable and on display. Kat shook her head. “It’s so short. You actually walk around like this?” Lila was already snapping pictures.

By the time I set the frilly headband in place, I couldn’t bring myself to meet my own reflection. Looking down at myself was humiliating enough, I knew how I looked. I dipped into a curtsy, murmuring, “I’ll see you later, ladies.”

They roared with laughter.

The cleaning session itself was a blur, another dorm, another set of amused clients, another hour of forced smiles and swishing skirts while we dusted and scrubbed. The humiliation clung to me with every step of my heels. Thankfully, no “dancing” was required this time, and they thought we were girls.

When I finally came back, exhausted and ready to crawl into bed, I nearly froze at the sight waiting just outside my room: Selena, leaning against the wall, arms folded, a knowing smile on her face.

“Hey, girls,” she said smoothly. “I came to meet your stepsister.”

My stomach flipped as I unlocked the door. Together we stepped inside, and there were Kat and Lila, still lounging with their phones.

Their eyes went wide, and Kat sat up instantly. “Oh my God, you must be the famous Selena I’ve been hearing about!”

Selena’s smile widened as she crossed the room, slipping one arm comfortably around my waist. “That’s me,” she said warmly. “So nice to meet you both. I’ve heard a lot about you, too.”

Lila squealed, grinning. “I can’t believe this. I thought he was lying. You actually date him like this? That’s crazy.”

Selena didn’t miss a beat. “Yes. I think she’s adorable. And I’m proud of her.” She kissed my cheek deliberately, the wordless claim sending heat rushing through me. Then she turned back to Kat and Lila, perfectly at ease. “So, tell me, have you two been having fun so far? I imagine seeing what your stepbrother has become must be incredibly exciting.”

They laughed, instantly leaning in with questions of their own: what it was like dating me, whether she really liked me better as Britney, if she’d known about all this from when she first met me. Selena answered with calm confidence, her hand never leaving my waist, chatting like it was the most natural interaction in the world.

Kat and Lila exchanged looks, still giddy, still in disbelief that I actually had a girlfriend, while I stood there, face blazing, caught between humiliation and an odd swell of pride at proving to them that this beautiful girl was actually mine.

Kat sat cross-legged on Tiffany’s bed, arms folded tight across her chest, eyes darting between me and Selena. “I just don’t get it,” she said bluntly. “He’s…a pussy. Like, literally. Doesn’t it bother you? Don’t you want a real man?”

My stomach dropped. The word pussy cut deep coming from her lips, sharper than any insult from Katie or Gina. I lowered my eyes, heat crawling up my neck, but Selena didn’t even flinch.

Instead, she smiled. “No. I don’t want a real man. I like her.” Her arm squeezed around my waist, pulling me closer. “She’s sweet, she’s obedient, and she knows she’s mine. That’s all I want.”

Lila smirked, “So you’re telling me you don’t miss it? A big, hard…”

Selena cut her off smoothly. “Why would I miss it? We can both enjoy real men if we want to. Besides, it’s not like they neutered her.”

The room went still. What the hell did she mean we could both enjoy real men? Jealousy twisted in my gut. The thought of Selena with another guy and me standing by, her obedient sissy boyfriend, made my throat ache.

Kat burst out laughing. “Oh my God. So he’s a cuck too?”

Lila cackled. “That’s insane. You’d let her sleep with a man while you…what? Sit there in one of your pretty dresses watching like a little bitch?”

“Shut up,” I muttered, but my voice cracked.
I thought back to Melody and her boyfriend, the night I’d served them drinks, cleaned around them, and stood silently in the corner while she pleasured him like I wasn’t even there.

Selena rubbed slow circles on my back. “I don’t need to worry,” she said softly, though her eyes sparkled with mischief. “She knows her place. If it comes to that, I know she’ll be a good girl for me, won’t you baby?”

I nodded faintly, shame swallowing me whole.

Kat leaned forward, eyes gleaming at me. “Wait…so about you both enjoying real men… have you done stuff with boys besides kissing, Britney? After all this, I wouldn’t be surprised.”

My cheeks burned. I couldn’t look at her.

“Oh, she has,” Selena said brightly before I could answer. “Danced with a few. Kissed a few. And jerked one off, too. Not to mention these two making one another cum, but they don’t really count as boys.”

Kat and Lila both shrieked with laughter.

“You’re kidding me,” Kat wheezed. “You actually made a guy cum? What the fuck, Matt?!”

“Was he bigger than you?” Lila teased mercilessly. “He must have been, huh? I didn’t see much of a bulge in your little panties.”

The questions and laughter blurred together, sharp edges digging into me from every direction. Selena held me close, steady as a rock, while my own friend and her roommate tore me apart, mocking me for everything I’d become.

Kat leaned forward, grinning ear to ear. “Come on, tell us. What’d you do? Don’t just sit there blushing like a little girl, spit it out.”

“I don’t…” My throat tightened, but Lila cut me off.

“You heard her. Tell us. How’d you make him cum? You must’ve been acting like a total slut, huh?”

Selena gave my thigh a squeeze. “It’s okay, baby. They already know. You can tell them.”

The room felt suffocating, my stomach twisting as I stared down at my lap, fingers tangled together. My nails, still glossy and pink, mocked me with every twitch. “I… I rubbed him,” I admitted quietly.

Kat gasped, then burst into laughter. “So you did jerk him off? Oh my God. You actually jerked a guy off. That’s…holy shit.”

Lila clapped her hands and fell back like she couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. “No wonder you’re wearing a dress. Imagine thinking you were ever a man.”

My face was on fire, tears threatening to sting. “It was over his pants,” I blurted, desperate to soften it. “I just… rubbed until he…”

“Until he what?” Lila pushed.

“Until he came,” I whispered, burying my face in my hands.

The girls shrieked again, laughter bouncing off the walls. Kat actually fell back on Tiffany’s bed, wheezing, her legs kicking as she laughed. “You made a guy cum your first few months into being a girl. You’re a bigger slut than any of my friends are. What the fuck, Matt? You must’ve been waiting for this a long time.”

Selena stroked my back slowly, but I could feel the smugness in her voice when she added, “And she begged for him to cum too. Just like a good little slutty girl.”

Kat sat up, tears in her eyes from laughing so hard. “Oh my God, you begged for it? That’s fucking crazy!”

“I didn’t beg,” I snapped weakly, but it only made them laugh harder.

“Yes you did,” Selena teased sweetly, kissing my temple. “You said, ‘I want you to cum for me, baby.’ Remember?” The memory flashed in my head like a spotlight: me grinding, whispering in his ear, humiliating myself. I choked back a sob.

Kat grinned wickedly. “So what’s next? You gonna suck a guy off? Let one bend you over? Jesus, Matt is gone. You really are Britney now.”

Their teasing filled the room, sharp and merciless. Selena held me tighter, whispering in my ear so only I could hear: “Don’t worry, princess. They’re just teasing. Remember, it’s all part of who you are now.” And somehow, that only made the shame worse. She was right, this was my life now.

A few hours later, the room looked like a dressing room had exploded. Makeup brushes, curling irons, and costume pieces were scattered across every surface. Kat and Lila had claimed the mirror, perfecting their eyeliner and touching up lipstick while chatting like they owned the place. Both were already dressed, Kat in a skin-tight black catsuit with painted whiskers, and Lila in a scandalously short referee outfit that left nothing to the imagination.

Selena leaned against the wall, calm and commanding in her sexy little cheerleader costume that hugged her boobs and showcased her long legs, pigtails swaying with every turn of her head. She looked devastating, confident, sexy, the kind of girl who could walk into any frat party and have every guy at her feet. She caught my gaze in the mirror and smirked, blowing me a kiss like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

Meanwhile, Tiffany and I had no choice but to wriggle into our fairy costumes: layered pastel tulle skirts barely brushing our thighs, sparkly wings strapped to our backs, and tight shimmering tops stretched over our breast forms. Pink tights hugged my legs, their glitter catching in the light. A delicate crown sat crooked in my long hair until Selena adjusted it for me, giggling, “Perfect. My little fairy princess.”

Kat nearly collapsed with laughter as she watched me dress. “Oh my God. I literally can't imagine wearing that. I seriously don’t think I’ve ever seen a girl look this feminine.”

Selena smirked. “Now you have.”

Lila inspected me, practically bouncing. “Look at his little tutu! It’s so short, I can literally see your panties if you move an inch. Turn around, sissyboy.”

Heat flamed in my cheeks, but I turned anyway. The pink lace hem of my satin panties peeked out beneath the skirt, undeniably obvious. Plenty of people would be seeing my panties tonight, I had to accept that.

Selena laughed softly, brushing glitter across my shoulders with a makeup brush. “Don’t tease her too much. She’s supposed to feel like a fairy tonight. I’ve never heard of an upset fairy.”

The rest of the girls started arriving in waves: Katie in a leather dominatrix getup, Melody as a sultry vampire, Sarah in a sexy witch outfit, Amanda as a Playboy bunny, and Gina dressed like a construction worker, midriff bare and hard hat tilted. Names and greetings bounced around the room as Kat and Lila fit in like they’d been part of the group forever, grinning wide as they shook hands with my regular tormentors. Melody was sure to compliment us both, gushing over costumes.

The mocking never stopped while Tiffany and I sat still for the finishing touches. Mascara was layered thick on our lashes, lips painted in glossy pinks, cheeks shimmering with highlighter. Every time I blinked or shifted, someone had a comment ready.

“Careful, Britney, you’re gonna fly away with those wings if you move too fast.”
“Shake that tutu, Tiffany!”
“Look at these two little fairies, they’re adorable.”

Katie cracked open a bottle of vodka and poured shots into red plastic cups. “Alright, ladies. Pre-game.”

We clinked cups and threw them back. The vodka burned all the way down, making my eyes water, but the roar of laughter and clouds of perfume around me made it impossible to stay quiet for long. One shot turned into two, then three. The room blurred slightly, buzzing with laughter, glitter, and lipstick-stained smiles.

Melody was kind enough to take us into the bathroom while everyone was drinking to take off our chastity cages and let us tuck for the night, away from Kat and Lila.

“The frat house is waiting,” Melody finally announced, grabbing her purse. “Let’s go make their party worth remembering.”

And just like that, we spilled into the hallway, a storm of impossibly sexy girls in heels and tight dresses, followed by two ultra-feminine fairies with wings fluttering nervously behind them.

The frat house was already thumping when we arrived, bass shaking the walls, lights flashing through open windows. Inside was a sea of bodies, football players in half-assed costumes, girls in lingerie barely passing as “cats” and “angels,” and a haze of sweat, beer, and perfume hanging heavy in the air. Melody quickly went upstairs to find her boyfriend while the rest of us idled around sipping drinks.

Katie herded us to the center of the dance floor, snapping her fingers. “Alright, girls. Show them how it’s done.”

We fell into line, the whole group moving as one with the music. Tiffany and I had no choice but to follow their lead, sultry sways, hip rolls, our tiny fairy skirts bouncing with every twist. Kat stood off to the side with Lila, both wide-eyed and grinning like they’d stumbled onto the best show of their lives. Kat clapped her hands, cheering us on, practically doubled over in laughter.

“Look at them! They’re the cutest little fairies ever!”

I burned red, humiliated, but there was no time to dwell. Katie caught my eye from across the circle and gave a sharp little nod.

That was all it took.

Two tall guys were already making their way toward us, drinks in hand, smirks plastered across their faces. Tiffany’s guy slid behind him first, hands on his hips. Tiffany arched back obediently. My stomach knotted as mine pulled me close, grinding into my ass like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Every move felt degrading. His hands roamed. His hips pressed in. My skirt rode high with every bump and grind. Over it all, I could hear Kat and Lila shrieking with laughter, egging me on like I was some kind of circus act.

Eventually, the songs shifted and we broke apart, breathless and flushed. I barely had time to grab a drink before Lila leaned in, still smirking in her tiny referee outfit.

“That was cute,” she said, “but I wanna see them kiss.”

Katie didn’t even blink. “You heard her. Back out there. Make it good.”

My chest sank.

The music swallowed me again as I stepped back onto the floor, heart pounding. My guy was waiting. This time, when he pulled me in, I didn’t resist. His lips crashed into mine, tongue pushing past, and I clung to him like a lifeline, grinding helplessly against his thigh. Tiffany was only a few feet away, lost in the same humiliating tangle.

The crowd roared in approval.

But all I could hear was Kat’s voice, cutting above it all: “Oh my God, he’s really into it! Look at him, I mean her, go!”

By the time Katie finally called us back, I was shaking: sticky with sweat, lipstick smeared, my whole body aching from being handled like a toy. I prayed it was over as I touched up my makeup.

But then Kat leaned close, pointing with her drink toward a couch near the wall.

“See that guy staring at you? Go sit on his lap. Show me what an obedient little fairy princess you are now.”

Katie didn’t miss a beat. “Do it. And put on a good show.”

Tears stung my eyes, but I obeyed. The guy smiled as I approached, wings fluttering behind me with every step, my tutu riding scandalously high. I slid onto his lap. We talked at first, awkward, pointless small talk, but within minutes, his hands were on me, our mouths locked, his fingers digging into my ass as I ground down on him.

The frat house roared again, and Kat and Lila’s laughter sliced right through me.

I pulled away after what felt like forever, shame crawling hot beneath my skin.

“I gotta go,” I whispered, slipping off his lap. He smiled smugly as I stumbled back to the group.

Kat and Lila were nearly in tears from laughing, doubled over.

“I can’t believe you just did that. You’re unbelievable.”

I couldn’t respond. My throat locked. My chest caved.

Selena’s arm slipped around me, warm and gentle. “Come on,” she whispered, guiding me toward the door.

The walk home was a blur.

She got me into the shower, peeled off my wings and tutu, then tucked me gently into her bed. I cried until my eyes ached, tears soaking her chest as she stroked my hair. Every jeer, every laugh, every touch replayed in my mind, echoes of the night crashing down. Honestly, it wasn’t such an abnormal night out given my newly imposed lifestyle, but I never imagined Kat witnessing me do the things I did tonight.

Eventually the sobs faded, exhaustion dragging me under. Selena’s heartbeat thumped steadily beneath my cheek as I finally drifted off to sleep.

The next afternoon, Tiffany and I slipped back into costume. He tugged his plaid skirt into place, thigh-high stockings hugging his legs as the schoolgirl look came together. I adjusted the tiny pink tutu of my ballerina outfit, pink tights clinging so tight they felt almost painted on. A quick swipe of lip gloss, a spritz of perfume, and we were off, cleaning supplies in hand.

The door swung open to a group of guys we hadn’t met before. They grinned, eyebrows shooting up at the sight of us in costume.

“Damn,” one of them muttered, clearly impressed.

We curtsied lightly, voices sweet. “Hello, gentlemen. We’re here to clean for you.”

At first, it was just cleaning: trash collected, surfaces wiped, laundry folded. But the guys couldn’t stop watching us, their eyes trailing every sway of our hips, every bend of our backs. The air thickened under their stares, heat crawling across my skin.

“Hey,” one finally said, smirking. “Why don’t you two dance for us a little? We heard you do that.”

My cheeks flamed. Tiffany glanced at me, then gave a nervous little nod. We set the rags aside and moved to the middle of the room.

It started awkwardly, a slow sway, a hesitant twirl, but the cheers egged us on. Soon Tiffany had his hands on my waist, grinding gently as I turned into him. My tutu flared, his skirt rode high, and the room filled with low whistles as we did our best to showcase everything we had been learning at the erotic dance club.

“Damn, look at that,” one whispered, clearly turned on but staying put.

They never touched us. Never demanded more than the show. Their eyes were hungry, but their hands stayed to themselves. And despite the flush in my cheeks, a small part of me felt something besides humiliation.

Enjoyment. Pride.

The faint music from their speaker, the way Tiffany and I moved together just like we’d been taught, the intensity of their eyes locked on us, for a few minutes, I felt sexy. Desired.

They were so obviously getting turned on by what we were doing that it felt like they were putty in our hands. It was a performance, and we were good at it.

When the song ended, we curtsied again, breathless and flushed. The guys clapped, grinning wide. One slipped us the payment with a wink. “Best cleaning service I’ve ever booked, you guys are so sexy, you should be strippers, you’d be rich.”

I blushed, and for some odd reason I swelled with pride, taking that compliment to heart. We left soon after, supplies in hand, skirts swishing. Tiffany shot me a shy smile as we walked back toward the dorms, and I couldn’t help but smile back. It was kind of fun getting all that male attention, I couldn’t deny it.

We didn’t bother changing once the session was over. Tiffany stayed in his little schoolgirl skirt, and I kept on the ballerina tutu, pink satin tights clinging to my legs, the faint smell of perfume still hanging on me. It was humiliating, walking back through the dorm like that, but by now, we were somewhat used to parading around in over-the-top feminine costumes.

This was our reality.

Kat and Lila were already in the room when we got back, lounging on our beds like they owned the place. Selena sat cross-legged in my desk chair, scrolling on her phone. She looked up when she saw us, a sly smile curving her lips.

“Well, well,” Lila teased, her eyes sweeping over us. “I see you two just got back from your little job, or is this just how you dress now? Regular dresses not feminine enough for you?”

“Cleaning session,” Tiffany mumbled, adjusting his skirt.

Kat smirked. “Guess you’re used to being eye candy. I bet your clients loved you.”

We exchanged a knowing smirk and tried to busy ourselves, but before long, the conversation turned where it always did.

“So…” Lila tilted her head, eyes sparkling. “How’s it work with you two, huh? Like… relationship-wise?”

Heat rushed to my face. “We’re just… dating, what do you mean?” I muttered, glancing nervously at Selena.

Selena beamed, reaching out to squeeze my hand. “She’s my girlfriend,” she said plainly.

Kat burst out laughing. “Oh my God. That’s so perfect.”

Before I could even react, Selena smirked. “Want to know the funny part?”

“What?” Lila asked, leaning forward eagerly.

Selena’s grin widened. “She’s locked in chastity. Can’t even get hard for me.”

The room went still.

Kat chuckled first, trying to process it, while Lila’s eyes lit up in disbelief. “Wait… what do you mean, chastity?”

“Show them,” Selena said sweetly, nudging me.

My stomach dropped. “Selena…”

She gave me a look, playful, commanding, and absolute. I swallowed hard, then lifted the edge of my tutu, tugging my tights and panties down just far enough to reveal the top of the tiny pink cage snug against me.

Both girls gasped, then exploded into hysterical laughter.

“Oh my God!” Lila squealed. “That’s insane! They actually took away your little thing?”

Kat covered her mouth, shaking her head. “You’re really not a guy anymore. Like… officially.”

Tears of humiliation pricked my eyes as I yanked the skirt back down. Selena slid an arm around me, rubbing my back, though she was clearly entertained too.

“Don’t be upset, baby,” she cooed. “They should know. It’s part of who you are now.”

The rest of the afternoon blurred into a haze of teasing questions and relentless laughter. I sat there answering them, or rather, enduring as Selena answered for me, shrinking smaller with each word. When I’d been locked. How long it had been. If I was ever allowed out. They wanted every detail, and Selena delivered them with a smile.

By the time evening came, I felt stripped bare.

Not just because I was still wearing a ridiculous tutu, but because whatever was left of my pride had been chipped away, laughed at, and carried off in pieces.

We all started getting ready again that evening, the room buzzing with chatter and laughter. Tiffany and I were already dressed for the night, him in his sexy little schoolgirl outfit, me still stuck in the pink ballerina costume, but that didn’t mean we were finished. We had to accessorize, touch up our makeup, and make sure every curl of hair was picture-perfect.

Selena joined us at the mirror, slipping into a sexy little nurse costume, effortlessly lining her eyes with the kind of confidence I could only fake. Kat and Lila squeezed in beside us, constantly teasing, mostly light-hearted, but sharp enough to sting. Every time I pouted at the mirror or leaned in to fix a lash, they commented.

“You’re really one of the girls now,” Lila giggled, as I dusted glitter onto my cheekbones.

The other girls arrived, flooding the room with perfume, hairspray, and high-pitched chatter. One was a devil, another a cat, then a bunny, an angel, all beauty and confidence, glossy lips and swaying hips. It felt like stepping into a magazine spread, except Tiffany and I weren’t really girls, but we fit right in. We were girls now. Chatting as if all this were normal, we touched up our lip gloss, slipping further into character for another night we knew would require it. And to be honest, it was beginning to feel less and less like a character, and more and more like me.

Someone cracked open a bottle of tequila, and shots were passed around. We giggled as the liquor burned down our throats, my tutu swishing around my thighs each time I leaned in for another. It felt surreal, floating in this hyper-feminine world. A blur of glitter, giggles, and giddy nerves. Melody brought us into the bathroom again to unlock us and watch us tuck, once again praising our costumes. She told me that she loved my stepsister and her friend, that they were so sweet. I grimaced, sweet to her maybe.

By the time we got to the frat party, the music was already thumping hard enough to rattle my chest. Lights flashed in bursts of red and purple, exposing half-lit bodies grinding and swaying on the dance floor. Just like last time, the girls grabbed Tiffany and me, pulling us into the middle. We moved in sync, sexy and playful, skirts twirling, hips rolling. My body moved on instinct now, trained to perform, to flirt, to exist in this strange new skin.

That’s when I saw him.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Confident. But he didn’t even glance at me or Tiffany. His eyes were locked on Selena.

I froze for a second, watching him circle closer. His gaze lingered on her curves, her face, her beautiful ass. She caught him watching and smiled at him, coy and flirty. And when he stepped in behind her, his hands slipping easily to her hips, she didn’t push him away.

My stomach twisted.

She started dancing against him, slow at first, then deeper, more deliberate, as the beat pulsed. His hands gripped her tighter. Her body responded in kind. I stood helpless in the crowd, the flashing lights stinging my eyes, sweat clinging to my skin beneath the tulle of my pink tutu.

Around us, the girls noticed what was going on.

“Kiss him!” Gina shouted.

“Come on, Selena!” Lila called, laughing.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t look away. My throat closed and tears threatened to spill as I watched her turn, lean in, and kiss him. It was ten seconds, maybe less. But it felt like an eternity. I could barely fight the urge to break down sobbing right there.

When the kiss ended, she looked over at me. Her face softened.

She broke away from him and slipped through the crowd, wrapping an arm around my waist as if nothing had happened.

“Hey,” she murmured in my ear, her breath warm against my cheek. “Don’t be upset. You’re my girlfriend, right? Nothing’s changed. Sometimes it’s just fun to have a little flirty masculine energy in your life, which isn’t really your thing. You don’t need to be jealous though, I love you.”

I nodded stiffly, swallowing back the lump in my throat. But the words cut deep.

She was right, wasn’t she?

I couldn’t give her that. Not the strength of a man like him. Not the raw masculinity that made girls blush and smaller guys look away. I was in a tutu, blinking away tears, wearing sparkly makeup while she kissed someone built to protect her, dominate her, excite her.

Kat and Lila, of course, didn’t miss a beat.

“Aw, poor sissy,” Lila cooed in my ear. “Your girlfriend likes real men too.”

“Don’t worry, little sister, I’m sure he thought you were pretty too,” Kat added, her voice syrupy with mock sympathy.

Their words burrowed deep, each syllable slicing through me. The girls backed off after that, noticing I was about to cry.

I wanted to scream. To go back to my dorm and cry. But instead, I just clung tighter to Selena.

She twirled me gently, guiding my trembling body through the crowd. She kissed me on the cheek. Then the lips. Softly. Reassuringly. Like I was something fragile. And I was, I needed that.

The night kept spinning forward in a blur of bass, lights, and humiliation.

I was still reeling from watching Selena kiss that guy when Lila leaned close to Katie, laughing loudly enough for me to hear. “I wanna see them make a guy cum,” she said, grinning like a cat.

Katie’s eyes lit up. She turned toward us, voice sharp over the music. “You heard her. Both of you. Go jerk some guys off. Now.”

My blood ran cold. I had just begun to settle down a bit after watching my girlfriend kiss a guy in front of me, and now I had to jerk a guy off.

Tiffany and I exchanged a look, both of us wide-eyed, faces burning. But we knew better than to protest. Our feet moved before our brains caught up.

I slipped into the crowd, my tutu swishing, and spotted a guy dressed in a bright orange construction vest. Big arms, a hard hat perched on his head, he looked every bit the caricature of masculinity. I found myself thinking that he was actually kind of cute before pushing the thought out of my head as fast as it came.

My chest tightened. I swallowed and forced a smile, pressing my body against his. He grinned instantly, his hands roaming as I started grinding on him, hips swaying in time with the beat. He leaned in and whispered to me, “You’re really hot. I love your costume.”

I blushed and told him that he was hot too. Shame clawed at my insides, but I tilted my chin up and kissed him anyway, letting his tongue in as his hands cupped my ass. As we kissed, I felt that familiar warm feeling creeping up between my legs. I hated to admit it, but I was actually enjoying this. The way he tongue confidently explored my mouth, the way his big hands squeezed my ass, I felt desired.

I didn’t have time to consider what this might mean, I was on a mission, and my being turned on only made it easier.

“Come on,” I whispered, tugging him toward the basement corner where the shadows stretched deep. The music dulled into a thrum against the walls as I pinned him back, our mouths locked together, grinding harder, my hand sliding down between us. As I felt his growing manhood through his pants, I let out an excited giggle, not sure if it was real or fake. He was big.

I unzipped him, my breath shuddering, and he groaned as I pulled his cock free. It was big and hard in my palm, nothing like what I had. I stroked him clumsily at first, then faster, twisting my wrist as I kissed him harder as I got into it. His hands roamed over my skirt, up my back, tugging me closer. The sound of his moans filled my ears, causing me to pulse even more rapidly in my panties.

He was close. I sped up, jerking him with both hands now, genuinely wanting him to cum for me. His hips bucked and he groaned loudly into my mouth. A hot, wet splatter hit my thigh and streaked up my tiny pink skirt. I gasped against him excitedly, but didn’t stop until he sagged against the wall, spent. I was humiliated by what I’d just done, but also oddly giddy and proud that he’d finished so hard for me. I felt sexy.

Mortified by myself, I pulled away, tugging my skirt down as best I could and mincing back toward the girls, my legs trembling as I wiped the rest of his cum off my hand and onto my skirt.

Their eyes were locked on me: Katie smirking, Sarah giggling, Amanda wide-eyed, Selena biting her lip. Kat and Lila, though, were merciless. “Look at you,” Kat cackled. “You have cum stains on your tutu. And you looked like you were actually enjoying that. I saw your girly little giggle.”

“You’re really not a boy anymore,” Lila piled on, mockingly. “You’re just a little slut.”

My face burned so hot I thought I might faint. Before I could answer, Tiffany reappeared from another corner, cheeks flushed, hands shaky. I saw the dark smear on the front of his skirt, too. He’d also finished his task. The girls howled with laughter, clapping and taunting us as we stood there, skirts stained, humiliated beyond words.

“Good girls,” Katie said finally, grinning. “Mission accomplished.”

Selena’s gaze softened as she reached out, stroking my arm. “You did so good, pretty girl. I can tell you had fun,” she whispered, voice low enough for only me. Meanwhile, Amanda draped an arm around Tiffany, guiding him close with gentler words of comfort, though the teasing never fully stopped.

We left the party together, the rest of the girls chatting and laughing, tossing jabs about our lost manhoods and how far we’d fallen. Tiffany and I walked silently, our skirts swishing with every step, still sticky with proof of our shame.

By the time we got back to the dorm, I was numb, caught somewhere between devastation and the strange, awful thrill of being desired and used like that. Thankfully, Kat and Lila went to the dining hall with Sarah to get some late-night food.

Katie grinned wickedly as she reached into her bag and pulled out two realistic dildos, suctioning them to the wall side by side. “Surprise, girls,” she sang. “Time for a little fun.”

My stomach flipped, heat racing down my chest. Tiffany’s eyes went wide too, but neither of us argued. We both knew the drill: blush, hesitate for a second as if we were going to refuse, then obey. And deep down, I hated how turned on I was by the humiliation, especially in front of Selena. I had watched her kiss another guy tonight while I stood by idly, she had watched me eagerly jerk another guy off, and now she was going to watch me drop to my knees and suck a rubber cock.

“Untuck yourselves. Panties down. On your knees,” Katie ordered.

Shame burned as Tiffany and I peeled our panties down, our clitties springing free, then dropped onto the floor. I hated that I thought of it as a clit now, but after months of being made to call it that and seeing it in a tiny pink cage most of the time, it felt more right than any other word.

The dildos jutted out from the wall, thick, veiny, impossible to ignore.

My lips trembled as I leaned forward, mascara already heavy on my lashes.

“That’s it,” Katie purred. “Suck those cocks, ladies.”

We opened wide and began sucking, trying to mimic what we’d seen in porn, licking and bobbing our heads.

Katie and the others cackled behind us.

“Look at them go! What a pair of cocksucking faggots,” Gina howled.

Katie crouched beside me, stroking my hair like a pet. “Spit on it, Britney. Get it sloppy. Show me you love it. You can pretend it belongs to the guy you jerked off tonight.”

I obeyed, strings of drool dripping down my chin as I worked my lips faster.

“Great,” she added, shoving a glass into my right hand. “Stroke each other, finish into the cups.”

My heart pounded. Tiffany and I reached out, shakily wrapping our hands around each other’s growing clitties. My cheeks flamed as I pumped him, our heads still bobbing on the wall-cocks, mascara starting to smear as tears welled from the humiliation.

“Pathetic little bitches,” Gina giggled. “I can’t even believe these used to be boys.”

“Aww, they’re not pathetic,” cooed Melody, “I think it’s sweet how submissive they are. Look how good they’re doing.”

Our moans vibrated around the silicone shafts as our strokes got faster, our bodies trembling. The humiliation was unbearable, but so was the built-up arousal.

“Cum in your glasses,” Katie commanded. “Now.”

It didn’t take long. Tiffany shuddered first, his clitty jerking in my fist as cum spurted into the cup. Seconds later I cried out around my dildo, my body convulsing as I spilled into my own glass. My makeup was ruined, tears streaming down my face, my lipstick once again smeared. I looked up at the girls for approval, and they definitely approved.

Katie snatched up both glasses, smiling. “Perfect.”

She poured Tiffany’s onto my dildo and mine onto his. “Back to work, ladies.”

I gagged at the sight, mascara running down my cheeks, but opened my mouth wide again. Tiffany did the same. Together, we sucked and slurped until every drop was gone, the taste bitter and salty, the shame overwhelming.

The girls screamed with laughter, phones out, mocking us.

“Officially cocksuckers!” Amanda mocked.

When Katie was finally done with us, she waved her hand dismissively. “Take them home, girls. They’ve had enough.”

Amanda took Tiffany by the arm, guiding him off with a smirk. Selena tugged me up by the wrist, her touch gentle compared to all the jeering. We walked back in silence, the night air cool against my sticky thighs, the taste of cum fresh on my mouth. By the time we slipped into her dorm, the dam inside me broke.

I collapsed onto her bed, burying my face in my hands, sobs ripping through me. “I can’t, Selena, I can’t keep doing this. I’m not even a man anymore, I’m just…”

She cut me off with a sharp, deliberate squeeze. Her hand wrapped around my soft clitty, jerking until, to my surprise, it stiffened again.

“Yes, you can,” she whispered hot against my ear. “Look at you. Crying one second, hard the next. You know what you are, princess. And you like it…you sure liked jerking off that guy tonight, didn’t you slut. And I bet you liked watching me with a real man too while you stood there in your pretty little ballerina costume.”

I whimpered, but my hips betrayed me, grinding helplessly into her fist as she stroked harder. Her words poured into me, cruel and sweet at once:

“You swallow cum. You jerk off your roommate. You make men explode on you. You’re a pretty little sissy who loves being used and humiliated.”

Shame tangled with heat until I was gasping, trembling, the pressure unbearable. With a muffled cry, I spilled into her palm, body shaking.

Selena smirked, lifting her hand to my lips. “Open,” she ordered softly.

Tears welled again as I obeyed, my tongue darting out to lap my own mess from her skin. She cupped my chin, smiling. “See? You know you like being a sissy.”

I was too exhausted to argue. Stripping down to my bra and panties, I curled into her arms. She pulled me close, tucking my head against her chest, stroking my hair until the shame blurred into a drowsy haze.

“Good girl,” she whispered as I drifted off, warm and weak in her hold.

The next morning, I dragged myself out of bed at Selena’s, still heavy with exhaustion. A hot shower helped clear some of the fog, though it also meant staring at my painted nails and smooth, hairless body, reminders of everything I’d become. By the time I slipped back into a floral skirt, blouse, and light makeup, Selena was tugging me out the door.

Tiffany was already waiting with Katie downstairs, both of them looking just as nervous as I felt. Together, the four of us walked to the lobby to meet Kat and Lila before they left.

They were already there with their overnight bags. Kat looked at me the way she had all weekend, half shocked, half amused, but now a bit softer, almost thoughtful. We did the awkward round of hugs, promises to text, little goodbyes. But then Kat touched my arm and drew me a few steps away from the group.

“You know why I’ve been so mean to you, right?” she asked, eyes narrowing.

I swallowed hard. “Because you hate me?”

She shook her head, lips quirking. “Because you were such a dick to me for years. Always putting me down, acting like you were better than me. You don’t do that anymore. You’re…not the same guy. Actually, you’re not really a guy at all, are you?”

Shame washed through me, heating my cheeks. I glanced down at myself: breast forms jutting out beneath my skimpy blouse, painted nails, little purse dangling at my side. “No,” I admitted quietly. “I guess not.”

To my surprise, Kat smiled. “Good. I like this version of you. You’re sweeter, softer… actually fun to be around. More true to yourself. It’s kind of nice having a sister instead of a jerk brother.”

My throat tightened. “Really?”

“Really,” she said, giving my hand a squeeze. “Also, you’re really pretty, and from what I’ve seen this weekend…you’re pretty great with guys too.”

I blushed scarlet, my heart hammering, unable to look her in the eye. “Th-thank you,” I whispered.

Kat leaned forward, pulling me into a tight hug. For the first time in years, it wasn’t sarcastic or forced; it felt genuine and warm. “I’m happy for you,” she murmured. “After everything we put you through this weekend, I’d say we’re even. What do you say, sisters?”

I was overwhelmed with emotion, actually about to cry again. I squeezed her tight, “sisters.”

When she finally pulled back, she gave me one last grin before rejoining Lila. The two of them waved as they headed out the door, leaving me standing there, still pink-faced and dazed.

When Kat and Lila finally left, we stood there for a few minutes in silence, letting the air settle. Then Selena looped her arm through mine and tugged me toward the elevators. Katie, Melody, Tiffany, and Amanda followed close behind, chatting as if nothing monumental had just happened.

Back in our room, Katie made an announcement. “Alright, girls. Big news.” She waited until both Tiffany and I were sitting on the edge of our beds, staring up at her nervously. “You’ve come so far already. Between your cleaning jobs, your dancing, and your experiences with boys, honestly, you’re ahead of schedule. You’re already living as sissies most of the time. So…” She grinned. “It’s time for the next step of phase three.”

My stomach dropped. “What step?” I asked softly.

“Full-time,” she said brightly. “From now on, you’re girls. No more boy mode for class. No more switching back and forth. It’s time to commit, ladies.”

Melody nodded enthusiastically. “You’re ready. You already pass better than half the actual girls on campus anyway. I’m so proud of you two!”

Amanda smiled sweetly, arms crossed, looking at Tiffany. “This is going to be so good for you. Just think how much easier it’ll be once you stop clinging to those old clothes.”

I felt my throat tighten, panic rising. Tiffany was already shaking his head, eyes wide. “Wait… all the time? Even for class?”

Katie’s smile didn’t waver. “Yes, Tiffany. Especially for class.” She gestured around the room. “So. Grab every last pair of jeans, every t-shirt, every sweatshirt. All of it. Trash bags. Let’s go.”

Tears pricked my eyes before I could stop them. My old life, the scraps of it I had left, was being ripped away right in front of me. Still, when Selena touched my hand gently, I stood. Tiffany and I moved around the room slowly, pulling shirts from drawers, jeans from hangers, and hoodies shoved in the back of the closet. Each piece felt heavier than it should have.

Katie handed us black trash bags. “Come on. Rip the band-aid off.”

We stuffed the clothes inside, sniffles breaking the silence. Tiffany wiped at his eyes. I couldn’t even look up, I just kept folding, dropping, folding, dropping. By the time the bags were full, my chest felt hollow.

Melody walked over, rubbing my shoulder. “You’re doing amazing. This is hard, but you’ll thank us later. Also, this is an excuse to go shopping for some new stuff. Think of all the cute clothes you can get to replace these ugly old ones.”

Selena leaned in, kissing my forehead softly. “I’m proud of you. You’re my pretty girl now, no more playing dress up as a boy.”

Amanda and Katie gathered up the bags. “We’ll take care of these,” Katie said firmly. “You don’t need them anymore.”

And then, just like that, they left, Selena trailing behind with a reassuring smile. The door shut. Silence pressed in.

Our room was a mess from Kat and Lila’s visit: makeup scattered, sheets rumpled, trash overflowing. Tiffany and I moved automatically, tidying in silence.

Every now and then, I caught sight of myself in the mirror, long hair, lashes, blouse clinging to me, and the absence of my boy clothes suddenly felt crushing. I tried to swallow down the lump in my throat. There was no going back now.

This was it. We weren’t pretending anymore. We were girls now.


Chapter 12: Birthday Boy


The next week was a haze of reflection and full-blown immersion into our new identities. For the first time, Tiffany and I walked into each of our classes dressed fully as girls. My psych lecture was big enough that I blended in, and I knew that since I had dressed up for psych before. But art history was small, too small to go unnoticed. The moment I walked through the door in my little skirt and blouse, heads turned. A few people whispered, and then one girl leaned across her desk and said gently, “You’re really brave.”

It was kind, but it burned. Brave wasn’t what I wanted to be. Brave meant they knew I was a boy dressing as a girl. But I smiled, murmured thank you, and slid into my seat, legs crossed elegantly the way I’d been taught. Calc was more lowkey, as the class was intense and slightly bigger. Still, people noticed.

Cleaning jobs kept coming. Every time we curtsied in our uniforms, it felt more natural, but the shame of being sissy maids never dulled. Some clients thought we were girls, some knew we were sissies. Either way, we scrubbed, dusted, and smiled through each session.

Nights weren’t ours anymore. Katie insisted on “boyfriend practice.” Every other evening, the dildos came out. Tiffany and I knelt side by side, mascara running, learning how to take the plastic deeper, how to swirl our tongues, how to moan like sluts. Sometimes they recorded us so that we could go back and review the footage, like athletes trying to improve at our sport. Sometimes Katie corrected us sharply on the spot, tugging us by our hair and bobbing our heads in place. More than once, I went to bed with my throat sore and my cheeks burning.

And through it all, I reflected. In the dining hall, in the library, in the shower. I thought about the boy I’d been, about the life that had seemed so simple just months ago. Now my nails sparkled, my skirts swished, my shiny hair hung past my shoulders, and I blushed every time I saw a guy checking me out.

By the time Saturday rolled around, I wasn’t sure what unsettled me more, the humiliation of spending a full week as a girl, or the fact that somewhere inside, a part of me had started to like it.

Saturday night came fast, another night out. Selena and I got ready side by side in her room, both of us in front of her vanity mirror. She looked effortlessly stunning: smoky eyes, a slinky black dress that hugged her curves, hair done up in a high ponytail. I sat next to her, slipping into a slutty little pink minidress that barely reached mid-thigh, strappy heels, my lips painted glossy and pouty to match my nails and my dress.

Every stroke of mascara, every waft of perfume reminded me what I wasn’t. I should’ve been her boyfriend, her man. Instead, I was a dolled-up sissy, her submissive girlfriend. Shame burned in my chest, but I smiled. I was happy to be hers. Selena caught me looking at her reflection, reached over, and squeezed my thigh. “You’re gorgeous,” and the warmth in her voice made me blush. I did feel pretty.

At the frat party, the music throbbed and the crowd pressed in. We joined Katie, Melody, Amanda, Sarah, and Gina. As usual, we were ordered onto the dance floor, panties flashing as we danced like the party girls we were trained to be.

Then Gina struck. She sauntered over to a circle of frat guys that were checking us out, and looked like they were about to make a move on us. She was clearly drunker than usual. Grinning wickedly, she waved us closer. “These two…” she said loudly, pointing at Tiffany and me. “They’re not girls. They’re sissies. Boys dressed up like girls. We own them.”

The guys blinked, then laughed, incredulously. “No way,” one said, eyes raking over me. Another leaned in to Katie. “For real? They look mad hot.”

Katie smirked, all calm confidence. “For real. Although I wouldn't call them boys, they’re sissies. I mean, look at them. They’re very well-trained, as you can see.”

Mortification drenched me, but Katie wasn’t done. She slipped seamlessly into conversation with them, introducing us like we were party favors. The guys mentioned a birthday party they were hosting next Friday for two of the brothers, joking about needing entertainment. My birthday was that Saturday, and I hoped that she would remember that and cut me some slack. Of course, I was wrong.

Katie’s eyes lit up. “Perfect. They’ll serve at your party for you. They’ll serve drinks, food, whatever you got. And afterwards, they handle the cleanup. Is it okay if they sleep over to tidy the place in the morning? It’s Britney’s birthday on Saturday, so I don’t want her up cleaning all night, she needs her beauty sleep.”

One guy raised a brow. “Sleep over?”

“Why not?” Katie said smoothly. “Of course, we’ll have to put cameras in the room they sleep in to monitor them. I don’t want them to be assaulted. You can watch, tease, whatever, but no one touches them without my say.”

The brothers exchanged looks, grinning, then nodded. “Fair enough. What’s your rate?”

Katie launched into logistics, rattling off numbers like it was a normal transaction. I stood frozen, Tiffany at my side, heat crawling up my neck. It was bad enough that a bunch of drunken frat guys knew what we were now. But serving at their party? And sleeping over? This was a nightmare.

And we had no choice but to curtsy, smile, and act excited.

We spilled back into the dorm, laughter and perfume clinging to the air. Katie shut the door and turned to us, eyes glittering.

“Untuck,” she ordered flatly. “Both of you. Now.”

My face burned. Still, Tiffany and I obeyed. We lifted our dresses and hooked our thumbs into the waistbands of our panties, tugging them down and carefully peeling away the tape. The sudden cool air against my skin made me shiver, my clitty jutting out humiliatingly.

Katie smirked. “On the floor, ladies. Sixty-nine position. Show us what all that practice has been for.”

My stomach flipped. Tiffany and I glanced at each other, both trembling, but we lowered ourselves down. My lashes fluttered as we settled into position, my heart pounding as we got as close-up as two people could possibly be.

Gina clapped her hands, grinning. “Let’s go, girly boys. Mouths open. Show us what good little cocksuckers you are.”

I swallowed hard, then leaned in and pressed my pink lips to his growing erection. The first moment of contact sent fire rushing to my cheeks. My lips stretched, my mascara already threatening to run. His clitty was much smaller than my dildo, but much warmer and smoother. I could feel my own growing clitty slipping into Tiffany’s wet mouth, and could hear his muffled whimpers vibrating against me, the same sound I mirrored back in his trembling thighs.

The girls howled with laughter.
“Oh my God, look at them!” Amanda squealed.
“Bet Britney cums first,” Gina teased, pulling out her phone.
Selena leaned forward in her seat, eyes locked on me. “Nope. My money’s on Tiffany. She’s already trembling, and my girl’s been practicing.”

Her words twisted in my chest. My girlfriend was watching me give a blowjob and was betting that I would make Tiffany cum quickly. To my deep shame, I didn’t want to disappoint her.

Katie crouched low, her voice a hiss. “Faster. Bob you heads. Use your hands. Show us what we taught you.”

I obeyed, tears streaking my cheeks. My painted nails wrapped around Tiffany’s shaft, jerking in rhythm with my mouth. I moaned despite myself, shame burning in my chest.

We were crying, choking, kissing slick skin, our makeup wrecked as the girls shouted over us.

“Look at those pathetic little cocksuckers!” Gina jeered.
“Come on, girls, make it sensual,” Sarah laughed. “Show us how much you love it!”

Minutes blurred. My body shook, humiliation crashing over me in waves. I had a cock in my mouth, well, a clitty. But still, this was a new low for me. Tiffany convulsed first, moaning into me, as he exploded in my mouth. Selena squealed in triumph. “Told you she’d be the first to cum! My girl’s a natural.”

The taste of cum in my mouth, the sound of Tiffany’s moans muffled on me, the weight of what just happened, all made me gag, but Selena’s hand pressed gently to my back, steadying me.

“You’re okay,” she whispered. “You’ve swallowed plenty of cum before. Try to enjoy it, now cum for me, babygirl.”

Her voice carried me the last stretch. My body convulsed, humiliated sobs breaking from my throat as I came too, swallowing the rest of Tiffany’s obediently with mascara running down my cheeks.

When it was finally over, Tiffany and I lay side-by-side on the floor, trembling wrecks. Our lipstick smeared, our lashes clumped, tears streaking our cheeks.

The girls clapped and cheered, some still filming. Gina mocked, “Congrats, ladies. You’re real sissies now.”

Selena bent down, close enough that only I could hear her. She brushed a wet streak from my cheek and whispered, “See? I knew you could do it. My sweet girl.”

I lowered my gaze, shame washing through me, but the warmth of her touch stayed, sinking deeper than all their jeers.

Friday came faster than I wanted it to. By sunset, Tiffany and I were already squeezed back into our French maid uniforms, the silky, frilly things Katie had insisted we wear for a party full of young, horny guys, skirts indecently short, lace trim brushing the tops of our thighs. Our hair was done up, makeup painted on wantonly, heels high. We looked like we’d stepped straight out of some porn set, and the shame burned in my chest as Katie inspected us one last time before leading us out the door. It was only Katie and Selena coming with us today, and Melody was already there, hanging out with her boyfriend, who was in the frat.

The frat house pulsed with bass and laughter. Lights strobing, voices spilling out into the night air. Inside, it was wall-to-wall people, mostly guys, the kind of guys we dreamed of being: jeans, backwards caps, big shoulders, beer cups in hand, the kind of guys enjoying college in a normal way.

And us? We stuck out like neon signs. All eyes turned to the two sexy French maids in the room, some of whom knew what we were, and some who were genuinely confused by our presence.

“Go on,” Katie whispered, giving me a sharp pat on the ass. “Time to serve. Go behind the bar and start making drinks and grabbing beers. Then put them on trays and walk around offering them to anyone who wants them. If anyone asks you for a drink, go back behind the bar and make or get it.”

For the next two hours, Tiffany and I minced between clusters of frat boys and college girls, trays balanced carefully in our manicured hands. “Drinks, sir?” “Can I get you anything, miss?” “Another beer?” “Here you go.” The words left my mouth in a sugary chirp, humiliating every time I said them. The skirts swished with every step, threatening to reveal the elaborate pink lace lingerie we had been told to wear underneath. My heels clicked against sticky floors. As we continued to serve, it became clear that everyone had figured out or been told that we were sissies.

Everywhere I looked, eyes followed us. Guys smirked, nudging each other. Girls giggled behind their hands. And little comments began to give away how amused the crowd was.

“Excuse me, miss, oops, I’m sorry, mister.”

“You and your friend are so pretty, are your boobs real?”

“So, you two girls must get a ton of attention dressed like this at a frat house, huh? You must love it.”

I tried to focus on the tray, on not spilling any of the drinks, on keeping my curtsy crisp every time someone took a drink so that I did not fall over or expose my panties. But shame clung to me like smoke, every laugh, every wink cutting deeper. Everyone in the room knew I was a sissy, dressed like a slutty maid, and serving a bunch of men at their party like some hypersexual pick-me girl. We had never been so publicly submissive; this was beyond degrading.

Katie, Melody, and Selena lounged near the wall, sipping casually, watching us with undisguised amusement. Every so often, one of them would wave us over, “Two more cosmos over here, ladies, maybe a bit stronger this time,” or “Britney, that group’s out of drinks, go top them off.” We obeyed instantly, voices sweet, smiles painted on, the picture of girly servitude.

By the time the two hours crawled past, my feet ached, my cheeks burned from smiling, and my tray felt like it was welded to my arm. Tiffany looked the same, his makeup was glistening from nervous sweating, his posture wilted, but he was still mincing prettily through the crowd. Ironically, I think we both felt that maintaining our feminine poise helped us cling to some degree of dignity in this situation.

We returned to Katie, trays filled with martinis, hearts pounding. I curtsied automatically, words spilling out without thinking: “Your drinks are served, Miss.”

Her smirk widened. “Good girls, you can stop now.”

With a sigh of relief, we curtsied one more time and thanked her, sitting down alongside them.

Katie didn’t give us long to rest.

“Alright, sluts,” she said brightly, her voice carrying even in the crowd. “Since you’re done serving drinks…now it’s time for the real entertainment.”

My stomach dropped. I had a creeping suspicion of what she meant.

She pointed toward the center of the room, where the guys had dragged in and set up a tall chrome pole, planted square in the middle of the floor. A circle of frat brothers and sorority sisters surrounded it, already preparing for the performance ahead, waiting eagerly like they’d just been told the halftime show was starting.

“Get over to the pole,” Katie ordered. “Remember everything Ivy’s been teaching you. Make us proud.”

Heat flooded my face, but my body obeyed. Tiffany and I minced forward, skirts swishing, heels clicking, until we stood before the pole. The music shifted to something slower, heavier, and unmistakably sensual.

“Go on,” Katie purred. “Dance for your audience. Strip for them all stripper-like. Show them what good strippers you two girls have become.”

I looked over at her and saw her being joined by Melody, who was jumping up and down giddily, and Tom, who had an amused grin on his face. I scanned the room for Selena, briefly unable to find her, but then saw her making her way to the front of the crowd, smiling at me warmly.

The humiliation was blinding. But I reached for the pole, fingers curling around cool metal, and began to dance. My skirt lifted with every grind of my hips, flashing my lacey panties to the circle of watching men. Tiffany mirrored me on the other side, sliding down the pole with a shaky attempt at seduction.

The whistles and cheers started immediately.

“Shake it, baby!” one guy shouted.
“Bend over, show us that ass!” another laughed.

I bit my lip, cheeks blazing, and did as I was told. Around and around the pole, skirt riding high as I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirrored wall, long lashes, red lips, boobs pressing against the pole, my legs wrapped around it like some stripper imitating a girl wrapping her legs around her boyfriend. Despite my shame and embarrassment, I knew we were doing well. I figured if I had to be a stripper, I might as well give it my best and be a good stripper.

We danced harder as the music thumped. Tiffany dropped low, spreading his legs, arching back against the pole until his panties were on full display for the cheering crowd. I mimicked him, sliding down the pole and bending back, feeling the silky fabric of my skirt slide higher and higher.

Then came the stripping.

“Woo! Take those dresses off!” Selena’s voice cut through, sharp and gleeful. “Show everyone that sexy lingerie you were so excited to wear for the birthday boys.”

The room roared with approval as Tiffany reached up, trembling hands tugging down his apron and tossing it aside. I followed, shedding layer after layer in the most coquettish way I could manage until I was in nothing but my pink lace bra, panties, stockings, garter belt, and very high heels. Every inch of me was trembling, exposed, and humiliated under the hungry gaze of dozens of frat boys. I knew I looked sexy, and I knew that many of these boys would love to have their way with me if they could. In a strange way it was empowering, but at the same time, I had never felt so vulnerable in my life.

For the next hour, we danced around in our underwear as seductively as we could, doing our best not to be overwhelmed by the situation. We grinded against the pole, crawled on the floor, moaned, and gyrated while the crowd laughed, hooted, and showered us with dollar bills like we were real strippers.

As we continued, I became bolder in my dancing, doing my best to embrace the role and impress Selena, who I saw was staring at me intently, clearly turned on. As the beat of the current song slowed, I bent forward slowly, grabbing Tiffany’s face, kissing him slowly as I arched my back and wiggled my lacey ass for the cheering crowd. He followed suit, and the crowd loved it. As we made out, I felt a bunch of hands, mostly male, pulling at my waistband and slipping dollar bills into my panties. I trembled nervously, but kept shaking seductively. A few hands lingered longer than necessary, and I received more than a few hard slaps on the ass, but I just tried to block it out.

When I pulled away from the kiss, I blushed deeply, snapped back to reality, and keenly aware of what I was doing in front of this crowded room of my peers. Every whistle, every cheer, every clap felt like a reminder of the fact that I was a sissy now, and I was good at it.

The music faded for a moment, and Katie’s heels clicked toward the center of the room. Tiffany and I froze, panting, sweat clinging to our hair and our chests as the crowd whooped and whistled. Selena came over and kissed me, grabbing a handful of my ass as she did and then spinning me around so she could collect all the money on me while Katie did the same with Tiffany. Then, we quickly gathered up the rest of the bills on the floor.

Katie smiled like a proud coach. “Good work, girls. But the party’s just getting started. A bunch of guys want some one-on-one time with the strippers; can you blame them?”

She turned to the circle of grinning frat boys. “They’ll be available for the next two hours. Whoever wants a lap dance, line up. Pay up front, and our sissies will take care of you.”

The room erupted. Chairs scraped, wallets came out, and before I could blink, there was already a line forming. Tiffany and I exchanged wide-eyed looks, but Katie only smirked, pressing a hand to my lower back and nudging me forward.

“Go on. Do what you do best and make the boys happy.”

The first guy dropped into a chair, sprawling casually, a beer in one hand. My heart pounded as I stepped forward, swaying my hips, every eye on me. I turned, bent low, and let my ass hover over his lap before sliding down onto it, the room exploding in laughter and cheers.

“Yeah, that’s it, Brett! She’s desperate for you,” someone shouted.

Heat seared my cheeks as I moved the way Ivy had taught me in class, grinding, arching, rolling my hips in time with the music as he began to grow against me. His hands itched forward, hovering dangerously close, but Katie’s sharp voice cut in: “No touching. Eyes only.” I was grateful for that at least. Still, the feeling of his manhood pressing up directly against my panties while everyone watched me grind against him was enough to send a shiver up my spine.

The humiliation was unbearable. Tiffany was beside me with another guy, hair tossing, both of us moving like trained strippers while a line of frat boys waited their turn.

Minutes bled into hours. Lap after lap, dance after dance. My thighs burned, my back ached, but worse than that was the constant sting of eyes on me, of men laughing, whispering, licking their lips as if I were nothing but a toy. And through all of it, Selena watched me, obviously turned on by what she was witnessing.

Some guys were respectful, just sitting back with wide eyes and smirks. Others whispered things in my ear as I ground on them, crude things, things that made me shiver and reminded me what a bitch I was for doing this.

By the end, my chest heaved, my makeup was smudged, and my legs were trembling in my too-high heels. Tiffany looked the same, hair clinging to his cheeks, voice sore from performing every feminine moan.

But the line finally dwindled. Two full hours, dozens of lap dances. Dollar bills littered the floor. Katie clapped her hands once more.

“That’s enough for tonight,” she declared. “Our girls have definitely made your party a hit.”

The frat boys groaned but applauded, a few even tossing more bills our way and thanking us for being such good sports and performing tonight.

I stood shakily, thanked them for letting us perform out of instinct, and caught my reflection again in the mirrored wall: glittering makeup, lace bra, panties askew, stocking-clad thighs shiny with sweat. A sissy maid turned stripper. I was deeply ashamed of what I had become but couldn’t ignore the feeling of pride that swelled within my chest. They loved us, we had the whole room turned on all night. I knew, because I had felt at least thirty hard dicks beneath me in the past two hours alone. And I knew Katie, Melody, and most importantly, Selena, were proud of me.

The music wound down, the crowd thinning as people drifted out in clumps, their laughter echoing down the hall. We chatted casually with a group of girls who wanted to know everything about us and where we learned to be so feminine. Standing with them in nothing but my bra and panties, chatting about my new feminine life, I couldn’t help but think that maybe this wasn’t so bad, after all, it seemed we had fans.

Empty beer cans littered the floor, the air thick with sweat, alcohol, and smoke. I was exhausted, my legs quivering, cheeks raw from blushing for hours straight. Tiffany looked the same: smeared makeup, lingerie clinging damply to his body, boobs heaving with every breath. We were ready to go home.

But Katie’s smirk told us we weren’t finished, and we knew we were sleeping over.

“Before we wrap up,” she called, her voice slicing through the drunken chatter, “our birthday boys deserve a real treat. Sissies, front and center.”

The two frat brothers whose names had been shouted all night stepped forward, grinning like kings. One tugged his shirt over his head, tossing it aside; the other just leaned back in a chair, spreading his legs wide, his smirk never faltering.

My stomach turned to ice. I knew instantly what was about to happen.

Katie’s eyes glittered as she gestured between us and them. “You’ve had weeks of practice. Show us what you’ve learned. Get on your knees, sissies.”

Melody squeezed between us, cupping each of our butt cheeks, “You’re gonna be great!” And with that, she kissed us both on the cheek and slipped back towards Katie, Selena, and the rest of the remaining guests, mostly frat brothers and their girlfriends.

Laughter and cheers filled the room. Tiffany and I locked eyes, both pale, trembling, and embarrassed about what we were about to do. But there was no choice. My knees hit the sticky floor as I lowered myself between one of the birthday boy’s thighs. He was tall and handsome, but had an arrogant look on his face that made me certain he thought he was better than me. I could barely meet his eyes.

He unzipped casually, like this was the most normal thing in the world. Heat flooded my face as I pulled him free, my hands shaking. Behind me, the crowd chanted, whooped, phones held aloft.

“Go on, princess,” Katie urged sweetly. “Put that mouth to use.”

I jerked him slowly, looking up at him nervously in hopes that he would laugh and tell me to stop, that this was just a joke. Unfortunately, my submissive posture only seemed to turn him on more, and he quickly grew in my hand.

“Kiss it! Come on, girl, you know what to do. You’re a pro,” called out Selena loudly behind me, clearly drunk.

Without thinking, I slowly began planting little kisses on his cock, first on the head, and then slowly up the underside of his shaft. I cringed, blushing deeply as I saw the pink lipstick marks I was leaving behind, causing him to chuckle. I continued, licking the underside as he moaned, hoping that this would speed up the process and minimize the time I had to spend with him in my mouth. After a few strokes of my tongue, my mouth opened, humiliation burning hot as I wrapped my lips around him. The room erupted, voices crashing down like a wave. Beside me, Tiffany gagged faintly as he took his first clumsy strokes.

“Good girl!” someone shouted.
“Damn, they really suck cock, that’s crazy!” another laughed.

The frat boy groaned above me, hand tangling in my hair, guiding me deeper. I could barely hear his moans over the roar of the crowd, but every sound cut me deeper, humiliation stabbing with every thrust of my head. Suddenly I felt my clitty beginning to ache, shame and arousal tangling into something I couldn’t separate anymore. I hated this, but on some level, I knew I must’ve liked it.

It didn’t take long. His thighs tensed, his breath caught, and with a groan, he pulled back and erupted, spraying hot streaks of cum across my face. The crowd howled, whistles piercing the air.

At the same time, Tiffany choked on a moan of his own, pulling back just in time for his birthday boy to paint his face, cum dripping down his cheeks and chin as laughter shook the walls.

Phones flashed. Cheers echoed. Katie clapped slowly, a cruel satisfaction gleaming in her eyes. Melody seemed equally satisfied, cheering as loudly as anyone there.

“Look at my pretty sissies,” Melody purred. “Cum dripping down your faces like little porn stars. You’ve come so far! I love you guys.”

I stayed kneeling, cum drying sticky on my skin, every inch of me trembling. I didn’t know what hurt worse, the humiliation of dozens of men laughing as I knelt there dripping, the fact that my girlfriend witnessed it, or the shameful, unbearable truth that part of me did feel like a good girl for making him finish.

The frat had mostly cleared out. Just a handful of brothers lingered, laughing low with Katie and Melody, as Tiffany and I knelt there, faces sticky and streaked with cum, while Selena pulled up a chair and complimented us on how great we did. My body felt like it wasn’t my own anymore,  limp, trembling, vulnerable.

Katie clapped her hands lightly. “Alright, boys. I’d call this birthday party a success. I think it’s time for our girls to get to bed.”

A chorus of chuckles answered. My stomach dropped as Katie gestured for us to stand. We obeyed sluggishly, heads bowed, knees sore. She led us upstairs, heels clicking on the wooden steps, as Melody and Selena followed behind us.

The upstairs lounge was dim, quieter. A big couch sat pushed against the wall. Katie pointed to it. “Sit.”

We sank down together, sticky with cum and sweat. My hands shook in my lap, but there was no time to gather myself. Katie produced a coil of rope from her bag. One by one, she bound our wrists together, then our ankles, tugging each knot tight. My heart pounded, my breath was shallow. She had never tied us up before. Did she really think the best place to start was at a frat house after having just given two of the brothers blowjobs?

“You’ve done enough tonight,” she said sweetly, almost mockingly. “Now you’ll get some beauty sleep like good little dolls.”

We whimpered but didn’t resist as she reached into her bag again. My eyes widened. Two realistic dildos, with straps attached to them.

“No…” Tiffany whispered, eyes glassy.

“Yes,” Katie purred. She pressed one against my lips, the other against his. “Open.”

My body locked, shame crashing down in waves. But I obeyed. The silicone slid past my lips, filling my mouth, gagging me with its obscene weight as she clicked the strap shut. Tiffany whimpered as his followed. The room erupted in low chuckles again.

Katie stood back, admiring us, then crouched to pull a blanket over us, like she was tucking children into bed. She smoothed my hair back, cooing. “Perfect little sissies. All cozy. Now get some sleep. By the way, in case you didn’t realize, it's past twelve. It’s your birthday, Britney!” She chuckled to herself, “I can’t think of a better way to kick off being nineteen than giving your first blowjob to a real man. Aww, you're welcome, sweetie. Consider it an early birthday gift.”

I had totally forgotten about my birthday, and the realization that this is how I was starting it sent tears to my eyes as I contemplated how I had wound up here.

She adjusted a small camera on the table across from the couch, the red light blinking to life. “We wouldn’t want anything happening to you unsupervised,” she explained casually, “so we’ll be keeping an eye on you all night, don’t worry.”

Bound, gagged, tucked in side by side, Tiffany and I could only glance at each other through tear-glossed eyes. The dildo gag pressed my tongue down, a constant reminder of what I was, what I’d become. This was some birthday.

Katie blew us a kiss as she turned to leave. Melody came over to kiss us, but then thought better of it, considering the cum on our faces, instead blowing us each a kiss and wishing me a happy birthday. Selena lingered, chatting with some guy who clearly had the hots for her while I sat there tied up, mascara running, watching them silently with a dildo in my mouth. He left after a few minutes, and she came to tuck us in more comfortably, telling me how proud she was and how turned on I’d made her tonight. I couldn’t respond with the dildo in my mouth; I just sat there crying softly as she caressed my hair. After a few minutes of petting, she kissed my forehead, telling me she would see me tomorrow and wishing me a happy birthday. The door shut, leaving only the soft hum of the camera and the sound of our muffled breathing.

I sank against Tiffany, chest hollow, shame clawing at every inch of me. Trapped. Exposed. Vulnerable. Any of the frat brothers could come in and do whatever they wanted to us right now. Thankfully, none did.

I woke with a stiff neck, my cheek pressed into Tiffany’s shoulder. For a moment, I forgot where I was, then the ache of the ropes and the taste of rubber in my mouth brought it all rushing back. The dildo gag was still in place, my jaw sore from hours of being stretched around it. My wrists and ankles throbbed where the ropes had cut into me.

The sound of footsteps on the stairs made my stomach drop. One of the guys in his boxers laughed. “Rise and shine, girls.”

The dildos were tugged free, slick with drool. I coughed, swallowing air greedily, but before I could say anything, the guy was already untying us. My limbs were shaky, heavy, like they didn’t belong to me. We whispered thank you as the ropes fell free.

“Don’t thank me yet,” he said. “You’ve got work to do. Your dresses are on the counter in the kitchen. You can get dressed and then take care of the basement.”

We exchanged a miserable glance as he pointed downstairs. We mumbled “yes, sir” and then quickly made our way to the kitchen, never having been more eager to slip back into our frilly uniforms. The basement was absolutely trashed: cups everywhere, sticky floors, the faint stench of beer and sweat hanging in the air. My heart sank.

“We can do this in two hours, tops,” Tiffany said. “Come on, we’re pros.” I guess he was trying to be cheerful since it was my birthday.

And so we did. In our wrinkled uniforms from last night, mascara smudged under our eyes, we shuffled around the frat like obedient little maids. Picking up trash, scrubbing countertops, sweeping floors sticky with spilled liquor. Every move was slow and clumsy from exhaustion, and every chuckle from the emerging brothers watching us twisted the knife deeper.

It was my birthday. The thought made me feel sick. Instead of waking up to cake, or friends, or even a simple “happy birthday,” I was scrubbing beer off the floor in a French maid uniform while frat guys whispered about how girly I looked bending over or the lap dances I gave them last night.

One of them even called out, laughing, “Hey, cocksucker, you missed a spot!” The others told him to take it easy on us, and I bit down on my lip hard enough to taste blood.

By the time we announced we were done, my body felt like lead and my cheeks burned with the kind of humiliation I couldn’t shake.

“Good job, ladies,” one of the brothers said mockingly. I couldn’t believe we had just spent my birthday morning cleaning up after dozens of drunk frat boys. And I didn’t even want to think about what we had done last night. The arousal had faded, and all that remained was the shame of knowing that I had never been further away from being a man.

I managed a curtsy, whispering, “Thank you, sir,” my voice trembling.

Happy birthday to me.


Chapter 13: Birthday Girl


We rushed back to the dorm the moment the guys released us. My legs ached, my uniform reeked of beer, and my body screamed for sleep. But today wasn’t over, not for me.

Selena met me at the door with a knowing smile. “Hey, birthday girl. Go shower, quickly. We’ve got plans, princess, and you’ve still got cum on your face.”

I obeyed without question. The hot water hit my skin like a blessing, washing away the stickiness of frat house grime. I lingered under the spray longer than usual, scrubbing until my skin once again felt soft and smelled pretty, until I could almost forget how the morning had started. When I stepped out, a towel wrapped around me, Selena was waiting on my bed with a bag slung over her shoulder.

“Ready for your birthday, baby?” she asked brightly, handing me fresh panties, a bra, and a sundress. My stomach fluttered.

I slipped into the panties and resecured my breast forms, while Selena carried on about what a great day it was going to be and how proud of me she was for last night. I did my makeup quickly, not needing much at this point to look like a girl. A bit of blush, mascara, gloss, and I was done. I clasped on my bra, stepped into the puffy-sleeved yellow sundress, and packed my things into a little yellow purse. I slipped into white kitten heels, tugged on some earrings, and announced I was ready. Selena insisted on putting a matching yellow bow in my hair before we left, squealing about how cute I looked as we walked out the door.

The car ride over was uncomfortable. Selena pressed the issue of what had happened last night.

“So, I know last night must have been…a lot. I’m sure it was humiliating. But you were so hot. Those guys couldn’t get enough of you, and I’m telling you, I could tell a lot of the girls were jealous of all the attention you were getting.” I could tell she was trying to be nice.

“Yeah…I guess. It was really humiliating. Everyone knew I was a sissy, and the whole night, they treated me like…like a sex object or something. It was horrible.”

“Oh, come on,” she teased, squeezing my thigh, “it wasn’t all bad. Those guys all looked at you like they wanted to eat you. Are you gonna honestly tell me that didn’t excite you a bit?” I didn’t answer, knowing there was some truth to her words and unable to admit it.

The salon smelled of acetone and perfume, a warm haze of hairspray drifting through the air. Selena guided me to one of the plush pink chairs, her fingers laced through mine. “Birthday pampering,” she said with a wink. “Hair, nails, skin. Everything. You're going to look absolutely perfect for your big day.”

First was the wax, always the most humiliating part of a salon trip. It went by relatively quickly, though, and I found myself relieved that all that nasty hair was gone and I was back to being smooth for my big day.

I redressed and then sank into the salon chair, still flushed from the morning and trying to act like this was all normal. Like being led to a salon by my girlfriend in a sundress, wearing pink panties and bras, was just how birthdays went now. Truth be told, after the grime of last night and this morning, the thought of some feminine pampering did seem exciting.

The stylist didn’t bat an eye. She gave me a warm smile, clipped a cape around my shoulders, and began brushing through my damp hair. Selena sat in the next chair over, flipping through a style book with glossy nails and a confident smirk.

"Give her soft curls," she told the stylist. "And volume, lots of bounce. She’s got a big night ahead. It’s her birthday."

I stayed quiet, cheeks burning, as the stylist worked mousse into my roots and began blow-drying section by section, as I slowly began to relax and enjoy the pampering. Selena watched, a proud girlfriend, snapping photos when she thought I wasn’t looking.

Next came my nails. Another technician slid a rolling cart beside me, her voice chipper. “We doing a full set today?”

Selena answered for me. “Yes, long, almond-shaped, and sparkly pink, her favorite.”

I glanced at her in disbelief. “I just got them done recently, though, you really don’t have to...”

She gave me a warm look. “It’s your birthday. My girl deserves the princess treatment on her birthday.” Our stylists exchanged a look, now aware that we were a couple.

Soon, my hands were laid out on a soft cushion, each finger being carefully shaped, buffed, and extended with glittering acrylics. I couldn’t stop staring as the nail tech painted each one a shimmery cotton-candy pink, tiny rhinestones catching the light near the cuticles. They were absurdly feminine, and I couldn’t stop looking at them. I did feel like I was getting the princess treatment.

As they started on my pedicure, Selena turned to me with a grin. “You know what I love most about this?” she asked. “You get all embarrassed, but you’re not stopping it or arguing. You’re enjoying this as much as I am, maybe more. Deep down, you know you’re a girl.”

I tried to scoff, but the words stuck in my throat. My toes were now being massaged and painted the same glossy pink, each stroke of the brush another reminder that I had been remade under her and the other girls’ direction. And part of me…did love it.

When everything was finished, the stylist fluffed my curls one last time, the nail tech fanned my fingers dry, and Selena leaned in to admire me. “You’re gorgeous,” she whispered. “Like a real-life doll.”

I didn’t know how to respond. I just stared at myself in the mirror: sparkling nails, perfect curls, glowing skin, and knew her words to be true. I felt like a doll.

The real surprise came after the salon. She tugged me outside and into her car, her hand resting warmly on my thigh.

“Where are we going?” I asked nervously.

She grinned. “Your birthday present, it’s a surprise.”

The clinic looked more like a high-end spa than anything medical; it had white walls, soft ambient lighting, and glass shelves lined with expensive skincare products. It smelled faintly of lavender and antiseptic. My pulse spiked as Selena stepped up to the reception desk and casually explained everything: I was getting fillers. Lips, butt, and cheeks.

I blinked. My jaw nearly dropped.

“Selena, I…”

She turned to me and squeezed my hand hard, her voice low but firm. “You earned good money last night. And I’m covering the rest. This is happening, baby. You’re already a girl, why not look even prettier?”

I stared at her, breath caught in my throat. I wanted to protest. I wanted to say I wasn’t ready for such a big step. But I couldn’t argue with her logic. She was right, I was already a full-time girl now, what could fillers do to me that dresses and fake boobs couldn’t? The idea of looking even more like a girl permanently made me tremble. But Selena’s smile, the warmth in her voice, the way she called me baby… it soothed something inside me, even as my stomach churned.

The nurse walked me into a softly lit treatment room, where the injector explained everything in a calm, professional voice. I barely heard her. My heart was pounding too loudly.

Selena sat beside me the whole time, holding my hand as the numbing cream set in, her thumb gently brushing my knuckles. “You’re doing amazing,” she whispered as the first syringe went into my cheek. “So brave.”

The cheeks came first. Just a little volume to soften the angles, the injector said. Then the lips, a slow, precise plumping that made my eyes water from both the pressure and the overwhelming realization of what was happening. And finally, my butt. I lay there, half-floating in a haze, as she injected filler deep into the tissue, molding me with her gloved hands.

When it was over, they gave me a mirror.

I gasped.

My lips were fuller and poutier. I had what I had heard guys describe as DSLs, dick-sucking lips. My cheeks had a soft, rounded glow that looked like natural feminine youth. And my butt…even through the sundress, I could feel the curve, the way it stretched the fabric of my panties tighter than before. And from what the technician said, I wouldn’t even see the full effects for a few weeks. I was going to have an actual bubble butt.

I hardly recognized the girl in the mirror. She was pretty. Undeniably pretty. I looked more naturally feminine than I ever had before.

Selena stepped behind me and wrapped her arms around my waist, resting her chin on my shoulder. “Happy birthday, princess,” she whispered. “I hope you like your gift.”

Her words made my heart race. My reflection made me blush deeply, a strange mix of shame and pride in my new appearance.

We left the clinic with my cheeks still faintly sore, my lips tingling every time I moved them. The car ride back was quiet except for Selena sneaking kisses onto my swollen mouth and stroking my thigh possessively. She was practically glowing while I contemplated what I had become.

“You look so hot,” she whispered. “Everyone’s gonna stare at you tonight.”

I didn’t know if I felt like crying or gushing over my new appearance. Maybe both.

Every time I caught my reflection in the car window, I flinched, then stared. It wasn’t just that I looked feminine now. It was that I looked like an actual hot girl. A hot girl with big boobs in a girly yellow sundress.

And maybe, on some level, that’s really who I was now.

“Now,” she said with a mischievous glint, “every birthday princess needs a birthday gown.”

I giggled. “Selena…”

“No arguments,” she sang, tugging me into a boutique with glittering mannequins in the window.

The place looked like a prom shop had exploded. Racks upon racks of sequined gowns, flowing skirts, puffed sleeves, rhinestones. I wanted to bolt at first, but Selena kept me pinned with her warm, insistent grip.

She pulled dress after dress off the racks: satins, tulles, pinks, lavenders, shimmering silvers. Each one looked more like something a pageant queen would wear than a college student. My humiliation deepened with every hanger, but I found myself enjoying modeling them for her.

I came out of the dressing room in each dress, twirling and posing, giggling with Selena as I found myself enjoying the attention.

Finally, she held up a monstrosity of a gown: pastel pink, strapless, layers of tulle cascading down in frothy tiers, glitter dusted across the bodice. A satin ribbon cinched the waist, ending in a bow that screamed “princess.”

“This one,” she declared.

I shook my head, embarrassed. “Selena, it’s too much. I’ll look like a little girl.”

She stepped close, eyes soft but commanding. “You’ll look perfect. Go try it on. Please, for me.”

The changing room swallowed me whole. My hands shook as I slid out of my sundress and eased into the gown. The fabric whispered against my skin, the bodice hugging my chest, the soft tulle skirt tickling my legs. When I finally turned to the mirror, my breath caught.

I looked like I was headed to prom. Or a fairy tale ball. My long, curled hair framed my face, lips still swollen from fillers, cheeks glowing. I looked…like a princess. Beautiful, terrifyingly girly. I felt like a princess, too.

I stepped out, heart pounding. Selena gasped and clapped, eyes sparkling. “Oh my God. Look at you.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks as she circled me, tugging the skirt, smoothing the bow. She leaned in, whispering, “My perfect little birthday girl. This is the one, princess.”

Other shoppers glanced over, some smiling, some whispering about how pretty my dress was. My humiliation flared back up, but when Selena pulled me into a spin and twirled the skirt, I couldn’t help the faint smile tugging at my lips.

Selena beamed. “We’re buying it, and you’re wearing it home.”

Back at the dorm, Selena kissed me quickly before ducking into her room to get herself ready. I floated upstairs in my ridiculous dress, cheeks still tingling from the fillers and lips so glossy I could see my own reflection in them.

When I pushed into our room, Tiffany was already dressed in a short, glittery silver dress that clung to his curves, his hair curled softly around his face. He looked radiant, like he was going to a fancy gala.

“Happy birthday, Britney,” he said with a little smile, smoothing his skirt as he stood.

Heat rushed to my face. Even Tiffany looked less feminine in his outfit than I felt in mine. I thanked him, exchanging a brief hug.

I carefully laid the gown on my bed, then began touching up my makeup in the mirror, brushing shimmer onto my cheekbones, adding a glossy top coat to my pouty lips.

By the time Selena came back to collect us, both of us were dolled up to the nines, Tiffany glowing silver, me swallowed in layers of pink tulle and glitter. Selena looked drop-dead gorgeous in a sleek black number, her curves accentuated with a daring neckline and heels that made her tower even taller.

She pulled out a little plastic tiara that read “birthday princess,” and adjusted it in my hair as I blushed deeply, feeling every bit the birthday princess. When it was set, she looped an arm through mine, the other through Tiffany’s. “Come on, girls. Birthday dinner time.”

Walking across campus like that, dressed like prom queens clinging to their beautiful, confident date, was torture and thrill wrapped into one. People stared and talked about us. I kept my chin high, my heart pounding as I plastered on my brightest smile and minced across campus like a queen.

At the restaurant, the hostess’s eyes widened as she complimented my dress, saying that it reminded her of the one she wore to prom. I smiled politely and thanked her as she led us to a big table where Katie, Melody, Amanda, Gina, and Sarah were already waiting. The table erupted in cheers and catcalls.

“Happy birthday, princess!” Amanda squealed, clapping.

Katie smirked, raising her glass. “Our little sissy’s first birthday as a girl. Look at you.”

I sank into my chair, the skirt billowing like cotton candy around me as I smoothed it beneath me. Tiffany squeezed my hand under the table. He had become increasingly feminine in the past few weeks. Selena kissed my cheek and whispered, “You’re gorgeous. Own it.”

The girls ordered rounds of food and drinks, laughter bubbling nonstop. Every toast was to me, every joke at my expense, but threaded through it all was a strange warmth. I was the centerpiece, the birthday girl, and they were celebrating me.

Dinner was loud and humiliating in all the ways I’d come to expect. Katie teased me about my lips whenever I pouted, Gina repeatedly brought up the blowjob I’d given last night and made me talk about it, and Melody reminisced about how we used to both be such cocky guys and now were so sweet and ladylike. But the food was good, and the drinks kept coming.

After we finished eating, I was completely caught off guard when I heard the birthday song behind me. I should’ve expected this. The girls smiled and sang along as two handsome young waiters brought over a little pink cake and placed it in front of me, all singing “Happy birthday, Britney.” I blushed as they sang, all eyes in the restaurant on me. When it was over, I blew out my candles, and they cheered as the waiters began cutting the cake. By the time the check was paid, my head was spinning pleasantly. Despite the teasing, I felt a lot of love and couldn’t ask for a better birthday night.

When we walked back into the dorm, I realized the night wasn’t over. The girls had transformed our room into a makeshift party space: string lights, balloons in obnoxiously girly pinks and purples, a cheap banner that said, “Happy Birthday Britney.” I covered my face, groaning, but inside I felt giddy knowing that none of them had ever gone to this much trouble for me before.

“Surprise!” Sarah squealed, thrusting a plastic cup of vodka and soda into my hand. “Time for games.”

It started with flip cup. I was terrible at it, and every time I fumbled, the girls cheered “Sip sissy!” until I blushed and downed more. From there, it turned into “Never Have I Ever,” which quickly devolved into every round being about girly or humiliating things I’d obviously done.

“Never have I ever…worn a tutu,” Melody grinned.

“Never have I ever…sucked a dick in front of other people,” Katie smirked, eyes on me.

I choked on my drink as the girls cackled, Tiffany beside me blushing as we both recalled the previous night.

By the time someone broke out “Truth or Dare,” I was already tipsy, legs folded up under my ridiculous party dress, lipstick smudged on my cup. The dares came fast: twerk for thirty seconds, spin around and do your best Taylor Swift impression, kiss Tiffany on the lips, kiss Selena on the lips.

The room was loud with laughter and teasing, every second humiliating, but under it all, I felt happy, almost like I belonged. Selena sat beside me throughout it all, rubbing my shoulders and kissing me every chance she got.

Eventually, the girls all started to leave, and Selena said she wanted to take me out for a bit. I went to change, but she told me I was perfectly dressed as I was. Taking me by the hand, we said our goodbyes and headed to the club.

The club felt different being there with just Selena. I knew there would be no humiliating challenges or tasks, just me and her, dancing and enjoying the end of my birthday night.

We slow-danced at first, even if the music didn’t exactly call for it, and whispered in each other’s ears about how happy we were together, how much we loved each other, and how great this day was despite the way it started. As I swayed, my arms wrapped delicately around her neck, I wondered if this was how girls felt when their boyfriends held them: safe, loved, adored. Our talk soon escalated into something more, her voice sultry as she told me how hot I looked and that she wanted to fuck me tonight. We started dancing quicker, closer, more sensually. I felt myself throbbing beneath my tuck as I displayed my sexual desire for her the only way I knew how: arching back, grinding on her, kissing her softly as her hands roamed my pretty pink dress.

“Let’s get out of here, Britney,” she whispered breathlessly, “I need to take your virginity right now.”

We raced back to her car, her driving as quickly as possible while I leaned over in my seat. I had heard of girls giving their boyfriends blowjobs on the road before, and I felt it was fitting that I did the same for her. Her dress was short enough; I slipped down her panties a bit and began licking her beautiful pussy desperately as she drove us back to the dorm with one hand and caressed me over the pink tulle of my skirt with the other. I felt so alive.

When we got inside, my clitty throbbed as she pushed me onto her bed and ordered me to get on all fours. I obeyed eagerly, even gathering up my skirts and pulling them up over my waist to display my perky ass to her.

She slid onto the bed, pulling me over her lap. Smelling her sweet perfume and feeling ultra-submissive over her lap, I throbbed in my panties. She spanked me, lightly at first, gradually increasing the pace and intensity.

“You like being my little slut?” she asked, her voice low.

“Yes, Sele-“ she cut me off with a hard smack, stinging my ass and sending a wave of heat through my body.

“It’s yes, daddy. Call me daddy.”

I was humiliated, my face bright red, but so turned on that it didn’t matter, my clitty throbbed hard in my panties, and I squirmed from the ache. “Yes, daddy, I like being your little slut.”

“Good girl,” she cooed, rubbing my pantied ass before resuming little smacks on it that made me squeal in the most girlish way possible. “I know you do…tell daddy how much you like sucking cock…tell me how it makes you feel.” She spanked me again, her pace quickening and her strength intensifying.

“I…I love sucking cock, daddy,” I said in my breathiest high-pitched voice, “it makes me feel so girly…and submissive. Like I’m a slut and my job is to make guys happy…it’s super humiliating.” I couldn’t believe the words spilling out of my mouth. I knew to some degree they were true, but I don’t think I loved sucking cock. Regardless, my clitty was throbbing harder than ever before, and I felt myself leaking into my panties.

“Yeah, I know you do, bitch,” she groaned, starting to spank me harder and harder. Normally by this point, I would be crying, but this was different. My whole body felt like it was on fire, like electricity was coursing through my veins. My ass stung, but in a tingly way that radiated throughout my whole body. And my mind, my mind was in a strange space. I was overcome with feelings of submissiveness, desperate to please her, to be a good girl for her, to be extra feminine and show her that I was her eager little bitch.

I arched my back, wiggling my red ass for Selena as she wailed on me harder, moaning as femininely and as sexily as I could manage. “Thank you, daddy,” I moaned, loving every second of this.

She groaned, “You want me to fuck you, sissy?”

“Yes, daddy…please.” I was desperate at this point, humping her lap between spanks.

“Then beg me.” She continued smacking my crimson ass, and I begged.

“Please fuck me, daddy. Please…I need you to fuck me, daddy. Please fuck me.”

She flipped me onto my back, pulling down my panties and yanking off my tape so sharply that I shrieked. My clitty immediately sprang to life as she bunched up my dress around my waist and hovered over me, slipping her own panties down around her ankles.

I let out a deep moan as she lowered herself down onto me. Her pussy was wet, warm, and tighter than I could have ever imagined. It felt amazing. She looked me deep in my eyes, smiling at me as she bounced up and down slowly, moaning every time I slid all the way in.

She grabbed my boobs, massaging them over my pink dress as I started to thrust back under her, both of our paces quickening. Soon, we were both breathing rapidly, thrusting faster and faster into each other.

She grabbed my neck, choking me lightly but firmly, showing me who was in charge.

“You wanna cum, birthday girl? Cum for me. Cum for daddy. Come on.”

I arched my back as I exploded, my entire body shaking as I emptied myself inside her. Selena collapsed on top of me, my clit still inside her. We lay there for a moment, breathing heavily as she caressed my hair, occasionally slipping her fingers inside my mouth while I instinctively sucked on them.

A moment later, she sat up, lying back on the bed with her legs spread as I slipped out of her.

“You were great, baby, but I didn’t finish. Come over here and clean up your mess while you finish the job.”

I obeyed eagerly, lapping my juices out of her like my life depended on it. This is where I belonged.

To be Continued…


Part 5:
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Chapter 14: Thanksgiving


I sat perched on the edge of my bed, my skirt folded neatly beneath me, trying not to wrinkle the pale pink dress Selena had picked out. The mirror across the room caught me every time I glanced up, and each time my stomach clenched. My long dark hair was smoothed and pinned back femininely. Glittery polish flashed when I wrung my hands together. My lips were glossy, plump, and pink, my lashes curled. I looked…very different from when I had first arrived at college. Like the girl I’d been forced to become, the girl I had grown to enjoy being, for the most part.

Today wasn’t just another day of classes or cleaning gigs. Today was the day I was going home for Thanksgiving break. My stepmom was going to see me like this for the very first time.

Kat had already told her everything: that I wasn’t a boy anymore, that I was living as a girl now. My throat tightened just thinking about it. She hadn’t texted me anything cruel or angry, just said we’d “talk more when I got there.” But that uncertainty was almost worse. I had lived with my stepmom for years, calling her mom and always having a pretty good relationship with her. She treated me as her son and was always equally loving to both me and Kat, never letting me feel out of place. Still, I wondered how she would react. Would she laugh? Would she cry? Would she react the way Kat and Lila did, amused?

And then there was the rest of my family. Aunts, uncles, cousins. Would Kat egg them on? Would my stepmom? I was grateful, at least, that my dad didn’t live with us anymore, and wouldn’t be there for Thanksgiving. I couldn’t even imagine what he would think if he saw me now.

My mind wandered, legs crossed delicately, heels bouncing anxiously. Tiffany had already left yesterday morning. I’d watched him wheel his little pink suitcase down the hall, pigtails swishing, headed back to face his own family. I wondered if they’d be cruel, or if they’d dote on him. Either way, I suddenly wished he were still here.

At least I wasn’t going alone. Selena was coming with me. Her family lived out west, too far to make the trip, so she was mine for the whole break. That thought helped. Having her at my side, her hand in mine, her easy confidence to reassure me, it made me feel like maybe I wouldn’t fall apart completely when my stepmom looked at me and saw not the boy who left home a few months ago, but a sissy in a dress.

Still, the nerves wouldn’t go away. I kept catching myself in the mirror, cheeks hot, hoops swaying, wondering if a pink dress was over the top girly for my “coming out.” And then, just as my chest started to tighten too much to breathe, I heard the familiar knock at the door. Selena.

The knock made me jump. I smoothed my skirt one last time, swallowed, and opened the door.

Selena stood there with her suitcase in tow, smiling warmly. Even dressed down in leggings and a hoodie, she looked stunning, effortless in a way that made my own plumped lips and glued-on boobs feel even more artificial.

“Wow,” she said, eyes sweeping me up and down. “You look gorgeous, baby. Like… really, really pretty.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Thanks,” I mumbled, glancing at the ground, then back at her. “You think it’s…okay? Not too much?”

She leaned in, kissing my cheek. “It’s perfect. Come on, let’s get going.”

We hauled our bags downstairs together, my heels clicking on the steps, and packed them into her car. The campus faded in the rearview as we pulled onto the highway, her music low, the world around us settling into that in-between quiet of late fall.

It didn’t take long before she glanced over at me, one hand on the wheel, the other reaching for mine. “There’s no need to be anxious, baby,” she said softly. “You’ve been chewing your lip since we left the dorm.”

I tried to laugh it off, but my voice cracked. “I just… I don’t know what she’s going to say. Or how she’s going to look at me. Kat told her everything, and now…she’s actually gonna see me like this. Last time she saw me, I was a normal guy.”

Selena squeezed my hand. “She already knows. The shock is over. Now she just gets to see how beautiful you are.”

I shook my head, staring out the window. “Beautiful or pathetic?”

“You’re not pathetic,” Selena said firmly. “You’re brave. Most sissies could never do what you’re doing. And besides, you won’t be alone. I’ll be right there. If it gets awkward, you can look at me. If you need me to answer something for you, I will. Okay?”

I turned back toward her, still nervous. “Okay.”

She smiled, leaned closer to kiss my hand, then went back to looking at the road. “Good girl. We’ll get through this together. And who knows? Maybe she’ll surprise you and be happy to have another daughter.”

For the first time all morning, I let myself breathe a little easier.

The drive felt endless, every mile tightening the knot in my stomach. By the time Selena pulled into the driveway, my palms were damp and my heart was hammering. I smoothed my dress again, checking my reflection in the side mirror before we walked up the path to the front door.

We knocked. For a split second, I thought about running.

The door swung open, and there she was, my stepmom. Her eyes welled instantly, her hands flying to her mouth before she pulled me into a tight embrace.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she whispered, kissing my cheek again and again, tears spilling freely. “You’re beautiful. You’ve become so beautiful. I’m so happy for you!”

Emotion surged through me, part relief, part embarrassment, part pride. “Thank you, mom,” I murmured shakily, my voice soft and girlish.

She leaned back just enough to look at me, hands still cupping my cheeks. “And your voice,” she said, marveling at me like I was an angel. “Even your voice… oh, honey.”

I flushed, lowering my gaze.

Then she turned her attention to Selena, pulling her into a warm hug as if they’d known each other forever. “And you must be Selena. I’m so glad you’re here.”

Selena smiled, hugging her back. “It’s wonderful to finally meet you.”

My stepmom ushered us inside, still wiping happy tears from her face. The familiar scent of home hit me hard: laundry detergent, wood polish, and a faint trace of vanilla candles. In the living room, Kat was curled up in the recliner, smirking.

“Hey, sister,” she said, her voice teasing but affectionate. She got up, and we hugged, cheeks brushing with a light kiss.

“Hi, Kat,” I whispered, squeezing her a little tighter than I meant to.

Then she glanced at Selena and grinned. “Glad you came along. Makes this whole family reunion way more fun.”

My stepmom sat on the coffee table, still glowing with emotion. “Come, sit. Sit on the couch. Let’s all catch up.”

Selena and I settled side by side, our fingers lacing automatically, while Kat dropped back into the recliner and my stepmom perched on the edge of the coffee table, studying me like she couldn’t believe I was real.

For the first time since leaving campus, I let out a shaky breath. She didn’t seem upset at all.

My stepmom dabbed at her eyes again, still staring at me like she couldn’t take it all in. “Kat told me you were… becoming a girl,” she said softly, chuckling through the tears, “but I never guessed you’d be so… girly.”

My face burned. I opened my mouth, then shut it again, completely at a loss for words.

Selena squeezed my hand and leaned forward smoothly, her voice warm and playful. “Yeah, Britney’s a real girly girl,” she said, winking at me. “She was a bit shy about it at first…”

Kat giggled instantly, nodding.

“…but she really grew into it.”

I wanted to melt into the couch, but my heart swelled at the same time.

My stepmom tilted her head, her smile soft. “Britney,” she repeated slowly, as if testing it. “That’s such a pretty name.” Her eyes flicked to me again. “So that’s what you go by now?”

I nodded, blushing. “Yes.”

“And you like to go by she or her too, right?” she asked gently.

“Yes,” I whispered, my throat tight.

She let out a little squeal, clapping her hands before pulling me into another hug. “I have two daughters now!” she cried happily, kissing my cheek again. When she pulled back, her eyes dropped to my hands. “Oh, sweetheart, your nails are gorgeous. Did you get them done recently?”

“Thank you, mom. Yes, actually, for my birthday.” I mumbled, blushing deeper as she brushed a finger across the glittery pink polish.

“And your makeup,” she added, touching my cheek softly. “So pretty. Did you do it yourself?”

I nodded, unable to hold back a tiny, grateful smile. For all the humiliation, all the shame that had wrapped itself around me these past months, her reaction made my chest feel lighter. She would love me no matter what.

Then her gaze shifted to Selena, her expression brightening even more. “And you, my goodness, you’re absolutely beautiful.”

Selena blushed slightly, her hand still wrapped around mine. “Thank you! So are you!”

“Okay, I want to hear all about you two,” my stepmom said eagerly, turning fully toward her. “How did you two meet?”

“In psych class,” Selena said smoothly, glancing at me with a smile. “As soon as I sat next to her, I knew there was something special about her.”

“Aw, that’s so sweet. And is psychology your major?” my stepmom pressed, leaning forward like she was already in love with her.

“Yes, psychology,” Selena answered.

“Oh, wonderful. That makes so much sense given your interest in my son…my daughter,” my stepmom giggled, beaming. “I’m so glad you’re here with her. So sweet. Young love.”

I giggled nervously, cheeks blazing, and leaned against Selena.

“Aw, so adorable,” Kat said, her grin softening into something closer to affection.

We all laughed together, the room light and warm, and for the first time since arriving, I let myself relax.

After a little while, my stepmom and Kat exchanged a quick look, both of them smiling mischievously.

“We have a surprise for you,” my stepmom said, standing up and gesturing toward the stairs.

Selena squeezed my hand, also curious, as we followed them up. My heart was pounding by the time they pushed open my bedroom door.

I froze.

The room I’d grown up in, the posters, the plain bedding, the generic furniture, it was all gone. In its place was something out of a princess's dream. A soft pastel comforter, fluffy throw pillows, a vanity with lights ringing the mirror, lace curtains over the windows. Even my old desk had been redone, neatly stocked with makeup organizers and little girly trinkets.

“It was Kat’s idea,” my stepmom explained, her voice thick with emotion. “We both pitched in.”

Tears stung my eyes. For a second, I couldn’t even speak, I just stood there, staring, my chest tightening until finally I stumbled forward and hugged them both at once. “Thank you,” I whispered, voice choked. “Thank you so much.”

Kat hugged me back hard, ruffling my hair lightly. “Don’t get used to me being nice,” she teased, but her voice was softer than usual.

Selena slipped an arm around my waist, kissing my temple as I pulled back and tried to wipe my eyes without ruining my makeup.

That night, we ordered a pizza and gathered around the living room, talking excitedly about Thanksgiving the next day.

“I’m grateful I’ll have two more women in the kitchen this year,” my stepmom teased, shooting a look at Kat. “Since Kat’s no help.”

Kat snorted, throwing a napkin at her. “Rude.” She turned to me with a grin. “Guess that means you’ll get to put those domestic skills to use, sis.”

My face burned, but I laughed nervously with them.

After dinner, my stepmom hummed cheerfully as she cleaned up the kitchen, then announced she was heading to bed. “Be up early, ladies,” she said, kissing my cheek. “I want to treat my new daughter and her beautiful girlfriend to mani-pedis before the day starts.”

“Really?” I asked, my voice small and surprised.

“Really,” she said warmly, squeezing my shoulder and giving me one last kiss before heading upstairs.

Moments later, Selena grabbed her things and disappeared into the bathroom to shower. The moment the water started running, Kat leaned back on the couch, folding her arms and giving me a thoughtful look.

“You’ve really… accepted it, huh?” she said casually. “Being a girl. Being Britney.”

I shifted awkwardly, tugging at my dress. “I don’t know. I guess so. I mean, look at me.”

“You don’t look miserable,” she pressed, her voice softer now. “Honestly, you look more like yourself than you did before.”

I swallowed hard, my cheeks warm, but I couldn’t deny the tiny smile tugging at my lips. “Maybe…I guess it feels natural sometimes.”

Kat nodded like she’d been expecting that. “Good. I’m glad.”

Twenty minutes later, Selena’s voice called down from upstairs. “Shower’s open!”

Kat pushed herself up and pulled me into a sudden, tight hug. “Go on,” she murmured, her voice uncharacteristically tender. “Get to bed with your girlfriend. Welcome home, little sister.”

My chest squeezed tight as I hugged her back, whispering, “Thanks, Kat.”

I showered quickly, anxiously wanting to get to bed and discuss the day with Selena.

Fresh from the shower, I slipped into a pair of soft panties and a silky blue nightie, the fabric cool against my skin. Selena was already curled up in bed, scrolling through her phone, but the moment I slid under the covers, she pulled me close, pressing her lips to mine.

“She’s so sweet,” Selena murmured between little kisses, her fingers brushing my cheek. “You’re lucky to have a mom like that.”

“Yeah,” I whispered, though my voice wavered with warmth. “Yeah… I know. I’m really grateful for how today went. She was really sweet.”

We lay there, kissing and holding each other until the room settled quietly around us. Eventually, I sighed, my forehead resting against her collarbone. “I’m nervous about tomorrow. Seeing the rest of my family like this. What if…” My voice trailed off.

Selena smoothed a hand through my damp hair, her touch steady, grounding. “You’ll get through it. You’re stronger than you think, Britney. And you won’t be alone, I’ll be right there.”

Her certainty eased something in me, and I nodded. “Thanks, baby.”

When the lights clicked off, she shifted behind me, gently turning me onto my side so she could spoon me. I felt her warmth press close, then the hem of my nightie sliding up as her hand tugged it higher. My bare butt pressed directly against her body.

“Mmm,” she whispered against my ear, tracing my panty line with her nail and giving my ass a playful squeeze. “Your ass has gotten so much bigger. It’s really sexy.”

I giggled, wiggling playfully against her, blushing from the compliment. “Thank you, daddy.”

She leaned over, kissed me passionately, then nestled in again, her arm draped snug around my waist. With her body warm against mine and her breath steady in my ear, the nerves of tomorrow faded, and we drifted into sleep together.

The next morning, sunlight spilled faintly across the room, waking me before Selena. I slipped quietly out of bed and headed to my bag. I glued and fitted my breast forms into place, then sat at the mirror to work through my makeup routine. Foundation, concealer, blush, eyeshadow, the familiar sweep of mascara and eyeliner, finishing with a soft pink lipstick. By the time I was blending the last touches, I already felt more like myself, like the version of me everyone here expected to see.

I slid into a pair of black leggings that clung to my plump butt, tugged on a cream blouse, and layered a cozy, fitted cardigan over it. My reflection looked pretty but casual, still undeniably feminine.

Behind me, I heard a stretch and a yawn. Selena blinked awake, her hair tumbling messily around her shoulders. “Morning, pretty girl,” she mumbled, her voice still thick with sleep.

“Morning, baby,” I said quietly, dabbing at my lips with pink gloss to create a shine that I knew looked cute.

She rolled out of bed, pulled a dress from her suitcase, and slipped it on with an ease that made me pause. The fabric hugged her curves, flaring out at the skirt, a delicate floral print that looked almost doll-like. She brushed on a little mascara, smoothed a swipe of red lipstick, and just like that, she was ready.

Watching her, a flush of embarrassment crept through me. First, because she was ready in half the time it had taken me. And second, because for a moment I’d thought to myself that such a feminine dress was more the kind of thing I’d wear.

“Quit staring,” she teased, giving me a little twirl as she checked herself in the mirror.

I crossed the room and kissed Selena, much more aggressively than usual. She blinked at me in surprise before giggling. “Well, that’s new for you. Feeling a bit more manly now that you’re the one wearing pants?”

Heat rushed to my face. “You just look so beautiful,” I smirked.

She twirled lightly, dress flaring, then kissed me and smacked my butt with a grin. “Thanks, princess. Love you.”

We both slipped into our heels, brushed our teeth side by side, then grabbed our purses and headed downstairs.

Mom was already waiting downstairs in a long red dress, Kat was curled on the couch in her usual jeans. The second I stepped into the room, Mom’s eyes went straight to my backside. She burst into giggles and gave it a playful smack. “Oh my gosh, look at this! When did you get such a big butt?”

I squeaked out a laugh, blushing. “You can thank Selena for that.”

Stepmom raised her brows. “Oh? And what do you mean by that?”

Selena slid her arm around my waist, smiling. “I got her butt injections for her birthday. Plus lips and cheek fillers.”

She gasped, hand flying to her chest. “I knew your face looked different, it wasn’t just the makeup!” She stepped closer, cupping my cheek as she looked me over. “Oh, honey, you’re gorgeous. Between those lips and that butt, the boys must love you.”

Kat let out a laugh. “Believe me, they do. And she loves them too.” Selena gave a sly little nod that sent my blush flaring even hotter.

“Ohh, exciting!” Mom sang, clapping her hands together. “You’ll have to tell me all about it on the way to the salon.”

Still flustered, I let her hook her arm through mine as we all headed out the door together.

The car ride started quiet, just the hum of the road beneath us. Mom was at the wheel, Kat riding shotgun, while Selena and I sat in the back. Selena’s warm hand rested lightly on my thigh, her nails tracing idle circles.

After a few minutes, Mom glanced at us in the rearview mirror. “So…what did you girls mean earlier about Britney loving boys? Are you two in an open relationship?”

Kat giggled instantly, shooting me a look. My stomach tightened, and I dropped my gaze to my lap.

Selena saved me, smiling confidently. “We’re girlfriends, but we both get to fool around with boys sometimes. It works for us.”

Mom’s eyes lit up. “Ohhh, that’s so cute and modern.” She turned her attention back to me. “So Britney…have you kissed any boys?”

I swallowed hard, heat creeping up my neck. “...Yes,” I admitted softly.

Kat burst into laughter. “She’s done a lot more than kiss them,” she teased, her voice sing-song.

My face went crimson.

But Mom shot her a look. “Let’s not embarrass her. What she does with boys is her business. I’m just happy she was brave enough to be her true self.”

Relief surged in my chest. I smiled at her through the rearview mirror. “Thanks, Mom.” My voice cracked a little, but it was warm and genuine.

Selena squeezed my thigh, smiling at me with that radiant, knowing look that always made my heart race. As we pulled into the salon parking lot, I couldn’t help glancing at her again, how beautiful she looked, even more than usual, like she was a supermodel. Her beautiful Latina features accentuated by her cute dress and makeup. Part of me envied her beauty, while a bigger part of me wanted to fuck her.

The four of us settled side by side into the cushioned salon chairs, slipping our feet into the warm basins as the techs rolled their trays over. My stepmom didn’t waste a second before launching into chatter about the day ahead: what time the turkey needed to go in, who was in charge of side dishes, and how she wanted the table set just so.

Selena chimed in here and there, cheerful and attentive, while Kat giggled and tossed in her usual joking commentary. I sat quietly between them, watching as the technician carefully filed and shaped my nails before brushing on the glossy, deep red polish.

By the time they’d moved on to my toes, I couldn’t stop staring at them. Red, bold, and feminine, matching the others. Just four girls lined up together, getting pampered for the holiday like it was the most normal thing in the world.

The absurdity hit me all at once. I was really sitting there, breast forms under my sweater, leggings clinging to my legs, long lashes blinking nervously while someone painted my nails the same color as my stepmom’s and sister’s. It felt surreal. Sitting there small, delicate, and ladylike, I felt undeniably like one of the girls.

Mom glanced over and smiled warmly at me mid-sentence, as if she could read the swirl of thoughts in my head. I smiled back faintly, cheeks hot, and went back to staring at my gleaming nails.

Mom paid at the counter, then turned to the rest of us with an excited smile. “You know what? I want to take my new daughter shopping.”

So we piled back into the car and drove to a little boutique downtown. The racks were crammed with soft fabrics and feminine cuts: skirts, blouses, dresses. Kat and Selena flitted from aisle to aisle, pulling things off hangers and holding them up against me, giggling and insisting, “This one’s so you.”

Mom, though, took her time. She finally settled on a delicate floral skirt with a matching little top that stopped just below the wearer’s breasts, something that looked oddly similar to the colors and pattern of Selena’s dress. She pressed it into my arms. “Go on, sweetheart. Try it.”

My stomach twisted, but I obeyed. In the dressing room, I slipped out of my sweater and leggings, pulling on the airy mini skirt and snug little top. My butt and boobs looked huge.  When I stepped back out, my face burned, and Selena’s grin widened instantly.

“Give your family a little twirl,” she teased, eyes sparkling.

I groaned softly but spun in a small circle, the skirt flaring out around my thighs and giving a quick glimpse of the coincidentally floral panties underneath. Mom’s eyes welled with tears again, happy tears. She came forward, cupping my face and hugging me tight. “I’m sorry, I’m just so proud of you,” she whispered. “You look perfect. This is exactly who you are, isn’t it?”

Her words dug deep. Too many people had said things like that lately, from Katie to Melody to Selena herself. And standing there, my skirt swishing, mom’s arms around me, I couldn’t help but wonder if maybe they were right. If maybe, I was always meant to be a girl.

Mom paid for the outfit without hesitation, and I walked out of the boutique wearing it, my leggings and blouse stuffed into a bag. Kat teased me mercilessly the whole way to the car, Selena showered me in compliments, and my stepmom kept stealing proud little glances at me in the rearview.

When we got home and stepped through the door, she looked at us excitedly. “Alright, ladies, time to get to work!”

We got to work quickly, my stepmom at the stove with the turkey and a couple of her staple sides, Kat half-heartedly setting the table, and Selena sliding up beside me to help with the sweet potato casserole and green beans. Every few minutes, mom drifted over, peeking into our mixing bowls, offering little tips, brushing a strand of hair from my face as she adjusted my grip on a spoon.

I couldn’t help but blush every single time. It was so ordinary, so mother-daughter, it made me squirm with embarrassment. A year ago, I never could’ve pictured myself like this. As I minced around the kitchen in my new skirt, helping her prepare Thanksgiving dinner, I felt every bit the helpful daughter.

The knock at the door snapped me out of my daze. Kat jogged over and swung it open. “Uncle John!”

He stepped inside, broad-shouldered and commanding as always. He hugged Kat, commenting that she looked so pretty and asking how long it had been since he had last seen her. “Hey, sis,” he said, hugging my stepmom. Then his gaze landed on me and Selena. “And who are these lovely young ladies?”

Kat didn’t miss a beat. She practically lit up as she said, “This is Matt, well, Britney now. And her girlfriend. Britney’s transitioning to be a woman. Isn’t she pretty, Uncle John?”

The words hit me like a slap. I froze, heart hammering, as Uncle John’s eyes widened in absolute shock. His mouth opened and closed once before he managed to stammer, “Uh…y-yes. Yes, she is. Hi, Britney. It’s nice to see you again. You look great.”

He hugged me stiffly and kissed my cheek. My face flamed hotter than the oven. “Th-thank you, Uncle John,” I whispered, hugging him back.

He turned to Selena, recovering slightly. “Nice to meet you, Selena.”

“Nice to meet you too!” she said happily, clearly a bit excited by my embarrassment.

Mom clapped her hands. “Alright, no men in the kitchen.”

Kat giggled immediately, eyes flicking to me. “You heard her, Uncle John. Let us ladies work.”

He nodded, still looking dazed, and headed toward the couch, grabbing the remote to put on football.

“Kat,” mom said, “pour him a drink, please.”

Kat smirked as she opened the fridge and pulled out a beer. When she turned back, she walked up to me and pressed it into my hand instead. Her eyes sparkled. “Be a sweet little sissy and run this over.”

I swallowed hard. “Okay.”

My heels clicked softly on the hardwood as I crossed the room. Uncle John looked up, his jaw working awkwardly. “Thanks, Britney,” he said, taking the beer.

“You’re welcome,” I murmured, hurrying back to the kitchen, my cheeks burning.

“Good girl,” Kat teased, grinning.

My stomach twisted with humiliation, but before it could sink too deep, Selena reached over, squeezed my hand, and pressed a quick kiss to my cheek. “You are a good girl, be proud of it, sissy,” she whispered, smacking my butt playfully.

Despite myself, I giggled softly, a little bubble of warmth breaking through the shame.

A little while later, the doorbell rang again. Kat leapt up from her spot on the couch, swinging the door open.

“Aunt Jean! Uncle Ron! Christy! Ronnie!” she chirped, throwing her arms around each of them in turn.

Warm greetings filled the hall as they shrugged off coats, hugs passed around, and voices rose. Uncle John stepped up from the couch to clap Ron on the back, and soon enough, everyone was inside.

Jean’s eyes sparkled as she spotted me and Selena. “And who are these two lovely ladies?”

Kat grinned wickedly once again. “This is Matt, she’s Britney now, and her girlfriend Selena. Britney’s transitioning to be a woman since she was always so feminine.”

I froze again, heart climbing into my throat.

Jean gasped, hand flying to her chest. “Oh my God!” She rushed forward, Christy right behind her. “You’re gorgeous. Absolutely stunning. I would never have known it was you. Look at you!”

Christy was grinning ear to ear, eyes darting from my hair to my makeup to my outfit. “This is amazing. It fits you so well, you’re literally glowing. You look like a little doll!”

Questions poured out, about my outfit, my makeup, how long I’d been living like this. Compliments overlapped so fast I barely had time to stammer “thank you” before another one came. Selena took it in proudly, smiling as they gushed.

Behind them, Uncle Ron and Ronnie stood stiff, hands shoved in pockets. The silence dragged until Jean turned back. “Well? Don’t you two want to say hi to your niece and her girlfriend?”

Ron cleared his throat. “Uh… hi, Britney. Hi, Selena. Nice to see you.” He shook Selena’s hand, then gave me an awkward nod.

Ronnie shifted awkwardly, then stepped forward. He wrapped me in a quick hug, his ears pink. Jean nudged him. “So? What do you think of your cousin?”

Ronnie scratched the back of his neck. “Um… it suits her. You look good, Britney.”

Heat rushed to my face. “Thanks,” I whispered.

The men peeled away toward the living room, football pulling them in. That left me surrounded by Jean and Christy, their energy buzzing.

Jean was still staring at me like she couldn’t get enough. Christy reached out suddenly, cupping my chest. “Are these real?”

Mortified, I stammered, “N-no.”

She squeezed again, wide-eyed. “Could’ve fooled me! Are you gonna get them done?”

My face felt like it was on fire.

Selena slid an arm around my waist, grinning. “Definitely. In a few years, maybe. She’s always talking about it.”

“Selena!” I hissed, burying my face in my hands.

Jean laughed brightly, circling me once. “That butt looks real though.” She gave my skirt a quick lift and landed a playful smack that made me jump.

My stepmom, beaming, said, “Yes, I have two beautiful daughters now. One obviously a bit more ladylike than the other.”

“You got that right,” Kat snorted.

Everyone laughed as my cheeks burned hotter, and I forced a shaky little smile, my hands tugging my skirt back into place.

By the time the food was ready, the whole house smelled warm and rich with turkey, butter, cinnamon. Jean and Christy helped Mom carry out the platters, while Kat fussed with the silverware, and Selena and I set down the last of the bowls.

“Dinner’s ready!” Mom called, and soon the men shuffled in from the living room, still half-locked into the football game. Everyone gathered around the long table, plates filling quickly as chatter started up.

The women carried the conversation right away. Jean leaned forward, smiling at Selena. “So, tell us about yourself, sweetheart. Where are you from? How’d you two meet?”

Selena glanced at me with a sly little smirk before answering. “Well…I first noticed her in class. She was still dressing as a boy then, but I could smell her perfume.” She giggled. “And she had just the faintest bit of mascara smudged under her eyes. When I pointed it out, she got all flustered, which was so cute.”

Christy’s mouth dropped open. “Stop. That’s adorable.”

Selena kept going, her grin widening. “Then I realized she was wearing a bra and panties under her clothes. I couldn’t resist. I convinced her to dress up for me and do a little fashion show.”

The women burst into laughter. Jean clapped her hands together. “Oh, that’s so cute! Sweetie, I never realized you were so feminine.”

Kat leaned across the table, smirking. “Sounds exactly like something she’d do. Britney has always been such a girly girl, she’s just owning it now.”

Christy giggled, shaking her head. “A fashion show, huh? I’d like to see that princess.”

I ducked my head, cheeks burning, staring at my plate. “Oh my God…”

Selena squeezed my hand under the table, smug and affectionate all at once.

The men, though, shifted uncomfortably in their chairs. Uncle John cleared his throat, Ron senior took a long sip of his beer, and Ronnie stabbed at his mashed potatoes like they had wronged him.

Mom, picking up on the tension, smoothly redirected the conversation. “So, Ronnie, you’re a senior this year, right? Excited for college?”

That lit up a safer thread. Ronnie brightened, talking about applications, about maybe studying abroad. Ron senior chimed in after with updates about work, and John pitched in about the game still on in the living room.

The table found its rhythm again, a mix of laughter and casual catching up. I picked at my sweet potato casserole, both relieved and embarrassed, sneaking glances at Selena, who winked at me over her wineglass.

Dinner wrapped up with plenty of laughter, the women lingering at the table while the men migrated back to the living room and the football game. Soon the kitchen was a chorus of dishes clinking and running water, all of us, Mom, Jean, Christy, Kat, Selena, and me, elbow to elbow wiping counters and stacking plates.

Conversation bounced easily between them, until Jean grinned and said, “You know what would be fun? A little fashion show like Selena mentioned.”

Christy gasped. “Yes! Britney, you have to.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. “I’d really…prefer not to,” I mumbled, wishing the floor would open.

“Oh, come on,” Kat sing-songed, tossing the dishrag down. “You’re basically made for it now.”

Selena slipped an arm around my waist. “It’d make your family so happy, baby.”

Mom clasped her hands together, eyes shining. “Just for fun. Please?”

I sighed, cornered on all sides. “Fine.”

That earned a chorus of cheers and giggles. Before I could back out, Selena, Christy, and Kat were already ushering me upstairs, chattering about outfits I could wear.

When I opened my suitcase, they were not impressed. Most of what I had packed was casual: leggings, sweaters, and the one wrinkled dress I had already worn yesterday. Christy wrinkled her nose. “Cute, but not fashion show material.”

“Don’t worry,” Kat said with a wicked grin. “I’ve got just the thing.”

When we walked into her room, she swung open her closet, pulling out one outfit after another. My stomach sank.

First: her old cheer uniform, a short pleated skirt, and a cropped top with our high school initials across the chest.
Second: her prom dress, red satin to match my nails, a plunging neckline, the kind of thing I’d only ever seen her wear for very special occasions.
And finally: the white swan lake leotard and tutu from when she did ballet, the same costume she’d made me model when she visited me at school.

I froze in the doorway. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m very serious,” Kat purred, laying the uniforms across her bed like prized treasures. “Now strip, sis. We’re starting with the cheer outfit.”

Christy clapped, laughing. “This is going to be amazing.”

Selena leaned in, whispering in my ear as my hands shook on the hem of my little blouse. “Just breathe. You’re gonna look so cute. And besides, how bad can it be when they’ve already seen you in this?”

Her teasing smile made my stomach flutter, though it didn’t ease the burn of shame as I began to undress under their eager eyes.

I finally slipped out of my clothes, shame overwhelming me as I stood there in just my bra and panties. Christy gasped so loud it made me wince.

“Oh my God,” she squealed, circling me like I was on display. “Your body is so feminine. And your boobs, they really look real!”

My face burned hot as I turned away, but Kat was already holding up the old cheer uniform. “Alright, pretty sissy, let’s see you in this.”

Christy giggled at the word sissy, her eyes lighting up like she’d just been let in on some big secret. She grabbed the tiny pleated skirt and pressed it into my hands. “Go on, princess. Make sure it fits nicely.”

Reluctantly, I stepped into the skirt, tugging it up over my hips. It barely covered anything, the hem bouncing scandalously high on my thighs. Then I pulled on the sparkly cropped top, the fabric snug against my chest.

Kat clapped once, smirking. “Such a pretty sissy.”

Christy’s laughter bubbled up again, emboldened. She darted forward, flipping my skirt up and smacking my butt. “Better make sure your makeup is bright and colorful, sweetie. You wanna look like a real cheerleader, right?”

My blush deepened as I sat down at the vanity. With their eyes on me, I carefully brushed glittery pink across my lids, repainted my lips glossy and bright, and finished with sparkly highlighter.

Kat dropped a pair of pink ribbons onto the table. “Put your hair up in twin ponytails, you know, to complete the look.”

I sighed, but obeyed, tying my long dark hair up into two bouncy pigtails, ribbons perched on top.

When I was done, she thrust the old pom-poms into my hands. I looked in the mirror again, and my heart skipped. I looked…like a real cheerleader. Sexy. Girly. Youthful.

Christy was practically bouncing in place. “He actually looks amazing! Seriously, you should’ve been one of the girls in high school. The football players would’ve eaten you up.”

I blushed, staring down at the floor.

Kat tilted her head slyly. “You remember that cheer we used to do? The cougar chant?”

My stomach dropped. “…Yes.”

“Perfect. You’re going to do it downstairs.”

“What? No!”

Kat’s smirk sharpened. “I don’t want to have to spank you, little sister. But I will. I’m sure your girlfriend will help me hold you down.”

I looked desperately at Selena, but she only giggled and nodded. “Don’t panic, baby. But yeah, you’re definitely doing it.”

I bowed my head, defeated.

Christy cracked up. “You guys really boss her around a lot. Does she even want to be a girl?”

Selena smirked back. “It’s complicated, but for the most part, yes.”

A few minutes later, they herded me downstairs, my pigtails bouncing with each step.

The reaction was immediate. Mom and Aunt Jean squealed in delight, clapping their hands and snapping pictures. “Look at those pigtails! Oh my God, you’re precious!” They made me twirl, the skirt flaring up around me as the men turned stiff and silent on the couch. Uncle Ron and Uncle John looked like they’d swallowed their tongues, while Ronnie’s eyes lingered a little too long, making me wonder if he was turned on by me. He wouldn’t be the first.

Christy smirked at me. “I think Britney wanted to show everyone something.”

Before I could protest, the girls stepped back, clearing space. My stomach twisted, but I lifted the pom-poms and launched into the full routine I remembered, claps, kicks, twirls, and the “Go Cougars!” chant ringing out of my painted lips.

It came back to me naturally, my memory carrying me through.

By the time I struck the final pose, pom-poms high in the air, the women were squealing and clapping, phones out recording. Mom, Aunt Jean, and Selena were grinning ear to ear, Kat and Christy doubled over laughing.

The men, though, were silent, red-faced, eyes fixed anywhere but me. Ronnie’s gaze flickered quickly away when I met his eyes.

I stood there blushing furiously, humiliated beyond belief as the women praised me, my uncles and cousin having just watched me cheer like a high school girl in a skirt that barely covered my ass.

The applause was barely done ringing in my ears before Kat clapped her hands together. “Alright. Next outfit.”

I groaned, but before I could object, Christy and Selena were already grabbing my arms, tugging me toward the stairs like I was their oversized doll. Kat followed close behind, smirking.

“Up you go, princess.”

A few minutes later I was standing in Kat’s room again, stripped back down to just my bra and panties. The cheer makeup still glittered across my face, far too bright for what they wanted next.

“More elegant this time,” Kat instructed, laying out her old Swan Lake costume. “You’re a ballerina now.”

I obediently sat at the vanity, wiping away the heavy cheerleader colors and starting fresh. Soft pinks, pearly highlights, a graceful cat-eye, something refined, delicate. My hands trembled as I worked, aware of the three girls hovering behind me.

Christy leaned in over my shoulder, grinning. “You’re really good at makeup. You must practice a lot.”

Selena smirked. “She wears a full face daily.”

Christy’s eyebrows shot up. “Seriously? So… are you, like, making her do this?”

Selena laughed lightly. “Not exactly. A few girls at school decided to feminize her and her roommate. I thought it was cute, and super fun to join in. Eventually…I caught feelings.”

Christy giggled, eyeing me in the mirror. “So you just let these girls make you into their bitch, huh? Come on, you must like it.”

Her words cut deep, and my face flamed red.

Kat swooped in, piling on. “Oh, she likes it. She likes it so much she kisses boys and jerks them off.”

My chest tightened. “Kat…”

But Selena only grinned wickedly, adding fuel. “She even gave her first blowjob, didn’t you, baby?”

Both Kat and Christy freaked out in unison. “WHAT?!”

Christy clutched her stomach, laughing. “No way! You sucked dick?!”

Selena cackled. “Yup. Our little ballerina here dropped to her knees and blew a frat boy.”

Questions and mockery came in a flood: what was it like, did I swallow, how’d it taste? My hands shook so badly my eyeliner nearly smeared. My eyes stung, the humiliation threatening to overwhelm me.

Kat must have noticed, because she suddenly stepped in close and wrapped her arms around me from behind. Her smirk softened into something sisterly.

“Relax, little sister. We’re just teasing. I’m proud of you.” She kissed my cheek lightly. “Giving your first blowjob is a big milestone for a girl. You’ll have to fill us in on the details.”

Shame burned through me, but I forced myself to nod, mumbling an answer about how nervous I’d been, how humiliating it felt, how quickly he’d finished on my face. My cheeks burned the whole time as they giggled and teased me.

When my makeup was finally done, Kat ushered me up. “Alright, size queen, costume time.”

I stepped carefully into the Swan Lake outfit, the white bodice snug across my boobs, the fluffy but stiff tutu flaring around my hips, delicate straps tracing over my shoulders. The costume shimmered under the light, the skirt barely covering my panties.

“Put your hair up in a neat little bun,” Kat said, passing me the old swan headpiece.

I swallowed, slicking my dark hair back and twisting it into a tight bun, pinning it in place with the elegant feathered clip.

When I looked back at the mirror, I saw a porcelain ballerina doll, delicate and utterly feminine. My heart squeezed in my chest, humiliation and vulnerability tangled together.

Christy whistled. “Damn. You seriously look like a ballerina.”

Selena smirked knowingly, squeezing my shoulder. “Isn’t she perfect?”

Selena leaned close as I finished pinning the white swan headpiece into my bun, her voice low but firm. “When we go downstairs, princess, you’re going to curtsy to everyone and greet them the way you greet your mistresses back at school.”

My stomach lurched. “Selena, please…”

She smirked, brushing a stray hair from my cheek. “You’ll do it elegantly. And your little fan club down there will love it.”

Kat and Christy were practically bouncing in place, phones in hand. “This is going to be amazing,” Kat grinned. “Come on, sissy, showtime.”

Every step down the staircase made my legs feel weaker, the skirt of the costume brushing against the rails. Selena had her phone out, recording from just behind, while Kat and Christy urged me forward.

The moment I stepped into the living room, my stepmom and Aunt Jean both lifted their phones, squealing. “Oh my God!”

All the men turned, eyes wide. Uncle John’s mouth actually fell open before a startled chuckle escaped him. My face flamed, my humiliation sharp and hot. I couldn’t believe they were seeing me like this.

Selena’s quiet reminder echoed in my head, and I lowered myself into a perfect curtsy, lashes lowered. “Good evening, Miss Jean. Good evening, Mister John. Good evening, Miss June…” I continued, one by one, cheeks burning hotter with every name.

The room erupted.

My stepmom and Aunt Jean squealed in delight, rushing toward me, hugging me tight, phones still in hand. “My little ballerina!” my stepmom cooed, kissing my cheek and asking where I learned to curtsy like that.

“Spin, spin, spin!” Aunt Jean demanded, her phone in hand. I twirled obediently, the feathered skirt flaring even more and showing the entire room my panties. Flash after flash went off as they fussed over me, tugging me into pose after pose for pictures: one with my hand delicately at my waist, another with both arms raised above me like a prima ballerina.

“My little ballerina,” my mom kept repeating, kissing my cheek, brushing glitter from my cheek onto hers.

Aunt Jean turned mischievously, eyes landing on Ronnie. “Maybe you should dress up too, Ronnie, just for fun.”

Ronnie’s face went crimson. “No way,” he muttered quickly. “I’m not a sissy.”

The word hit me like a slap. My chest tightened, heat crawling up my neck. I looked down at myself, the tutu, the feathers, the satin bodice hugging my boobs, the layers of makeup, and blushed so deeply it almost stung. I was a sissy, and I guess Ronnie thought so, too.

Selena slipped in beside me, arm around my waist, her phone still recording. She whispered just for me, her smile tender even as my heart pounded: “You were perfect, princess.”

“Next outfit!” Christy clapped her hands, and before I could even catch my breath, the three of them were tugging me back upstairs.

“Bra and panties, princess,” Kat ordered, grinning wickedly.

I stripped down, my face hot, sliding the ballerina costume off and folding it carefully to the side. Christy perched on the edge of the bed, kicking her feet like a giddy little kid. “She looked so embarrassed down there,” she giggled. “Did you see her face when Uncle John chuckled? I thought she was gonna melt into the floor.”

“Or when Ronnie turned red and said he wasn’t a sissy,” Kat added with a laugh. “Oh my God, I bet all the guys are still talking about how feminine she looked curtsying in her little ballerina outfit.”

Their words made my hands shake as I opened my makeup bag, but Selena stepped in, kissing my shoulder lightly. “Hey. Deep breath. You’re doing great, they love you. Now let’s do your prom look, last one.”

I nodded, sitting down at the mirror. Slowly, I wiped off the elegant swan lake makeup and replaced it with something bolder, more sexy: shimmery eyeshadow, fuller lashes, rosy blush, bright red lips. Kat and Christy stood behind me, giggling and whispering like conspirators.

When I finished, Kat handed me a handful of pins. “Updo time, little sister. Prom queen style.”

My cheeks flamed as I twisted and pinned, pulling my long dark hair into a more voluminous bun with curled tendrils framing my face.

“Perfect,” Selena murmured, brushing her fingers along my jaw.

Finally, I slipped into the satin prom dress they’d chosen. It hugged me in all the right places, flowing down to the floor and clinging snugly at the bodice. Heels followed, silver, strappy, painfully tall.

“Oh my God,” Christy squealed, clasping her hands together. “She looks beautiful.”

“Like seriously beautiful,” Kat agreed, eyes wide with faux sincerity. “Like a real prom queen.”

I blushed furiously, my chest warm and tight.

Then Kat’s expression shifted, mischief flashing in her eyes. “Wait. I have an idea.”

She darted into the spare room and returned holding…my old tuxedo.

She grinned. “Selena, you have to try this on.”

Selena raised a brow but smiled slyly. “Okay, this could be fun.”

Within minutes, they had her buttoned up in my old tux. It fit shockingly well, though the way her boobs strained against the shirt and her hips filled the pants made it undeniably hers.

The giggles started immediately. “Oh my God,” Christy said between laughs. “You’re the girl in the relationship, Brit.”

“Obviously,” Kat chimed in, making me cover my face with my hands.

“Come on, let’s show them,” Selena said, tugging me gently by the hand.

We descended the stairs together, me in the flowing prom gown, Selena in my old tux. The men looked up from the game, and soon enough they were all chuckling. Uncle Ron actually slapped his knee. “Now that’s great. You look great ladies.”

But my stepmom and Aunt Jean were again ecstatic. “This is perfect!” Jean gushed. “Prom pictures!”

Before I could protest, they had us posing. Selena stood behind me, arms wrapped around my waist. Click. She kissed my cheek. Click. I blushed furiously as they made me sit on her lap, her hand squeezing my thigh. Click. She handed me flowers from a vase, and I held them to my chest daintily, smiling. Click. She twirled me like I was the belle of the ball, my skirt flaring while everyone laughed and cooed. Click.

I was humiliated beyond belief, but at the same time, there was a strange happiness I was feeling. A giddy kind of fun I didn’t expect.

“Wait, wait, wait,” my stepmom said suddenly, setting down her phone. Her eyes sparkled. “I have an idea. Follow me!”

She rushed upstairs, and of course, all of us trailed after her.

We all followed Mom upstairs, laughter and chatter trailing in our wake. I thought maybe she had another old dress of Kat’s or some random accessory she wanted me to try. But when she opened the cedar wardrobe in her bedroom and pulled out a garment bag, my stomach sank.

Her wedding dress.

My cheeks flamed instantly. “No…no way. I’d really rather not.”

Mom turned, her eyes wide and soft. “Oh, sweetheart, please. Just for me? It would mean so much.”

I swallowed, my pulse racing. Before I could argue further, Kat smirked. “Do you know how to do bridal makeup, little sis?”

“I…”

Mom cut in, smiling. “Don’t worry. I’ll help her.”

“I…I don’t want to get makeup on the dress,” I muttered weakly, still hoping to escape.

“Oh, nonsense,” Mom said, waving off my concern. “We’re all girls here, sweetheart. We can do it in your delicates.”

Heat burned across my face, but I obeyed. Shyly, I slipped out of the prom gown, standing there in just my bra and panties, blushing.

“Oh, honey…” Mom clasped her hands together, her voice almost breaking. “You’re just so beautiful. Look at that figure.”

Selena came up behind me, her hand brushing across my hip. “I told you,” she said, smirking at Kat and Christy. “Those injections really worked. She’s gorgeous.”

Despite the embarrassment prickling up my neck, I couldn’t stop the little smile tugging at my lips.

Mom guided me into the chair by her vanity. “Alright, let’s make you a bride.”

As she worked, she talked softly, explaining each step: smoothing foundation, blending shadows, lining my lips with careful strokes. I blushed the whole time, staring at my reflection, caught in the most intimate and tender mother-daughter moment of my life.

When she finished, she stepped back and handed me a small bundle. “Here. The bridal lingerie.”

My eyes widened. “Do I have to?”

“Yes,” Kat and Christy chimed in immediately.

“Absolutely,” Mom added firmly.

My stomach flipped as I ducked into the bathroom. The white lace bra and panties, the garter belt, the sheer white stockings, it all felt impossibly virginal and innocent. By the time I emerged, I was practically shaking, my arms folded over my chest.

They all gasped.

Mom cooed, her hands fluttering to her mouth. “Oh, my beautiful girl…”

Kat and Christy broke into giggles, circling me like I was a mannequin. Selena just smiled warmly, her eyes soft as they lingered on me.

Together, they dressed me, the white heels buckled around my ankles, the veil pinned delicately into place, the beautiful white gown itself slipping over my body like it had been made for me.

When they finally pulled me in front of the full-length mirror, my breath caught.

I looked like a beautiful bride. Soft, feminine, delicate.

Emotions that I did not fully understand surged up in my chest. My throat tightened, my eyes watering.

Mom pressed a hand to her lips, tears spilling down her cheeks. She rushed forward, pulling me into a hug and kissing my face. “You’re a beautiful bride. My beautiful daughter.”

I clung to her, overwhelmed, trembling in her arms.

Around us, Kat, Christy, and Selena chimed in, supportive, sweet, teasing, but gentle. “So feminine.” “Seriously gorgeous.” “A real princess.”

And for the first time that entire holiday, I let myself feel it fully: beautiful, feminine, vulnerable.

We all headed back downstairs, me holding up the skirts of the wedding dress, Selena still in Kat’s old tux. My heart was pounding so loud I swore they could all hear it.

The moment we stepped into the living room, Aunt Jean gasped so loudly it made everyone turn. Her eyes filled instantly, and before I knew it she was crying too, clutching her chest. “Oh my God…she’s a bride. She’s a beautiful bride.”

Uncle John gave a low whistle, shaking his head but smiling. “Well, I’ll be damned. She makes a beautiful bride.”

Uncle Ron nodded stiffly, clearly uncomfortable but forcing a joke out. “And… uh… Selena makes a handsome groom.”

The room burst into laughter. My face went hot, but I smiled anyway.

Of course, more pictures followed. Dozens of them. Mom, Aunt Jean, and Kat arranging us in every pose they could think of: holding hands, gazing at each other, Selena standing behind me with her arms around my waist, me sitting primly in her lap, her lifting my veil to kiss me. I felt…womanly, like a real bride. Every click of the camera made me blush harder, especially since Ronnie never stopped staring at me, his eyes wide and unblinking. I tried not to notice, but it was impossible not to feel it.

For the rest of the night, I stayed in the dress. Moving in it, sitting in it, fussing with the veil and the skirt, everything I did felt ultra feminine, exaggerated, and delicate. It was exhausting, but surreal too, like I was living someone else’s life.

Eventually, people started leaving. Aunt Jean hugged me tightly, kissing my cheek. “You’re just beautiful, sweetheart. I can’t wait to see you at Christmas!.”

Uncle Ron gave me an awkward pat on the back of the white gown. Uncle John kissed my cheek quickly, clearly flustered but trying to be polite as I lifted the veil to give him access to my cheek. Even Ronnie stepped up, hugging me tightly and murmuring a quiet, “See you, cousin.” His face was scarlet, and mine probably matched.

One by one, they left. Each goodbye, every hug, every kiss on the cheek, all done while I stood there in a full wedding gown. The embarrassment burned deep.

Finally, the house was quiet. Just Mom, Selena, Kat, and me. I sagged against the couch, letting out a shaky breath.

That was when Kat smirked. “So, little sister… how does it feel being Selena’s bride?”

Selena grinned, tugging at her tux jacket. “I think I make a pretty convincing husband, don’t you?”

Mom giggled, dabbing her eyes. “My daughter and her beautiful groom.”

The three of them kept teasing me, lighthearted, laughing. “Mrs. Selena,” Kat said at one point, cracking herself up. “Her blushing little bride.”

I buried my face in my hands, groaning, but I couldn’t help laughing with them.

Because even with the embarrassment, the humiliation, the absurdity of it all…I’d made it through the day. And somehow, surrounded by them, wearing my stepmom’s wedding dress, I actually felt okay. Better than okay, happy.


Chapter 15: Max


Thanksgiving weekend wound up being a relatively positive experience. After the chaos of Thanksgiving itself, the days that followed were strangely normal. We caught up as a family, talking more casually about school, my roommate, my relationship with Selena, and my “friends” who had helped me come out. Kat and Mom bonded with Selena more than I ever could’ve hoped for. They spent the weekend laughing, swapping stories, even having a few little inside jokes with her at my expense, which made me embarrassed but also made me happy they had accepted her into the family.

There were more conversations about boys, of course. Teasing questions, playful nudges, all of them making my face burn while Selena smiled smugly at my side. At one point, my stepmom brought up hormones, saying she’d been reading about them and wanted to learn more “for when you’re ready.” My stomach dropped hearing it out loud. I smiled and nodded, but inside I was trembling, nervous about what it meant, about how far I’d already come, and how much further this road might go if I decided to take such a permanent step. Truthfully, given the way things had gone so far, I wondered whether it would be my decision at all.

Wednesday morning, I sat in Calc class, red nails clicking softly against my desk. The chatter of students filled the room, familiar and grounding. And yet, I couldn’t stop glancing down at myself, the sweater hugging my chest where the forms sat snugly, the way my skirt showed off my thighs, my sparkly red nails catching the light. I was really living this; I was a girl now.

A tall, handsome guy with dark hair and a warm smile slid into the seat next to me. He glanced at me once, then leaned in a little.

“I just wanted to let you know,” he said, voice low but warm, “I think you’re very brave.”

My cheeks lit on fire instantly. He knew. Of course he knew, up until a few weeks ago, I had been coming to class in guy clothes, and there wasn’t more than thirty people in the class. I ducked my head, wishing I had been feminized before school started and had begun my classes as a girl.

“And…” he added, a faint smile tugging at his lips, “…very pretty.”

This time, my blush wasn’t from embarrassment so much as flattery. My chest fluttered, and I managed a shy little, “Thank you.”

He held my gaze, steady and confident, eyes locked on mine in a way that made clear his intentions. “I’m Max, by the way. So…what’s your name?”

“Britney,” I said, coy and feminine.

His smile deepened, and he extended his hand across the desk. “Nice to meet you, Britney.”

I reached out to shake his hand and realized that my grip was instinctively delicate, my wrist loose, my nails glinting red against his big, manly hand as it engulfed mine. The contrast made me feel small, soft, and feminine. I was embarrassed as I pulled back, realizing I hadn’t been taught to shake hands like that; it had just come naturally.

The professor began lecturing, and we both turned our attention forward, but every few minutes our eyes would meet. A glance. A smirk. My heart pounded with every glance, my notes practically unreadable from how shaky my hands were. I found myself reacting as many other girls would in my position: blushing, playing with my hair, chewing on my lip, and fluttering my lashes nervously.

When class finally ended, Max stood and looked down at me with an easy smile. “It was nice to meet you, Britney. I hope to see you again soon.”

Butterflies swarmed my stomach. I twirled a strand of hair between my fingers, girly and instinctive, and murmured, “Me too, Max.”

Walking back to my room, I couldn’t stop smiling. Every click of my heels felt lighter, a little pep in my step as if I were a kid and today was Christmas or my birthday.

Later that afternoon, Tiffany and I had a cleaning session scheduled at Amanda and Sarah’s. We slipped into our maid uniforms and headed over together, skirts fluttering as we minced over to their dorm. When Amanda opened the door, I noticed Sarah wasn’t around, it was just her.

We curtsied and greeted her and then got to work quickly, dusting and tidying while Amanda lounged back, watching with a playful smirk. I soon noticed that most of her attention was on Tiffany. Every few minutes, she’d tease him flirtatiously or walk by just close enough to let her hand sneak a squeeze under his skirt. Tiffany was red the entire time, giggling nervously, his movements getting more performatively girlish every time her eyes lingered on him.

By the time we finished and began heading back toward the dorms, I had to know what was up. I bumped his shoulder lightly. “Okay… something’s up with you two.”

His face lit up, and he nearly squealed. “You were right. When you said she liked me. You were totally right. We both came back early from Thanksgiving on Saturday and…we hooked up.”

I gasped, grabbing him into a tight hug before planting a quick kiss on his cheek. “Oh my God! Tiffany, that’s amazing!”

He was practically glowing, smiling so wide I thought his face might break. “It was really great,” he said, voice dropping a little, “but she was really dominant.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Yeah, it’s like that with Selena too.” I gave him a sly look. “Sooo…are you guys like, dating?”

He bit his lip, eyes darting down shyly. “I think so.”

I squealed, hugging him again even tighter this time. “Ohhh my Goddd, Tiffany!”

We linked arms after that, practically bouncing as we walked, gossiping like two giddy girls. The whole way back to our dorms, we couldn’t stop giggling, the air buzzing with excitement, his about Amanda, mine about Selena, two sissies caught up in their own little romances. For a second, I thought about mentioning my interaction with Max today, but thought better of it, still embarrassed and confused about my feelings towards guys and knowing that Tiffany would not understand.

When we got back to the dorm, we peeled off our maid uniforms and slipped into bodycon dresses, short, tight, and glittery enough for Ivy’s class. Not that the other girls dressed that way, but we had our own dress clothes for class. By the time we got there, the other girls were already stretching, and Ivy was leaning against the mirror with that mischievous grin she always had.

Class was intense, but not necessarily in a bad way. I had come to enjoy the workout and also found myself having fun with the other girls. Ivy kept teasing us, pushing us further and further. “Come on, princesses, arch that back more. Show them what you’re working with,” she’d call out. Tiffany and I ended up getting paired together for some pole work, and soon enough, we had the entire room laughing, cheering, and clapping at our ridiculous, over-the-top routine. What started off humiliating ended up…actually kind of fun. Genuinely fun.

By the end, we were both sweaty, breathless, and blushing as the girls crowded us, showering us with compliments. “You two were really good.” “So sexy.” “That spin looked amazing.” The praise made my cheeks burn, but I couldn’t help feeling a swell of pride in my chest.

On the walk back, Tiffany was practically glowing. A guy passing us gave us both a long stare, and Tiffany spun in his short sparkly dress, tossing his hair. “Like my dress?” he teased in a flirty voice. The guy stammered, eyes glued to the floor, and Tiffany and I giggled, hooking our arms together as we stumbled along the sidewalk like tipsy girls leaving a club.

When we got back to our room, still high on the fun of it all, both our phones buzzed. A message from Katie. “Come over. Right now.”

Tiffany and I exchanged a look, our smiles faltering just a little as reality sank back in. We slipped our purses over our shoulders and, without saying a word, headed straight out the door.

When we got to Katie’s, Melody was already there, lounging beside her. Tiffany and I immediately dropped into curtsies, heads bowed as we grabbed the hems of our tiny dresses. “Good evening, Miss Katie. Good evening, Miss Melody,” we both said in unison.

Katie smiled, waving us toward the bed. “Sit, girls. Sit. We’ve got something to talk about.”

We perched side by side, smoothing our dresses nervously and crossing our legs as Melody leaned forward, her smile warm. “First off, we just want to say how proud we are of you both. You’ve become such lovely ladies.”

“Thank you, Miss Melody,” we murmured, voices almost in sync.

Katie crossed her legs, studying us. “You’re just about done with Phase Three.”

Tiffany tilted his head. “Um…about that. What’s…what’s Phase Three exactly?”

Katie chuckled. “It’s you two actually becoming girls. Thinking like girls, wanting to be girls, not an ounce of manhood left in you. I’d say you’re already ninety percent there.”

My stomach flipped. I turned my head, really looking at Tiffany. He sat prim and perfect, his sparkly dress hugging his feminine body, legs crossed at the thigh, hands folded daintily in his lap, displaying his sky-blue nails. He looked beautiful. Girly. And then I looked down at myself, at my short dress, my glittering nails, the way I was sitting so daintily. Katie was right. We were girls now, and they’d done this to us. Shame pricked hot under my skin, but there was something else too, a strange flicker of gratitude. Gratitude for emasculating me, gratitude for feminizing me, gratitude for making me their sissy.

Katie’s smile widened, like she could see everything on my face. “So, about that last ten percent…” She leaned in, voice dropping slightly. “A big difference between men and women is that women’s sex lives involve being penetrated, while men do the penetrating. And since you’re not men…”

As soon as the words landed, Tiffany and I both stiffened, cheeks flaming. My eyes darted to the floor, heart hammering.

The girls laughed and exchanged a look, Katie pulling out a plastic bag from her closet.

Tiffany and I gasped as she revealed two small metal butt plugs encrusted with gaudy fake pink gems on the back ends of them.

Katie laughed, amused by our reactions. “Alright ladies, skirts up, panties down, and bend over the bed.”

Tears prickled in our eyes as we timidly complied, standing up and lowering our panties, hiking up our skirts, and bending over the bed, our bare asses exposed to the women who had broken us.

Melody came up behind me, her hands unexpectedly gentle at first, rubbing a warm cream over my skin as if she were calming me. I tensed at the touch, my breath hitching, cheeks already hot.
“Relax, princess,” she murmured. “Deep breath.”

I inhaled shakily, but the command only made me more aware of what was coming. A second later I felt the cold, lubricated metal press against me, not sharp, but insistent. The initial pressure was startling, almost painful in its strangeness. My fingers curled into fists as the tip pushed in deeper, stretching me inch by inch. A soft, panicked sound escaped my throat; it was like my whole body was learning a new sensation at once. With a slow, deliberate push there was a faint pop as it seated fully inside me.

Across from me Tiffany’s eyes were wide, his face flushed and damp. He made a sound somewhere between a gasp and a whimper. For a moment we just stared at each other, both breathing hard, both clearly out of our depth.

Katie chuckled lightly. “Alright, ladies. Stand up and fix yourselves.”

We moved gingerly, pulling our panties back into place and smoothing our skirts down. Every tiny shift of my hips made me hyper-aware of the weight inside me, a low, intrusive fullness that made me want to squirm. It was humiliating and strangely grounding all at once, like my own body had been claimed in a way I couldn’t ignore. The sensation even changed how I moved, forcing my steps smaller and my posture oddly dainty.

“So, how do you feel?” Melody asked brightly, as though she hadn’t just done what she’d done.

“Really… weird,” I admitted, my voice thin. “I can feel it every time I move.”

Katie laughed. “Perfect. That’s exactly the point.”

She pulled two small remotes from her pocket, clicking both buttons at once. Instantly a vibration hummed deep inside me, nearly making my knees buckle. Tiffany gasped beside me. Our eyes met again, both of us startled, faces burning. Katie grinned and clicked them off.

“I want you two to get used to wearing them,” she said matter-of-factly. “Half an hour a day, minimum. Clean them properly each time. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” we mumbled, shame thick in our voices.

“Good girls,” Melody said sweetly, handing each of us a small bottle of lube as if it were party favors. “Leave them in until at least nine-thirty. We’ll be watching. I know you wouldn’t want to disappoint us.”

We dipped into awkward curtsies, the plugs shifting inside us as we bent. Back in our room we collapsed onto our beds, lying stiffly on our sides. Every movement sent a muted pulse through our bodies. Tiffany opened his mouth to speak, then froze as a faint buzz filled the room again, the remotes being tested from afar. We both squirmed involuntarily, trying to adjust and failing, our girlish groans dissolving into helpless little noises at the strange, persistent sensation.

The next day, I was sitting in psych class with Selena and her friends, dressed in a soft pink ankle-length dress that brushed against my calves every time I crossed and uncrossed my legs. We were chatting idly, waiting for the professor, when suddenly a familiar voice made my stomach flutter.

“Hey, Britney. I didn’t know you were in this class.”

I looked up, and there was Max. My cheeks burned instantly. “Oh, hey, Max,” I answered, pitching my voice just a little higher without even thinking. Selena’s eyes flicked to me, sharp and amused. “I didn’t know you were either.”

He smiled easily. “Maybe we could study together sometime. Finals are creeping up.”

My heart hammered. “Yeah…I’d like that,” I said, blushing so hard I wanted to sink into my seat.

“Cool, me too. See you around.” Max gave me one last smile before heading to sit with his friends.

As soon as he was out of earshot, Selena and her friends pounced. “Oh Max,” one of them teased in a falsetto, mimicking the way I’d raised my voice. “You’re so handsome, Max.” They dissolved into laughter.

Selena leaned close, eyes glittering. “So how do you know him?”

I swallowed. “Calc class. He was…kinda flirting with me.”

“Did you flirt back?”

I hesitated, then gave a tiny nod.

Her grin widened. “Do you like him?”

“I like you,” I mumbled quickly, my face burning.

“I know that, silly,” she said, squeezing my hand. “We’re talking about men. Do you find him attractive?”

I squirmed in my seat. “Y-yeah…I guess.”

Selena practically bounced. “Perfect. Next time you see him, you’re exchanging numbers. And then you’re going on a date with a real man. It’ll be good for you.”

Shame and embarrassment churned in my chest, but underneath, a little thrill of excitement. “Okay,” I said softly.

After a pause, she added, “And… maybe ask if he has a friend for Tiffany?”

I smirked. “She won’t like that.”

“Tough luck. She’s a sissy too,” Selena said with a shrug. “I’ll talk to Katie tonight. She won’t have a choice.”

“Okay,” I whispered again.

For the rest of class, Selena kept her hand resting warmly on my thigh, rubbing it now and then. Every time I glanced at her, she was smiling at me, proud, loving, and a little mischievous.

Friday morning, I woke up before my alarm, butterflies already fluttering in my stomach. I hopped straight into the shower, then spent extra time at my vanity doing my makeup, smoky eyes, winged liner, pouty lips, everything more dramatic than usual. I slipped into a tiny skirt that barely brushed my thighs, pulled on a tight top that stretched snug over my push-up bra, and sat down to preen in the mirror.

For a second, a pang of shame hit me. I was trying this hard, eagerly, to look sexy for a boy. Did that make me gay? No, I wasn’t gay, I thought to myself…maybe bi. I shook the thought away, cheeks warm with shame, butterflies still in my stomach.

I grabbed my bag and minced across campus, heels clicking, legs bare beneath the short skirt. Sliding into my seat in calc, I tried to act casual, but every nerve buzzed as I waited, hoping that Max would find me.

And he did.

“Hey,” he said, sliding into the desk beside mine with that easy smile.

“Hi,” I said, my voice a little breathier than I meant, my hair curled and falling around my shoulders.

We chatted casually for a few minutes before he leaned closer. “So… are you free tonight?”

My heart skipped. I twirled a strand of hair around my finger, curling it without even thinking. “Yes,” I said softly.

He smiled wider. “Can I take you out?”

I bit my lip, feigning hesitation, then let out a tiny laugh. “I guess so…I’d like that.”

Then, remembering what Selena had asked of me, I added quickly, “Do you have a friend for my roommate? She’s also trans.”

His brows lifted, amused. “Is she as pretty as you?”

The heat rushed into my cheeks instantly. I giggled, lowering my gaze beneath my lashes. “Honestly… prettier.”

“I doubt that,” he said warmly, eyes holding mine until I had to look away.

A giddy little shiver ran through me.

“I have someone I can bring,” he said. “It’ll be fun.”

“Great,” I whispered. “I can’t wait.”

Class began then, pulling us apart. We both scribbled notes, sneaking little glances here and there that made me blush harder every time.

After class, before we filed out, he stopped me. “Here, let’s exchange numbers.”

I typed mine into his phone with shaky fingers, then tucked it back into his hand. He smiled. “I’ll text you.”

“Okay,” I murmured, and then, with my heart racing and butterflies spinning in my stomach, I minced all the way back to my dorm, hardly able to contain the excitement.

That night, the room was chaos. Amanda, Selena, Katie, and Melody had all crammed in, perched on our beds and chairs like they were front row at a show, while Tiffany and I sat at our vanities in lingerie, carefully working on our makeup.

The girls were buzzing with excitement, louder than usual, their teasing constant.

“Can you believe it?” Katie said, grinning at me in the mirror. “Our little sissies are going on dates with real men. Do you feel like proper ladies now?”

My cheeks burned as I smoothed glitter across my eyelids. “I…I guess so,” I mumbled, half-embarrassed, half-giddy.

“Guess so?” Selena laughed, leaning over to kiss the top of my head. “You look like a girl getting ready for prom. Don’t downplay it.”

I smiled despite myself. Across the room, Tiffany squirmed under Amanda’s watchful eye. He looked gorgeous, even with his face bare, but the shame on his features was unmistakable.

“Why so quiet, Tiffany?” Amanda teased. “Nervous about your first date with a real man?”

Tiffany stammered something incoherent, and the room burst into laughter.

Eventually, the attention shifted back to outfits. My pile of clothes was rifled through until Selena held up the floral skirt and top combo I’d worn on Thanksgiving. “This,” she declared, “with big gold hoops.”

Katie clapped. “Perfect. You’ll be the prettiest girl he’s ever been with.”

I swallowed hard, blushing, but nodded.

Tiffany, meanwhile, was guided into a pink wrap dress. Melody added girlier pink makeup to his face, while Amanda fastened smaller hoops into his ears. He looked flushed, clearly mortified.

“And…” Amanda said suddenly, tugging a pink bow from her bag. “This.”

She clipped it into Tiffany’s long blonde hair before he could argue. He whined in protest, but she shushed him. “You look adorable. Stop fighting it.”

When we were both dressed, the four of them went wild, snapping pictures, recording little videos, even making us pose against the wall like models.

“So, Britney,” Katie asked, holding up her phone, “are you excited for your very first date with a man?”

I froze, heat flooding my cheeks. “Y-yes…”

The laughter that followed was deafening.

“And you, Tiffany?” Amanda pushed, tilting her phone at him.

Tiffany muttered a reluctant yes, face scarlet, and everyone howled.

By the time the girls finally left, the room felt empty but humming with nerves. Selena kissed me goodbye on the lips, whispering, “You’re going to knock him dead, pretty girl.” Amanda did the same to Tiffany, kissing him before whispering reassurance.

Then it was just us.

The room fell quiet, broken only by the soft swish of our skirts and the sound of makeup brushes as we did last-minute touchups. My heart was racing. Tiffany sat beside me, bow still in place, eyes downcast. Neither of us spoke.

I slipped my essentials into my little purse, checked my lipstick one last time, and then we heard a knock.

The sound froze me. Tiffany’s eyes met mine in the mirror, wide and panicked. My pulse thundered in my ears.

“They’re here,” I whispered.

I smoothed my skirt nervously as Tiffany and I opened the door, and there they were, Max and another tall, handsome guy standing side by side. My breath caught immediately.

Max’s eyes landed on me first. He smiled wide, letting his gaze travel over me in a way that made my cheeks burn. “Wow,” he said, almost like he couldn’t help it. “You look beautiful.”

I felt my whole body flutter. “Th-thank you,” I managed, my voice soft and girly. Then, before I could think twice, I added, “You look really nice too… I see you shaved for me.”

His hand went to his jaw, smooth and clean where stubble had been earlier in the week. He chuckled, and the sound sent a little thrill through me. “I did,” he said, grinning. “Glad you noticed.”

At the same time, his friend stepped forward with an easy smile. “I’m Rob,” he said, offering his hand. “Max’s roommate.” He looked Tiffany up and down and added warmly, “And you look beautiful too.”

Tiffany actually giggled, playing his part perfectly. “Thank you…you look really handsome.” His cheeks were pink, but he was smiling.

We grabbed our purses, my fingers trembling just a little as I looped mine over my arm. Max held the door for me, and then for Tiffany, and we let them lead us out.

At the car, Tiffany slipped into the passenger seat with Rob, smoothing his dress as he buckled in. I paused at the back, careful to gather my skirt delicately in my hands as I eased myself inside gracefully. Max slid in right beside me, so close our legs pressed together. The contact made my heart pound, but I didn’t dare move away.

Instead, I smoothed my skirt down over my thighs, trying to keep it prim and proper, all while every nerve in me was alive from the feel of Max’s leg against mine.

The car ride over was surprisingly easy. We just chatted. Classes, professors, random little stories, nothing heavy. Max was funny without trying, and every time he looked at me, I felt my cheeks heat. Tiffany was chatting with Rob in the front, and from the sound of it, they were actually hitting it off too.

When we pulled into the parking lot of a steakhouse, my nerves flared all over again, but the guys were total gentlemen. Rob opened the passenger door for Tiffany, and Max opened mine, offering his hand as I stepped out. I smoothed my skirt nervously, murmured a soft “thank you,” and he smiled like I’d just done something adorable.

Inside, the hostess gave us an excited look and then beamed. “You two look so cute tonight,” she said, leading us to our table. My face was burning, but I managed a little “thank you” in my girliest voice. Max pulled my chair out for me as I sat down, and Tiffany’s chair scraped as Rob did the same for him. We both thanked them, feeling ladylike as ever.

The guys ordered a bottle of wine for the table, and once it came, we all clinked glasses. Browsing the menu, I didn’t even hesitate; I ordered the fish, telling myself it was lighter, and more feminine. When Tiffany echoed me with the same choice, I couldn’t help wondering if he had the same thought. Both guys went with big steaks, which made the contrast between us and our dates feel even sharper.

But, the food wasn’t the point of tonight. The conversation flowed so easily. Max was quick with jokes, and Rob had this smooth, relaxed charm that made Tiffany giggle more than I’d ever seen him do so. The compliments came often, little ones about how pretty we looked, or how we laughed, and each one made me blush and smile shyly, but also loosen up more. Before I knew it, I was laughing along, leaning in, feeling at ease in a way I hadn’t expected.

At one point, Tiffany and I excused ourselves, and we slipped into the ladies’ room together. Standing side by side at the mirror, reapplying lip gloss, it hit me how natural this all felt.

“They’re totally into us,” I whispered, brushing my hair with my fingers.

Tiffany gave me this flustered little look in the mirror. “Yeah…this is actually kinda fun.”

I grinned at him. “I told you so. Just relax and enjoy yourself. You look hot, and he’s eating it up.”

Tiffany blushed but couldn’t stop smiling, and I knew he agreed.

Back at the table, the guys asked if we wanted dessert. We both shook our heads, and when the check came and Tiffany offered to chip in, Rob just laughed. “Ladies don’t pay.” Max winked at me, and my stomach somersaulted. I felt good to be treated like a lady.

Once we were back in the car, we kept chatting and laughing, still riding the high of dinner. After a few minutes, Rob glanced back at us. “So…do you girls wanna see our dorm?”

Tiffany and I looked at each other, both nervous and excited, and then we said together, “Yeah.”

The guys’ dorm looked exactly like what I remembered our old room looking like: plain walls, mismatched furniture, the faint smell of cologne and laundry detergent. For a moment, I thought about how our room used to look just like this, and then about how much had changed. My room now was girly, full of makeup, clothes, and perfume. The contrast almost made me laugh.

“Wanna throw on a movie?” Rob asked casually.

“Sure,” Tiffany and I said together.

They flipped through and settled on a horror flick, dimming the lights as we all sat down on the couch. Max and Rob guided us to sit right next to them, and soon the movie was rolling. It didn’t take long before Tiffany was clutching Rob’s arm, then burying his face against his shoulder, practically curling up against him like a scared little girl. I couldn’t tell if he was genuinely spooked or just really into Rob, but either way, it was working.

And I wasn’t about to sit there awkwardly, so I leaned into Max too, letting myself press against his chest. His hand rested on my thigh, warm and firm, inching higher until his fingers were brushing the hem of my skirt. My heart was racing, but I didn’t stop him. Then he leaned down and kissed me.

I kissed back instantly.

It was soft at first, then deeper, hotter, until I was straddling his lap, skirt hiked up, his hands squeezing and massaging my butt. The injections had made it rounder, fuller, and the way he grabbed me, like he loved it, made me feel proud. I reached down and rubbed him through his jeans, feeling him swell against my hand, and the thrill of it sent a shiver through me. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Tiffany was doing the exact same thing with Rob, wrapped around him and kissing him hungrily.

We were lost in it, moaning, kissing, touching, until the door opened.

Their third roommate, John, stepped in. He froze for a second, taking it in, then cleared his throat. “Uh—hey.” He was polite enough, but the moment was ruined.

Max and Rob looked a little sheepish, and Tiffany and I instantly scrambled to straighten our skirts and fix our hair.

“We should probably get going,” I said softly, giving Max one last kiss. Tiffany kissed Rob too, and we promised to text them before slipping out.

In the hallway, we both burst into giggles, clutching each other’s arms.

“Oh my god,” Tiffany squealed, “I can’t believe that just happened.”

“I know,” I said, still blushing and grinning. “They were so into us.”

We walked back to our dorm giddy, whispering and laughing about the night, about how sweet and hot they were, and after some hesitation, about their manhoods, both of us blushing hard as we admitted how big they were.

When we got back, Amanda and Selena were already waiting, perched on Tiffany’s bed with knowing smiles.

“Well?” Selena asked, eyes sparkling.

“Spill,” Amanda added, clapping her hands together.

Tiffany and I looked at each other, still flushed and buzzing with excitement. Then, like two schoolgirls, we dove into the story, every detail, every kiss, every touch, reliving it all for them as they squealed and laughed and teased us even more.

When we were finished chatting, they decided we deserved a reward, dangling our chastity keys in front of us.

“I don’t know about you, Selena,” said Amanda, “but I’d like to see our sissies kiss. Wouldn’t you?”

“Absolutely,” she replied, “Sissies, get to it…”

Humiliating as their command was, Tiffany and I were both trembling with anticipation. I stepped toward him and kissed him deeply, pressing him back onto the bed as his hand found its way beneath my skirt, massaging my ass. I gasped softly into his mouth, squeezing his boobs through his dress as we ground against one another, our locked cages brushing together in a helpless, tingling rhythm.

Then I felt it, Selena behind me, lowering my panties and rubbing that familiar, warm liquid into me. I inhaled sharply, not breaking the kiss. My eyes fluttered open just enough to see Amanda behind Tiffany, mirroring the same act on him. The intimacy of it all made my body ache with humiliation and need.

We both moaned softly as the cold metal pressed against us. I tensed, then whimpered as the plug pushed its way inside, stretching me, then settling deep in place. Our mouths still moved against each other, but our focus was broken, overwhelmed by the intrusive, bejeweled objects now buried inside us.

Click. Click.

We froze.

A moment later, we were shuddering in each other’s arms, the vibration flooding our cores, our thighs trembling, the buzzing so intense it nearly took our breath away. I clung to Tiffany, helpless, sucking on his lips as the sensation radiated through my spine, my chest, my locked-up clitty.

It was unbearable, and yet I knew I couldn’t pull away. The plug pulsed inside me, making me feel exposed and needy, every movement making it worse. I buried my face in Tiffany’s neck as he held me tight, the two of us shaking, flushed, overwhelmed, and utterly broken in together.

As the sensation continued and we adjusted to it, I began to find myself enjoying it. Waves of warm vibration pulsed throughout my body. I shuddered against Tiffany, kissing him eagerly as I strained against my cage. I could tell he was enjoying it too, moaning hungrily as he kissed me, both trembling and moaning in sync with the pulsations from our plugs.

I felt Selena’s hands once again lifting my skirt, and then unlocking my cage, my clitty immediately swelling. Amanda did the same, the two of them in between us, breaking up our kissing.

I held my skirt up as she took me into her mouth, sucking eagerly as I trembled, my plug still pulsing. It did not take long for either of us. Within a few seconds, we were both moaning desperately, our entire bodies shaking as we erupted in our girlfriends’ mouths more powerfully than ever before.

We collapsed onto the floor, our plugs still buzzing inside us. The girls rose from their knees, clicking off the plugs as they giggled at us in our vulnerable state. I had never orgasmed like that before, so…femininely. I felt it throughout my entire body, a culmination of both being penetrated and having my clitty sucked that resulted in me curled up on the floor, speechless and trembling. It was amazing.

The next morning, I woke up tangled in Selena’s arms. Sunlight was slipping through the blinds, and for a little while we just lay there kissing softly, whispering little good-mornings and giggling like nothing else in the world mattered. It felt safe. It felt like I belonged there.

But then Selena shifted, brushing my hair back from my face, and her expression turned more serious.

“Baby,” she said softly, “I have to tell you something…and I don’t think you’re going to like it. But I need you to be open-minded.”

My stomach sank. “What is it?”

She hesitated, biting her lip. “I’ve got a guy coming over tonight. And I want you there for it, dressed up in uniform.”

My chest tightened. Jealousy hit me so hard I could barely speak. “A guy?” My voice cracked. “Where…where did you even meet him?”

She stroked my cheek, her tone calm and sweet. “That doesn’t matter, princess. What matters is I need this too. Just like you do.”

I shook my head, already tearing up. “Do you have to? I…”

“Yes,” she cut me off gently, kissing the corner of my lips. “Yes, baby, I have to. I love you, but I need attention from a real man, too. You understand, don’t you? You wouldn’t want to deny me, right?”

Her words stung, but they made sense, and I hated that they did. I wasn’t a real man, or any kind of man for that matter, at this point. My mind flashed to Max last night, the way I’d melted under his touch, the butterflies I still had in my stomach. She was right, I’d had that. And now she wanted it too.

Tears spilled over before I could stop them, and I turned my face into her chest, sobbing quietly. She held me close, whispering against my hair.

“Shhh…it’s okay. I know it hurts. I know it’s hard. But you’ll be right there with me. It won’t be like that time with Melody, I promise. It’ll be intense, and yeah, it’ll be emasculating. But it’ll also be fun. For both of us.”

I sniffled, trying to breathe, trying to accept it. She kissed me again, slow and lingering, then kept cuddling me, running her fingers up and down my back.

The rest of the morning passed like that: me crying on and off, her holding me, shushing me, telling me I was beautiful and that she loved me. By the time we finally got up, I wasn’t okay, but I wasn’t falling apart either. Just bracing myself for whatever tonight would bring.

That night, my stomach was in knots as I slipped into my maid uniform and did my makeup. Selena had picked out a look for herself too: a tiny black mini skirt and a crop top that hugged her curves, showing off everything about her that I adored and, as of recently, envied. She looked sexy…slutty. A pang of shame hit me, thinking about how she was getting dressed up all slutty for another guy, while I served them.

When the knock finally came at the door, my heart almost stopped. Selena gave me a little smirk and nodded toward it.

I minced over in my heels, smoothing down my frilly skirt with trembling hands, and opened the door. A tall guy stood there, broad shoulders filling the frame, dressed casually but carrying himself with so much confidence.

I curtsied automatically, my voice small and submissive. “Come in, sir.”

He smirked, stepping inside, and his eyes went straight to me before flicking over to Selena. “So this is your sissy girlfriend, huh?” His tone was amused, not cruel, but it still burned. “She’s pretty.”

I felt my cheeks flare hot. Selena leaned back against the bed, smirking. “What do you say, Britney?”

I swallowed hard. “Thank you, sir.”

He chuckled and walked right past me, climbing onto Selena’s bed like he belonged there. She stretched out beside him, looking gorgeous and confident, and before I could even process it, he was leaning down to kiss her. Aggressive, hungry for her.

I froze. My whole body locked up as I stood there in my maid uniform, watching my girlfriend, my beautiful girlfriend, making out with a real man right in front of me. The sounds of their mouths, the way his hands roamed her body, her breasts…I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t.

Selena broke the kiss just long enough to turn her head toward me. Her eyes locked on mine, sharp and teasing. “Come here, baby. Sit with us.”

My knees felt weak, but I obeyed. Crawling onto the bed, I perched at the edge while they kept kissing, my face burning, my heart breaking, my stomach flipping. Every brush of his hand on her skin felt like a dagger, and yet… I stayed. Because she told me to. Because I loved her and this was what being a sissy meant.

He reached under her skirt, slipping his fingers inside her as she moaned, writhing against him.

“I need you to fuck me,” she whispered, loudly enough for me to hear.

He pushed her down, pulling off her top, skirt, and bra as he kissed her eagerly. I couldn’t believe she was making me watch this.

“Wait,” she said to him, turning her attention to me, “lie on your back, baby.”

I obeyed nervously, unsure what she was doing. Suddenly, she crawled over me, bent over on all fours, her hands holding mine, pinning them down, and her beautiful breasts right above my face.

“Fuck me,” she said, smirking down at me as I trembled with humiliation.

He sat up behind her, grabbing her hips as he guided his cock inside her. Selena moaned loudly, her eyes nearly rolling back as she squeezed my hands and arched back into him. I blushed, shamefully aware that my clitty had never made her react like that.

He began to thrust more rapidly, her body flailing forward each time, the sounds of her high-pitched moans and her cheeks clapping against his body filling the room. I could actually feel his power through her body, he was fucking her like I never could, like a man.

He began to smack her ass with each thrust, heightening her moans to new levels as she lost herself in the moment. “Yesss…uhhh…yesss…harder. Fuck me harder. You’re so fucking big.”

I was consumed with jealousy and humiliation, on the verge of tears as I looked up and saw her beautiful body being ravaged by such a masculine man. However, some part of me, however small, was enjoying this. I knew I could never satisfy her like this…in some strange way, it was nice to see her getting to enjoy a real man’s cock, something I could never give her, something she clearly needed.

Soon they were both panting, his movements so powerful that the bed was shaking back and forth beneath us as they groaned louder and louder. Selena started to kiss me as she began to tremble atop me, clearly on the verge of cumming. I kissed her back eagerly, but it was hard, with every thrust she shot forward, eventually settling on sucking on my neck desperately and pulling my hair as he pounded her full-force, occasionally making eye contact with me.

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned, and Selena arched further back, shaking as she began her own orgasm, moaning in a higher pitch than I had ever heard from her before as he exploded inside of her.

He continued to fuck her for another few seconds before collapsing on top of her, the weight of them both resting on top of me. I lay beneath them, utterly humiliated, hyper-aware of my place, both literally and figuratively.

After a few moments, he rose, Selena moaning as his manhood slipped out of her soaking wet pussy. He began to make his exit, but as she pulled up her panties, Selena stopped him. “Wait, let me see the condom.”

He handed it over, confused. Selena lay back on the bed, pouring its contents all over her beautiful breasts, much more than I had ever produced. “It’s all yours, sissy.”

The guy chuckled, mumbling a friendly goodbye as he closed the door behind him.

I quickly, eagerly climbed atop her, licking and sucking the cum off her perfect breasts. Savoring it. I was in a vulnerable, submissive, emotional state, and somehow…I was just grateful to be involved, to be allowed intimacy with her. I continued until there was none left, the salty taste lingering in my mouth as I sucked her. Tears of mixed emotion welled in my eyes as she stared back into them, stroking my hair and moaning softly. “Good girl.”

A few days later, after class, Tiffany and I found ourselves back in Max and Rob’s room. The four of us had settled into their beat-up couch and chairs, controllers in hand, playing video games like we’d known each other forever. It was easy and fun, full of laughter, trash talk, and little side glances. It felt…normal.

At one point Max leaned over and suddenly grabbed at my side, making me squeal. “Hey! No fair!” I cried, giggling uncontrollably as he kept tickling me, completely destroying my focus on the screen. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Rob doing the same to Tiffany, both of us writhing and laughing until our controllers hit the floor.

Before I even realized it, Max had me pinned back into the couch cushions, both of us breathless from laughter. Then his face was close, and I froze for a second before melting into the kiss he pressed against my lips. His hand slid to my butt, squeezing lightly, and I couldn’t help but kiss him harder.

My heart thudded as I felt it, his bulge, warm and firm, through the thin fabric of his sweatpants, pressing insistently against me. It sent a thrill straight through me, a mix of embarrassment and excitement I couldn’t ignore. My hand slipped down almost on its own, rubbing over it tentatively at first, then more deliberately as Max let out a low moan into my mouth.

The sound made me shiver. I could hear another moan just beside us and glanced briefly, Tiffany was curled against Rob, lips locked, clearly doing the same thing I was. Heat rushed to my cheeks, but instead of pulling back, I pressed closer to Max, lost in the moment.

After a few minutes of rubbing him, a strange urge came over me, girlish and submissive. I slipped down to my knees, rubbing and kissing his cock over his pants. I tugged them down slightly, and he did the rest, his cock springing free inches from my face. I leaned forward sheepishly and began planting soft kisses on his manhood. I couldn’t explain why I was doing it, it just felt right in the moment.

Looking up softly at Max, batting my lashes delicately, I opened my mouth and took him inside me. I began to bob my head rhythmically, enjoying the taste of him in my mouth, the soft moans escaping his lips, the feeling of his hand on my head, guiding me.

To my left, Tiffany did the same, on his knees, eagerly sucking his man. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him licking his cock, focusing on the underside of Rob’s thick head. Remembering that trick, I did the same, smiling at Max seductively and licking him like his penis was a lollipop. He moaned hard, clearly loving it, and grabbed his cock, smacking it up and down on my mouth as I opened up and stuck out my tongue.

After a few moments of this teasing, I took him back in my mouth, sucking and jerking him eagerly, desperate for his cum. Moments later, he shuddered, grabbing hold of my head as he let out a deep groan and filled my mouth with the taste of his cum. I swallowed every last drop and then continued sucking until his manhood was completely clean. He looked down at me, smiling as I stayed there, on my knees, kissing and licking him, seemingly unable to escape this submissive trance I had entered. However, I was acutely aware that I had crossed a threshold. I had willingly, no eagerly, sucked a man’s dick, and I loved it. I truly was a girl now.


Chapter 16: Winter Formal


Tiffany and I were squeezed into a booth at the little pizzeria just off campus, Max and Rob across from us. The air smelled like garlic and cheese, and we were halfway through a greasy pie when Max leaned forward casually, resting his arm on the table.

“So,” he said with a grin, “Rob and I were talking…the frat’s winter formal is coming up next weekend. We want you two to come with us.”

For a split second I froze, my heart thudding. But then the excitement surged through me so fast I could hardly breathe. Tiffany’s eyes went wide, and then we both broke into giddy smiles at the same time.

“Yes!” I blurted, leaning across to kiss Max on the lips before I could think better of it. Tiffany mirrored me, leaning in to kiss Rob. The guys chuckled, clearly pleased with our reactions.

Afterwards Tiffany and I were practically bouncing in our seats, talking over each other about dresses, shoes, and how we’d do our hair. It felt surreal, not long ago we were dreading every humiliating assignment the girls put us through, and now here we were, on actual dates with two men, excitedly planning what we’d wear to a formal they were taking us to.

I couldn’t help glancing at Tiffany’s flushed cheeks, knowing mine looked the same. We were both glowing, floating in the idea of going to formal with our men.

After we finished eating, the guys drove us back to campus. The whole ride I was still buzzing from how surreal it all felt, a winter formal date. When we pulled up outside the dorms, Max leaned over and kissed me sweetly. “Can’t wait,” he murmured, and I melted. Rob kissed Tiffany too, and we both giggled as we got out, thanking them over and over again like two giddy schoolgirls.

Inside our room, Amanda and Selena were already waiting. The second they saw us, they exchanged knowing looks.

“Well, don’t you two look happy,” Amanda teased, raising an eyebrow. “Did our little fairies have fun with their boyfriends?”

I buried my face in my hands, mortified, while Tiffany squeaked out a laugh. “Stoppp,” I groaned, but I couldn’t hide my grin. We both ended up curling up on our respective beds beside our girlfriends, blushing but unable to stop giggling as they teased us.

Between little kisses and cuddles, Tiffany and I spilled everything about the invite, the formal, and how excited we were. Selena’s eyes lit up and Amanda clapped her hands together.

“A winter formal?” Selena said, practically squealing. “This is huge! You have to go all out. Dresses, hair, nails, the whole thing.”

“Totally,” Amanda agreed. “You’re gonna look so pretty. Ugh, I can’t wait.”

Soon all four of us were talking over each other, throwing out ideas about gowns and colors, about shoes and accessories. I could barely keep up, my mind racing with images of satin and lace.

Then Selena leaned close, her voice dropping into a teasing purr. “You know what’s going to happen after, right? He’s going to want to go all the way with you.” She smirked, tapping my nose. “It’ll be just like a girl losing her virginity at prom, except you’re the girl and this formal is your prom.”

Heat rushed to my face instantly. Tiffany blushed, burying his face in Amanda’s shoulder.

“Selena!” I whispered, horrified, but she just giggled and kissed my cheek.

“You’re gonna love it. Now let’s get you prepared for your first cock,” she said, pulling out my plug and gesturing for me to bend over. “You’ll thank me later, princess,” she teased.

The next afternoon, after class, Tiffany and I made our way over to Katie and Melody’s room for our scheduled cleaning session. We were both still buzzing about formal, but the moment we stepped inside and curtsied, I felt the nerves return. We slipped into our roles, skirts swishing as we got to work tidying.

Katie leaned back on her bed, smirking at us. “So,” she started, her voice dripping with amusement, “I hear my little sissies have boyfriends now.”

I froze mid-dust, cheeks heating. Tiffany glanced at me nervously before going back to folding clothes.

Katie kept going, relentless. “Can you even believe this, Mel? Two straight, cocky boys turned into prissy little fairies giggling over dates. If I didn’t see it with my own eyes, I’d never believe it.” She laughed, sharp and cruel.

Shame prickled hot over my skin. My chest felt tight, but I couldn’t bring myself to argue.

Melody, softer as always, chimed in with a smile. “Don’t tease them too much. Look at how far they’ve come. They’ve blossomed into such lovely little ladies. Honestly, you two were never really suited to be boys.” She glanced between us warmly. “You make such sweet, pretty girls. It’s who you were meant to be.”

Her words soothed some of the sting, but also made my stomach flip.

Katie wasn’t done. She leaned forward, eyes glittering. “And you know what’s next, right?”

Tiffany and I both froze.

Katie grinned wickedly. “You’ll be losing your virginities to your dates after formal.”

My throat went dry. I said nothing, staring at the floor, heat flooding my cheeks. She didn’t sound like she was teasing.

Tiffany shook his head quickly. “N-no, I don’t think I’m ready for that.” Her voice was polite but firm, a small shred of resistance.

Melody’s expression softened. She stood and crossed over to Tiffany, brushing his arm. “Sweetheart, it’s the natural next step. You already give blowjobs. You already let us dress you like the girls you are. And now? You have boyfriends. Real, handsome men who adore you. This is what girls do.”

Katie snorted. “Exactly. You’re already cock-suckers. You’re not boys anymore, you’re our sissies. And this is what happens when you’re a girl dating a guy.”

I felt Tiffany deflate beside me. His blush was as deep as mine, his lips pressed tight.

Finally, we both nodded, shame burning us alive. “Okay,” I whispered. “We get it.”

Melody clapped her hands, beaming. “Oh, I’m so happy! You’ll see, it’ll be special. It’ll make you feel even more feminine.”

Katie smirked at us, leaning back again. “Say goodbye to your manhoods, sissies.”

We remained silent, continuing to clean. Katie seemed unsatisfied, “Thank us for taking away your manhood, sissies. You wouldn’t want me to think you were ungrateful.”

Tiffany and I both curtsied, eyes lowered, voices small and obedient. “Thank you…for taking our manhoods, Miss Katie. Thank you, Miss Melody.”

They both laughed, Katie cruelly, while I fought back the mix of humiliation and inevitability churning in my chest. We were really going to have to do this.

After our last final on Wednesday, Selena and Amanda showed up at our door grinning like they had a secret. “Come on, girls, we’re going dress shopping,” Amanda announced, tugging Tiffany’s arm while Selena slipped her hand through mine. I felt this little rush of nerves and excitement, like I was about to live out some girlish rite of passage I’d only ever seen in movies.

The boutique was strung with fairy lights and racks upon racks of glittering gowns. I trailed my fingers across silky fabrics, sequins catching the light, the four of us chattering and pointing out potential outfits. My heart hammered as Selena pressed a pale blue dress against me, a tiered, sparkly thing with delicate straps and a soft shimmer in the light. “This one’s sooo you,” she said with certainty, and her tone made me blush.

Tiffany had already been handed a pink version of the same dress by Amanda. He clutched it to his chest, cheeks flushed, mumbling about how it was “too much,” but his eyes betrayed excitement.

In the fitting room, I hesitated before slipping out of my clothes. Holding the dress felt surreal, like I was holding something I wasn’t supposed to, but when I stepped into it and zipped it up, it hugged me in all the right places. The layered skirt brushed mid-thigh, playful and flirty without being trashy, and the sparkle made me feel like a doll come to life.

When I stepped out, Selena’s jaw dropped. “Oh my God, baby…” she said, hands flying to her mouth. “You look perfect. Absolutely perfect.” She circled me, adjusting the straps and fluffing the skirt, then pulled me into a tight hug. My cheeks burned, but I couldn’t help smiling as her warmth pressed against me.

A moment later, Tiffany shuffled out in the pink dress. Amanda screamed, clapping her hands together. “I knew it!” she squealed, rushing over to grab Tiffany’s hands and twirl him around. Tiffany was blushing deeply, but he couldn’t hide the small, delighted smile tugging at his lips.

The four of us stood there in front of the mirror, the blue and pink dresses sparkling under the boutique’s lights. I felt the familiar mix of embarrassment, joy, and…euphoria, like I was finally, truly being seen as a girl.

Selena leaned on my shoulder and whispered, “You know, you could wear anything and still be the prettiest one in the room.” I giggled nervously, biting my lip.

Amanda smacked Tiffany’s butt lightly, making him squeal. “These boys at formal aren’t gonna know what hit them,” she teased, and Tiffany covered his face with his hands playfully, while we all laughed.

We paired the dresses with matching sparkly heels, blue to go with my dress, pink to go with Tiffany’s, and when we walked across the boutique together, both Selena and Amanda were snapping pictures on their phones, two proud girlfriends.

As we left, I couldn’t stop glancing down at the dress bag in my hands, butterflies swarming my stomach. Selena leaned close and whispered, “I wish I could see Max’s face when he sees you in that.” I blushed, knowing he would be excited by me, and a little thrill ran through me at the thought of looking so pretty for him.

Back in the car, Amanda leaned her head on Tiffany’s shoulder. “You have no idea how good you’re going to look on his arm,” she teased, and Tiffany groaned, but he was grinning ear to ear. Selena smacked my thigh playfully. “And you, princess, better be ready for Max not to take his eyes off you all night.”

We giggled and chattered the entire way back, buzzing with excitement. When we got to the dorm, Tiffany and I hugged, twirling the bags in our hands like two giddy girls who’d just found their dream dresses. It hit me how feminine I had become, no different than a schoolgirl giddy over her prom dress. This was my life now, and I loved it.

Friday afternoon felt like it had been circled on the calendar for months, even though it had only been a week since we said yes to going to formal. The day began with Selena and Amanda whisking Tiffany and me off to the salon.

We sat side by side as the stylists got to work. Tiffany was biting his lip nervously, but when Amanda stroked his hand he relaxed a little. I let Selena take charge, telling the stylist exactly what she wanted for me: soft curls down over my shoulders, polished but still playful. Then came the nails: long and feminine, painted a glittering shade that matched my blue dress perfectly. I stared at my hands in awe when they were finished; my fingers looked delicate and girly.

Walking out of the salon, Tiffany and I glanced at each other, almost bursting into nervous giggles. For all the humiliation and nerves, we looked…good. Like two gorgeous girls.

Back at the dorm, the rest of the girls were already waiting. Katie sprawled across Tiffany’s bed with a mischievous grin, Melody perched sweetly in the desk chair, and Selena and Amanda were practically bouncing with excitement. As Tiffany and I laid out our dresses and heels and started to work on our makeup, they formed a half-circle around us like a panel of judges.

“Alright, ladies,” Katie smirked, crossing her arms. “Let’s get you nice and fuckable.”

Selena kissed my temple. “Ignore her. You’re going to be stunning, baby. Just take your time.”

Amanda leaned over Tiffany’s shoulder. “You too, princess. Just think of Rob’s face when you walk in.”

Melody, ever the soft one, smiled warmly. “I’m just so proud of you both. You’ve blossomed into such beautiful ladies.”

Their voices swirled around me as I bent over my little makeup mirror, hand shaking slightly as I drew eyeliner across my lid. The teasing, the encouragement, the affection, they blended into this dizzying cocktail of shame and pride. I knew I should feel humiliated. Part of me did. But another part of me…a bigger part, maybe…was more excited than I ever remembered being.

Katie, of course, had to push further. “Can you believe this? A few months ago, they were still pretending to be straight little tough guys, and now look at them, all dolled up, about to give it away like proper girlies.”

“Don’t be mean,” Melody scolded gently, though she was smiling. “They’re nervous. This is special for them.”

Selena caught my eye in the mirror and whispered, “She’s right, baby. Tonight is going to make you feel things you’ve never felt before. You’ll feel so…feminine. So wanted. Vulnerable, in a good way.”

I blushed furiously, my mascara wand trembling in my hand. Deep down, I knew she was right, and that was what scared me most.

Amanda squeezed Tiffany’s shoulder. “After tonight, you won’t just be pretty girls. You’ll be real women.”

Katie laughed softly. “Say goodbye to what’s left of your manhoods, sissies. Once you’ve had a man inside you, there’s no going back.”

Tiffany looked down shamefully. “I-I know…” he mumbled, focusing on brushing pink blush across his cheeks.

I stayed silent, lipstick poised at my lips. My heart was thudding so loudly it drowned out everything else for a moment. A few months ago, I couldn’t have imagined this life. And yet, staring at my reflection now: long hair styled, nails shining, eyes lined, and lips painted, I saw no trace of the boy I’d once been.

When we were finally dressed, me in the sparkling blue dress with my hoop earrings glinting, Tiffany in the glittering pink one, the room went quiet for a moment.

Selena’s eyes went misty. “God, you’re beautiful,” she whispered, cupping my cheek and kissing me.

Amanda clapped her hands. “You two are going to knock them dead!”

Melody smiled so warmly that it made my stomach flutter. “You’re both glowing. This is your night.”

Katie just chuckled. “Enjoy the butterflies while you can, girls. Tonight’s going to change everything.”

We stood there, trembling in our heels, while they took picture after picture, laughing and teasing us, making us answer embarrassing little questions: “Are you excited for your first time with a man?” “How does it feel knowing you’ll finally be real girls?” And though each question made my face burn hotter, I answered them, excitement building parallel to my shame.

Finally, Selena checked her phone and said softly, “They’ll be here in five minutes.” She pulled me into a long kiss, her hands firm at my waist. “You’re ready for this, baby. I’m so proud of you.”

Amanda did the same with Tiffany, kissing him sweetly and whispering encouragement into his ear. Melody kissed us both on the cheek, and Katie gave one last smug smirk.

Then, just like that, the door closed behind them, leaving Tiffany and me alone in the dorm. The silence was deafening.

I looked down at myself, at the glittering blue dress, the painted nails, the sparkling heels, and my stomach churned with nerves. Five minutes until the knock at the door. Five minutes until everything changed.

And for the first time, instead of fighting the thought, I wondered if maybe Katie was right: maybe this really was the final step.

Just a few minutes after the girls left, there was a knock at the door. My heart jumped into my throat. Tiffany and I exchanged wide-eyed looks before I smoothed down my skirt, grabbed my matching little purse, and forced myself to open it.

There they were, Max and Rob, standing tall in their suits, both freshly shaven and looking like they belonged on the cover of some prom-night magazine. For a second, I couldn’t even breathe. Max’s smile was warm and steady, and I felt butterflies tumbling inside me just from how good he looked.

“Wow…” Max said softly, his eyes running over me. “You look beautiful, Britney.”

Heat spread across my face and neck instantly. “Th-thank you…you look really nice too. Really handsome.” It came out shy, earnest, and Max laughed in that easy, confident way of his.

Beside us, Rob was looking at Tiffany with a wide smile. “You look gorgeous too,” he said, and Tiffany, blushing as pink as his dress, giggled out a sweet, “Thank you, Rob.”

Then Max reached into a small box and pulled out a corsage, delicate and fragrant, and slipped it onto my wrist. Rob did the same for Tiffany. The moment the flowers settled against my skin, I felt my breath hitch. It was such a classic prom-night gesture, something I’d watched in movies and assumed I’d only ever give, never receive. Yet here I was, corsage in place, painted nails shining, blushing as a boy told me I was beautiful.

“Ready, ladies?” Max asked with a grin.

I nodded, clutching my purse. Tiffany nodded too, eyes darting nervously but smiling.

They each offered us their arms, and we slipped our hands in, heels clicking on the floor as we were led out of the dorm and into the cool night air. My stomach was buzzing with nerves, but also with something else, excitement. Anticipation.

When we got to the car, Max opened the back door for me and I carefully slid inside, making sure to smooth my skirt underneath me as ladylike as I could manage. I felt like a princess and wanted to act like one too. Tiffany got the front seat with Rob.

As Max slid in beside me, so close our thighs brushed, I could smell his cologne: rich, masculine, overwhelming. I glanced down at my purse in my lap, then peeked up at him under my lashes, catching the faintest smirk on his lips.

The drive started easy, Rob chatting with Tiffany up front while Max asked me about finals. I twirled my hair nervously, answering softly, stealing glances at him as I did. Every time his eyes caught mine, I blushed harder.

Halfway there, Tiffany and I pulled out our compacts, giggling together as we did last-minute makeup touchups in the backseat mirror. “Can’t meet your friends without perfect glam,” I teased, puckering my lips and reapplying lipstick as Tiffany touched up his blush.

Max watched me out of the corner of his eye, and I swear my hands shook a little as I snapped the compact closed. For a fleeting moment, I realized how surreal it all was: two boys who had been so sure of themselves months ago, now nervously primping like high school girls on the way to prom.

And instead of feeling ridiculous, I felt alive.

The car pulled smoothly up to the hotel, headlights glinting off tall glass windows. My stomach flipped as Max stepped out first, then circled to open my door. He offered his hand, and I placed mine delicately in his, letting him help me out like I was a helpless, delicate thing. Tiffany followed with Rob doing the same, and together we walked toward the entrance.

The lobby shimmered with chandeliers, polished marble floors, and the steady hum of music filtering in from the ballroom. Tiffany leaned close to me, whispering, “Oh my god, this place is gorgeous.”

“I know…” I whispered back, my heels clicking nervously on the tile as Max kept a steady arm around my waist.

Inside the ballroom, everything was even more magical. String lights were draped high above, the DJ had the music pulsing, and tables with white tablecloths circled a lively dance floor already filling with couples. For a moment, I felt like I was in a dream, like this wasn’t real, but also like it was more real than anything I had ever experienced before.

“Hey! Max! Rob!” A group of guys in sharp suits waved them over, their dates hanging prettily off their arms. The frat brothers were grinning widely, clearly excited to meet us.

“This is Britney,” “And this is Tiffany,” Max and Rob said proudly, introducing us.

I smiled, my voice lifting slightly as I said, “Hi, nice to meet you.” Tiffany followed in kind, cheeks pink and smile shy.

Immediately, the girls leaned in to chat with warm enthusiasm. “Your dresses are so cute!” one of them gushed, eyes running over my layered blue sparkles.

“Thanks,” I giggled, brushing my skirt down and twirling the skirt a little. “Yours is gorgeous too, I love the neckline.”

Before long, we were locked in classic girly chatter: complimenting each other’s looks, laughing about how long it took to get ready, comparing heel heights. For a moment, I almost forgot how terrified I’d been walking in. I was just another girl at formal, twirling my hair and talking fashion while the guys went off to the bar.

When Max and Rob returned, each carrying two glasses, I felt my chest tighten at how natural it all felt. “Here you go, ladies,” Max said smoothly, handing me mine.

“Thank you,” I said softly, fingers brushing his as I took the drink. My stomach fluttered at the casual intimacy of it.

We all clinked glasses and started drinking, the buzz of conversation mixing with the steady bass of the music. Before long, I was warm and a little giggly, leaning into Max’s arm as he teased me about how nervous I’d looked when I first walked in. Tiffany, equally flushed, was curled into Rob’s side, laughing at some dumb joke he made.

The talk shifted easily from finals, groaning about how brutal some of them were, to what we were all planning for summer break. Trips, internships, lazy beach weeks. Every time Max glanced down at me, I caught the twinkle in his eye and felt my heart leap. Tiffany squeezed my hand under the table once, both of us sharing a secret, breathless look: we were really here, really doing this.

The drinks kept flowing, laughter bubbling at the table until the DJ shifted the tempo. Max leaned down, close to my ear, and whispered, “Come dance with me, beautiful.” My heart fluttered. Tiffany and Rob were already on their feet, so I let Max take my hand and lead me out to the floor.

At first, the songs were smooth and sweet. Max kept me close, one hand firm at the small of my back, the other holding mine softly like I was a delicate flower. “You look like a princess tonight,” he murmured, his eyes never leaving mine. Heat rushed to my cheeks, and I stammered out a shy, “Thank you.” But it was more than words; every time he spun me, every time his hand lingered on my waist, I really did feel like a princess in a fairy tale.

The DJ switched gears, and the bass got heavier. The whole room seemed to thrum with energy. Suddenly we weren’t just gliding anymore, we were pressed close, moving together in rhythm. I felt Max’s body against mine, the way his hands slid lower, the heat radiating from him. His lips brushed mine once, tentative, then again, firmer, until I was kissing him back breathlessly, my hands looped around his neck.

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Tiffany grinding against Rob, his big hands on Tiffany’s waist as their lips locked hungrily.

As the music pounded, Max pressed tighter against me, his thigh sliding between mine, his lips trailing across my cheek. I gasped softly as I felt him grow hard against me, the reality of it both terrifying and intoxicating. His hand slid lower, squeezing my butt through the layers of my dress, and I melted into him, barely able to think past the pulsing rhythm and his warmth.

We danced like that, lost in each other, heated, overwhelmed, until my heart felt like it was about to burst. Tiffany must have had the same thought, because he caught my eye and jerked his head toward the bathrooms.

We excused ourselves breathlessly, heels clicking as we scurried across the ballroom. Inside the ladies’ room, the music dulled to a faint thrum. We ducked into neighboring stalls, giggling as we both pulled up our skirts, dropped our panties, and sat down.

“Oh my god,” Tiffany whispered through the divider, his voice giddy. “Rob is so hot. I can’t believe this is happening.”

I laughed, nervous and exhilarated all at once. “Max keeps calling me beautiful. I swear, I feel like I’m high.” My voice cracked a little on the last word, the truth of it hitting me harder than the wine had.

We flushed, washed up side by side, and leaned over the counter with our purses open, pulling out compacts. We weren’t boys in dresses. We were just two girls touching up our lipstick, reapplying blush, and smoothing stray hairs, desperate to look pretty for our dates. Our reflections beamed back at us, flushed and glowing, eyes sparkling with excitement for whatever the night would bring.

“Ready?” I asked softly, meeting Tiffany’s eyes in the mirror.

He giggled, his lips glossy again. “Ready.”

When Tiffany and I stepped back out into the ballroom, Max and Rob were waiting right where we left them. Max’s face lit up when he saw me, and I swear my heart actually fluttered. He wrapped an arm around my waist and pressed a kiss to my temple, while Rob tugged Tiffany in close.

We headed back to our table, and before I knew it Max was sliding another drink in front of me. The guys had clearly ordered more while we were gone, tall glasses, strong and sweet, the kind that go down a little too easily. We clinked glasses and laughed, talking about all the fun we were having, but I could feel the edges of the night starting to blur. My cheeks were warm, my head was light, and I could tell Max was feeling it too by the way his words started to slur just slightly, his laughter louder, freer.

Tiffany looked the same way, his face pink and glowing, Rob leaning in close to whisper something that made him giggle into his drink. The four of us were in our own little bubble, the ballroom spinning around us, music pulsing through the floor.

Then another song hit, loud, pounding, sexy. Max grabbed my hand without a word and pulled me back to the dance floor. I barely had time to glance over my shoulder at Tiffany before Rob swept him along too.

And then it was just Max and me, pressed together under flashing lights, bodies moving like we’d been doing this forever. His hands roamed lower this time, shameless, gripping my hips, sliding down to squeeze my butt again, hard enough to make me gasp. I felt bold, reckless, drunk enough not to care who was watching. My arms looped around his neck, my body grinding into his, my skirt riding dangerously high.

Our mouths crashed together, and we were kissing hard now: wet, messy, desperate. I could taste the wine on his lips, could feel the heat of his breath as he moaned into my mouth. My whole body tingled as his hard cock pressed against me, throbbing through the thin fabric of his pants.

Without thinking, my hand slid down, cupping him through the fabric. He groaned, low and guttural, and I started rubbing him there, back and forth, feeling him swell even more under my touch. The raw power of it made my knees weak: his size, his heat, the way he shuddered against me.

When I glanced over, Tiffany was equally entranced, his arms locked tight around Rob’s shoulders, their mouths glued together, his hand sliding brazenly over the bulge in his pants. He looked lost in it, his hair bouncing as he ground into Rob like the girliest little slut.

Max broke the kiss suddenly, panting, his forehead pressed to mine. His eyes were dark, wild. “Britney,” he breathed, his voice low and urgent, “you wanna go up to the room?”

For a second, I froze, my stomach flipping, my heart pounding so hard I thought I might pass out. This was it. This was the moment Katie and Melody had promised, teased, pushed us toward.

“Yes,” I whispered, breathless. “Yes, I do…”

We stumbled off the floor together, my heels clicking, heart racing, as he led me up to the hotel room.

I barely had a moment to process what was happening before we got inside. Max picked me up, his hands grabbing my ass under my dress and carrying me over to the bed, pinning me down as we kissed passionately. I raced to undo his belt buckle, then his pants, pulling free his manhood and jerking it desperately.

“You want me to fuck you, baby?” Max whispered against my ear, his voice low and sultry.

“Yes, daddy…just be gentle with me.” I wasn’t sure why I called him daddy; but I knew it felt right in that moment.

Max flipped me, bending me over on all fours. I felt him behind me, his cock poking at me as he lifted my skirts and lowered my panties. Reaching into my purse and pulling out the lube Melody had given me, I reached back and began to massage it into my pussy, moaning as I did for Max’s sake. Then I felt it, Max’s manhood sliding into me, harder and bigger than anything I had ever taken before. I arched back into him, moaning as he entered me.

He felt huge, powerful, masculine. And I…small, helpless, vulnerable, desired, feminine. I moaned softly as he fucked me, slowly at first, soon quickening his pace. I found myself ashamed for a moment, so blatantly emasculated, being fucked by a real man while I was bent over on all fours in my sparkly dress. But then it hit me: this was my place, this was who I was now, and I loved it.

I arched back more, feeling him slide more deeply inside me with each pump. I moaned harder, begging him for more, as I felt my nerves begin to tingle and my body begin to shake. To my surprise, my clitty wasn’t hard; it remained limp and sensitive beneath its tuck, almost like my body knew I would not be using it…like I had been reprogrammed. Instead, my entire body succumbed to waves of a warm pulsing sensation emanating from deep inside me.

Max fucked me harder, panting at this point, pulling on my hair, and spanking me like I was his little bitch. This would’ve been torture for a man, but for me, it was paradise. Instead, I screamed about how big his cock was, begged him to spank me harder, and told him I was about to cum, my body trembling. Within seconds, my entire body was shaking uncontrollably as I moaned and whined at the top of my lungs, cum dripping from my limp clitty.

As my body succumbed to such a powerful orgasm, I desperately desired to please the man doing this to me. “Cum for me, Max. Ohh…please, cum inside me.”  He fucked me harder, squeezing my hips and clapping against my ass, a sound I had never been more turned on by. A moment later, I felt Max shudder, his cum shooting inside me, filling my pussy up, claiming me as his. As I lay there, his cock still inside me, filling me up, I knew the girls had been right. Things had changed. I had never felt more vulnerable, more submissive, or more feminine. I was a woman now.

The next morning, Tiffany and I sat side by side on one of the lobby couches, our little overnight bags at our feet. The hotel’s big glass doors glinted with morning light, and the smell of coffee from the breakfast buffet drifted over. We were both quiet at first, fidgeting with our phones, hair still a little mussed, makeup only halfway touched up. My legs were crossed automatically, heel bobbing, the glittery strap of last night’s shoe still biting into my ankle.

I glanced at Tiffany. He was looking at the floor, cheeks pink. I cleared my throat. “So…” I whispered. “Did you…?”

His eyes flicked up at mine, then down again. “Yes,” he murmured. “Did you?”

“Yes.” The word came out soft, almost a breath.

We both went still for a heartbeat, then looked at each other and burst into nervous little laughs. My stomach was a knot of shame, embarrassment, and excitement. It was real now. We weren’t boys anymore. We’d crossed that line.

The Uber pulled up, and we climbed in, sitting close but silent, looking out our respective windows. My mind replayed flashes of last night: the room, Max’s cock, the weight of him, the way my body had reacted, and I could tell Tiffany was doing the same. Losing our virginities, losing the last claim to manhood we’d been clinging to. It felt surreal. In some strange, painful way, I felt like a lady now.

When we reached campus, the walk back to our dorm felt like walking into a spotlight. The door opened and there they were: Katie, Melody, Amanda, and Selena, perched on our beds, eyes sparkling, like a panel of judges waiting for our entrance.

“Look who’s back!” Katie sing-songed. “So, how was the big night?”

I felt my face flame as Tiffany and I stepped inside. We both mumbled something about it being good, shuffling toward our beds like guilty schoolgirls. Selena and Amanda were already grinning, leaning forward eagerly.

“You know what we wanna hear,” Selena teased. “How was the sex?”

Tiffany and I exchanged a helpless glance. My mouth was dry, but I managed, “It was… a lot.”

“A real man inside you, huh?” Amanda chimed in gently. “Do you feel like real girls now?”

I hid my face in my hands. “Yes…I do,” I admitted, voice shaking. “It was kind of amazing.” Tiffany nodded quickly, blushing even deeper.

They peppered us with questions: how it felt, if we liked it, if it hurt, if it was better than we’d imagined. Each answer came out shy, embarrassed, but with a nervous little smile neither of us could stop.

Melody got up first, pulling us both into a big warm hug. “I’m so proud of you two,” she said softly.

Selena and Amanda each kissed us, murmuring congratulations. “Welcome to womanhood,” Selena whispered against my cheek.

Katie, of course, had to have the last word. She leaned back on her elbows, smirking. “When you started college a few months ago, did you ever think you’d be girls by the end of the semester… getting fucked by guys?”

Tiffany and I looked at each other, blushing furiously, and mumbled, “No.”

“Well,” Katie said, her smile softening just a bit, “I’m proud of you. You’ve officially passed Phase Three. Your training’s done. You’re girls now.”

A strange, hot shiver went through me at her words: shame, relief, and an odd little bloom of pride all at once.

That night I was curled up in bed with Selena, both of us in soft nighties, the room dim except for the glow of her lamp. I had just finished nervously spilling every detail about Max, down to how it felt, how I reacted, what he said to me. Selena listened with a wicked smile, giggling now and then, kissing my cheek whenever I blushed too hard. When I finally ran out of words, she smirked and said, “Alright, princess… now it’s my turn.”

I giggled nervously, half relieved it wasn’t my story under the spotlight anymore, and absentmindedly rubbed at my caged clitty through the fabric of my nightie. She laughed at me, shaking her head, and whispered, “No, sissy… you won’t need that tonight.”

Then she leaned over and pulled open her nightstand drawer. My stomach dropped when she pulled out a sleek black strap-on, holding it casually in one hand as if she’d been planning this moment all along. My face burned hot, my heart racing.

Selena looked at me, her eyes soft but commanding, and said in a low voice, “You had your first time with Max. Now it’s time to have your first time with me, the way I want. You’re going to be my girl in every sense.”

The sight of her holding it, the confidence in her voice, sent a shiver down my spine. I was embarrassed, overwhelmed, but also trembling with anticipation. I loved her, and I needed her to fuck me. She cupped my cheek, kissed me slowly, then whispered against my lips, “Relax, baby. I’ll take care of you. You’ll see just how much of a woman you really are.”


Epilogue:


Looking back now, it’s almost impossible to believe how much changed after that night at the winter formal. That was the moment when Tiffany and I completely stopped resisting and finally accepted who we were: not boys playing dress-up, not confused freshmen trying to hold on to old identities, but sissies, girls in every way that mattered. Humiliated, broken down, and then built back up, it was the point where there was no turning back.

Max became my first real boyfriend. I blushed every time I called him that, but it felt right. Selena loved sharing me with him, and more than once, the three of us ended up tangled together in ways that made me feel like the most feminine girl alive. Tiffany pretended she wasn’t into guys, acting like it was all just part of the training, but I knew better. She kept going back to Rob all the same, and he was always waiting for her.

That first year flew by in a blur of classes, cleaning sessions, dates, and constant reminders of who we had become. By summer, Max and Rob had graduated, and Tiffany and I were left behind to continue our second year without them. But by then, we didn’t need anyone to force us. We wore our skirts and heels happily. We flirted with boys on our own. We laughed with each other afterward, like sisters, about whose “boyfriend” had been sweeter, stronger, or bigger.

That summer, I finally told my dad and the rest of my family the truth. I was terrified, more scared than I’d ever been stepping into heels or a skirt. To my surprise, everyone accepted me. Dad was the hardest. He was apprehensive, stiff, and uncomfortable at first, but he didn’t shut me out. Over time, he warmed up to me, and slowly we built a new kind of relationship. Today, he’s not just my dad, he’s one of my closest confidants, and I couldn’t ask for a better dad.

College stretched ahead of us, and with it came plenty of new boyfriends: athletes, frat boys, classmates. Some lasted only a night, some a little longer, but every time reminded me of that same truth: the boy I used to be was long gone. In his place was Britney: girly, soft, occasionally humiliated, adored, and, against all odds, happier than I’d ever been.

When I think back to who I was at the start, it feels like remembering another life. I thought I was in control then. I thought I was a man. Now I know better. Tiffany and I were meant for this, even if it took being broken down to finally see it. And as much as I still blush remembering everything that happened, part of me smiles too. Because it all led me here.

By junior year, Tiffany and I had come even further. Selena and Amanda decided together that we should start hormones. At first, it was almost intoxicating, watching ourselves soften, feeling our bodies change, and growing small breasts that made us feel even more like real girls. But then came the side effect: our clitties losing function. It scared us both as well as our girlfriends, so we scaled back our doses. Still, they liked the idea of shrinking down our manhoods, leaving them cute and feminine. It made our feminization deeper, more real, and they didn’t mind, especially since they continued to be satisfied by real men.

We found our balance. A low-dose regimen to keep us feminine, progressively smaller chastity cages to guide the shrinking, and the knowledge that we were becoming exactly what we were meant to be. On top of that, we had laser hair removal, breast implants, and more butt fillers. By the time it was done, Tiffany and I looked as beautiful as any other girls on campus, maybe more so. Strutting across the quad, I’d catch glimpses of us in passing windows and feel my heart flutter. The boys’ stares confirmed what I already knew: the sissies we had been were gone. In their place stood young women, polished, pretty, and desirable.

When I think back to that first semester, the boy I used to be feels like a stranger. All the shame, the humiliation, the teasing, it was the path that carved me into who I am now. And while I’ll never stop blushing whenever I remember how it all began, I also know one thing: I wouldn’t change a single part of it.

After college, life only grew brighter. Between Selena’s savvy and the money I had stacked from all our maid work, Selena and I opened our own drag bar downtown. It became our little kingdom: glittering lights, pounding music, and a place where no one batted an eye at who we were. On weekends and some weeknights, I worked behind the bar, serving cocktails in tight tops and short skirts, trading banter with drag queens who quickly became some of my dearest friends.

Every so often, Tiffany and I put our old training to good use. We’d take the stage, stripped down to barely-there outfits, twirling around poles, grinding to the beat, and earning cheers as if we’d been born natural-born entertainers. I guess we were. And by that time, it felt less like humiliation and more like power, femininity we owned, femininity we radiated.

That spring, Selena got down on one knee. I can still feel my knees buckle as she held up the ring, her voice steady but her eyes wet. “Marry me, Britney.” Tears blurred my vision as I said yes. I was a woman who was truly loved.

Our wedding was everything I had never dared to imagine. Kat stood beside me as my maid of honor, radiant in a sleek lavender gown. Tiffany, Katie, and Melody matched in flowing dresses of the same shade, each tailored to flatter them, each shimmering under the lights as they stood tall and proud as my bridesmaids. And me? I was a bride. Selena and I both were, each in white gowns, mine a cascading ball gown with lace sleeves, hers a sleek silhouette with a plunging neckline that showed her confidence in every step.

When the words came, “you may kiss the bride,” Selena didn’t hesitate. She pulled me close, dipped me dramatically as if we were on the dance floor, and kissed me deeply. The room erupted in cheers, laughter, applause, and even a few tears. Kat was crying. Tiffany was beaming. And I didn’t feel ashamed of being the center of attention. I felt beautiful. I felt loved. I felt like I belonged.

And as Selena’s lips lingered on mine and the applause thundered around us, I realized the journey had brought me full circle. From humiliation to celebration, from shame to pride,  I wasn’t just Britney the sissy anymore. I was Britney, the bride.

After the wedding, I made it official. I wasn’t “Matt” anymore, not in name, not in body, not in spirit. I legally became Britney Alvarez, taking Selena’s last name, and for the first time, my ID matched the girl I had become.

Selena and I built our life together, still wrapped up in laughter and dominance, love and hard work. The drag bar thrived, so much so that we’re already working on opening a second location across town. My weekends are now spent either pouring drinks, dancing under the lights, or curled up at home in lace beside my wife, a life that once felt impossible but now feels like my own little slice of heaven.

Selena never stopped needing real men now and then, and she has recently been satisfying that urge with a guy named Matt, ironic, really, since that used to be my name. Sometimes she keeps him to herself. Sometimes she shares him with me. And sometimes I serve them both, dolled up as their maid, chastity cage snug between my thighs. It's still humiliating in a way, but now that humiliation thrills me. My tiny little clit is barely half an inch these days, and they both think it’s adorable and love to tease me about it.

We are looking forward to Tiffany and Amanda’s wedding in a few weeks. Selena and I will be standing as bridesmaids, side by side with Katie and Melody, all of us shimmering in the same pink dresses, cheering for two women who have walked the same path as us.

I live a very happy life now, one I never would have imagined when this all began. Sometimes I think back to who I used to be, a cocky boy stumbling into college, and I can’t help but laugh. The idea that I was ever a man feels more absurd than anything else. I was always meant to be this.

A feminized, pretty, happy girl. A wife. A bride. A sister. A sissy.

And I wouldn’t change a thing.

The End


Coming Soon:

Pink Christmas: My First Christmas as a Girl

[image: A group of women in a room with a christmas tree and presents  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
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