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A Forced Feminization Transformation: From Him to Her follows the journey of a young man who, after moving in with his aunt Emily and meeting Elizabeth, a stylish and confident student, begins to explore a hidden side of himself. Initially resistant to helping with household chores, he becomes fascinated by Elizabeth's world and secretly starts wearing her clothes. This act of curiosity leads to a profound transformation as he adopts the identity of Jennifer, embracing femininity and discovering a new sense of self. However, when Elizabeth catches him, she takes control, forcing him to fully embrace his new identity under her guidance. As Jennifer, he navigates the challenges of his new life, finding both joy and conflict in his evolving identity, ultimately leading to a deeper understanding of who he truly is.

The story delves into themes of self-discovery, gender identity, and the complexities of personal transformation. Jennifer's journey is marked by moments of vulnerability, empowerment, and the struggle to reconcile her new identity with societal expectations. As she grows more comfortable in her skin, Jennifer begins to form deeper connections with those around her, including a budding romance with Daniel. However, her newfound freedom comes with consequences, as her aunt and Elizabeth struggle to balance their support with their concerns for her well-being. The story concludes with Jennifer embracing her new life, ready to face the challenges and opportunities that lie ahead.
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New Home

After I turned 25, my mother decided I was old enough to stand on my own. She made it clear that she wanted to live her life independently, separate from mine. Honestly, it didn’t bother me much. I chose to see it as an opportunity to embrace new experiences. So, I called my aunt Emily, who lived in the city, to ask her a huge favor: to let me stay at her house for a couple of months while I settled down and started my new life in the bustling, vibrant city.

After a few days of phone calls, my aunt and I agreed on everything. She did warn me, however, that she wasn’t living alone. For several months, a young woman who was studying at the university had been staying with her. The girl paid a small rent, but my aunt explained that she was more interested in helping her out and having someone to assist with household tasks. I didn’t see this as a bad situation at all. In fact, I thought it might be interesting to live with her—especially if she was pretty. Spending time together could be fun, and it would make the days more lively, especially since my aunt worked most of the day and wouldn’t be around much.

In a couple of days, I packed my bags and boarded a bus to the city. I had visited before, so I knew the way, but I still asked my aunt for a few details to make sure I had everything clear. The road was long, and I slept through most of the trip. When I woke up, we were nearing the station. Once there, I stepped off the bus and looked for transportation to my aunt’s house. For a moment, I felt a little disoriented, but I managed to find my way without any issues. It was Sunday, so I knew I’d get to see my aunt and catch up with her properly.

I arrived at the house and rang the doorbell. Peering over the blue fence, I saw a young woman, about my age, coming out to answer the door. She was stunning—tan skin, curly hair, and an average height that did nothing to diminish her incredible figure. It was clear she took care of herself; her slim waist hinted at regular exercise, and her proportions were striking. Her breasts were full but not overly large, perfectly balanced, and her buttocks were voluminous, firm, and undeniably attractive.

–Hello, good afternoon. I’m looking for my aunt Emily,– I said, trying to sound casual despite the rush of thoughts flooding my mind.

–Of course, she’s inside. Come in,– she replied with a warm smile. –My name’s Elizabeth. I think Emily mentioned me. I hope I’m not in the way or anything.

–Not at all,– I assured her, returning the smile. –I hope we can get along well.

As she led me to the living room, I couldn’t help but steal glances at her. My imagination ran wild, picturing her in my arms, surrendering to my desires. But the moment I saw my aunt, I snapped back to reality.

–Hello! It’s so good to see you, nephew,– my aunt greeted me warmly.

–Hi, Aunt Emily. Thank you again for letting me stay here,– I said, genuinely grateful.

–Don’t worry about it. You’re welcome to stay as long as you need,– she replied kindly.

–You’re too generous,– I said, feeling a wave of relief.

–Now, go put your suitcase in your room while I start serving dinner,– she instructed, already heading toward the kitchen.

I nodded, grabbing my suitcase and following Elizabeth’s directions to my room. The house felt welcoming, but my mind kept drifting back to her—her smile, her curves, the way she moved. It was going to be an interesting stay.

Elizabeth motioned for me to go upstairs. I followed her directions, climbing the steps until I found an open door leading to a modest room. It was sparsely furnished—a bed, a small dresser, and not much else. I tossed my backpack onto the bed and headed back downstairs to join them for dinner.

During the meal, my aunt shared stories about her work. Though it was her passion, she admitted it often consumed most of her time. She expressed how grateful she was for Elizabeth’s help, explaining that the young woman not only handled household chores but also took care of meals on many occasions. Elizabeth was attentive in other ways too, helping my aunt choose clothes, apply makeup, and navigate other aspects of her daily routine.

The situation felt ideal. Both my aunt and Elizabeth were incredibly kind and welcoming, making me feel at home almost instantly. I couldn’t have been happier. After dinner, I stayed up watching TV while they retired to their rooms, though not before offering me a snack for the night.

A couple of hours later, I finally went upstairs to my room. I tossed my backpack onto the floor, stripped off my pants, and climbed into bed, wrapping myself in the blankets. Still wide awake, I reached for some tissues from my backpack and began to masturbate, my mind consumed by thoughts of Elizabeth’s sensual body. I fantasized about her all night, imagining the ways we could enjoy each other’s company.

The next day, I woke up late in the afternoon. With no obligations, I rested as much as I wanted. By the time I got out of bed, my aunt had already left for work. Elizabeth had prepared a plate of hot food for me before heading to school. Alone in the house, I wandered around for a while, exploring the space. Eventually, I stepped outside for a walk, picking up a few things from a store down the street. The rest of the afternoon was spent lazily watching TV.

When Elizabeth returned, she greeted me with a warm smile and a kind kiss on the cheek.

–How was your day?– she asked, already moving toward the kitchen. –Let me prepare something for lunch.

Her presence was comforting, and I couldn’t help but feel a growing attraction to her. The days ahead promised to be anything but dull.

–Emily will be here late tonight,– Elizabeth told me as we finished eating. –I’ve already prepared something for her dinner.

Over the meal, I got to know Elizabeth a little better. She was just a couple of weeks away from her end-of-year vacation and had only one final exam left to complete her studies. She spoke excitedly about her school and her plans, though I couldn’t say I found it particularly interesting. Still, I made an effort to be kind, nodding along and asking questions, hoping to find a way to connect with her. I wanted to charm her, to slowly win her over, but she didn’t seem to pick up on my intentions.

That night, Elizabeth greeted my aunt with enthusiasm when she arrived home. The two of them talked for hours, laughing and chatting like old friends as they shared dinner. This time, I stayed in the background, observing their dynamic. I didn’t say much, content to let them enjoy their time together.

After dinner, the evening followed the same pattern as the previous night. We chatted briefly in the living room before they wished me goodnight and headed to their rooms. I stayed up for a while longer, lost in my thoughts. As I made my way upstairs, I caught a glimpse of Elizabeth through her half-open door. She was wearing a sexy nightgown that clung to her curves, revealing her long, beautiful legs. The sight of her sent a jolt of desire through me, and that image burned itself into my mind.

I spent the night fantasizing about her, imagining what it would be like to make love to her wildly, to claim her as mine. The temptation to slip into her room was almost overwhelming, but I resisted, knowing it was just a fantasy—for now.

In the days that followed, I searched for a job but struggled to find anything worthwhile. Most of my time was spent at home, lounging in front of the TV. To break the monotony, I started running in a nearby park every morning, determined to stay in shape. It gave me something to focus on, even if my thoughts often drifted back to Elizabeth and the possibilities that lay ahead.

Although my aunt was thrilled to have me as a guest and treated me like royalty whenever I was around, Elizabeth’s attitude toward me was less than welcoming. At first, I couldn’t quite figure out why she seemed so annoyed with me. But after a week and a half, she finally confronted me, her tone sharp and disapproving.

–Look, I know it’s hard to find a well-paid job, and I get that,– she began, crossing her arms. –But you could at least help out with some of the chores around the house. Emily pays for practically everything here and gives you whatever you need, but you shouldn’t take advantage of her. She works all day, and the least we can do is help with the things that pile up.

I bristled at her words, my pride flaring up. –With all due respect, Elizabeth, don’t tell me what to do. Yes, I’m grateful to my aunt, but don’t ask me to do “women’s chores” just because I don’t have a job yet.

–What a jerk you are,– she snapped, her eyes narrowing before she turned and walked away.

From that moment on, the tension between us was palpable. Every time our eyes met, she glared at me, and I didn’t bother hiding my irritation either. It was frustrating—how could someone as attractive as her also be so infuriating? Despite our mutual dislike, we both made an effort to keep up appearances in front of my aunt, pretending everything was fine.

In the nights that followed, I stopped fantasizing about Elizabeth. Instead, I turned to videos on my phone to satisfy my urges. Still, I couldn’t help but feel a stir of desire whenever I saw her in tight clothes, bent over her homework or moving around the house. Her body was impossible to ignore, even if her personality grated on me.

The dynamic between us was strained, but I wasn’t about to let her dictate how I spent my time. If she wanted to be annoyed, that was her problem. I had other things on my mind—like finding a job and figuring out my next move.

One day, I returned from my morning jog at the park, drenched in sweat and eager to shower. As I stripped off my clothes, I caught a glimpse of myself in the bathroom mirror. My body was lean and hairless, and though I wasn’t muscular, I considered myself handsome. Satisfied with the reflection, I turned toward the shower but paused when I noticed the laundry basket nearby.

A couple of garments were piled inside, and I immediately recognized them as Elizabeth’s. She had taken a shower earlier that morning, and the thought sent a flicker of excitement through me. I reached into the basket and picked up her panties, feeling the soft fabric between my fingers. Memories of my first nights in the house flooded back—nights spent fantasizing about her, imagining her in my arms.

Without thinking, I began to repeat that familiar act, only this time with her panties in my hand. The sensation was electrifying, unlike anything I’d experienced before. I couldn’t get enough of it. From that day on, I made it a habit to search for Elizabeth’s clothes in the laundry basket every time I showered after my jog.

Then, one afternoon, curiosity got the better of me. Without overthinking it, I decided to try something new. I slipped on her panties, the fabric clinging to me in a way that felt both strange and thrilling. The sensation was overwhelming, a thousand times more intense than before. I couldn’t help myself—I left them on for a few minutes, savoring the forbidden thrill, before finally stepping into the shower.

It was a secret indulgence, one I knew I couldn’t share with anyone. But in those moments, it felt like I had discovered a part of myself I hadn’t known existed.


Caught

It only took a couple of days for the desire to feel more to become irresistible. One afternoon, driven by a curiosity I couldn’t ignore, I did something I had never imagined before. After rummaging through the laundry basket, I found a black lycra dress and slipped it on. The fabric felt sublime against my skin, smooth and snug in a way that sent shivers down my spine.

Possessed by the thought that I should remove the sparse hair on my body to fully enjoy the sensation, I took a long shower and carefully waxed myself. When I stepped out, my skin felt soft and smooth, though I couldn’t shake the slight awkwardness of my new appearance. I decided to go to the living room to watch TV, but as I walked down the hallway, I ran into Elizabeth.

Our eyes met briefly, and I quickly looked away, pretending to focus on something else. She shot me a disapproving glance before disappearing into her room. The encounter left me flustered, but it didn’t dampen my excitement.

The next day, I skipped my morning run, eager to spend as much time as possible wearing the clothes from the basket. This time, I found a polka-dot skirt that was slightly short and a tight white blouse. I put them on, admiring how they hugged my slim frame. The reflection in the mirror surprised me—I looked good, almost feminine. I ran my hands over my legs, struck by how smooth they felt, and even tried posing like the girls I’d seen in magazines.

I spent hours like that, lost in the thrill of it all. Eventually, I retreated to my room to masturbate, and it was one of the most intense experiences of my life. But when I glanced at the clock, panic set in. Elizabeth would be home soon. I quickly stripped off the clothes, returned them to the basket, and hurried back to my room.

Half an hour later, Elizabeth walked past my door without so much as a glance in my direction. The rest of the afternoon was filled with a strange mix of exhilaration and fear. I had loved dressing up, but the thought of being caught terrified me.

In the days that followed, I couldn’t resist repeating the ritual. Slowly, I began to experiment further. I started wearing a bra, and after a couple of tries, I even stuffed it to give myself a more feminine shape. While exploring my aunt’s room one day, I found a lipstick and decided to “borrow” it. Since my hair was already somewhat long, I chose not to cut it, styling it in a more feminine way whenever I dressed up.

Each step felt like a small victory, a secret rebellion against the expectations I’d always known. But with every new experiment, the fear of being discovered grew. Still, I couldn’t stop. There was something liberating about it, something that made me feel more like myself than I ever had before.

But soon I was not satisfied with the clothes in the basket, I looked in my aunt's closet, but mainly in Elizabeth's, because her clothes fit me better. Whenever I took something I paid a lot of attention to leave it in its place so as not to arouse suspicion.

Time passed, and I found myself happier than I’d been in a long time. One day, I decided to go all out. I slipped into a beautiful wine-colored dress that fell just above my knees, carefully painted my lips as best as I could, and even adorned my hair with a tiara to enhance the feminine look. I hadn’t ventured into wearing heels yet—my balance wasn’t great—so I stuck to going barefoot or wearing sneakers.

As I stepped into the hallway, I felt a surge of joy. I was practically skipping, a wide smile plastered across my face as I moved through the house, feeling freer than ever. But that happiness came crashing down the moment I walked into my room.

There she was—Elizabeth. She stood with her phone in hand, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. My heart dropped. I froze, completely paralyzed.

–Don’t stop now, precious,– she said, laughing. –Keep jumping around the house like you own it.

–Elizabeth, this isn’t what it looks like,– I stammered, desperately trying to pull the dress down and cover myself.

–Oh, don’t worry,– she replied, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. –You can explain everything to your aunt.

–No, please, not that,– I begged, panic rising in my chest.

–I’m sorry, but I’ve got all these pictures of you,– she said, waving her phone. –It would be a shame if Emily didn’t get to see how beautiful you look.

–Please don’t,– I pleaded, my voice trembling. –I’ll do anything you want. Anything at all.

–Are you sure?– she asked, raising an eyebrow, her smile turning sly.

–Yes, just… please don’t say anything to my aunt,– I whispered, my face burning with humiliation.

Elizabeth’s grin widened, and I knew I was at her mercy. Whatever she wanted, I’d have to comply. The freedom I’d felt moments ago was gone, replaced by the crushing weight of fear and vulnerability.

–Okay, but a lot of things are going to change now. You heard me,– Elizabeth said, her tone firm and commanding. –First of all, you won’t be wearing whatever you want from my clothes. I’ll decide what you wear from now on. And you’re going to help with all the chores—no excuses, no buts.

She had me completely at her mercy. I nodded silently, my face burning with humiliation.

–Very good,– she continued, her smirk widening. –But now, tell me, what’s your baby name?

–I… I don’t know what you mean,– I stammered, confused.

–Then you don’t have one yet. Fine, I’ll give you one. You’ll be Jessica,– she declared, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. –Now, let’s go downstairs. I’ll show you everything you need to mop.

I hesitated, instinctively moving toward my room to take off the dress.

–What are you doing?– she snapped, her voice sharp. –Was I not clear, Jessica? Come here right now.

Reluctantly, I followed her downstairs. She showed me where the cleaning supplies were kept and handed me a mop. I began cleaning the living room, my cheeks flushed with embarrassment, while she lounged in an armchair, scrolling through her phone.

–You know,– she said casually, not even looking up, –it took a little longer than I expected. When I started noticing my things were out of place, I immediately suspected you. I have to admit, though, you were pretty discreet. But after setting a couple of traps in my room, I finally caught you. And honestly? It was worth the wait.

Her words stung, but I kept mopping, too mortified to respond.

Once I finished the floor, she led me to the kitchen and began instructing me step by step on how to prepare the food. I was clumsy, fumbling with utensils and ingredients, completely out of my element.

–You don’t know how satisfying this is for me,– she said, leaning against the counter and watching me struggle. –I can’t believe it. You said you didn’t want to lift a finger because, according to you, all this is “women’s work.” But here you are, dressing like one when no one’s looking. You’re so contradictory, Jessica.

Her words cut deep, but I couldn’t argue. She had all the power now, and I had no choice but to obey.

–I understand,– I said, my voice trembling as tears welled up in my eyes. –I behaved badly with you. I should have helped around the house from the beginning. I get it now. I’ll help whenever I can, and I won’t touch your things anymore. Please, just let me change my clothes and delete those pictures.

Elizabeth crossed her arms, her expression unmoved. –You still don’t get it, do you? You could have made things work out fine. At first, you seemed like a decent person—even cute. But that chance is gone. Now, you’re going to be the maid of this house. Lucky for me, I’m on vacation, so I’ll be able to supervise you all day long.

I dropped to my knees, begging and crying, but she ignored me, her resolve unshakable. After we ate, she made me wash the dishes while she lounged in front of the TV. I cleaned the living room from top to bottom, my hands shaking as I worked. Night fell, and I knew my aunt would be home soon.

–Elizabeth,– I said softly, my eyes fixed on the floor. –Can I please change my clothes now?

She tilted her head, feigning innocence. –But I thought you really liked dressing like this. Why would you want to change?

–I can’t let my aunt see me like this,– I pleaded, my voice breaking. –Please, I’ll do whatever you ask, but don’t humiliate me in front of her.

–Come here, Jessica,– she said, her tone sweet but laced with menace. I hesitated but obeyed, stepping closer. –This afternoon, while you were busy cleaning, I did a little digging. I found your social media profiles. You see, I can post something right now, and not only will your aunt find out, but so will everyone you know. So, you’ll change your clothes only when I allow it.

–Please, don’t do that,– I begged, my chest tightening with panic. –Anything but that.

–Then decide,– she said coldly. –Either you stay dressed like that and we see how Emily reacts, or I let the whole world know your little secret.

I cried silently, my tears falling in vain. There was no way out. Resigned, I sat down on the couch, my heart pounding as Elizabeth gestured for me to stay put. The minutes dragged on like hours, each second filled with dread. I was on edge, my anxiety spiking every time I thought I heard the front door open.

When a hand suddenly touched my shoulder, I nearly jumped out of my skin. My breath caught in my throat as I turned, terrified of who—or what—I might see.

.


Bad news

–Emily will be here in five minutes,– Elizabeth whispered in my ear, her arms wrapping around me in what might have looked like a comforting hug. –I know she’d love to meet Jessica, but… you can change if you want.

Her words were like a lifeline. My soul, which had felt like it was hanging by a thread, snapped back into place. I stood up quickly, ready to bolt to my room, but she stopped me with a firm hand, her mocking smile cutting through my relief.

–Don’t you want to stay here with me and greet her together?– she asked, her tone dripping with false sweetness. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she squeezed my hand tightly, holding me in place for a few agonizing seconds before finally letting go.

Even after she released me, I stood frozen for a moment, my mind racing. Then, like a switch had been flipped, I sprinted to my room. I tore off the tiara and yanked on the first clothes I could find in the drawers, not caring what they were. My heart pounded as I rushed back to Elizabeth’s side, where she stood waiting with that same infuriating smirk.

Just as the doorbell rang, she grabbed a napkin and wiped the remnants of lipstick from my lips. If it hadn’t been for her quick thinking, I would’ve been exposed.

We greeted my aunt together, and the three of us served her dinner. My aunt didn’t say much, but I could tell she was pleased to see me finally helping out around the house. As we ate, the conversation flowed easily—mostly between Elizabeth and my aunt. They talked about their day, Elizabeth’s school vacation, and other mundane topics. I stayed quiet, nodding along and chiming in only when necessary.

–You know, Emily,– Elizabeth said suddenly, her tone light but deliberate, –you won’t believe this, but I made dinner and took care of the chores today with the help of your nephew.

My aunt looked surprised, her eyebrows lifting as she turned to me. –Well,– she said, a hint of curiosity in her voice, –that’s a very good thing. I’m glad to hear it.

–Yes,– Elizabeth added, her smile widening. –He’s determined to help as much as he can around the house now. Isn’t that right?

–Of course,– I muttered, forcing a smile. It was all I could manage.

The rest of the meal passed without incident, but I couldn’t shake the feeling of Elizabeth’s eyes on me, her gaze sharp and knowing. She had me exactly where she wanted me, and there was no escaping it.

That night, I stayed up late again, staring at the TV screen as my mind raced with everything that had happened. I was overwhelmed, unsure of what the coming days would bring. Sleep didn’t come easily, but eventually, exhaustion pulled me under.

–Good morning, sleepyhead,– Elizabeth’s voice cut through my grogginess the next day. –Wake up. There’s a lot of work to do. First, you need to change your clothes.

I blinked, still half-asleep, and saw the outfit she’d laid out for me: a pair of sporty capri pants that ended at my calves and a cropped top that left my abdomen exposed.

–Do I really have to wear these?– I asked, my voice tinged with reluctance.

–Yes, you do,– she replied firmly. –Don’t argue with me, or I’ll tell your aunt. Now, get dressed quickly.

I obeyed, pulling on the clothes without much enthusiasm. As I followed her to the living room, I couldn’t help but notice how the fabric felt against my skin. It was surprisingly comfortable, though I didn’t want to admit that I liked it. The circumstances made it impossible to truly enjoy the sensation.

In the living room, Elizabeth turned on the TV, pulling up a video of a workout routine designed for girls.

–Let’s go,– she said, clapping her hands. –After this, we’ve got a lot to do.

I went through the motions—squats, lunges, and other exercises—but my heart wasn’t in it. Elizabeth noticed immediately.

–Come on, Jessica,– she chided, standing beside me and correcting my form. –Put some attitude into it!

Her presence was both motivating and intimidating. She pushed me to do the exercises properly, her tone leaving no room for argument.

That night, after another exhausting day, I found myself slumped in front of the TV, my mind a whirlwind of confusion and fatigue. I didn’t know what the next day would bring, but I was too drained to think about it. Sleep came reluctantly, but it eventually pulled me under.

The following morning, Elizabeth was there again, her voice cutting through my grogginess with its usual mix of cheerfulness and authority.

–Good morning, sleepyhead. Time to get up. Lots to do today. First, change into these.

She’d laid out the same sporty outfit—capri pants and a cropped top. I sighed but didn’t argue. I dressed quickly, the fabric still feeling oddly comfortable against my skin.

In the living room, Elizabeth queued up another workout video, her energy as unrelenting as ever.

–Let’s go,– she said, clapping her hands. –After this, we’ve got a full day ahead.

I went through the exercises again, this time with a little more effort. Elizabeth stood beside me, correcting my form and pushing me to do better.

–Come on, Jessica,– she said, her voice firm but with a hint of encouragement. –More attitude!

Her words stung, but I couldn’t deny that she was pushing me to improve. Still, the weight of the situation hung over me, making it hard to fully embrace the moment.

When the workout was over, Elizabeth headed to the bathroom to take a shower.

–After I’m done, you can take a nice bath,– she called over her shoulder. –And don’t forget to use the depilatory cream.

As the sound of running water filled the house, I took the opportunity to look at myself in the mirror. The reflection staring back at me wasn’t as bad as I’d expected. The capri pants hugged my legs nicely, and the cropped top, while revealing, didn’t look entirely out of place. If only I had something to fill out the top, I thought, I could look even more feminine. The idea was strangely exciting, though I quickly pushed the thought aside, reminding myself of the circumstances.

Still, as I stood there, I couldn’t help but feel a flicker of curiosity—and maybe even a little pride—in how far I’d come.

After leaving the bathroom, I went to my room, where Elizabeth had already laid out my clothes for the day: a blue flowered dress that reached mid-thigh. I slipped it on, the fabric soft against my skin, and sat down as Elizabeth began to apply my makeup.

–It’ll be something light,– she explained, her tone casual but firm. –Just enough for being at home, but enough to make you feel feminine.

I was still annoyed by the whole situation, but I didn’t argue. Once she finished my makeup, she led me to the laundry room. We spent what felt like hours there as she explained how to treat each garment. Some items, she said, had to be washed by hand because of their delicacy. I’d never done any of this before, so it took me a while to get the hang of it.

After sorting and laying out several garments, we returned to the living room. Elizabeth instructed me to repeat all the chores from the previous day while she relaxed on the couch.

As I swept and dusted, I couldn’t help but regret how I’d treated Elizabeth before. Now that I was the one doing all the housework while she sat back, I understood how she must have felt when the roles were reversed.

–I’m done with the living room,– I announced, wiping my forehead.

–Very nice,– she said, not looking up from her phone. –You can sit and watch TV with me. In a couple of hours, you can start preparing the food.

I was beyond relieved to finally rest. My body ached from the morning’s workout and the hours of cleaning. The moment I touched the couch, I collapsed into it, my legs splayed out.

–What are you doing?– Elizabeth asked sharply, her eyes narrowing.

–You told me I could rest,– I replied, confused.

–Yes, but a lady doesn’t sit like that,– she said, her tone scolding. –Especially not in a dress. From now on, every time you sit down, you must keep your legs together or crossed. Understand?

I sighed but adjusted my posture, crossing my legs as she’d instructed. It felt awkward and unnatural, but I didn’t have the energy to argue.

After correcting my posture, I was finally able to rest for a few minutes before it was time to prepare the food. Elizabeth stayed nearby, giving me orders and instructions while I did all the work.

–I’ll teach you how to prepare everything,– she said, her tone matter-of-fact. –That way, you won’t need me to be here, and you can handle it on your own.

I nodded, focusing on the task at hand. A few minutes before my aunt was due to arrive, I changed back into my men’s clothes, making sure there was no trace of makeup left on my face. As I removed the delicate dress and slipped into my usual attire, I felt a strange sense of discomfort. I was slowly getting used to dressing like a woman, and the transition back felt oddly jarring.

When my aunt arrived, she immediately noticed the clean laundry.

–Did you really wash the clothes? That’s excellent!– she said, her voice filled with genuine delight. –I’m really glad you’re cooperating.

The following days passed in much the same way. Elizabeth woke me up early for exercise, followed by hours of cleaning and chores around the house. I always made sure to change back into my men’s clothes a few minutes before my aunt arrived, maintaining the façade.

One evening, as we sat down for dinner, my aunt’s expression turned serious.

–Boys,– she began, her voice heavy with concern, –I have some bad news.

–What is it, Emily?– Elizabeth asked, her brow furrowing with worry.

–The economic situation isn’t good for me right now,– my aunt explained. –I think I’ll have to take on extra hours at work. But even with the additional income, I won’t be able to keep up with things as they are. I’ve decided to sell the house and move to a smaller place. I’d love to keep both of you with me, but… I don’t think I can manage it anymore.

Her words hung in the air, heavy and final. I glanced at Elizabeth, who looked just as stunned as I felt. The life we’d been living—complicated and tense as it was—was about to change in ways neither of us could predict.


Changes

–That’s terrible,– Elizabeth said, her voice filled with concern. –But there must be a way we can help you.

–I don’t think it’s possible, honey,– my aunt replied, her tone heavy with resignation. –Even with the money you contribute, I still can’t cover all the expenses.

–What if I get a job?– Elizabeth suggested quickly. –I wanted to rest during this vacation, but I’ve been offered something for these days. I could help cover part of the expenses.

–I wouldn’t want to burden you like that,– my aunt said, shaking her head.

–Not at all,– Elizabeth insisted. –You have my full support. We’re in this together.

My aunt’s eyes softened, and she squeezed Elizabeth’s hand. –If you do that, I could pay off some of the back expenses. And maybe, with overtime, I’ll finally get the promotion I’ve been working toward. That way, I could cover everything.

–Everything will get better, Emily,– Elizabeth said confidently. –And with your nephew’s help, we’ll be able to get through this.

My aunt took both our hands, her eyes clouded with emotion. –Thank you, both of you. I don’t know what I’d do without your support.

I stayed quiet, not wanting to say anything that might complicate things further. My aunt was already doing so much for me, and I couldn’t bring myself to refuse. Besides, I thought that with Elizabeth away at work, I might finally get a chance to relax a little. Of course, I’d still look for ways to contribute, but at least I wouldn’t feel pressured to wear women’s clothes most of the time.

The next morning, Elizabeth woke me up much earlier than usual.

–Come on, baby,– she said, her tone brisk. –You need to help with breakfast and iron the clothes.

I groaned, dragging myself out of bed, still half-asleep. I helped with everything she asked, moving through the tasks on autopilot. Once we were done, Elizabeth and my aunt got into the car, as my aunt was dropping Elizabeth off at her new job.

As soon as they left, I was about to head back to bed when my phone buzzed. It was a message from Elizabeth.

–Baby, I’ve left you a list of things to take care of today. Don’t think that just because I’m not here, things will change for you. Everything stays the same. You’ll need to send me pictures of yourself to prove you’re following through. If you don’t, I’ll have no choice but to share your little secret.

I stared at the message, my heart sinking. So much for relaxing.

I writhed in bed, cursing Elizabeth under my breath. But the fear of her sharing those pictures was enough to keep me in line. Reluctantly, I got up and began to follow her instructions.

She wanted me to stick to our usual routine: exercise, take a bath using feminine hygiene products, and then clean the house while wearing a pair of fairly short denim shorts, a melon-colored tank top, and low-heeled sandals. As I swept and mopped, I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of embarrassment and… something else. Something I didn’t want to admit.

After finishing the chores, I sat in the living room and reviewed a couple of cooking tutorials Elizabeth had sent me. I followed the steps carefully, and to my surprise, the result wasn’t bad. Throughout the day, I had to send her pictures of my progress—proof that I was doing everything she’d asked. She found it amusing, and though I hated to admit it, I was starting to get used to wearing feminine clothes. It wasn’t just the fear of exposure anymore; there was a part of me that actually enjoyed it. But the fact that I was being forced into it still bothered me deeply.

Over the next few days, I continued to follow Elizabeth’s orders, not just out of fear but also because it felt necessary. Both she and my aunt were working long hours, barely having time to rest when they got home. It was hard to admit, but Elizabeth was doing far more to help my aunt than I was. So, I took on the responsibility of keeping the house in order while they worked.

At one point, I even asked Elizabeth for help. I thought she might recommend me for a job at the place where she worked, so I could contribute more financially.

–Hahaha, my dear Jessica,– she laughed when I brought it up. –I work at a beauty salon. I don’t think you’re ready for that—at least, not yet. But don’t worry. I’m learning a lot, and soon I’ll be able to do more than just work part-time as an assistant. Thanks to that, I’ll be able to help Emily pay off the overdue bills. It’s sweet that you want to help, though. For now, it’s best to continue as we are.

Her words stung, but I knew she was right. I wasn’t ready for something like that—not yet, anyway. So, I kept doing what I could, supporting them in the only way I knew how.

After a month, I had become surprisingly skilled at housework. But then something unexpected happened. Even when Elizabeth didn’t ask for proof, I found myself choosing outfits to wear during the day. That day, it was a salmon-colored dress. I loved how it looked—soft, elegant, and undeniably feminine.

As I finished mopping, I turned around, caught up in a moment of excitement. My reflection in the nearby showcase stopped me cold. There, staring back at me, was a young woman in a tight dress, her movements graceful and feminine. Her lips glistened with gloss, and her shoulder-length hair fell in soft curls. She was smiling—until she wasn’t.

The realization hit me like a punch to the gut. That girl in the reflection was me. I froze, a wave of fear washing over me.

I ran to my room, desperate to tear off the dress. But as I lifted it, I caught sight of my underwear—a fuchsia cheeky strap tucked beneath shiny stockings. When I brushed my finger against the fabric, I noticed it no longer felt uncomfortable wedged between my buttocks. Instead, it felt… natural.

Letting the dress fall back into place, I shivered as a cool breeze brushed against my smooth, stocking-clad legs. The sensation was electrifying. I sat down on the edge of the bed, my hand subtly tracing the curve of my thigh. A scorching heat spread through my body, and I couldn’t help but let out a soft sigh.

What was this feeling? It was completely new, something I’d never experienced before. I didn’t feel like myself, but at the same time, I didn’t want it to stop. I lay back on the bed, my hands exploring my body, the touch of the feminine fabric against my skin sending waves of pleasure through me.

A moan escaped my lips as my fingers brushed against my erection. The urge to masturbate was overwhelming, but a strange, unfamiliar thought crossed my mind. Without thinking, I jumped up and ran to Elizabeth’s room.

A couple of days earlier, while rummaging through Elizabeth’s room, I had accidentally stumbled upon a bottle of lubricant among her things. At the time, I assumed she had some kind of sex toy, but I didn’t think much of it. What I never imagined was that I’d soon be desperately searching for that very object.

Luckily, it didn’t take long to find the dildo. I didn’t pay much attention to its appearance; my focus was entirely on the task at hand. I poured the lubricant onto the toy and then onto myself, my fingers brushing against my entrance. The mere touch sent shivers through my body, and I moaned louder than I ever had before.

At first, it hurt. I hesitated, unsure if I should continue. But then I squatted down, placed the dildo on the floor, and let myself lower onto it slightly. The pain was sharp, and just as I reached out to steady myself and pull away, the toy slid all the way inside me.

A wave of pleasure surged through me, making my entire body vibrate. I gasped, my hands trembling as I slowly pulled the dildo out, only to push it back in again. The sensation was overwhelming—a mix of pain and pleasure that left me breathless. I paused for a moment, trying to process what was happening, but the urge to continue was too strong.

I started moving faster, my body responding in ways I’d never experienced before. I knelt on the floor, thrusting the dildo in and out, my moans growing louder and more desperate. My legs shook, and I collapsed onto the floor just as I was about to reach orgasm. Beads of sweat dripped from my forehead as a choked cry escaped my lips, my body convulsing as I ejaculated onto the floor.

It took me a while to recover. When the haze of pleasure faded, guilt crept in. I knew what I’d done wasn’t right, but the memory of the pleasure was impossible to ignore. Glancing at the clock, I realized they’d be home soon. Panicked, I rushed to change out of the feminine clothes, terrified that my aunt might see me like that.


Lonely night

The following days were strange for me. Some days, I dressed in the clothes Elizabeth left out for me, and other days, I didn’t. But every time I wore those feminine outfits, those intense sensations returned, stronger than before. At times, the passion became too much to handle, and I found myself repeating what I had done before—each time with more pleasure and less shame.

One day, out of curiosity, I even experimented with the dildo I’d found. I licked and sucked it as if it were a lollipop, my face burning with embarrassment even as my body responded with undeniable arousal. It was a new, thrilling experience, one I couldn’t stop thinking about.

But it didn’t end there. The next time, I took things further. I set up a video on my phone, one where a transvestite was being called names while being pleasured, moaning with abandon. I wanted to feel like her—desired, uninhibited, free.

I prepared myself with more care than ever before. I chose red lingerie, applied heavier makeup than usual, and even painted my nails with a pearly red polish. The reason for all this effort was simple: my aunt was at a meeting, and Elizabeth had an event. The house was mine for the entire afternoon.

I hurried through my chores, eager to have time to myself. Once everything was done, I slipped into a tight red dress and a pair of high heels. Though it wasn’t my first time wearing heels, it still took me a moment to find my balance.

For hours, I immersed myself in videos and images of transvestite girls online, my arousal growing with every passing minute. When I couldn’t take it anymore, I went to Elizabeth’s room. Standing there, dressed as I was, I felt like it was my room—Jessica’s room. The thought was intoxicating.

The temptation was too much to resist. I let myself believe, even if just for a moment, that this was my space—a young woman’s space. And in that moment, I felt more like myself than I ever had before.

The temptation was too much to resist. I grabbed my phone and took a couple of pictures, posing sensually in the dress. I loved the way I looked—my lips subtly glossed, my padded bra giving the illusion of curves. I couldn’t help but run my fingers over my lips and the fabric covering my chest, savoring the sensation.

I propped my phone on a piece of furniture, angling it so I could see and hear the video clearly. Then, I let myself go. As the video began, I inserted the dildo, timing it perfectly with the scene. When the actress moaned, I mimicked her, making the same faces and positioning myself just like her.

When they called her a whore, I spanked myself, whispering the same words: –Yes, I’m a little whore. Please, harder. I love cock. Oh, I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coming!–

I finished with a wide smile, my body trembling with pleasure. After a few moments, I cleaned up quickly, glancing at the clock. There was still time before anyone would be home. I thought about pouring myself a glass of wine and relaxing in front of the TV while reviewing the pictures I’d taken.

With my phone in one hand and a glass of wine in the other, I walked into the living room—only to find Elizabeth sitting there, waiting for me.

–Jessica,– she said from her armchair, her voice smooth and teasing. –I haven’t seen you in a while. I missed you. Look how much you’ve changed.

–Elizabeth!– I gasped, nearly dropping my glass. –I thought you were working until tonight.

–Bring me a drink, and I’ll tell you all about it,– she replied, her eyes glinting with amusement.

I obeyed, handing her a glass of wine. She glanced at my hands, her smile widening as she noticed the faint tremble. I sat down beside her, taking a large gulp of my drink, my heart racing.

–Take it easy, pretty girl,– she said, gently lowering the glass from my lips. –Yes, beautiful, I lied to you. A few days ago, I found some stockings that caught my attention. I recognized them as ones I’d left for you a while back, but something about them seemed… off. The knees, Jessica. They were worn out in a way that made me think you’d been kneeling for some reason. But that hadn’t happened before. Until now, you’d been so delicate with the clothes you wore.

–Yes, it was because something rolled under the couches,– I started to explain, but she placed a finger on my lips, silencing me.

–Honestly, I thought you’d stopped wearing the clothes I left for you. I was sure you’d just been changing into them occasionally to keep up appearances. I thought you were just a normal guy who’d been curious, and I was ready to let it go—to pretend the game was still on just to keep you helping around the house. But I see now that I was wrong about you.– She paused, her eyes narrowing playfully. –I even found you handsome at one point.

She took a sip from her glass, her gaze lingering on me as she let out a soft laugh. With a gesture, she stopped me from responding, her expression turning thoughtful.

–Now I realize you’re not just a man, and there’s nothing wrong with that, pretty. The truth is, you’ve surprised me a lot with everything you’ve done lately. When I found out you’d been playing with my dildo, I didn’t say anything. I left it there as a gift, knowing you wouldn’t be able to resist the opportunity to indulge yourself if Emily and I were out.– She leaned back, her tone casual but her eyes sharp. –When I saw the light on in my room, I decided to open the door quietly and sneak in. I sat there, waiting, but… ufff, I didn’t expect to see you so… produced. From head to toe, you’d done your best to look feminine. Your nails, your hair, even the padding in your clothes. You really surprised me.

She finished her drink and gestured for me to refill our glasses. Before I could leave, she added, –Prepare an appetizer too, will you?–

When I returned, she continued, her voice calm but laced with amusement.

–Things are going to change, Jessica,– Elizabeth said, her voice soft but firm as she took my hands in hers. –But it’ll be for the better, I promise. Before, I couldn’t see your true self, and that’s why I didn’t help you the way I should have. But now, everything will be different.–

Her words left me stunned. She didn’t give me a chance to explain or defend myself. I was frozen, caught off guard by her sudden understanding—or so it seemed. After a moment, she let me go to my room to change, as my aunt was due to arrive soon.

As I changed out of the dress and into my usual clothes, my mind raced. What did Elizabeth mean by all of that? Was she really going to help me, or was this just another way to control me? I couldn’t shake the fear that had taken root in my chest.

By the time we sat down for dinner, I was still on edge. My aunt, however, was in high spirits.

–Guys,– she began, her face lighting up with a smile, –I have good news. Thanks to the support you’ve both given me these past couple of months, I’ve been able to pay off the overdue bills. And because of all the extra hours I’ve been putting in, I’ve been assigned a new project. It means I’ll still have to work hard, but not as intensely as before. Plus, it comes with a better salary and even a day off to spend with you.–

–Emily, that’s wonderful!– Elizabeth exclaimed, her enthusiasm genuine. –And I have good news too. At the salon where I work, they think I’ve learned enough to take on more responsibilities—not just as an assistant. That means I’ll be earning more money, which will help cover my school expenses and support the house more easily. Better times are ahead of us.–

As she spoke, Elizabeth glanced at me, her expression unreadable. For a moment, I thought she might say something about what she’d seen earlier, but she stayed silent. I was grateful for that, at least.

Still, the fear lingered. What did she mean by “things are going to change”? And what did she have planned for me?


New Self

The next morning, I helped prepare breakfast as usual, but this time was different. Elizabeth had the day off and would be staying home with me. As expected, she made me dress in feminine clothes, but the outfit she chose was unlike anything I’d worn before. Gone were the comfortable, casual pieces and low-heeled shoes. Instead, she handed me a mini skirt, a blouse that looked like something you’d wear to a bar, and sneakers with a higher heel than I was used to.

The makeup was different too. She applied red lipstick and a touch of eyeliner, making me look bolder, more daring. When she was done, she took my hand and led me to the living room, where she had laid out some of her work tools.

–Sit down, pretty,– she said, her tone gentle but firm. –We have a lot to talk about.

I obeyed, though hesitantly. She instructed me to take off my slippers, and I did as she asked. She knelt in front of me and began performing a pedicure, her movements precise and practiced.

–One of the conditions of my new position is that I commit to practicing,– she explained as she worked. –Of course, I can do treatments on myself, and I can ask Emily for help from time to time. But I think practicing with you will be even better. Because, to be honest, I think you’re going to love this. From today on, we’re both going to work on bringing out your feminine side.

–Elizabeth, please,– I said, my voice trembling as tears welled up in my eyes. –This was just a game for me. Yes, I might like dressing like a girl, but that doesn’t mean I want to be one. I’m begging you, don’t do this to me. I’m a man.

–Listen honey, – she said, her voice softening but still firm. –I know this might hurt, but I’ll be with you every step of the way. I’ll push you if I have to, but you need to understand something: you’re not a man. No man dresses like a woman in secret for weeks. No man would do the things you’ve done, like sticking a dildo up his ass. And no man would moan and call himself a whore.

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. I wanted to argue, to deny everything, but deep down, I knew she was right. The truth was, I didn’t know who I was anymore. And as much as it terrified me, part of me was curious—maybe even excited—to find out.

I couldn’t say anything more. Between the blackmail and the humiliation, I felt completely defeated. When Elizabeth finished with my feet, she moved on to my hands, painting my nails a soft pink with a touch of glitter. She even tried a treatment on my hair, leaving it with soft curls and subtle highlights. She promised me she’d tell Emily that I’d done it to help her practice, and that everything would be fine. She assured me she’d remove the acrylic nails before my aunt arrived.

The rest of the day was spent correcting my posture and gestures to make them more feminine. It was exhausting and humiliating. Sure, I might have enjoyed dressing this way in secret, but this was too much. It felt like I was being stripped of who I was, piece by piece.

As I was preparing lunch, the doorbell rang.

–Stay quiet,– Elizabeth said sharply when she saw me tense up. –Stay in the kitchen.–

I obeyed, though curiosity gnawed at me. I wanted to peek out to see who it was, but Elizabeth’s body blocked my view. Just as I was about to step closer to the threshold, I froze. My heart sank as my eyes met those of my aunt, who was walking through the door.

I wanted to disappear. The world felt like it was crashing down around me.

–Don’t worry, sweetheart,– my aunt said softly as tears streamed down my face. –I know everything. Elizabeth has already told me.

I turned to Elizabeth, feeling utterly betrayed.

–It’s okay, Jessica,– Elizabeth said, her voice calm but firm. –Emily understands you, and she’s not here to judge you.

–When you asked to stay here,– my aunt continued, her tone gentle, –I didn’t fully understand why. I never imagined it was because your parents didn’t accept you for who you are.

I stared at them, completely lost. What were they talking about? I didn’t understand anything.

–Everything’s fine,– my aunt said, her voice warm and reassuring. –Here, you can be who you really are. You’re my niece, and I support you completely. The three of us will be very happy here. I’ll support you just as you’ve supported me so far.

I couldn’t say anything. My mind was a whirlwind of confusion. None of this made sense.

–Yes, Jessica,– Elizabeth chimed in, her tone gentle but firm. –We’ll be here for you, no matter what you need.

I felt like a puppet, completely powerless as they guided me to the table, talking as if everything were settled.

–I’ll prepare the food,– Elizabeth offered, glancing at me. –I think Jessica isn’t in the mood.

–It’s not necessary,– my aunt replied with a smile. –Today, we’re eating out. I’ll just change my clothes, and then we’ll go.

–Come on, pretty girl,– Elizabeth said, taking my hand. –I’ll help you get ready.

She led me to my room, where I broke down in tears.

–Why did you do this?– I asked, my voice trembling. –You promised not to tell anyone. You said you’d take all of this off before she got here.

–Honey, – Elizabeth said, pulling me into a hug. –This is the best thing for you. Now that Emily knows, you won’t have to hide anymore. You can be happy, Jessica. Come on, your aunt is waiting for us.

–I’m not going anywhere,– I snapped, pulling away from her.

Elizabeth sighed, her expression hardening. –I was hoping you’d accept your new situation without so much fuss, but I don’t have a choice. As I’ve told you before, I can publish those pictures of you. And now, I also have a video of you playing with a dildo. Yes, that’s right—I left a camera in my room, and I have it all on tape. So, you’d better be nice to Emily. She’s very happy right now, and I don’t want you to ruin her mood.

Her words left me frozen. I had no choice but to obey.

Elizabeth touched up my makeup and handed me a little jacket that barely covered my back and arms. We left the house together, my aunt giving me a warm hug and a kiss before we left.

–I love you so much,– she whispered, her voice filled with emotion.

We drove for a while before arriving at a fast-food restaurant. For a moment, I hoped we were just picking up takeout, but they wanted to eat there. My stomach churned with a mix of fear, shame, and confusion. I felt completely exposed, like I was being torn apart from the inside.

When it was my turn to order, I spoke in my natural, masculine voice. The cashier’s surprised look made my cheeks burn. I wanted the ground to swallow me whole. As we sat down, a group of boys at a nearby table kept glancing in our direction. Between their stares and my long fingernails, I struggled to open the condiment packets.

Then, my phone buzzed. It was a message from Elizabeth.

–Do you want me to talk to the guys at the other table?– she wrote. –I’m sure they’re trying to figure out who’s the prettiest of the three of us.

My eyes widened in shock. Before I could respond, another message came through.

–Just kidding.

I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry.

When we got home, I collapsed. I changed out of the clothes and fell into bed, sleeping deeply until well past 11 the next morning. Elizabeth was home again, preparing lunch while I took a shower. I was still trying to process everything that had happened when I noticed something was off.

There were no clothes in my room.

–I got rid of all those ugly clothes,– Elizabeth said casually when I asked. –I threw them away while you were in the shower. For now, I’ve left something for you in my room. When you’re done, come down to eat.

Resigned, I followed her instructions. There was no point in arguing anymore.


New life

–Look, Jessica,– Elizabeth said, her tone firm but not unkind. –Everything that’s happening is for your own good. I need you to understand that. From now on, you have to commit to this. If you keep resisting, it’s only going to make things slower and more painful for you. So, every time you don’t do what I or Emily tell you, there will be consequences.

I nodded, my heart heavy. I couldn’t imagine the situation getting any worse, but I knew better than to argue.

The afternoon was spent practicing walking in heels and refining my gestures to make them more feminine. Elizabeth insisted I refer to myself in the feminine form, which felt strange and uncomfortable at first. She also worked on my nails and hair again, her hands moving with practiced ease.

Just as we were finishing, my aunt arrived home, carrying several bags.

–It’s not much, but it’s a start,– she said, her voice warm and encouraging. –I bought these for you. I hope you like them. Elizabeth helped me pick everything out.

I stared at the bags, my mind racing. My aunt had bought women’s clothes for me. Inside, there was everything—casual outfits, formal wear, sporty attire, and even intimate apparel. All of it was undeniably feminine.

Before I could react, Elizabeth wrapped her arms around me.

–You must be so happy,– she said, her eyes locking onto mine in a way that made it clear I was expected to respond positively.

–Yes, I am,– I forced a smile, my voice trembling slightly. –Thank you so much, Aunt Emily. It’s all very nice.

My aunt hugged me tightly, her embrace warm and reassuring. Then, she let me take the bags to my room, where Elizabeth helped me unpack and organize everything.

–Hold on a moment,– Elizabeth said, disappearing briefly before returning with another bag. –These are things you’ve tried on before—things I don’t use anymore. They’re yours now, beautiful.–

She handed me the bag, her smile encouraging. –Cheer up, Jessica. Tomorrow begins a new life for you.

I nodded, though my emotions were a tangled mess. Part of me was terrified, but another part—a part I didn’t want to acknowledge—felt a flicker of excitement.

When we woke up the next morning, we resumed the routine. I prepared everything for my aunt and Elizabeth to go to work, then stayed behind to take care of the housework. Now, even if I wanted to, I didn’t have any male clothes to wear. The acrylic nails Elizabeth had put on me made some tasks difficult, but I managed to finish everything and even found a little time for myself.

Back in my room, I began organizing the clothes Elizabeth had given me. There were stockings, a few pieces of lingerie, and, most notably, the dildo I had used before. Holding it in my hands, I thought about using it again, but I was too upset to go through with it.

I picked up my phone, considering deleting the pictures I’d taken of myself in women’s clothes. But I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

Another change was the diet. Now that my aunt believed we were three women living in the house, the meals were much lighter. The variety of food they used to buy with me in mind was gone. Instead, there was yogurt, soy milk, and other low-calorie options. Each flavor was assigned to a specific person—my aunt, Elizabeth, or me.

At first, I was constantly hungry. Between the new diet and the routines Elizabeth had me doing, I barely had enough energy to get through the day. Before, I used to go jogging or look for work. I didn’t have many friends here, but I could at least go out and have some fun. Now, none of that was possible. I didn’t dare leave the house. I felt like a hostage, trapped in a situation I couldn’t find a way out of.

As the days passed, I began to soften. My aunt and Elizabeth’s kindness seemed genuine. They made me feel like they didn’t mind how I dressed, even if it was in women’s clothes. I couldn’t deny that, at times, I enjoyed it.

It took a couple of days for me to feel a glimmer of the happiness I’d felt before—like the first time I’d been penetrated. But I refused to give in completely. If I did, it would mean letting go of the idea that I was still a man. It would mean admitting that Elizabeth was right—that I wanted all of this.

One night, after a light dinner of soy milk and flan, we spent the evening watching movies together. My aunt wore a plush robe that reached her feet, while Elizabeth had on a cotton blouse and shorts. I, on the other hand, wore a satin robe that ended just above my knees.

I prepared popcorn, and we all snuggled under blankets. They chose the movies—mostly romantic comedies. Some of them were genuinely funny, and I found myself laughing along with them. I also listened as they commented on the handsome actors in the films. Though I didn’t join the conversation, I paid close attention to their remarks. At one point, I even blushed and hugged a cushion to hide my face.

When I finally went to bed, I couldn’t fall asleep. I thought maybe masturbating would help me relax, but as I felt the satin robe brushing against my skin, I knew exactly what I needed to do. I rummaged through my drawers until I found the dildo.

As I began to use it, I couldn’t help but moan softly. I didn’t want to alert my aunt or Elizabeth, so I knelt on the bed, hugging a pillow and biting it to muffle my sounds. This time, as I pushed the toy deeper, I imagined scenarios like the ones from the movies—a man with a sculpted body, his hands on me. I rubbed the pillow, pretending it was a firm, muscular abdomen, clutching and scratching at it with my freshly manicured nails.

From that moment on, I began to adjust to my new normal—being Jessica full-time. There was so much to enjoy about this new life. Everything started to feel brighter, even rosy, both figuratively and literally. With Elizabeth’s help, I remodeled my room, transforming it into a space worthy of a young lady. The change wasn’t unpleasant; in fact, it felt like the room was finally gaining some personality.

The days passed quietly. I’d wake up, help my aunt and Elizabeth, and spend the mornings mastering housework. Some afternoons were dedicated to practicing with Elizabeth, who was determined to turn me into a proper lady. Occasionally, I’d look up new recipes online to vary our meals, and little by little, my cooking skills improved.

Other days, I’d help Elizabeth practice on my nails and hair, which meant I got to try out many different looks. Surprisingly, I was learning a lot too—so much so that I even started helping Elizabeth with her grooming from time to time.

With my aunt spending more time at home, we established a weekly movie night and other activities, like going out to eat once a week. While I was mostly happy, going outside always filled me with dread. Truthfully, my favorite time of the week was movie night. Being with them in the quiet comfort of our home made me feel safe and content. Plus, I loved losing myself in the stories and characters on screen.

As time went on, my relationship with my aunt and Elizabeth improved significantly. I could spend hours talking to them, listening to their stories and sharing my own thoughts. They became my closest friends, the people I trusted most. That’s why, one day, Elizabeth showed me how she deleted all the images and videos she had of me.

–It’s no longer necessary to keep these,– she said, her voice sincere. –And I want to apologize. I know it wasn’t the best way to help you, but it was the only way I could think of at the time.–

I couldn’t hide my lingering dissatisfaction, but I forgave her. From that moment on, we agreed to move forward as good friends.

For a while, I started to like my life. But spending all my time at home without going out began to bore me. With so much free time in the afternoons, I often found myself struggling to fill the hours. Some days, I’d watch TV for hours on end. Other days, I’d experiment with Elizabeth’s beauty tools, practicing on myself. In fact, when my aunt noticed I’d developed some skill, she started asking for my help from time to time.

One day, as I sat bored in front of the TV, Elizabeth came in and asked me to help her practice, as usual. But this time, while we worked, she asked me what kind of look I’d like to try. After some thought, I decided on a slight change to my hair—a small fringe. As for my nails, she made the decision: a cream color with gold accents.

–Let’s try a pink lipstick and eyeshadow to match the nails,– she suggested.

I was surprised by the care and attention she put into it. Normally, I didn’t pay much attention to the details, and rarely did I try to coordinate everything so meticulously.

When she finished, Elizabeth smiled and took my hand.

–Look, I have a present for you,– she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement.


The gift

In my room, laid out on the bed, was a stunning dress with a gold-toned skirt and a black top. Next to it were a pair of slippers in the same metallic shade and a matching bag. My heart raced with excitement as I put on the outfit, Elizabeth helping me with a gold necklace and rings to complete the look.

When I saw myself in the mirror, I was speechless. The reflection staring back at me was radiant, elegant, and undeniably feminine. Overwhelmed with happiness, I turned and hugged Elizabeth tightly.

She changed into something equally glamorous, and we spent the next hour taking pictures together, laughing and posing like best friends.

–Let’s go to the living room for a drink,– Elizabeth suggested, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

–Of course, let’s go!– I replied, my enthusiasm bubbling over.

As we sat down, Elizabeth raised her glass. –I have to congratulate you,– she said, her tone warm and genuine. –You’ve been behaving like a true princess.

–I owe that to you,– I replied, a hint of reproach in my voice. –For better or worse.

–I’m sorry, beautiful,– she said, her expression softening. –But you have to admit, you’re happier now. I’d never seen you smile like that before. When you first came here, you looked so sad, so down. You’d get upset so easily. But now… everything’s different.

I sighed, her words hitting a nerve. –I won’t deny what you’re saying, but it wasn’t my decision. I didn’t choose this.–

–So, would you like to go back to the way things were before?– she asked, her gaze steady. –If that’s what you want, you still have time to change things. You can bury Jessica and go back to your old life. I’ll help you. I’ll talk to Emily, and we’ll both support you.

I hesitated, her offer catching me off guard. After a long moment of thought, I finally spoke. –I don’t know. I don’t think I want to go back. Even if it’s hard to admit, I have to agree with you—I am happier now. But I wish I could’ve made these decisions myself, at my own pace, you know?

–I understand, beautiful,– Elizabeth said, her voice gentle. –And that’s why I promise not to interfere anymore in your life or your decisions. But…– She paused, her expression shifting in a way that made me nervous. –My gift isn’t just the clothes.

–What do you mean?– I asked, my voice tinged with worry.

–Take it easy, beautiful,– Elizabeth said, her tone soothing as she took my hands in hers. –It’s nothing bad. It’s an opportunity—one you can take or leave. The decision is entirely yours. Tonight, I’m going out to party with some friends from college. I told them I might bring a friend, but I wasn’t sure. Jessica, I want you to come with me. Let’s have a drink, dance, and enjoy ourselves. I know you’re always afraid when you go out, but you don’t have to be. It’s time for you to start living outside these walls. Think about it.

Her words stirred a whirlwind of emotions inside me. Fear, excitement, and curiosity all battled for dominance. I wanted to accept her invitation, but my mind was racing with doubts and what-ifs. Still, deep down, I knew she was right. I couldn’t keep hiding forever.

I sat in silence for a few minutes, my hands trembling in hers. Elizabeth watched me patiently, her expression tender and encouraging. When my eyes finally met hers, I found the strength to answer.

–I do want to go,– I said, my voice steady despite the nerves.

Elizabeth’s face lit up, and she pulled me into a tight hug. My eyes glistened with unshed tears, but I held them back. I didn’t want to ruin the makeup she’d worked so hard on. Tonight, I was determined to look beautiful and have an unforgettable evening.

Elizabeth helped me pack everything a girl might need in her purse—lipstick, compact mirror, and a few other essentials. She spritzed me with perfume, touched up my hair, and made sure every detail was perfect. Then, we waited for her friends to message us, the anticipation building with every passing minute.

I thought about backing out, about telling Elizabeth I wasn’t ready. But she stayed by my side, her kindness and encouragement giving me a small boost of confidence. When her phone finally rang, signaling that her friends had arrived, we left the house together. She held my arm tightly, her touch reassuring.

–Guys,– she greeted cheerfully as we approached the car, –this is my friend, Jessica.

–Very nice to meet you,– I said, my voice soft and apologetic.

–This is Michael, Mario, and Emma,– Elizabeth introduced, pointing to each of them.

We got into the car, the boys in the front and me sandwiched between Elizabeth and Emma in the back. I barely spoke during the ride, my nerves making it hard to focus. With one hand, I kept tugging at my dress, trying to cover more of my legs, but it was no use.

When we arrived at the bar, my legs were shaking so much that I clung to Elizabeth’s arm until we reached the table. We ordered a bucket of beer, and I downed my first drink quickly, hoping it would calm my nerves. By the second beer, I finally let go of Elizabeth’s arm, though she didn’t seem to mind. She’d spent the whole time chatting with her friends, occasionally making comments about me or my aunt, to which I responded with short, polite answers.

–Let’s go dancing, girls!– Emma said suddenly, grabbing Elizabeth’s hand.

–Come on, Jenny,– Elizabeth said, turning to me with a smile. –Come with us.

I hesitated but eventually stood up and followed them to the dance floor. Maybe it was the beer, or maybe it was the growing sense of freedom, but I started to let go. I watched the girls’ movements and tried to mimic them as best as I could. Before long, I was dancing alongside them, my earlier embarrassment fading away.

–You move so well!– Emma said, her voice filled with surprise. –You looked so serious earlier; I thought you weren’t having a good time.

–I was just embarrassed,– I admitted, my cheeks flushing. –I don’t usually go out like this.

We danced a couple more songs before the guys joined us on the dance floor. By then, I was having a great time, enjoying myself with Elizabeth’s friends, who were all incredibly kind to me—especially Michael. When we finally returned to the table to rest, I couldn’t help but notice how often he glanced at me. I blushed and smiled shyly, and he returned the gesture with a warm smile of his own.

Just as I was starting to relax, Elizabeth asked me to step aside with her, claiming she’d received a message from my aunt.

–What’s wrong?– I asked, my voice tinged with concern. –Is there a problem at home?

–Emily didn’t send me anything,– Elizabeth admitted, her tone casual. –I just wanted to talk. What’s going on with you and Michael?

–Nothing,– I said quickly, my cheeks flushing. –Has he said something about me?

–It’s not him,– she replied, raising an eyebrow. –It’s you. You like him, don’t you?

–Of course not,– I stammered, my face burning. –I’m just being nice.

–Look, beautiful,– Elizabeth said, her voice gentle but firm, –I just want you to be aware of what you’re doing. Michael’s not a bad guy—quite the opposite. And there’s nothing wrong with liking each other. You can take this as far as you want.

–Do you really think he’d want something with me?– I asked, my gaze dropping to the floor. –You know… because of what I am?

–Honey,– Elizabeth said, cupping my cheek, –you’re a very special girl, and any man would be lucky to have you. Michael’s a good guy, and he likes girls like you. Trust me.–

We hugged before heading back to the table, and I felt a newfound sense of confidence. Elizabeth made sure to seat me next to Michael, and we spent the rest of the evening talking and laughing. He was charming, funny, and incredibly kind. At one point, he asked me to dance, and I agreed without hesitation.

On the dance floor, Michael was a little shy, but I was starting to feel more uninhibited. I took the lead, dancing close to him, our movements syncing perfectly. At one point, our eyes met, and we held each other’s gaze for what felt like forever. Then, almost instinctively, we both leaned in, our lips meeting in a soft, tender kiss.

It felt magical, like something out of the movies I used to watch at home. For the first time, I felt truly seen, truly wanted. And in that moment, all my fears and doubts melted away.

When we returned to the table, I stayed close to Michael, his arm wrapped gently around me. He treated me with such kindness and care that I felt completely at ease. I rested my head on his shoulder as we continued chatting with our new friends. Mario teased Michael, calling him a casanova, which made both of us blush.

By the time we finished our drinks, I was completely smitten with Michael. He had a way of making me feel special, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d felt so happy.

At one point, I was sipping my drink, leaning against Michael, when he excused himself to go to the bathroom. Emma returned to the table and sat down next to me.

–I see you’re having a great time, my friend,– she said with a knowing smile.

–Yes,– I admitted, grinning. –I haven’t had this much fun in a long time. You guys are amazing.

–You must be saying that because of Michael,– Emma said, cutting me off before I could respond. –Don’t worry, I’m not saying it to bother you. I can tell you both are really happy together.

–I won’t lie to you,– I said, my voice soft but sincere. –I’ve never felt this way before, and it’s… wonderful.

Emma smiled warmly, her expression thoughtful. –Can I give you some advice, friend?


Taking the initiative

–Of course,– I said, curious. –What’s it about?

–When Michael found out you were coming, he was really excited,– Emma explained, her tone warm and encouraging. –He wanted to talk to you and ask you out, but he’s pretty shy. And, well, I can see you’re a little more adventurous. Don’t take this the wrong way, but you seem more confident—more daring. That’s why, if you want something more to happen, you might have to take the lead. Be clear about what you want, you know?

–Well, I…– I hesitated, my cheeks burning. –I do want to, but…

–Then go for it,– Emma said, her smile widening. –If that’s what you want, there’s nothing wrong with it. Really. Just tell him you’d like to go somewhere quiet, just the two of you.

–I don’t know,– I said, my voice wavering. –I’d have to talk to Elizabeth about it, and my aunt would kill me if I did something like that.

–Think about it,– Emma said, her tone gentle but persuasive. –I can cover for you with Elizabeth so you two can slip away. And, well, I don’t want to be a bad influence, but sometimes it’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission.–

I glanced at Michael, who was standing a little ways off, looking incredibly handsome. In that moment, I felt like a princess, and he was my knight in shining armor. I knew I wanted him to sweep me off my feet, to take me wherever he wanted. I looked back at Emma and nodded, my decision made.

A small pang of guilt tugged at me for sidelining the women who had supported me so much during this journey. But I was determined. This was something I wanted to experience, even if they might not approve. After all, I was just beginning to truly live as Jessica, and jumping into dating felt like a huge step. But I wanted it—maybe because of the alcohol, maybe because the dancing had left me feeling bold, or maybe because Michael was the first person in a long time who had shown genuine interest in me. The way he kissed me had left me breathless.

When I found him, I didn’t hesitate. I kissed him deeply, my hands tangling in his hair. He responded instantly, his arms wrapping around my waist as he pulled me closer. I could feel his body reacting to mine, and it only made me want him more.

–Hey,– I said, my voice soft but filled with determination. –I know it’s crazy, but… what if we go somewhere quieter?

Michael looked at me, his expression a mix of surprise and concern. –Are you sure?– he asked. –I don’t want you to have problems at home.

–I want to be alone with you,– I answered, my eyes locked on his.

We shared another kiss before slipping out of the bar, the loud music fading behind us as we made our way to his car. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Emma talking to Elizabeth, who was discreetly scanning the room for me.

Once in the car, Michael gently caressed my knee as I typed out a long message to Elizabeth and my aunt. I apologized for leaving so suddenly and explained that I needed to do this for myself. As I hit send, I felt no hesitation, no doubt. I was completely sure.

I looked down at my polished nails, my smooth legs, the way I held my phone—everything about me in that moment felt right. The joy, the passion, the certainty coursing through me—I was Jessica.

As we drove through the city, I began to fantasize about what was about to happen. I was glad I’d chosen matching black lingerie and that I was completely shaved. My heart raced with anticipation, my mind filled with images of what the night might bring.

We turned off the main avenue and entered a quiet subdivision. Michael greeted the security guard, and soon we arrived at his apartment building. He took my hand, his touch warm and reassuring, and led me inside.

I kissed him passionately, but I could feel his tension. Emma was right—Michael was shy. So, I softened my approach, kissing him with more tenderness, and gradually, he relaxed. He offered me a drink, and I accepted, the liquid helping to ease my nerves. We sat in his living room, and he nervously put on some music.

A song I loved began to play—one I often danced to at home while sweeping. I started humming along, and Michael watched me with a sweet, curious expression. Emboldened, I stood up and began to dance. At first, my movements were soft and tender, but as the music flowed through me, they became more sensual.

I could see the effect it had on Michael. His eyes darkened with desire, and when I placed my foot between his legs, he reached out to caress my calf, his touch sending shivers up my spine. I kept dancing, and soon his hands were exploring higher, his lips brushing against my skin.

Before the song ended, we were lost in each other, our kisses deepening, our hands roaming. I climbed onto his lap, feeling his hardness beneath me, and guided his hands to my buttocks. He squeezed gently, and I moaned, the heat between us growing unbearable.

His hands slipped under my dress, and I began to unbutton his shirt, my fingers trembling with anticipation. When I reached his pants, I knelt in front of him, my heart pounding as I took him into my mouth. His sharp intake of breath and the way his body shuddered told me I was doing something right, and it filled me with a sense of power and pleasure.

But I didn’t want it to end there. I stood up, and together we removed my dress, his hands helping to peel it away. We kissed again, his body pressing against mine, and I felt his cock against my skin, the heat of it making me ache with need.

He guided me to his bedroom, our lips never parting, our hands never still. When we reached the bed, he laid me down, his kisses trailing down my body. His hands explored my legs, and when they brushed against my chest, I couldn’t hold back a moan. He took the hint, lowering my bra just enough to kiss and lick my nipples. The sensation was electric, and I writhed beneath him, my legs wrapping around his waist.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I reached between us, guiding him toward my entrance. He paused, reaching into a drawer for a condom and lube. He handed me the condom to open while he coated his fingers with the lube, preparing me with slow, deliberate strokes.

Even though I’d experimented with a dildo before, this was different—so much better. The warmth of his hand, the way his fingers moved in and out of me, brought me to the edge of ecstasy.

I opened the package with my teeth and carefully rolled the condom onto Michael’s cock, my hands trembling slightly with anticipation. As I did, I couldn’t resist kissing and licking it gently, earning a playful, “Naughty,” look from him.

I leaned back, taking a deep breath. I knew it might hurt at first, but I was ready. As he slowly entered me, I gasped and clutched the pillow, bracing myself. To my surprise, the pain was minimal, and soon I felt him fully inside me. I opened my eyes, meeting his gaze, and he kissed me passionately before beginning to move.

The pleasure was overwhelming. I moaned as he thrust into me, claiming me in a way I’d never experienced before. The sensations built quickly, and I realized I was close to finishing. It felt bittersweet—I didn’t want it to end. I matched his movements, wanting him to feel the same explosive ecstasy I was experiencing.

Just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Michael lightly bit my exposed nipple, sending waves of pleasure crashing through me. I clung to his hips, my moans growing louder as he kissed my neck. The intensity was almost too much to bear.

After a few more thrusts, Michael paused to kiss me deeply. I was lost in his sweetness, my fingers brushing through my hair as I tried to catch my breath. But before I could fully recover, he surged forward with renewed vigor, his pace faster and more intense than before.

I cried out, my mouth hanging open as I surrendered to the pleasure. One hand gripped the sheets, the other clung to him desperately. Three hard, final thrusts pushed me to the edge, and I felt him finish inside me, the warmth sending me over the edge as well. We came together, our bodies trembling in unison.

Exhausted but euphoric, we lay tangled in each other’s arms, sharing soft kisses until we drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, I woke to the smell of coffee and toast. Michael had prepared breakfast, his kindness making me fall even harder for him. But my heart sank when I saw the flood of messages on my phone. My aunt and Elizabeth were furious.

Michael drove me home, his expression sad but understanding. At the door, my aunt was waiting, her face stern and unreadable.

–Get into the house,– she said sharply, her tone leaving no room for argument.

–I want to apologize for…– Michael began, but my aunt cut him off.

–Later,– she said, her voice firm. –I know it’s not your fault, but I need to talk to my niece first. It’s not right for her to stay out all night without a word.

Michael said goodbye kindly, but my aunt didn’t let me get close to him. The way she pulled me into a tight hug, shielding me from him, was something I hadn’t felt before. In that moment, I could sense how much she wanted to protect me.

–What were you thinking, Jessica?– she said, her voice sharp with worry and frustration. –Do you have any idea how worried we were about you?–

–I left a message for both of you,– I replied, glancing at Elizabeth, who stood quietly in the living room.

My aunt spent what felt like an eternity scolding both of us. Though her words were harsh, I knew she was right.

–You can’t just do whatever you want, Jessica,– she said, her tone firm. –I’ve given you a lot of freedom, but if you want to keep it, you’ll have to start fulfilling your obligations. First, this can never happen again. Do you hear me? If you go out, Elizabeth goes with you. If you try to sneak away, there will be consequences. Second, you can’t spend all day at home doing nothing. I don’t want you wasting your time, so you’ll need to either find a job or start studying something.–

After a long discussion, my aunt finally calmed down.

–You have to understand, I was so worried,– she said, her voice softening. –I love you both so much. To me, you and Elizabeth are like my daughters. I don’t want anything to happen to you. I know Michael is a good boy, but what you did wasn’t right. You can’t just disappear like that, as if nothing happened.–

Elizabeth and I hugged my aunt, apologizing through tears. I offered to make something to eat while they rested, hoping to make amends.

–You’ve really improved in the kitchen,– my aunt said, her tone lighter as we ate. Elizabeth nodded in agreement, and I couldn’t help but smile.

For dessert, we had ice cream and watched movies together, the tension from earlier slowly fading. As the night wound down, I realized that the next day would mark the start of a new week—and a new chapter in my life. Jessica’s life was just beginning, and I was ready to embrace it.


Afterword:

" A Forced Feminization Transformation: From Him to Her" is a tale of self-discovery and the courage it takes to embrace one's true identity. Through Jennifer's journey, the story explores the complexities of gender expression and the transformative power of acceptance, both from others and within oneself. It is a reminder that the path to self-realization is often fraught with challenges, but ultimately leads to a more authentic and fulfilling life.
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