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Anthony woke to the sound of voices downstairs. First it was movement, the front door opening, the sharp click of high heels on the tile. Then came Jenna’s voice. His older stepsister had a bright, ringing way of speaking that cut through the house obnoxiously loudly.

“Merry Christmas, Lydia!” she called out.

His mother, Lydia, answered her, cheerful enough on the surface but carrying a tension he recognized immediately. He lay there staring at the ceiling, the faint scent of the pine tree drifting through the air. It should have felt comforting. It didn’t.

As their voices blended below him, the memories of the past few days pressed back into his mind.

His parents’ divorce had changed the entire atmosphere of the house. Things were quieter. More tense. His mother wasn’t cruel, but she was different. Tired. Irritated. Quick to bristle at anything that reminded her of his father, and lately that seemed to include Anthony himself. Any mention of men, even casual, made her face tighten just slightly.

Three nights earlier, she had come into his room and shut the door behind her.

“We need to talk,” she said bluntly.

He sat up slowly, already uneasy. “About what?”

She crossed her arms. “This year is going to be an all-girls Christmas. No men.”

“Um, what do you mean?” he said.

“You’re going to join us this year as one of the girls.” Her tone didn’t waver.

Anthony blinked, certain he’d misheard. “What are you talking about?”

“You’re going to dress up as a girl for Christmas. After everything that I’ve been through this year I’ve decided that I want a male-free atmosphere for my favorite holiday, and you are going to participate.” She spoke calmly, as if explaining a schedule change.

“No. Absolutely not.” His voice cracked with shock. “I’m not doing that.”

“You are,” she said. Still calm, but firmer now.

“No. Mom, I’m not. I’m not dressing like a girl. That’s absurd.” His face heated with embarrassment just saying the words. “Why would you even ask that? I’m a twenty-three-year-old man.”

“I’m not asking,” she replied. “You live under my roof and you’ll do what I say or you’ll get out. Your Aunt Gina is coming with Melanie and Dina. Jenna is also driving down from upstate. Uncle Mike bailed. Your father…” She let out a bitter breath. “Your father isn’t here for anything anymore. It’s just us, so I want a girls’ Christmas. I need it.”

He was already dreading seeing Jenna, his “Aunt” Gina, and her two daughters. Gina was his mom’s best friend since childhood, and her daughters, Melanie and Dina, always delighted in joining in Jenna teasing and bullying him. It had been somewhat better in recent years, but still never fun. Jenna on the other hand, was still just as bitchy as she had been when they were kids, never missing an opportunity to insult or embarrass him.

“That has nothing to do with me,” he shot back. “I’m your son. Not your daughter.”

Her eyes narrowed. “You’re making this harder than it needs to be.”

He thought about raising his voice then thought better of it. “Because you’re asking me to do something ridiculous!”

“I’m asking you to show me some emotional support while everything is falling apart,” she snapped. “I am doing this holiday alone. I am juggling everything alone. And you can’t handle one day of giving something back?”

“That’s not fair,” he muttered. His stomach twisted. “You can’t force me.”

She stepped closer, her voice dropping but becoming sharper. “I absolutely can or you can get out of my house. You’re such a big adult and yet I still pay your bills and put a roof over your head. Until you get a job and get out on your own what I say goes.”

He shook his head, anger and fear that she was serious about throwing him out rising at once. This wasn’t the first time she had threatened that. “Mom, please. I don’t want to do this.”

“And I don’t want to do a lot of things,” she said, her voice finally cracking with exhaustion. “But I don’t get to choose right now. I need this holiday to feel the way I want it to feel. So yes. It’s happening.”

He swallowed hard. His palms were sweating. “I don’t want them all seeing me like that.”

“They’re family,” she said sharply. “They’ll understand. And if they don’t, they’ll keep their mouths shut. Because this is my house, and this is what we’re doing.”

He felt trapped. Pressured from every direction. He wanted to argue, scream, refuse again. But her threat, and her face: a mix of bitterness, disappointment, and sheer exhaustion, made something inside him sink.

He looked at the floor. “Fine,” he muttered. “Whatever.”

“Say it clearly,” she said, arms crossing tighter.

He hated her in that moment. Hated the situation. Hated himself for folding.

“…fine,” he said louder. “I’ll do it.”

She exhaled and finally softened. “Thank you,” she said, placing a hand on his knee. “You don’t know how much this means to me.”

He forced himself not to pull his leg away.

That was the end of the conversation. The decision had been made for him the moment she walked into the room.

A gust of cold wind rattled his window now, pulling him back to the present.

Anthony blinked into the dimness of his bedroom. It was Christmas morning, the day he had been dreading all week.

He pushed the blanket aside and sat up, feet slipping onto the cold floor. A shiver ran up his legs. He rubbed his face with both hands and let out a slow breath.

He forced himself to stand, each step grudging as he moved toward the door and whatever waited downstairs.

Anthony paused at the top of the stairs, hand resting on the railing, trying to steady himself before going down and seeing his stepsister. Voices drifted faintly from the living room, and just hearing Jenna laugh made his stomach tighten.

Growing up, she had always made life hell for him. Teasing him, pranking him, calling him sensitive, calling him weak. She had a talent for finding whatever embarrassed him and dragging it into the light. It wasn’t playful, not really. It was meaner than that, wrapped in a smile that made adults think she was just being silly.

And she had gotten worse when they were alone or when Melanie and Dina were around.

If there was anyone on earth who would enjoy seeing him dressed as a girl today, it was Jenna. The thought made his throat dry. She would make holidays unpleasant enough on her own, and now she’d been handed a free pass by his mother to go ten times further.

He forced a breath in and walked down the stairs.

She was the first thing he saw when he reached the bottom step.

Jenna stood beside the tree, dressed in a fitted red dress that hit mid-thigh, the kind that somehow managed to look festive and glamorous at the same time. Her makeup was flawless, shimmering eyeshadow, rosy cheeks, glossy lips. Her long light brown hair fell in soft waves down her shoulders, framing her face beautifully.

She looked hot. He hated that he felt that way.

She turned at the sound of his footsteps, and the moment her eyes landed on him her whole face lit up with delighted mischief.

“Oh my God,” she squealed, giggling as she rushed toward him, heels tapping lightly on the floor. She threw her arms around him in a hug he was too annoyed to return. “Good morning, Amy.”

He stiffened. “What the hell…”

“Hey,” his mother snapped sharply from the kitchen doorway. “Watch your mouth. It’s Christmas.”

He turned toward her, jaw tight. “Mom, seriously…”

She cut him off with a raised hand. “That’s your name today. Amy. Remember? You’re a girl today.”

His eyes darted between the two of them, heat rising up his neck. “Yeah, about that, Mom, listen…”

“No.” Her tone was firm, absolute. “You’re not backing out. You agreed. You’re spending the holidays as Amy and that’s final.”

Anthony opened his mouth to protest, frustration bubbling up fast. “Mom, I don’t…”

“Enough,” she said sharply, shutting the conversation down like a slamming door. She turned toward Jenna without missing a beat. “Why don’t you take your sister upstairs and help her get ready?”

His stomach dropped at being called sister and her. And at his mom assigning Jenna to his transformation.

Jenna’s smile stretched wide, bright and merciless. “Gladly.” She took his hand without asking, fingers warm and perfectly manicured, nails painted a glossy red that matched her dress. “Come on, sis.”

“Jenna, seriously, I’m not…”

She tugged his hand, already pulling him toward the stairs with an enthusiasm that made his skin crawl. “You’re not a man. Don’t worry, sis, I know that already.”

He stumbled after her as she led him back up the steps, her giggles echoing through the hallway. Her grip never loosened, and he could feel every ounce of her excitement vibrating through her hand.

Jenna tugged him straight past his bedroom and into the upstairs bathroom, flipping on the bright vanity lights. The sudden brightness made everything look sharper, the cold tile, the fogged edges of the mirror, the faint scent of shampoo and his mom’s hairspray.

She turned on the shower, letting the hot water run until steam began to bloom behind the curtain. Then she reached into a small gift bag she’d brought upstairs and handed him three things in a neat little bundle: A bottle of Nair, a pink body wash in a glittery bottle, and a matching pink shampoo with a tiny bow printed on the label.

“Here you go,” she said, her tone light but her eyes gleaming. “Use the Nair anywhere you have hair. Legs, arms, chest, little girl parts,” she chuckled, “everything. Leave it on for thirty seconds, then rinse it off. And yes,” she added, smiling sweetly, “I’ll be checking.”

Anthony’s face burned hot. “Jenna, I’m not…”

She moved in before he could finish, stepping close enough that he could smell her perfume, warm and expensive. In her heels, she towered over him. It hit him all at once, the familiar intimidation, the same fear he’d felt when they were younger and she used to pin him down, smack him around, overpower him without even trying.

Her expression shifted. The playful smile dropped, replaced by something cold and serious.

“Believe me,” she said quietly, leaning down so her face was inches from his, “you don’t want to make me or your mom upset today.”

His breath caught.

“So be a good girl,” she continued, her voice firm as steel, “and do what I tell you… Amy.”

He swallowed hard and nodded, unable to hold her stare.

“Good.” The smile snapped back into place: bright, bubbly, terrifying. “Get in. I’ll lay your clothes out on the counter while you’re showering.”

She turned and slipped out of the bathroom, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

Anthony stood there for a long second, the bottle of Nair heavy in his hand, steam curling around him. His heart thudded painfully in his chest. Every instinct screamed at him to stop, to refuse, to run, but he couldn’t. Not with Jenna and his mother united like this. Not with the memory of how easily she’d overpowered and bullied him even as kids.

He stepped into the shower.

The heat washed over him, but it didn’t ease anything. His hands shook slightly as he applied the Nair to his legs first. The cream felt cold and slick on his skin. Thirty seconds felt like forever, and when he rinsed it off, he watched the hair swirl down the drain in clumps. His stomach twisted. Then his arms. Then his chest and his groin. Every rinse sent more of himself sliding off his skin and disappearing into the water below. The embarrassment and panic hit harder than he expected. His body looked wrong. Vulnerable. Almost childlike without the hair he’d always taken for granted.

He grabbed the pink body wash next. The scent burst out immediately: sugary, floral, overwhelmingly feminine. It clung to his hands as he lathered, filling the air with sweetness that made his face burn hot. His entire body smelled like it belonged to someone else… someone soft, delicate, girly.

The shampoo was worse. The fruity floral scent filled his lungs with every breath, coating him in a femininity he couldn’t wash off, no matter how much he rinsed.

When the water finally shut off, Anthony stepped out of the shower and into the cloud of steam filling the bathroom. A pink towel waited for him on the counter, clearly placed there on purpose, and he reached for it reluctantly. The softness of the fabric felt almost exaggerated against his newly hairless skin, too plush and too gentle, as if it had been chosen specifically to remind him how exposed he already was. He dried himself carefully, trying not to focus on how strange his body felt without the familiar texture of hair anywhere on it.

Once he was dry, he turned toward the counter, expecting or at least hoping to see actual clothing laid out for him. Instead, his eyes landed on a single item: a pair of glossy red satin bikini panties. They were almost shiny under the bathroom lights, shimmering in a way that made them unignorable. This, apparently, was what Jenna had meant when she said she’d leave him something to wear.

He picked them up slowly, almost disbelieving. The satin felt cool and weightless in his hands, impossibly smooth, and clearly intended for someone far more comfortable in something so feminine. He felt a rush of embarrassment just holding them. It seemed absurd that anyone thought he should put them on, let alone walk around the house wearing them, but there was no chance Jenna or his mother would accept anything less.

With a tense breath, he stepped into them. The fabric slid up his legs in one fluid, slippery motion before settling snugly against him, fitting more closely than anything he had ever worn. The coolness of the satin sent an involuntary shiver through him, and the way it clung to his hips made him feel like the last pieces of his dignity were being peeled away one by one.

He turned toward the mirror, hoping somehow the reflection would look less humiliating than it felt. Instead, the sight hit him all at once: his petite, hairless body now framed by a pair of bright red panties that looked painfully appropriate on his hairless body and barely showed any hint of a bulge. The combination struck him with a wave of shame, sending a shiver down his spine.

Walking out into the hallway like this was the last thing he wanted. The idea of Jenna seeing him in nothing but those panties made his stomach flip with dread. He hated the thought of her amusement, her teasing, her scrutiny. He had always at least tried to fight back against her. Walking out sheepishly wearing panties seemed like an acceptance of defeat. But refusing to come out would only make it worse. She would open the door herself if he took too long, and the thought of her catching him frozen in place, half-hiding behind the counter, somehow felt even more humiliating. Especially when he considered the prospect of her physically overpowering him and forcing him out. He didn’t want to admit it to himself, but he knew she could.

He closed his eyes for a moment, drew in a slow breath, and forced himself to reach for the doorknob. His hand trembled slightly, but he steadied it, reminding himself that prolonging the inevitable would do nothing. With one final push of will, he opened the bathroom door and stepped into the hallway, moving toward Jenna’s old room with a tight throat and a pounding heart, knowing she was waiting to take him even further into whatever she and his mother had planned.

Jenna’s old bedroom door was already half-open, and as soon as Anthony stepped inside, she spun toward him with the expression of someone who had been impatiently waiting for the reveal. The moment her eyes locked onto his smooth body in the red satin panties, her whole face lit up and she let out a bursting laugh she didn’t even try to hide.

“Oh my God, Amy,” she squealed, covering her mouth for effect while her eyes stayed glued to him. “You look so cute. Seriously. I always knew you didn’t have much to hide down there. I mean… clearly small was the right size because those fit perfectly.”

The heat rushed to his face immediately. His hands twitched, instinctively wanting to cover himself even though he knew it would do nothing but make him look even more pathetic.

“I’m changing,” he snapped, voice trembling with equal parts humiliation and anger. “I’m not dealing with this. I’m done.”

He turned toward the door, but he barely made it a step before the sharp sound of rapid camera clicks filled the room. Jenna had her phone out, snapping picture after picture with mechanical precision, moving around him like she was documenting evidence.

“Stop!” he shouted, panic breaking through his voice as he lunged towards her. “Jenna, stop! Delete those!”

“Too late,” she laughed in a sing-song tone as she held him back with a stiff arm to his head, resisting him easily. She locked her phone with a satisfied tap. She didn’t even look at him when she slid it into her purse; though her victorious attitude was obvious. They both now knew that she was still the stronger of the two, and the more dominant.

“Delete them,” he repeated, voice cracking as humiliation threatened to overwhelm him. “Seriously, Jenna, delete…”

“Sit.” She interjected firmly.

The word cracked across the room like a command, sharp and sudden. She pointed straight at the floor in front of him.

He froze, confused. “What…? No, I’m not…”

“Sit,” she said again, louder this time, her finger jabbing at the floor with unmistakable authority.

His heart thudded painfully. Something old and instinctive flickered in him: memories of being twelve, of being shoved to the carpet, of being held down while she spanked him, of losing every fight they ever had. His hesitation lasted only a second.

When she raised her voice a third time, harsher than before, he flinched.

“Sit. Now.”

His body moved before he could think. He lowered himself onto his knees on the carpet, feeling small and ridiculous and far too exposed in the satin underwear she’d chosen for him. The power imbalance hit him hard, and when he looked up, Jenna was standing over him with a smirk that told him she knew exactly as he did that she was the one with all the power in the room.

“There we go,” she murmured, her satisfaction unmistakable. “Good girl.”

He swallowed hard, shame burning hot in his chest.

“Now,” she continued, standing over him victoriously, “this is how today is going to go. If you don’t want me sending those pictures out, showing all your little friends just how adorable you look in those panties, then you’re going to do exactly what I say. No arguing. No attitude. You’re going to behave.”

He clenched his jaw, voice strained. “But…”

“No butts, Amy,” she cut in sharply, the sweetness gone from her voice. “This is happening whether you like it or not. So, let’s make it simple.” She tapped the purse where her phone rested. “Are you going to be a good girl, or am I going to have to start sending these out?” She spoke to him like he was a disobedient child.

The fight drained out of him. He knew he had no leverage, no chance of getting the phone away from her, no hope of reasoning with his mother if he tried to run downstairs. Jenna held all the power, and she knew it.

His voice came out low, defeated. “Okay…”

She raised an eyebrow. “Okay what, Amy?”

His face went bright red. His stomach tightened. He forced the words out slowly, each one scraping his pride thinner.

“I’ll…I’ll be a good girl.”

Jenna’s smile widened, triumphant and condescending. She reached out and pet the top of his head lightly, fingers brushing his damp hair in a gesture that felt degrading, like petting a dog.

“That’s a good sissy,” she cooed, her tone syrupy with mock affection. “Now, let’s get you dressed.”

Jenna snapped her fingers lightly and motioned for him to stand, and Anthony pushed himself awkwardly to his feet. The red satin clung to him snugly, and he found himself adjusting the waistband without thinking, which only made Jenna smirk. She stood in front of him with her arms folded, assessing him like a project she was already proud of.

“Don’t go anywhere,” she said, practically skipping toward the doorway. “You still have another Christmas present to open, little sis. Stay right here.”

Before he could ask anything, she disappeared down the stairs, her heels tapping out a quick rhythmic pattern that made the whole house feel smaller. Anthony stood there in her old room, practically bare, the cool air brushing against his skin. He felt ridiculous, humiliated, and painfully aware that he was standing in tiny panties that barely covered his butt, waiting for someone who loved tormenting him to return with more.

Jenna came back moments later holding two Christmas gift bags stuffed with pink tissue paper. The bags looked cheerful, innocent, festive, nothing like what he knew they likely held for him. She closed the door behind her and set the bags on her old bed, turning toward him with an exaggeratedly sweet grin.

“Now,” she said, tapping one of the bags with her manicured nail, “you didn’t act very grateful for your pretty panties. So I expect you to be extra grateful for these.”

Anthony opened his mouth to argue, but she raised an eyebrow, and the memory of her phone and the pictures she’d just taken shut him up instantly. He nodded stiffly and stepped toward the nearest bag. His hands felt clumsy as he pushed aside the tissue paper and pulled out a small, neatly wrapped box. He placed the bag on the bed and opened the box slowly, a sinking feeling filling his stomach even before he saw what was inside.

When he lifted the lid, he froze.

Inside were two ultra-realistic breast forms, soft-looking, heavy, molded with an unsettling level of detail including realistic pink nipples. Next to them lay a small pink bottle labeled adhesive.

His face went pale.

Jenna burst into giggles immediately. She couldn’t stop herself, watching his expression with unfiltered delight. “Oh my God, Amy, look at you. You’re blushing. What do you say, princess?”

He held one of the forms awkwardly, feeling how lifelike it was, how convincingly it mimicked real breasts. The weight of it in his hand made the situation feel even more surreal, like he was stepping further into something he had no power to stop.

His voice came out in barely more than a whisper. “Thank you…”

Her smile faded instantly. “That doesn’t sound enthusiastic or grateful at all.”

He winced, still staring at the form in his hand. “Thank you, Jenna. I… like them.”

“No.” Her tone snapped sharply, the way someone might reprimand a stubborn child. “Not good enough. Get in the right mindset. You’re an excited little girl who just noticed her boobs are finally growing. Act like it.”

His face went bright red. He wanted this over with.

He took a breath, lifted his chin, and forced out a cheerful tone that felt humiliating with each breath. “Thank you so much, Jenna! I love my gift! They’re… they’re really great! I’m so excited!”

She smirked. “Better… but that is not a very girly voice you’re using, little sister. Try again. And maybe be more expressive with your hands. That might help.”

He debated arguing, this was getting ridiculous, but the threat of the photos sat like a stone in his stomach. Much to his chagrin, she pulled out her phone and began recording.

Reluctantly, he clasped his hands together, exaggerated the smile, and raised his voice into the highest, most feminine tone he could manage. It felt mortifying.

“Thank you sooo much, Jenna! I love my new boobs! They’re going to look so great on me!”

Jenna cracked up, nearly doubling over from laughter. When she finally composed herself, she stepped closer and placed a patronizing hand on the top of his head, gently patting him like one might pet a small dog.

“Aww,” she cooed, “I’m so glad you like them, Amy. I know you always wanted boobies of your own.”

Jenna tilted her head, her smirk growing as she watched him stare awkwardly at the forms in his hands. “Since you love them so much,” she said, her tone sugary and mocking, “why don’t you ask me nicely if you can put them on?”

Anthony’s face burned. He looked away, trying to swallow away the tightness in his throat. “Can… can I put them on, Jenna?”

She clicked her tongue lightly. “Uh-uh. Remember your new voice, Amy. Try again.”

His shoulders tensed, but he lifted his chin just slightly and tried to summon the higher, softer tone she had demanded a moment ago. “Can I put them on, Jenna?”

“Of course you can, sweetie,” she said warmly, as if praising a toddler who had finally obeyed. She stepped closer, took one breast form from him, and reached for the small pink bottle. “This is the glue,” she explained as she carefully coated the back edges. “It’ll help them stay on so they feel real.”

He didn’t respond. He felt frozen, held in place by humiliation and dread as the situation worsened.

Jenna approached him with the same confident ease she had always carried, gently pressing one form onto his left side, then the other onto his right. The silicone felt cool against his bare skin before warming slightly. “Hold your titties, Amy,” she instructed, guiding his hands upward. “Just like that. Keep them there for a few minutes while they settle.”

Anthony obeyed miserably, palms supporting the weight as he stood in the middle of her childhood bedroom wearing only red satin panties and holding his new breast forms to his chest. He felt small and weak, exposed under her gaze.

Jenna clasped her hands behind her back and rocked on her heels with a bright smile. “Now,” she said cheerfully, “while you wait, we can practice your feminine voice. It’s actually pretty good already, but we can make it sound even more natural.”

His stomach dropped. “Jenna, please…”

“No,” she said firmly, cutting off every ounce of resistance. “Repeat after me. And remember: higher pitch, softer tone. Ready? ‘Hi, I’m Amy, and I’m so excited to be a pretty girl.’”

Anthony’s throat tightened. He stared at the floor, cheeks burning, chest rising and falling more quickly than before. But he had no choice. He lifted his head slightly and forced out the line in the higher pitch she demanded.

“Hi… I’m Amy… and I’m so excited to be a pretty girl.”

Jenna nodded approvingly, holding back a sly smirk. “Better. But you’re still speaking from your chest. Try again but speak more from your head and mouth, you’ll hear the difference.”

He didn’t want to. He hated how ridiculous he felt, hated the weight of the forms warming against him, hated the sound of his own voice bending under her control. But he tried again, shifting the placement of the sound the way she said.

“Hi, I’m Amy, and I’m so excited to be a pretty girl.”

This time, the voice that came out sounded noticeably more feminine. The realization hit him instantly, and a sudden jolt of humiliation spread through him. Standing there in panties with fake breasts settling against his chest while he practiced a girlish introduction made him feel smaller, more powerless, and more pathetic than he ever had before.

Jenna’s eyes widened with delighted surprise. “Wow,” she breathed, laughing softly. “That was actually really good. You’re kind of a natural, Amy.”

Anthony swallowed hard, wishing the floor would swallow him.

“One last change,” she said eagerly. “Try putting a little inflection at the end of some words, and even more at the end of the sentence. Listen.”

She straightened, lifted her chin, and demonstrated dramatically:
“Hi, I’m Jenna, and I love cute boys!”

Then she gestured at him. “Now you say it, but your name, obviously.”

His whole body felt hot with embarrassment. He looked to her for mercy but the look she gave him conveyed that he would get none. He mustered the girliest tone he could manage and repeated the line.

“Hi, I’m Amy, and I love cute boys!”

Hearing himself say that, and in such a feminine voice, with the breast forms beginning to settle heavily against his chest, and the satin panties clinging to his hips, while Jenna stood by like she was training a pet, completely broke him. His pride was in shambles, he was utterly emasculated. Jenna practically burst out laughing, eyes shining.

“Oh my God,” she said, almost clapping. “I did not expect that. You literally sound like a girl. Like, not even kidding. You’re going to talk like this for the rest of the day, okay? Otherwise maybe we’ll have to find you some of those boys you love so much. Remember: higher pitch, speak from your head, and inflect at the end.”

Anthony, feeling more and more like Amy, nodded weakly.

Jenna leaned closer, her smile tightening into something more commanding. “I’ll ask you again. Got it, Amy?”

He hesitated for a beat before forcing out the new voice.
“Yes, Jenna.”

Her grin widened. “Good girl.”

Jenna glanced at the clock, then at his hands still pressed to his chest. “They’re definitely dry by now,” she said lightly. “You can let go.”

Anthony lowered his hands slowly. The moment he did, he felt a strange new awareness settle over him: the gentle pull on his skin, the unfamiliar weight sitting where nothing had ever been before. It wasn’t painful or uncomfortable per se, just foreign, humiliating, another layer of humiliation added to the day.

He looked toward the mirror, hoping for some reassurance he knew he wouldn’t find. The sight made him shiver. The smooth red panties, the perky breasts that now sat naturally on his chest, his smooth skin, all of it made him look startlingly feminine. He felt exposed and broken, reshaped into something he had never wanted to be by a girl who was very much enjoying his unraveling.

Jenna clapped her hands once, delighted. “Alright, princess. Your new tits look amazing on you, super hot. Now, open your next gift. And remember…” she wiggled her fingers mockingly, “…attitude.”

Heat crept up his neck again. He walked back toward the bed, trying to ignore how the breast forms bounced and jiggled as he moved, throwing off his balance slightly and making him hyperaware of his new curves.

He reached the bed, pulled out the second gift bag, and opened it. Inside was a glossy satin bra, the same bright red as the panties he wore. He forced a girlish gasp; the kind Jenna expected and lifted it delicately.

“Oh…it’s so pretty…” he said in the practiced feminine tone she’d forced him into.

Jenna laughed, delighted. “Good girl. Arms forward.”

He obeyed, and she helped fasten the bra around him. The cups fit perfectly over his new breasts, completing the illusion she wanted and giving him a sense of relief at being covered at last, even though he was wearing a sexy bra and panties matching set.

“Next,” Jenna said cheerfully.

Anthony reached back into the bag and pulled out a pair of virginal, childish white stockings, the kind only a little girl or a bride would wear. He swallowed, then forced a girly squeal that felt ridiculous even as he did it. “These are… so cute…”

Jenna leaned back on her heels, grinning. “Adorable. Sounds like you’re really enjoying yourself, sissy.”

He wanted to cry.

He continued unwrapping: a pair of red heels, tall, slim, intimidating, that instantly made his pulse spike. He had never worn heels before. Just the thought made him nervous, but he pasted on the bright voice Jenna demanded.

“Thank you so much, Jenna! They’re… really pretty!”

“Mmhmm,” she smirked, “and you’re going to walk in them all day.”

Then he unfolded the main piece, the dress. A red velvet Miss Claus–style dress with soft white trim at the neckline and cuffs, off-the-shoulder and flared at the skirt, slutty and unmistakably feminine. His throat tightened and he blushed at the thought of wearing it. He didn’t want anyone to see him in this.

Jenna raised an eyebrow, savoring his panic.

He forced the girliest voice he could manage: “It’s… um… really cute…”

“Aww, your little voice is getting better and better.” She nudged the final items toward him: a red bow and a long brown wig styled in soft waves. “And these will finish your look.”

Anthony stared at the pile: stockings, heels, dress, wig, bow, and felt overwhelmed, trapped, and humiliated beyond anything he’d imagined when the day began.

He forced himself to lift his hands, wrists limp, smile wide and bright, and say the dramatic final thank-you he knew she expected.

“Thank you so much, Jenna! I love all my gifts! They’re… they’re all so perfect!”

Jenna giggled, delighted by the performance. “You’re so welcome, Amy.”

She tapped his chin lightly, guiding his face upward.

“And don’t forget, you’re going to play the part. I expect an excited, girly little stepsister all day.”

The moment Jenna stepped back from him, he felt the weight of everything at once, not just the fake boobs on his chest or the ridiculous panties hugging his hips, but the collapse of every small defense he normally used to push back against her. He’d never been able to overpower her physically, but he always had his sarcasm, his irritation, his ability to call her out when she went too far. That was gone now. He wasn’t in a position to bite back or roll his eyes or throw a comment at her. He was expected to act like a compliant, flustered, giggly little sister, and Jenna was savoring every second of his defeat.

Her smile told him plainly: she had waited years for a moment like this.

He swallowed, humiliated beyond words, and managed a small, defeated, “Should I… get dressed now?”

Jenna’s grin widened. “Don’t sound too excited, sissy.” She flicked her fingers toward the bed. “And no. That comes after nails and makeup. Sit.”

He obeyed immediately, sinking onto her childhood bed, the mattress dipping under him. She clicked her tongue.

“Knees together, sweetie. You don’t want to be sitting like some kind of man. You know you’re not.”

A flush crept up his neck, but he reluctantly pressed his knees together, the pose feeling unnatural and demure. She nodded approvingly.

“Good girl. Now put your hands on this.”

She dragged a small nightstand over in front of him and tapped its surface. He placed his hands there, fingers trembling slightly, as she rummaged through her bag.

“Let’s go with something festive,” she said, pulling out a bottle of bright red nail polish. She twisted off the cap, revealing the brush glistening with glossy color. “Isn’t this fun, Amy? We never get to have girl time together. We should do this more often.”

“Yes, Jenna,” he murmured in the soft feminine voice she’d forced him to practice, not really thinking before he responded.

“Great,” she said, utterly delighted. “Then it’s a plan. Mani-pedis whenever I come home.”

His stomach dropped and he immediately regretted his choice of words. He hoped desperately that she was just teasing him. She caught the flicker of panic in his expression and giggled knowingly.

She took his right hand first, holding it lightly but with full control, and brushed the polish across his nail in smooth, practiced strokes. The scent of chemicals mixed with the sweetness of her perfume. He watched helplessly as each nail transformed, dull, plain keratin replaced by gleaming, feminine red. She narrated casually as she worked, tracing the curve of each nail with precision, letting the glossy surface catch the light.

“You know,” she said conversationally, “you never were very masculine. I’m honestly not surprised Lydia wanted you to dress up. Some girls would kill for tiny little hands like these.”

He swallowed, wanting to curse her out.

“Thank you, Jenna,” he whispered in his girly voice.

By the time she finished his second hand, he stared at them in disbelief. His hands didn’t look like his anymore. They looked dainty, decorative, unmistakably feminine, and seeing them attached to his body mortified him.

“All done, sissy,” Jenna announced. “Now I’m going to do your toes. Lean back against the bedframe and put your feet in my lap.”

His face grew hot, but he obeyed, scooting backward until his back rested stiffly against the headboard. He lifted his feet into her lap, watching her settle comfortably on the bed with the polish bottle in hand.

As she painted his toes, holding each foot firmly, brushing careful strokes of red across them, she began teasing him in that light, taunting tone she’d perfected years ago.

“Amy, look at you. Getting your nails painted by your big sister. Imagine if your friends knew. Or your daddy.”
“You know, you’re actually kind of lucky. Most sissies don’t have someone to teach them about being a girl.”
“Aww, your little feet look adorable with polish. You’re going to look so adorable.”

He took it at first, jaw tight, cheeks burning, answering quietly whenever she demanded a response, always in the girly voice, always with forced sweetness.

But when she leaned in and murmured, “Honestly, sis, your new boobs look so good on you, I think we should get you implants next Christmas. I think by then you’ll be wearing bras and panties every day anyway,” something in him cracked.

“Can you stop?” he snapped, too sharply, too masculine.

Jenna’s head lifted instantly.

The look she gave him made his blood run cold: angry, in charge, dangerous. It was a look he’d seen before, the look that always came right before she’d let him know exactly who was in charge.

“Act like a lady, Amy,” she said, her voice low and tense. “I don’t want to have to tell you again.”

He froze.

“Now be quiet,” she continued, “and you know what? Blow on your nails while I finish your toes. That should help you remember you’re not some tough guy.”

Defeated, he lifted his hands and splayed his fingers, blowing gently on the glossy red surface, feeling utterly defeated and emasculated. Jenna returned to his toes, still muttering small taunts under her breath as she polished the last few nails.

When she finished, she sat back with a satisfied smile. “All done. How’d you like your first mani-pedi, girl?”

He forced a bright, enthusiastic tone, wrists limp and practically flailing as he spoke, voice high and sweet. “It was so fun! Thanks, Jenna!”

She chuckled, rolling her eyes. “Oh my God… you’re so pathetic.”

Then she reached into her purse, pulled out her phone, and pointed it at him.

“Hold up your new pretty nails and smile, sissy. And point your toes, too. I want the pedicure in the shot.”

“Jenna…” he started, mortified.

“Now, little girl.”

He felt the command settle like a slap to the face.

Blushing furiously, and still wearing nothing but the red bra and panties, he raised his polished hands, pointed his freshly painted toes, and forced the brightest smile he could manage as the phone camera caught it all.

Jenna lowered her phone, still laughing as she checked the picture she’d taken. “Oh my God… what a little bitch,” she said through a grin. “You look so pathetic I can’t even stand it. I can’t imagine what your friends would think if they saw this. You’re literally such a pussy for letting me do this to you.”

Anthony’s stomach lurched. “Jenna, please…”

She waved him off. “Oh, relax. Just be a good girl and you won’t have anything to worry about.” Then she pointed across the room. “Now sit at my vanity. I need to do your makeup.”

He walked toward the vanity with slow, uneven steps. The coolness of the seat shocked him as his pantied butt sat down, reminding him again how exposed he was without clothes. He swallowed, wishing desperately he could at least pull on the dress she laid out. He never thought he’d be so desperate to wear a dress.

“Knees together, Amy,” Jenna said annoyed, as if correcting a child. “When have you ever seen another girl sit like that?”

He quickly snapped his knees together, cheeks burning at the reprimand.

Jenna dragged a chair across the floor and placed it directly in front of him. She sat down with confident ease and gently took hold of his chin. “Turn toward me.” He did, heart hammering.

She started with a small tube, squeezing a bit of product onto her fingertips. “Primer,” she explained as she began spreading the cool, silky substance across his forehead, cheeks, and nose. “This helps everything else stick.”

The primer felt oddly smooth, leaving his skin almost velvety. He could smell something faintly floral mixed with cosmetic chemicals.

“Now for foundation,” she said, dabbing a sponge into a small compact. She pressed it lightly against his skin, blending it down his jawline, around his nose, along his temples. The sponge felt cool and damp. With each stroke she made small comments about what she was doing.

“You already have such a pretty face,” she murmured. “Honestly, I should have done this when we were younger. I bet the boys in high school would have been all over you.”

His gaze dropped instinctively as he was overcome with shame, and Jenna smirked seeing him so shaken by her teasing.

She picked up a contour brush next. “Hold still. This will make your face look even more girly. Isn’t that exciting?”

He forced the practiced voice: “Yes, Jenna… very.”

She smiled brightly as she swept darker powder beneath his cheekbones, along the sides of his nose, softening the shape of his face into something rounder, more delicate. Then came blush, a warm pink dusted lightly across his cheeks.

“And a little blush for the blushing beauty,” she teased.

His cheeks were already red from humiliation, but the brush only made it worse.

Then she focused on his eyes. “Look up.”
He obeyed.

The eyeliner felt like a thin, cool pencil tracing along the edge of his eyelids. Then she switched to a brush. “Close your eyes,” she instructed.

He did and found that the feeling of soft bristles sweeping across his lids was strangely intimate. He found himself flinching as the brush tickled him. “I’m doing a light pink with a gold shimmer at the corners,” she said. “You’ll look so pretty.”

His stomach twisted again. He could picture it: soft, sparkly, unmistakably feminine.

“Keep your eyes closed,” she reminded him.

Something tickled lightly along the base of his lashes, and then she pressed gently, attaching the false lashes. “Don’t open yet.” Mascara followed, cool and sticky. When she finally said, “Open,” he flinched at how dramatically his vision shifted as the lashes fluttered dramatically.

Jenna burst into giggles. “You look like a damsel in distress. You look so girly whenever you flutter your eyes.”

He didn’t know what to say.

“Almost done. Pucker up.”

He hesitated, then did as he was told. Jenna uncapped a tube of deep red lipstick, the same shade as his nails and the bra hugging his chest. She applied it carefully, the waxy texture dragging gently over his lips. He tasted cherry immediately, sweet and artificial.

Jenna stepped back.

Her face broke into a huge smile. “Holy shit, Amy… Anthony is gone. Take a look.”

She angled him toward the mirror.

He stared, and the world seemed to tilt.

The person staring back had pink cheeks, soft features, shimmering eyes with pink and gold shadow, long flirty lashes, and big, pouty cherry red lips. His polished nails matched. His glossy red bra firmly cupped and lifted two perky boobs that looked completely real. His short boyish hair sat awkwardly above a face that no longer looked like his, the only thing making it obvious that he was, in fact, a cross-dressed boy, not a girl.

He felt an overwhelming wave of heat, dizzying, like he might faint.

He didn’t look like a normal guy anymore. He looked like a softened, decorated, feminized version of himself, caught somewhere between a pretty girl and a pathetic sissy.

His breath shook. He wanted to look away but couldn’t.

Jenna rested her hand lightly on his shoulder, her voice soft with satisfied control.

“Aww, don’t look so overwhelmed, Amy. You’re just getting started.”

Jenna walked over to the bed and returned holding the sheer white stockings and red heels. “Alright, princess,” she said with a bright, mocking sweetness, “time to finish your look.”

She knelt beside him, taking one of his legs gently but confidently and rolling the delicate stocking up along his calf. The fabric felt impossibly soft, almost slippery, hugging his skin tightly as she worked it into place. She repeated the process with the other leg, the cool smoothness making him hyper-aware of how bare and exposed he already was.

Then she picked up the heels, glossy red, tall, undeniably sexy.

“Point your foot,” she instructed.

He obeyed, and she slipped the first heel on, fastening the strap around his ankle. He felt ridiculous the moment his foot settled inside it: lifted, arched, and compressed into a more ladylike shape. The second heel followed, locking the look together.

He wondered bitterly why she bothered painting his toes if no one would see them under the shoes. Jenna, of course, read the expression instantly.

“Got something to say, sissy?” she teased with a knowing smile.

He stiffened and said nothing.

She stood and clapped once. “Up. Let’s see how you manage.”

He rose unsteadily, the heels forcing him forward onto the balls of his feet. He felt like he was walking on stilts.

“Alright, girly boy. Walk.”

He took a few shaky steps. The click of the heels against the floor sounded painfully loud, each one reminding him of how ridiculous he looked mincing across his stepsister’s room in lingerie, heels, and makeup.

Jenna burst into laughter. “Oh my God. Amy, you look like a baby deer.” She walked over, fixing his shoulders with a light push. “Smaller steps, one foot directly in front of the other. Very small, think dainty, like a princess. Keep your weight centered. Heels first, then toes. And don’t hunch, it ruins the whole look.”

He tried again, making the adjustments.
It was still clumsy, but slightly better.

“Good girl. Now… try to move a little more gracefully.” She gestured in a fluid motion with her hand. “Boobs out. Booty out. Head held high. Walk with your hips and let them sway a bit with each step. Girls walk with their legs men walk with their chest. Look, like this.” She demonstrated, moving effortlessly across the room.

He swallowed his humiliation and did as she instructed, sticking his new boobs out and arching his back slightly so his butt would stick out too. The heels clicked in a rhythm that made him die inside. The stockings brushed lightly with each step. The forms bounced gently within his bra. Everything about the movement felt forced and performative.

“Better,” Jenna said, smirking. “Still pathetic. But better. Keep your arms loose. Wrists relaxed. Don’t clench.”

He loosened his arms at his sides, hands going limp. He felt like a complete caricature of a girl, and Jenna’s giggles only sharpened the humiliation.

“Yesss, there you go,” she taunted. “Go on, girly. Sashay. Let’s see the full effect. Wiggle that booty a little like your boyfriend’s watching.”

He kept going, cheeks burning, each step making him more aware of how far from himself he’d drifted.
After fifteen long minutes, Jenna finally waved him over.

“Okay, girl, I think you got the hang of it. Don’t worry, little sis, soon you’ll be better in heels than I am.”

He didn’t know what she meant by that. The idea that this wasn’t a one-time thing sent a cold rush through him.

Jenna didn’t give him time to dwell. She picked up the dress, the red velvet Miss-Claus-style one with white trim, fitted bodice, and softly flared skirt, and held it open.

“Alright, sissy boy,” she chirped. “Time to finish getting you ready. Step in.”

He awkwardly lifted his foot, the heel wobbling, and stepped into the dress. Jenna guided it up his body, smoothing it over his hips and waist. Then she stepped behind him to zip it.

Facing the mirror, he watched the transformation complete itself in real time.

The bodice hugged his chest making his new “boobs” look big and perky. The waist cinched him into a shape he never had before, nearly hour glass. The skirt flared and shifted whenever he moved at all, and it was so short it barely covered his panties. From the neck down, he didn’t look remotely like a man: the dress, the stockings, the heels, the painted nails, the breast forms… it all blended together too convincingly.

Even his face, with its soft blush, shimmering eyes, long lashes, and glossy red lips, looked shockingly feminine. It was only the short, boyish hair that ruined the illusion. Everything else belonged to a pretty girl.

Jenna leaned in behind him, chin almost resting on his shoulder. Her voice softened into something sweet and condescending, like she was speaking to a little girl.

“You look so pretty, Amy,” she whispered. “I bet the family will think so too.”

He swallowed hard.

Then she added, almost sing-song, “Maybe your mommy will keep you this way.”

His knees nearly buckled.

“Now sit down for the final touch,” she said, her voice still saccharine and condescending. He walked back over to the vanity and sat down, careful to press his knees together this time.

Jenna took out the wig and began brushing it out while he sat there anxiously. He felt his stomach turn as Jenna settled the wig into place and tugged it gently so it sat just right. The moment the hair fell around his face he froze. Soft, glossy curls framed his cheeks, brushing lightly against his shoulders in a way that made him sit even straighter without thinking. She tilted his chin toward the mirror and for a second he genuinely forgot how to breathe. The girl staring back at him did not look like someone who used to stomp around the house after soccer games, at least not boys’ soccer games. She looked delicate and polished, with wide eyes above freshly blushed cheeks and the deep red velvet dress hugging her curvy body like it had always belonged there. The white trim softened everything, and the bow-shaped neckline made his collarbones and throat look strangely graceful. The bright skirt flared over his stocking-clad legs daintily, and between the skirt and stockings those legs looked slim and little girlish. He barely recognized himself and the shock of it pushed a deep flush across his face. He was practically shaking.

Jenna stood behind him brushing out the wig with slow, satisfied strokes. Her reflection hovered above his, smiling in a way that made his stomach twist. She knew exactly what she had made him look like and she was enjoying every second of watching him take it in, unable to do anything about it. When she leaned closer, their eyes met in the mirror. She tucked a strand behind his ear with a gentle touch that felt almost mocking.

“What do you think, pretty girl?” she asked softly, drawing out the words until they wrapped around him like silk.

His throat tightened. He wanted to look away but she waited, smiling, and he knew she would not let him off easy. He forced the words out in a strained whisper. “I look… nice.”

Jenna raised her brows as if she had expected more. “I think you can do better than that, Amy.”

The sound of his new name pushed hard against the last bit of pride he had been holding onto. He swallowed, feeling the shame gather along with tears behind his eyes. He tried again, this time in a higher, softer tone that felt ridiculous the moment it left his mouth. “I um… I love it. I look so pretty.”

Jenna giggled in a warm, pleased way that made him shrink even more inside his dress. She gave one last slow brush of his wig, enjoying the way he wilted under her gaze.

“Good girl,” she said, tapping his chin lightly. “Now what do you say to me for helping you look so pretty?”

He lowered his eyes to the floor, shoulders curling inward. “Thank you, Jenna.”

“You are very welcome, little lady.” She lifted the bright red bow and clipped it into the wig just above his temple, stepping back to admire the finished picture. The bow matched the dress perfectly; a vivid pop of color that made him look even more dainty and childish. With that final touch she transformed him fully, and he knew it. Jenna smiled with complete triumph as she watched his face fall in helpless acceptance of what she had made him.

His humiliation settled deep inside him as he stared at the pretty girl in the mirror, knowing she was him and knowing there was no hiding from it now.

Jenna tapped his shoulder and told him to stand up. He rose slowly, trying not to wobble in the heels, and she immediately giggled as she pointed at his skirt. “Hold it down when you stand unless you want to flash your pretty panties.” The reminder hit him hard and he quickly pressed his hands against the soft red fabric. His voice came out in that girly pitch she insisted on. “Okay.”

“Alright, sissy, picture time.” She said it with a bright, excited tone that made him flinch. She had already taken pictures throughout the transformation and he felt a sting of annoyance and dread knowing she wanted even more. She tilted her phone toward him with a playful grin. “I want to memorialize the moment you lost your manhood. Maybe I’ll even have these framed.”

A sharp blush spread across his face and a small pulse of panic fluttered in his chest. Before he could protest she positioned him in front of the mirror, stepped back, and told him to smile. “Kick your leg up behind you, an hold your hands up making a little heart right below your face. Come on, pretty girl, cute and sweet.” He forced himself into the pose, balancing awkwardly as he lifted his leg behind him and held his hands in a heart shape in front of his chest. The skirt drifted with the movement, brushing lightly against his upper thighs. Jenna giggled. “Aww this is adorable. I can’t believe this.”

Her laughter made him feel even smaller and less masculine. A moment later she told him to bend forward, arch his back a little, and blow a kiss. He obeyed, bending at the waist and arching his back while puckering his lips toward her phone. The breast forms held firmly to his chest, the weight of them reminding him of how securely they were glued on, and the skirt crept upward in the back just enough for him to feel cool air against his satin panties. He stiffened with embarrassment but stayed in position until she snapped the photo.

She moved him through a series of humiliating poses. Hands on his hips with a flirty tilt, fingers pinching the hem of his skirt like he was showing off, a shy pose with one knee turned inward. Each one felt worse than the last. When she finally lowered her phone she flipped through the photos with a growing grin. “These are gold,” she laughed, shaking her head. He stood still, hands clasped helplessly in front of him, wishing he had fought harder when his mom told him he’d be dressing as a girl in the first place.

“Alright, sissy, one last thing and then we’re done,” she said, though her tone made it clear she was far from finished with him. “For the rest of the day, you’re going to call your mom ‘Mommy.’ You need to sound as sweet and girly as possible.”

His face dropped. “Do I have to?” His voice trembled.

Jenna’s expression hardened instantly. “Yes, Amy. If you don’t want the pictures getting out, you do.” The threat hit with cold precision and he nodded quickly, head down, heart sinking.

“Secondly,” she continued, stepping closer, “when we go downstairs you’re going to curtsy to her and ask sweetly if she needs your help with anything. You’ll also be curtsying when you greet everyone and to me whenever I give you an order today no matter who is there. Understood?”

His lips barely moved. “Yes, Jenna.”

Her smile returned. “Good girl. Now watch me.” She stepped in front of him and demonstrated a graceful curtsy, dipping lightly while holding the hem of her dress. She looked elegant and practiced, and he felt foolish just imagining himself copying it. But she insisted, and he tried to mimic her. He bent his knees and dipped forward, but she immediately shook her head. “No, Amy. Grab the edges of your skirt. Place one foot behind the other.”

She guided his hands, repositioned his feet, and made him try again. He felt silly and fragile, his skirt fluttering and fanning out as he bent with forced meekness. She made him practice several more times until his movements were elegant enough to satisfy her. Each repetition chipped another piece off the little dignity he had left.

Finally, she smiled and stepped aside. “Alright, I think you’re ready. Let’s go, sissy.”

He dropped into a curtsy automatically, heart pounding, and said softly, “Yes, Jenna.”

“Good girl. Now, follow me.”

He trailed behind her, heels clicking in small nervous steps. The breast forms bounced gently with each movement, the skirt swished around his thighs, and he felt like an adorable, dainty little girl being led somewhere she had no control over. Humiliation and panic twisted together inside him as they left her room and headed down the hallway toward the rest of the house.

He followed Jenna carefully down the stairs, one hand sliding along the railing as he tried not to trip in the heels. Each step made the skirt jump around his thighs and the gentle bounce of the breast forms reminded him constantly that his body was now just as feminine as his clothing. His heart thudded faster as they reached the bottom. Jenna paused there with a wicked smile, clearly savoring his nerves.

She raised her voice toward the kitchen. “Lydia, there’s someone here who wants to meet you.”

He felt the air leave his lungs. His mother turned around from the stove and the moment her eyes landed on him her jaw dropped. For a long second she did not move. She simply stared with wide eyes that seemed to take in every humiliating detail of his transformation. He felt completely exposed and wished he could hide behind Jenna, but the instructions echoed in his mind. He forced himself to step forward, pinching the sides of his skirt delicately and dipping into a curtsy.

In his girly voice he pushed out the words. “Hi, Mommy. Can I help you with anything in the kitchen?”

Tears welled instantly in her eyes. She rushed over without saying a thing and pulled him into a tight, emotional hug. “Oh my gosh, sweetie, you look adorable. You look just like a sweet little girl.” Heat shot up his face as he blushed hard, trapped in her arms, unable to escape the softness of the moment. He managed a small, shameful, “Thank you, Mommy,” while thinking that this was the happiest he had seen her since the divorce.

She turned and hugged Jenna next. “I know you agreed to help dress her up, but I never thought you would do this. I love it, thank you so much.”

Jenna giggled lightly. “Not a problem at all. She loved it, Lydia.” Then she glanced back at him with a smirk that made his stomach twist. “I’m sure you’ll be seeing much more of your little girl. Won’t she, Amy?”

A wave of panic rolled through him. He froze, unsure how to respond, but his mother’s smile was so bright and hopeful that he felt trapped. He stumbled out a timid, “Yes, Mommy,” and regretted it instantly.

Lydia rushed back to him and grabbed his hands, turning them palm down as she examined them. “Oh my God, you even painted his nails. You look so sweet, honey.” She giggled as her eyes lowered to his chest. “You even gave her boobs,” she said with a playful giggle, giving the breast forms a light squeeze through the dress.

His whole face burned as Jenna burst into laughter beside them. “Yes, she loved her new boobies. She couldn’t stop checking herself out in the mirror.”

He shot Jenna a helpless, wounded look, furious that she was making it sound like he enjoyed all of this. The implication that he had admired himself willingly only added to the sense that Jenna was pushing him toward doing this again in the future, maybe many times.

Lydia giggled again, brushing his arm gently. “All girls go through that when they start to grow breasts, honey. You’ll get used to it.” The casual certainty in her voice made him feel as if the floor had fallen out beneath him. Her words landed with mortification that she was talking to him like he was her teenage daughter and a rising panic at the idea that she genuinely believed this might become a long term thing.

He did not know what to say. His lips parted but nothing came out. Jenna stepped in smoothly. “So, can we help you with anything, Lydia?”

His mom shook her head, waving them off. “No, no, you girls go watch TV in the living room. I’m almost done anyway.”

The word girls sank deep into him, heavy and humiliating. He kept his eyes down and followed Jenna toward the living room, their heels clicking in perfect sync across the wood floor. Each step made him feel smaller, more delicate, and more trapped in the role Jenna and his mom had forced onto him, and he walked with a tight knot in his stomach at what the rest of the day might turn into.

Jenna sat down on the couch first, smoothing her red skirt neatly beneath her before crossing her legs in a graceful motion. Anthony, now Amy, followed automatically, lowering himself beside her and doing the same. His fingers brushed lightly over the soft white stockings that hugged his thighs, and when he rested his painted red nails against them the sight looked surreal to him and left him wondering how he could look so girly. He looked like a pretty little girl mimicking her older sister, and the realization overwhelmed him with shame.

“Your mommy loves you like this, Amy,” Jenna said, her voice warm in a way that he knew was meant to be demeaning.

He stared down at himself miserably. “I know. But why did you have to make it look like I loved it?”

Jenna turned her head and gave him a slow, knowing smile. “You do love it, sissy. And you better act like you do all night, or your friends are going to find out just how much you love it.” Her voice carried a quiet certainty that drained the strength from him.

He nodded without arguing. There was no point. He leaned back on the couch, trying to focus on the TV, but it was impossible not to notice the girl’s body he was now presenting with every breath. The bright red dress clung softly to his chest, the breast forms settled heavily against him, and the skirt spread around his crossed legs like something a doll would wear. Even the faint shimmer of his lipstick and the flutter of his lashes caught his eye and served to remind him of his debasement.

Jenna put on a show, then took out her phone to text. He tried to watch the screen, to ground himself in anything else, but a minute later she let out a playful gasp. “Oh, I almost forgot.” She hopped up and ran upstairs before he could ask what she meant.

She returned holding a tall bottle decorated with pink hearts. Before he could react she sprayed him generously, the air filling with a sugary, floral scent that clung to his skin and dress instantly. He smelled like a teen girl getting ready for a date.

“Now you even smell like a princess,” Jenna said, lowering the bottle with a proud smile. “What do you say, sissy?”

He closed his eyes in embarrassment. “Thank you, Jenna.”

“You’re welcome, Amy,” she chirped.

She settled beside him again and asked casually, “What do you think you’ll get for Christmas?”

“I don’t know,” he muttered, not in the mood for conversation.

“I do.”

He looked at her nervously. “What?”

She giggled. “You’ll see.”

They watched TV for a little while until Lydia walked in from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a towel. “It’s so sweet to see you two girls watching TV together.” Amy’s cheeks burned at being called a girl again. “Scoot together. I want a picture.”

They shifted closer until their thighs touched, and Lydia snapped several photos while telling them to smile. For the last one Jenna tilted her head and said, “I think it’d be cute if she sat on my lap for this one.”

“Oh, yes, that’s adorable,” Lydia agreed immediately.

Amy froze, but with both women watching he had no choice. He stood up, smoothed his skirt, and then reluctantly settled onto Jenna’s lap. She wrapped her arms around his waist with an affectionate squeeze, making him feel even smaller and less manly if that was somehow possible, and he gave the camera a tiny, forced smile. He felt like a pretty little doll and he knew both women were loving it in very different ways.

“Perfect. So adorable,” Lydia said as she looked through the photos before heading back to the kitchen. As she walked away she called over her shoulder, “Guests will be arriving shortly. And don’t worry, sweetie, they all know Amy will be joining us tonight, so there won’t be any surprises.”

His heart lurched. “Okay, Mommy,” he called back, voice soft and girly.

The moment she was out of sight, Jenna burst into giggles and repeated it back to him in an exaggerated mocking voice with limp wrists and wide eyes. “Okay, Mommy.” Her mocking tone made him shrink into himself as she laughed at him, knowing he had no choice but to continue acting and speaking that way.

They stayed on the couch watching TV for almost an hour, though he barely absorbed a single scene. He kept sinking deeper into shame as he reflected on his situation, replaying every humiliating moment as his skirt rested lightly against his thighs and his breast forms rose with every anxious breath. Jenna made teasing comments now and then, little reminders of how pretty he looked or how excited everyone was to meet “Amy,” and each one made his stomach tighten.

When the doorbell rang, Jenna’s eyes lit up with a wicked spark. She turned her head toward him slowly, lips curling into a smirk. “Go get the door, Amy. Remember to be sweet and do your little curtsy.”

His heart hammered. He stood up carefully, remembering to press his hands against his skirt so he would not flash his panties. The movement made him feel even more ridiculous, like a shy little girl who had to mind her manners. He took a few steps toward the door, trembling nervously. The click of his heels, the soft swish of his skirt brushing against his legs, the gentle bounce of his glued on breasts. Each detail reminded him of his impending humiliation.

He opened the door and froze.

Aunt Gina stood there smiling with a large gift bag, and beside her were his cousins Dina and Melanie. Both wore elegant green dresses, their makeup flawless, their posture confident, looking gorgeous as ever. Compared to them, he looked like a child, like a dolled up little girl. His face turned red and his gaze found the ground, unable to hold eye contact.

For a moment the three women looked confused, not recognizing him at all. He felt his face burn as he dropped into a curtsy, pinching his skirt carefully, and said in his sweetest, highest voice, “Hi ladies, I’m Amy. Merry Christmas.”

All three lit up at once.

Aunt Gina gasped and stepped forward, pulling him into a tight, adoring hug. “Oh my gosh, Anthony, I mean Amy, you look beautiful. And you even smell pretty.” She squeezed him firmly, burying him in warmth and lavender perfume. He felt trapped in the embrace, tiny and helpless.

“Thank you, Aunt Gina,” he whispered as she walked past him into the house, calling out to greet Jenna.

Dina and Melanie remained by the door, staring at him in disbelief. He remembered how often they used to tease him with Jenna, especially Melanie who always found a way to push things a little further. They stepped toward him together and wrapped him in what to the outside looked like a sisterly group hug, mockingly cooing over how cute and pretty he looked.

When they stepped back Melanie caught his hand before he could pull it away. She smirked and lifted his fingers to eye level. “I like your nails, Amy. Did you pick out that color yourself?” Her voice dripped with mock sweetness.

He swallowed and answered softly, “Jenna did.”

Dina giggled. “I assume she helped you with your voice too.”

He lowered his eyes. “Yeah.”

Both cousins giggled again, delighted.

Melanie still held his hand, her thumb brushing over his knuckles as she admired the polish. Then she gave his hand a little tug, raising it slightly like she was presenting him on a stage. “Spin, girl.”

Before he could protest she guided him into a twirl. His skirt lifted outward in a soft flare, flashing a hint of his red panties beneath the hem. Dina and Melanie burst into laughter, clapping as if he were performing for them on purpose. He felt every ounce of dignity fall away as he completed the spin, breath quick and cheeks burning, unable to believe he had just twirled like a pretty little girl for the same cousins who used to tease him mercilessly. What had his life come to?

He lowered his eyes to the floor, gently grasping the edges of his skirt between his fingers. The soft fabric crumpled under his touch as he tried to steady himself, but he could not bring himself to look up at either cousin. His cheeks burned and his breath trembled.

Melanie laughed softly. “Aww, don’t be shy, sissy. Don’t you remember we used to always tell you that you were more of a girl than a boy? And now you’ve even got boobies to prove it. You see, we’ve always been your biggest supporters.”

He winced, wishing he could say something to defend himself.

Just then Jenna approached, laughing as she joined the group. “Oh my God, I forgot about that,” she said, hugging both cousins as if they were discussing something casual. They complimented her on what an amazing job she had done with him, and Jenna waved a hand playfully. “It was easy. He was practically begging me.”

Melanie and Dina burst into laughter, immediately turning their teasing back on him.

They all walked inside together, chatting eagerly about their newly feminized doll. The girls greeted Lydia, who was talking with Gina near the counter.

Dina smiled brightly. “Aunt Lydia, I can’t believe what you guys have done with Amy. She’s so cute.”

Lydia lit up. “Isn’t she? Aww, what do you say, Amy?”

He swallowed and forced out a soft, girlish, “Thank you, Dina.”

Both cousins giggled at the sound of his voice. Melanie leaned closer to her mother and whispered loudly enough for everyone to hear, “She even sounds like a girl.”

Jenna smiled proudly. “Yes, we practiced that.”

Aunt Gina looked to Lydia with a scrutinizing lift of her brow. “I thought you said she didn’t want to do this, Lydia. She seems a bit embarrassed, but overall, seeing her like this, it’s hard to believe she doesn’t like it.”

Lydia shook her head with playful disbelief. “Yeah, I know, she acted a little bitchy at first when I told her.” She shot him a playful, mock-serious look that made his face flame as all the women chuckled. He stared at the floor, shoulders curling inward. Lydia continued. “But Jenna told me Amy was having tons of fun getting dressed up with her. And you see how she’s acting. Even walking and talking like a girl. She obviously loves it.”

He felt a bolt of anger. He wanted to scream that he did not love any of it, but he knew he could not say a word. The threat of Jenna’s pictures hung over him like a weight.

Then Melanie smirked and added fuel to the fire. “Well, no surprise there. She’s always been so girly. I even used to catch her staring at boys when she was younger then turn all red when we called her out.”

He shook his head angrily. “That’s not true.”

Lydia waved her hand dismissively. “Oh relax, Amy. She’s only teasing. Besides, it’s totally natural for girls to check out cute guys.” She said it so casually, as if it were factual, as if he were simply one more girl among them.

Before he could respond Lydia clapped her hands lightly. “Now everyone go sit down for dinner. Gina and I will bring everything to the table.”

The girls all giggled and drifted toward the dining room. He followed silently, heart pounding. He took his seat and smoothed his skirt beneath him just as Jenna had taught him. He crossed his legs neatly, hands resting on his thighs, nails shining under the lights. Melanie took the seat to his right and Jenna sat to his left.

Melanie looked him over with a teasing grin. “Oh, how ladylike, Amy.”

He felt himself shrink again, caught between the two girls who knew exactly how to make him feel small and pathetic. The skirt fanned sweetly over his crossed legs, the stockings hugged every bit of his thighs, and he felt completely trapped in the illusion Jenna had built for him as everyone settled in for dinner.

Lydia and Gina had just finished placing the trays of food on the table when a knock echoed from the front door. Lydia straightened, brushing her hands on her apron. “Oh, that must be your Uncle Mike. He texted me last minute that he could make it.”

Amy froze in his chair.

Uncle Mike.

A sick, heavy feeling dragged through his stomach. All this time he thought tonight was supposed to be an all girls’ Christmas, which was the only reason he had to be dressed like this. The idea of his uncle seeing him in a sexy Mrs. Claus dress, white stockings, heels, and all made up like this made his chest tighten with panic and resentment. Why had he been put in this outfit if a man was coming?

Before he could process anything Jenna nudged him sharply under the table. When he turned, she mouthed the words very slowly and very sternly.

“Get the door. Curtsy.”

His breath caught. There was no choice. He stood up, remembering to smooth his skirt and hold it down so he did not flash his panties. Lydia smiled at him warmly, apparently oblivious to the humiliation flooding him. “Oh, thank you, dear.”

He walked toward the door with tiny clicking steps, heels tapping across the floor, skirt brushing softly against his thighs, the slight bounce of the breast forms reminding him of the feminized image his uncle was about to see.

He opened the door.

Uncle Mike stood there with several Christmas gift bags in his hands. He blinked in surprise, clearly taken off guard by the pretty girl in a red dress answering the door.

Amy felt himself shrink. Somehow he managed to dip into a curtsy, lifting the hem of his skirt sweetly.

“Merry Christmas, Uncle Mike. I’m Amy.”

Mike blinked again, then offered a warm but slightly awkward smile. “Oh, hi Amy.” He stepped inside and gave him a brief hug and a kiss on the cheek. The gesture made Amy’s turn an even deeper shade of red. Being kissed like that made him feel even more feminine and delicate, like his uncle really was just greeting his sweet little niece.

“You look very pretty,” Uncle Mike said gently.

“Thank you,” he whispered, voice small and timid.

Mike headed into the dining room to greet his sisters. He gave Lydia and Gina big hugs, then went to Melanie, Dina, and Jenna, kissing each of them on the cheek. They all welcomed him happily while Amy returned to his seat, trying to fold himself into the smallest version of himself possible. His skirt flared sweetly as he sat, the stockings shining, his nails resting neatly on the table for all to see.

Dina leaned toward her uncle once he sat down. “What do you think of Amy, Uncle Mike? Isn’t she pretty?”

Uncle Mike looked over, giving a slightly awkward but sincere smile. “Yes, very pretty. I’m so happy for her.” His tone was gentle and encouraging, treating Amy exactly as the girl his family was insisting he be. He assumed his mom had asked him to do so.

Then Jenna chimed in with a bright, proud smile. “Yeah, she was so excited to get all dressed up for the family. Weren’t you, Amy?”

All eyes turned to him.

His throat tightened. He felt trapped between their expectations and Jenna’s threats. He forced a tiny nod and an equally tiny smile. “Mhm.”

Uncle Mike returned the smile warmly and settled into his seat while Amy sat stiffly between Jenna and Melanie, drowning in humiliation and the unbearable knowledge that every person at the table now saw him as a girl.

Dinner began with everyone chatting casually, passing plates, and catching up. Amy stayed quiet, barely touching his food, constantly aware of his appearance. Every time he shifted, the stockings brushed together with a faint whisper that reminded him he was dressed more femininely than anyone else at the table. He tried to remain silent and sort of slip into the background, but that wasn’t going to happen.

After a while the conversation drifted toward the divorce. The tone around the table shifted as everyone began venting about his father. Aunt Gina shook her head, calling him a selfish idiot. Dina added stories about how he had always seemed too arrogant. Melanie chimed in about how terrible some men could be. Lydia, getting emotional, let her frustration show as she spoke about his cheating. “Men suck,” she said dejectedly.”

Uncle Mike raised his hands with a playful smile. “Hey now, not all men. Leave me out of it.”

The table filled with laughter and the tone lightened a bit.

Aunt Gina wiped her eyes and said dramatically, “It must be so nice to have no men in the house now for a little while. A real break from all their toxic behavior.”

Lydia nodded thoughtfully. “Yes, I’m very grateful to Amy for what she’s doing. It’s so sweet.”

Amy’s heart dropped. He raised his eyes nervously just in time to feel Jenna’s hand slide under the table and squeeze his thigh. His mother smiled sweetly at the group. “Yes it is. And for her to agree to make this a regular thing is even sweeter.”

His heart lurched as he inhaled sharply. He opened his mouth to protest, ready to tell them this absolutely would not be happening again, but he never got the chance. All the women around the table immediately burst into warm praise for him as if Jenna had just announced some beautiful selfless gift he was giving.

Lydia looked the happiest of all. “I cannot tell you how much this means to me, sweetheart. Especially after everything we’ve gone through.”

Aunt Gina nodded approvingly. “You’re bringing such positive energy into this house, Amy.”

Dina giggled. “She’s such a sweetie.”

Melanie leaned around him to grin. “I love this for her. I think she was always meant to be a pretty girl.”

He sat frozen, unsure what expression his face was making. Embarrassment gave way to panic, but he could not contradict them without everyone thinking he was being ungrateful or dramatic. Jenna leaned in close to his ear and whispered with a quiet smugness only he could hear.

“Better get used to panties, little sis.”

His face burned, and he stared straight down at his plate, jaw tight, hands trembling slightly in his lap.

Eventually everyone returned to casual conversation, sipping drinks and picking at dessert while he sat in a fog of anxiety about the future. When dinner ended Uncle Mike stretched and excused himself to the living room. Gina made a joking comment about him being a typical man running from cleanup, and all the women laughed again.

Amy stood up with the rest of them, smoothing his skirt automatically as he rose. They all gathered dishes and trays while he followed along silently.

They dropped everything in the kitchen, and Lydia brushed her hands together. “You girls go relax. Gina and I will wash everything up.”

Jenna turned immediately to the younger women with a bright smile. “Come on. Let’s hang out in my old room.”

Amy felt the word girls sting again, but he already knew there was no escaping it. He followed the others up the stairs, heels tapping in nervous little clicks, the skirt swishing lightly with every step. His chest felt tight as he entered Jenna’s room behind them.

Dina plopped down on the bed with a dramatic bounce and crossed her legs. “So, Amy,” she said with a sly smirk, “what’s the deal? You were always trying to act like Mr. Macho, and now you’re more like a fairy princess. Did you really agree to this?”

Amy felt every muscle in his body tense. He turned instinctively toward Jenna like a frightened child seeking direction. She gave him a soft but commanding look.

“You can tell them the truth,” she said, “but remember your voice and attitude.”

He swallowed, throat trembling, and forced out his answer in the sweet girlish tone she trained him to use. “Yes… I guess I agreed to it. But my mom didn’t really give me a choice. And when Jenna came this morning, she made me do all this.” His voice cracked. “She took pictures of me and told me she’d send them out if I didn’t obey and act like I loved it.”

He finished speaking with his hands twisted tightly in his skirt, staring at the floor. When he finally risked a glance upward, all three girls were smirking at him with wicked satisfaction, like cats watching a cornered mouse.

Melanie let out a delighted, mocking laugh. “That’s amazing. You finally learned your place. And now you’re right where you belong, bitch.”

His cheeks flushed hot. His eyes burned as he fought back tears. He lowered his head again, shrinking under their gaze.

Dina broke the tension with a teasing grin. “So, Amy… are you wearing panties?”

His breath caught. His humiliation tightened around him like a rope. He nodded slowly.

She giggled. “I figured. And I bet they’re adorable on you. And those new boobs of yours…” she waved a hand at his chest, “I’m curious about those too.”

He felt his stomach drop. His gaze snapped to Jenna as if begging for protection, for mercy, for anything.

Jenna smiled at him, slow and cruel and satisfied. She stood up and began walking towards him.

“Turn around, bitch,” ordered as she stepped behind him to unzip his dress, “Time to show off that sexy body.”

The girls giggled with anticipation.

Amy felt the blood drain from his face as she unzipped his dress and slipped it to the floor, leaving him standing there, once again, in nothing but a bra, panties, and high heels. He felt so exposed.

Melanie let out a slow laugh that curled around him like smoke. She circled him once, taking her time, eyes drifting over his padded chest. She lifted one hand and squeezed one of the breast forms through the satin bra. It jiggled naturally.
“Holy shit. She really does have the sweetest little boobs now. Stick them out and give us a little wiggle, Amy. Hot girls show off their assets.”

He tried to straighten himself and push them out, shaking his chest in what he thought was a seductive manner, but the movement only made him feel more ridiculous and pathetic while the girls cracked up, whooping and cheering for his little performance

Dina came up behind him and slid a hand along his side, stopping at the waistband of his panties. “Turn around, little girl,” she said with a quiet firmness. “I want to see how our pretty girl is filling out her panties.”
He turned, trembling, and Dina cocked her head. “You got a nice little booty girl but not much happening in front. I don’t see much of a bulge, do you?” She looked at Jenna and grinned wickedly. “You must have a really tiny penis, Amy. Or maybe you have a pussy.”

Jenna set her hands on her hips, trying not to laugh. “Oh, it is tiny. Maybe she’ll get it removed and get a nice pretty pussy next year. Would you like that, sissy?”

She stepped closer, bringing her face near his. “You look like you’re about to cry. You better not…if I have to redo your makeup there’s gonna be hell to pay.”

Amy’s face burned. He was about to cry and was doing everything in his power to stop himself. He lowered his gaze but Melanie hooked a finger under his chin and lifted it.

“No. Eyes up. I know it’s tough when you look this delicate. But you’re not gonna stare at the floor while your superiors are talking to you.”

She brushed a thumb lightly over the edge of his bra cup. “So, are you getting used to having tits? I noticed they bounce very naturally when you move. It must feel strange having a women’s body now.”

He nodded, unable to find any words, and hated how submissively his body responded to her touch.

Jenna’s smile sharpened. “Kneel.”

Amy blinked. “W… what?”

“Kneel, bitch,” she repeated as if speaking to a wayward child. “Sissies kneel when they are told to by dominant women or real men. Down. Now.”

His knees touched the floor. The act alone made him feel like his last scraps of pride evaporated.

Melanie circled behind him and placed her hands lightly on his shoulders. “Good girl. Sit back on your heels. Straight spine. Arch your back a little. Hands on your thighs. I want you to feel like a bitch.”

He adjusted himself, each movement making him feel more vulnerable and powerless.

Dina towered over him, looking down evilly. “Say it,” she said softly. “Say what you are.”

His voice was shaky and cracking with every other word. “W… what do you want me to say?”

Jenna stepped in. “Say, that you’re a sissy. That you make a better girl than a boy.”

Amy swallowed, letting go of his already shattered pride. “I’m a sissy. And… I make a better girl than a boy.”

“More,” Melanie murmured from behind him coldly. “Say, I’m a little bitch with a tiny girl-penis.”

He shut his eyes for a moment, then forced the words out. “I’m a little bitch with a tiny girl-penis.”

“Good,” Dina whispered. “Now look down at your chest.”
He hesitated, then complied.
“Say, these are my boobs now.”

He felt his breath stutter. “These are… my boobs now.”

Melanie gave his shoulders a gentle squeeze. “And, who has boobs?”

“Girls have boobs,” he whispered, giving way to his debasement, “I’m a girl.”

Jenna laughed softly, delighted. “Perfect. She’s so obedient, it’s like we neutered her.”

Melanie nudged him. “Now tell us what you’re not.”

Amy’s pulse hammered as a tear ran down his rosy cheek. “I…I am not a man.”

Jenna leaned in until her lips almost brushed his ear. “You can do better than that.”

A few more tears trickled down his cheeks. “I am not a man. I’m not manly at all. I’m a sissy. Okay?”

Dina traced a slow fingertip over the front of his panties. “One more time. Louder. You owe it to that tiny little penis.”

He sniffled and wiped his tears, trying to regain composure. “I am not a man. I’m a sissy. I could never be a man. I know that now.” He felt a strange sense of acceptance as he muttered the words, almost like they had begun to ring true.

Melanie stepped back to admire him. “No. You could not. You are a pretty little thing kneeling in her bra and panties getting bullied by three girls. you better get used to this.”

Amy’s cheeks felt hot enough to burn. His whole body trembled with humiliation, but none of the women gave him even a moment to hide from it. They stood around him with slow smiles, enjoying the sight of him kneeling, exposed, and completely stripped of whatever pride he once held onto.

Lydia’s voice carried up the stairs. “Girls, time to open presents.”

All three girls stood immediately, excited. Jenna stretched her arms above her head, then flicked her eyes toward Amy with a smirk telling him to get up and get dressed. He swallowed hard, feeling a new wave of dread as he slipped his dress back on and stood with his head hung in shame as Jenna zipped it up. They filed downstairs in a line of clicking heels, swishing skirts, and floral perfume.

When they reached the bottom of the stairs and entered the living room, Jenna leaned close to him, her lips barely an inch from his ear. Her whisper was soft and razor sharp.

“Kneel on the floor like the bitch you are. And you better act like you love every present you get.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. He wanted to protest, but one look at her face told him that disobedience was not an option. And after the events upstairs, he felt far too meek and submissive to protest anyway. He slowly lowered himself onto his knees in front of the coffee table while the others took their seats on the couch and chairs. He folded his skirt neatly around him, hands resting on his stocking clad thighs, head slightly bowed. The position made him feel small, delicate, and exposed, exactly as he did upstairs. At least now he was wearing a dress.

His Aunt Gina noticed first. “Sweetie, why are you on the floor?” Her voice was warm and affectionate, but the attention made his face burn.

Before he could answer, Melanie jumped in with a bright smile. “Oh, we wanted her to open her gifts first since she’s been so sweet this year.”

Dina nodded eagerly. “She deserves it.”

Lydia, holding a tray of cocoa mugs, clasped her hands together. “Aww, that’s so thoughtful, girls.”

Gina chimed in with a smile. “Really sweet of you.”

Amy had to force himself to maintain the cute, composed posture Jenna demanded. His knees pressed into the carpet, back straight, hands neatly folded. He felt ridiculous and helpless, kneeling prettily like a little princess while everyone else relaxed comfortably around him. His stomach churned with nervous anticipation and humiliation. What exactly had they bought him? And how much worse was this going to get?

The worst part was how natural they all seemed to find it. No one questioned him kneeling. No one questioned the dress, the stockings, the wig, or the nails. No one questioned him being Amy. It was as if he had always been a girl.

Jenna leaned forward on the couch, resting her chin in her hand and watching him with gleaming satisfaction. Dina and Melanie shared a knowing look, whispering to each other.

Then his mom set the first wrapped box in front of him with a proud smile.

“There you go, sweetheart. Your first present.”

All eyes were on him.

He swallowed hard, forced a sweet girlish smile onto his face, and reached for the box with trembling, painted fingers.

His anxiety deepened as he realized that whatever was inside, he would have to pretend to love it.

He peeled back the wrapping paper slowly, hands trembling, cheeks already warm with embarrassment. When he opened the lid of the box and saw the pink chiffon minidress folded neatly inside, his stomach dropped. It was soft, delicate, and unmistakably feminine with tiny ruffles along the hem and a gentle shimmer in the fabric. He lifted it out with both hands, the dress unfolding like a cloud of pink around him as he knelt.

He felt completely exposed, even though he was fully dressed. The room felt too quiet for a moment. Why the hell had she gotten him a dress? She obviously bought it before today and he hadn’t agreed to ever dress up like this again.

Lydia clasped her hands together. “I hope you like it, sweetie.”

He felt something inside him crack. He forced an enthusiastic, girlish gush into his voice. “Yes, I love it. It’s so pretty. Thank you, Mommy.”

The girls snickered behind their hands, delighted at how easily he fell into the role they had crafted for him.

Lydia leaned closer. “There’s more, princess. I figured you’d need some clothes since you’ll be Amy more often now.”

The words struck him like a punch to the gut. His heart sank with sudden clarity. This was never meant to be a one-day thing. They always expected this to continue.

He reached into the box again and pulled out another dress. Then another. Both were short, flowy, undeniably girly. Beneath them was a white skirt and a delicate floral blouse, the kind of outfit a feminine, soft girl might wear to brunch or to go shopping. He held each piece up as if presenting it, gushing over every item even though he felt sick inside.

“Thank you, Mommy,” he said again, voice sweet and high. He got up and curtsied then gave her a hug. Lydia hugged him tightly, beaming with pride.

Aunt Gina then stepped forward with her gift. “Here you go, sweetheart.”

He knelt again automatically, feeling Jenna’s eyes on him. He opened the bag carefully, using his fingertips like a graceful princess, and pulled out a full makeup kit complete with brushes, palettes, glosses, and a mirror.

His face flushed hot. Melanie giggled. “Now you can practice every day and send us progress pics.”

His stomach twisted, but he curtsied again and hugged Aunt Gina, whispering a flustered thank you.

Melanie and Dina handed him their bag next. “For our little cousin,” Dina said with a wink.

He opened it and pulled out a pair of black heels, sleek and tall, followed by a tiny pink purse with a bow on the front. All the women oohed and aahed about how cute they were

He curtsied again, feeling like he might collapse from embarrassment. “Thank you. They’re so cute.”

“You’re welcome, princess,” Melanie said, drawing out the word princess until it wrapped around him like a silk ribbon.

Then Uncle Mike cleared his throat awkwardly and held out a bright pink gift bag. “Here’s my gift… Amy.”

Amy forced a smile and took it politely. “Thank you, Uncle Mike.”
He knelt again, holding his skirt carefully to keep it modest. When he opened the bag he saw a tiny pink perfume bottle nestled in tissue paper, shaped like a heart.

Receiving something so girly from an uncle he used to bond with over sports and girls made his chest tighten painfully. He curtsied anyway, cheeks blazing. “Thank you,” he whispered, voice barely audible.

The girls were nearly cracking up.

Lastly Jenna stepped forward with a dramatic flourish of her hand. “I know I gave you your gifts earlier, but I got you something else.”

He forced a shaky smile. “Ohh… thank you.”

He pulled the tissue paper aside and his breath caught.
The first thing he lifted out was a lacy pink bra that looked far too delicate to offer any real coverage. Beneath it were matching panties, silky and tiny. Then another set in white. And another. Each more feminine than the last.

The room erupted in giggles as he grew redder and redder.

But the humiliation peaked when he reached deeper and pulled out a frilly pink babydoll nightie. It was sheer, feather light, and had a little satin bow at the chest. He stared at it, mouth slightly open, shocked at how feminine it was.

Jenna grinned proudly. “Now you can feel like a princess even when you sleep.”

His voice trembled. “Thank you,” he said again, shame dripping from every syllable. He curtsied deeply before hugging Jenna, feeling completely defeated.

The women watched him with warm amusement, their pretty little Amy glowing pink and helpless in the middle of the living room.

He sat there awkwardly, hands folded neatly on his skirt, trying to force a polite expression so no one would notice how close he was to crying. Everyone else exchanged gifts with excitement and laughter while he remained kneeling and dainty, the center of attention earlier but now out of the spotlight, left to sit with the weight of everything he had just endured. Every so often he felt the tightness in his throat return, and he had to blink rapidly to keep tears from spilling. The stockings on his legs, the dress brushing his thighs, the weight of the wig, the subtle tug of the breast forms. All of it felt heavier now that he was coming to the realization that none of this was ever meant to be a one time thing.

A few hours later the night finally wound down. One by one the guests put on their coats. As they came to say bye he forced himself to curtsy to each of them, hugging them as expected. Dina whispered into his ear, “See you soon, pretty girl,” making him blush painfully. Melanie leaned in close and whispered, “Next time I see you, we’ll go out and help you find a boyfriend,” with a teasing giggle. Aunt Gina cupped his cheek and murmured, “Such a sweet girl,” before hugging him. Uncle Mike patted his shoulder awkwardly and said, “Bye, Amy. Take care.”

When the door closed behind the last of them he let out a long, shaky breath. The humiliation of the night still coated him like a second skin, but at least it was over.

Lydia headed to the kitchen to finish the last of the cleanup. Jenna remained in the living room and stepped toward him with a smug little smile. “So,” she asked lightly, “what’d you think of your first day as a girl, Amy?”

He rubbed his arm nervously, not wanting to say the wrong thing. “It was… okay,” he whispered. “I just really want to get out of these heels. I’m going to change now. Can you help me take all this stuff off?” He prayed she would let it be over with.

Jenna giggled and shook her head. “Oh, you don’t need to worry about that, sissy. You can just change into one of your new bra and panty sets and your new nightie. I’m excited to see you in it.”

He stared at her in disbelief. “What? No. I meant getting all… this off.” He motioned to the wig, the makeup, the breast forms.

She gave him a warm but merciless smile. “The forms can stay on until you shower. Then we’ll reapply them in the morning.”

His stomach dropped. “What do you mean in the morning?”

Jenna tilted her head as if the answer were obvious. “You need your boobs to be Amy, don’t you? Tomorrow you, me, and your mommy are going to the salon to get our hair and nails done. And then to the mall to start filling up your new wardrobe. You can wear the white skirt and floral blouse you got, it’ll look so cute on you.”

He felt his breath catch. “What? No. Come on, please. Jenna, I can’t. This was supposed to be just for today.”

She cut him off instantly. “I don’t want to hear it, sissy. We made it very clear tonight. You’re going to be Mommy’s little girl for the foreseeable future. You better get used to being Amy because she’s here to stay for a while.”

His eyes widened. “Please, Jenna…”

“Enough.” Her voice softened but became even firmer. “Go get changed. I’m excited to see you in your new stuff. And you can unpack the rest into your closet and drawers. From now on, that’s where your girl clothes belong.”

He stood frozen for a moment, but there was nothing left to say. Jenna had decided. His mom supported it. He had no way out.

Finally, he bent down, gathered his new gifts, and placed them carefully into one of the gift bags. His heels clicked loudly against the hardwood as he turned toward the stairs. Each step upward made the skirt swish against his thighs, made the breast forms jiggle with a soft bounce, made him increasingly aware of how trapped he was.

He fought back tears the entire way up, some beginning to spill as he reached the top of the staircase.

His room waited in silence. His new clothes weighed heavily in the bag. And all he could think about was how humiliating today had been, and how much worse tomorrow might be, going out in public as Amy. It seemed that he might have to get used to that, at least for the foreseeable future.

The End.


Coming Soon:

Pink Christmas: My Girlfriend’s Humiliating Christmas Gift
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