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I stood outside Amber’s apartment holding a bottle of red wine I’d grabbed on the way over, a brand Francesca usually liked. I hadn’t asked, but I knew her taste well enough that it felt like the safest move. Showing up empty-handed would have looked careless. Showing up with the wrong thing would have looked worse.

It was Christmas Eve, which made the whole situation feel unnecessarily heavy. If we were going to keep fighting, I would have preferred a random Tuesday. Still, she’d been the one to reach out. That counted for something, even if the text itself had been brief and oddly neutral. She said to come to Amber’s and that they were all going out together later. No warmth, no edge, just information.

The last few weeks had been a lot. Arguments that should have stayed small kept turning into something bigger, as if every disagreement was being fed into the same conclusion. She’d started using the word sexist frequently, accusing me of acting misogynistic. The first time she said it, she’d actually had a point, and I genuinely felt bad about the remark I had made. After that, it started to feel like she was reaching for a word that shut things down instead of arguing the point.

I told myself that tonight wasn’t about proving anything. It was about showing up, being normal, and letting things cool off. Amber’s place meant we wouldn’t be alone, which probably wasn’t an accident. Francesca liked having other people around when she didn’t want to fight, and so did I. I still thought this could be smoothed over if neither of us sparked another argument or brought up an old one.

I looked at the door, then at the bottle in my hand, and adjusted my grip so it didn’t look as tense as I was feeling. I raised my hand and knocked.

Amber opened the door almost immediately. She had always irritated me, speaking to me in a way that conveyed and an air or superiority whenever I saw her, she never missed an opportunity to prove me wrong, put me down, or roll her eyes at me like I was an annoying child. Still, she was a beautiful girl. She looked effortlessly put together despite her casual clothing, her long blonde hair loose around her shoulders, her face glowing, dressed in jeans and a soft sweater that looked like something she’d thrown on without thinking. She wasn’t flashy or deliberate, just casually attractive in a way that made it obvious she hadn’t tried very hard and hadn’t needed to.

“Come in, Sam,” she said flatly, stepping aside like she was annoyed to see me.

I walked in and immediately registered the rest of the room. Jamie, a cute but quiet girl they knew from college, was on the couch with her legs tucked under her. Cora, the loudest and often most obnoxious friend Francesca had, leaned against the counter scrolling on her phone. Sydney, a gorgeous girl with long brown hair who was also pretty quiet, sat cross-legged on the floor with a drink in hand. They were all dressed more or less the same way Amber was, comfortable and relaxed. The kind of clothes people wore when they were already settled in for the night.

I glanced around, then back at Amber, and said, “I thought we were going out. You’re all dressed like you’re staying in.”

The reaction was subtle but immediate. Jamie’s mouth tightened just enough to notice. Cora looked up from her phone slowly, rolling her eyes at me. Sydney exhaled softly and took a sip of her drink without looking at me.

Amber didn’t say anything, but the look of aggravation on her face intensified.

“You have a lot to say about women, Sam,” Jamie said, her tone light but edged just enough to carry. “Maybe that’s part of your problem with Francesca.”

I felt my jaw tense. I looked at her, then at the others, and said, “That’s not what I meant.”

Sydney smiled and Cora exchanged a look with Amber that I wasn’t meant to understand.

“So where is she?” I asked, antsier than I’d intended.

They all shared a quiet giggle, like there was some inside joke I wasn’t picking up on.

Amber tilted her head and smiled in a way that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Take a seat, Sam,” she said, drawing the words out slightly, the way someone did when they were trying to keep things calm with someone they already assumed might get difficult. She pointed toward the couch.

I hesitated just long enough to notice it, then crossed the room and sat down beside Jamie. As I lowered myself onto the cushion, I said, “Why, what’s up? Where’s Francesca?” The question again came out more impatient than I meant it to, compressed by the sudden sense that something was up.

No one answered right away.

Cora moved first, sliding onto the couch on my other side, close enough that her knee brushed mine. Amber didn’t sit. She stayed standing, positioning herself just in front of me, arms loosely crossed, looking down at me like she was about to scold me. Sydney shifted her chair a little closer, angling herself so I was suddenly that everyone was surrounding me.

Amber spoke gently, which somehow made it worse. “So, we’re here to talk to you about something.”

I frowned and looked from Jamie to her. “About what?”

Francesca’s name came next, delivered casually, like it wasn’t a live wire. Amber said she’d told them about the fights lately, and about the way I’d apparently been acting. The phrase sexist pig landed with an ease that suggested it wasn’t the first time they’d used it among themselves. Amber added, almost mockingly, that Francesca was seriously considering breaking up with me.

“What?” The word came out sharp and loud and filled with shock. My chest tightened and I leaned forward slightly, like that might pull the conversation back under control. “What are you talking about?”

Amber lifted a hand, smiling at me. “Relax, Sam.” Her voice softened even more, steady and patronizing in a way that made me feel sick. “We’re here to help you.”

I stared at her, trying to process the fact that Francesca wasn’t here at all, that this wasn’t a conversation I’d been invited into so much as ambushed with. Amber went on, explaining that they’d talked to Francesca already. That there was a way I could take a first step toward fixing things. Toward making it up to her and showing her that I wasn’t some sexist asshole.

I swallowed and nodded, the urgency in me overruling my pride. “Okay,” I said. “What is it?”

They all shared a quiet giggle, which only served to stoke the flames of my anxiety.

Amber looked at me steadily, her expression confident and unmistakably pleased. She didn’t rush to speak. She let the pause sit there long enough that it became clear she was deciding how to phrase this, not whether to say it.

“Francesca will be here in about two hours,” she said. “She wants the two of you to go out tonight. Just you and her.”

Some of the tension in my chest released, at least she was coming.

Amber smiled.

“Between now and then,” she continued, “she wants you to let us get you dressed. As a girl.”

“What?” I said, practically yelling. “No. No way. That’s ridiculous.”

I shook my head as I said it, like they should know this was ridiculous. Amber’s mouth tightened, not in anger, but in something closer to disappointment. She let out a short, dismissive sound and glanced briefly at the others, as if confirming what they all expected.

“Then you’re proving her point,” she said. “You’d rather lose your girlfriend than put on some clothes because you think femininity is beneath you. Or humiliating. Either way, that’s not a great look, Sam. It’s exactly the kind of thing Francesca is fed up with.”

“That’s not what this is,” I said quickly. “I’m not sexist. This is just…this is extreme. There has to be another way to show I’m sorry.”

“There isn’t,” Jamie said without hesitation.

“Nope,” Sydney added, shaking her head.

“That’s what she told us,” Amber said. “This is the line she drew.”

Cora shifted closer and looked at me directly. Her voice wasn’t sharp or teasing. If anything, it was blunt in a way that suggested she thought she was being helpful. “If you ask me, you’d be stupid not to do this. She’s way out of your league, Sam. She already puts up with your bitchiness on a regular basis. You should be grateful this is all she’s asking for.”

The word bitchiness lingered longer than the rest of it. I didn’t like being called bitchy, like I was some passive-aggressive teen girl. But I also couldn’t ignore the part of me that understood her point. Francesca did have options, she was drop-dead gorgeous. I didn’t want to lose her.

I looked around the room again. No one looked uncertain. No one looked apologetic. They were all watching me now, expectant.

“Okay,” I said finally. “What do I have to do?”

The mood shifted at once, the tension in the room lifting as if I’d just given the right answer. Amber’s smile widened, satisfied, and she leaned forward slightly as she spoke.

“Good choice, Samantha.”

The use of that name hit me out of nowhere. Heat rushed to my face immediately, a reflex that gave away just how embarrassed I was by this whole thing.

Amber noticed immediately. Her eyes flicked to my face, then lingered, and something about her posture changed. She straightened slightly, clearly pleased and maybe even a little excited by my debasement.

“Come on,” she said. “Follow me.”

She turned without waiting to see if I would, already moving down the short hallway. I pushed myself off the couch and went after her, aware of the others falling in behind me. The apartment suddenly felt narrower, like I was being trapped as the girls tailed me eagerly, their footsteps close, their presence pressing in.

Amber stepped into the bathroom and flicked on the light. I paused just inside the doorway, confused.

“Why are we in here?” I started to ask.

She reached past me and turned on the shower, the sound of running water immediately filling the small space. Then she picked something up from the counter and placed it into my hands. Nair.

I stared down at the bottle, my stomach tightening.

“I don’t think this is necessary,” I said, trying to sound reasonable.

“Girls don’t have body hair, Samantha,” Amber said calmly, cutting me off without hesitation.

Behind me, Sydney laughed softly. Another giggle followed from Cora, the sound reminding me that Francesca’s friends were very entertained by my trial. I felt a deep blush creep up my face again, more intense this time. Being called Samantha again, being referred to as a girl so casually. All while they giggled and Amber gave me orders. It stung my pride deeply.

I swallowed and nodded anyway.

“Use it on your whole body wherever there’s hair,” Amber continued, already moving on. “Leave it on for thirty seconds, then rinse it off. After that, use the body wash and shampoo in the shower.” She gestured toward the shelf. “I’ll leave you a towel and some clothes for when you’re done.”

She stepped back as the others began to file out.

“Have a good shower, Samantha,” Sydney said teasingly.

“Don’t miss any spots,” Cora added.

The door closed behind them, leaving me alone with the running water and the bottle in my hands.

I stood there for a moment, staring at the Nair. Every part of me wanted to stop. To walk back out and tell them this was insane. However, the thought of Francesca deciding she was done with me weighed more heavily than my pride. I couldn’t lose her.

I stepped into the shower.

The water was warm, almost comforting. I squeezed the Nair into my palm and started spreading it over my arms, then my chest, then my stomach. The smell was sharp and chemical. As I worked it over my legs and pubic area, a faint stinging sensation started to bloom, uncomfortable but manageable. I counted the seconds in my head, staring straight ahead and trying not to think about what I was doing.

When I rinsed it off, the hair came away easily, sliding down the drain without resistance. I ran my hands over my skin and stopped. It felt different immediately. Smoother and softer, like a woman’s. There was something deeply unsettling about seeing my body like that, stripped of something I’d never thought twice about before. I felt exposed in a way that wasn’t just physical, like my masculinity itself had slipped down the drain.

I reached for the body wash next. The bottle was pink, and the scent was unmistakably sweet once I opened it. It felt embarrassing as I lathered it into my body, standing there covered in pink lotion that smelled super girly, but I told myself it wasn’t the end of the world. I’d used girlfriends’ shampoo and body wash before. Even my mom’s, when I’d run out.

Still, it felt different now. This wasn’t about convenience, this was deliberate. It was for the purpose of feminizing me.

Once I was done, I shut off the water and reached for the towel Amber had left. It was soft against my skin as I dried off, and I couldn’t ignore how different my body felt beneath it, smoother, altered, already not quite mine anymore.

I dried off slowly, more out of delay than care, using the towel until there was no excuse left. When I finally looked down at the bathroom counter, my stomach dropped.

They’d left clothes for me just like they promised.

On the sink sat a pair of satin white panties with small red polka dots scattered across them, the fabric glossy under the bathroom light. Next to them was a pair of tiny white shorts, the kind women wore to sleep, thin and soft, folded neatly like this was normal.

I stared at them for a long moment, hoping I was misunderstanding something. Hoping there was another option I hadn’t seen yet. I checked the back of the door, the floor, and the towel rack. My jeans, my shirt, my underwear, and my jacket were gone. They’d taken them.

My chest tightened as the reality settled in. This was all I had to wear.

I picked up the panties reluctantly, the fabric cool and slippery between my fingers. They felt impossibly delicate, smooth in a way that made them feel wrong in my hands. I stood there for a second longer than necessary, then stepped into them and pulled them up.

The sensation was immediate and impossible to ignore. Satin sliding over freshly bare skin, their fit snug in a way my own underwear never was. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and looked away just as quickly. Seeing them on me made my throat tighten. They looked unapologetically feminine, playful even, and I immediately felt silly and pathetic for even putting them on.

I couldn’t stand being in just those. The exposure felt unbearable, like the room itself was watching me. I grabbed the shorts and pulled them on quickly, almost desperately.

They didn’t help.

The fabric barely covered my ass, clinging to my hips and riding up in the back when I moved, exposing the bottom of my butt cheeks. When I turned slightly, I saw how little they concealed, how they shaped me in a way that felt unmistakably girlish. My butt looked wrong in them, rounded and framed instead of neutral and masculine. I pressed my lips together, steadying myself, my hands hovering uselessly at my sides.

There was no fixing this. No adjusting it into something non-embarrassing.

I stood there for another moment, breathing through it, reminding myself why I was doing this.

I reached for the door, paused with my hand on the knob, then opened it and stepped back into the apartment.

I walked back into the living room and the reaction was immediate.

Jamie, Sydney, and Cora all broke into laughter at once, loud and unrestrained, the kind that fed off itself. It hit me square in the chest. An embarrassed blush rushed to my face before I could stop it, my skin giving me away again. I stood there, suddenly unsure where to put my hands, acutely aware of how exposed and feminine I looked.

Amber didn’t laugh. She stood a few feet away with her hands on her hips, lips pressed together like she was trying to hold herself back. Her eyes swept over me once, slowly.

“Good job, Samantha,” she said. “Very cute. Now let’s get you ready.”

She turned and started toward her bedroom without waiting for a response. I followed, my steps smaller than usual, the shorts riding up with every movement. The others trailed behind us, still laughing, still talking over each other.

“You actually have a pretty nice ass,” Cora said matter-of-factly, smirking at me.

I felt my face heat up again but didn’t say anything. There wasn’t anything to say.

Amber’s bedroom was tidy and unmistakably hers, feminine with an air of maturity about it, everything neat and tidy. She gestured for me to stand near the bed, then opened a drawer and pulled out two objects from a little white box. They were breast forms, ultra-realistic with little pink nipples, smooth and unmistakably shaped.

She laughed then, openly this time. “Okay,” she said, clearly enjoying herself. “Let’s get your boobies on, girl.”

I took a step back without thinking. “Whoa. Come on. This is too much.”

Amber looked at me flatly. “Girls have boobs, Samantha. You agreed to be a girl tonight.” She tilted her head slightly. “Do you love Francesca or not?”

The question cut through my resistance. I hesitated, then nodded.

“Good girl,” she cooed, as if praising a child.

She moved quickly after that, squeezing adhesive onto the backs of the forms and pressing them firmly against my chest. “Hold them there,” she instructed. “And sit down.”

I did, my arms trembling, hands cupping the forms in place. I was painfully aware of how I looked, sitting in booty shorts, my body smooth and hairless, my exposed torso flaunting two perky breasts that I held diligently in place. Amber pulled up a chair and sat across from me, then patted her lap.

“Put your feet in my lap.”

I swallowed and lifted my legs, resting my feet on her thighs. The girls around us were laughing again, louder now, tossing out comments I couldn’t bring myself to respond to. I kept my eyes down, staring at the floor, my face burning as Amber twisted open a bottle of sparkly red polish.

She took my feet in her hands and began painting my toes carefully, methodically, the deep red spreading across each nail while I sat there holding my breast forms like a girl covering herself from male onlookers would. The teasing and excitement blurred into noise around me, and I focused on staying still, on not looking up, on getting through the moment one breath at a time.

I sat there holding the forms longer than I expected to. After a few minutes, I noticed they no longer felt like something I was holding. The adhesive had set. There was a new, unfamiliar weight on my chest, subtle but constant, and the feeling was strange.

Amber straightened up and capped the polish. “All done,” she said. “Your toes look so pretty, Samantha.”

My attention dropped to my feet. They rested in her lap, small and pale against her legs, each nail painted a glossy, sparkly red. They looked delicate in a way my feet never had before. Groomed. Intentional. I barely recognized them as mine.

“Your forms should be dry by now,” Amber added casually. “You can drop your hands.”

I hesitated, then let my arms fall.

The sense of feeling exposed was immediate. My body pulled forward under its new weight, the rounded breasts obvious on my chest. Laughter broke out again, sharper this time, as the girls circled me taking pictures.

“Oh my God,” Sydney said, squeezing them, crushing my pride. “These feel like real boobs.”

Jamie leaned closer. “They actually suit you. They look so natural on your body”

Cora tilted her head, giggling. “She’s got bigger tits than me now.”

I kept my eyes fixed on the floor, my face burning as their comments stacked on top of each other, each one more brutal than the last.

Amber reached for something on the bed and turned back toward me holding a white satin bra with red polka dots, identical to the panties I was wearing. She stepped closer, confident, assertive.

“Arms up, girly boy.”

I raised them automatically.

The moment I did, I felt the weight of the breast forms again, more blatantly this time. They bounced naturally, firm but responsive, giving a small, undeniable jiggle that made my breath hitch and the girls giggle. Amber slipped the bra over them and guided everything into place with practiced hands. When she stepped behind me to hook it, she lifted them slightly, settling them into the cups.

The sensation was disorienting. The bra held them securely, snug against my chest, creating a feeling that was part comfort and part confinement. Supported. Contained. Trapped. I felt like I had a woman’s body. I guess, in a sense, I did.

I looked down and saw two realistic breasts sat beneath the satin fabric, full and perky, the cups of the bra framing them just right. Below were the tiny white shorts clinging to a smooth, hairless body that didn’t look like mine anymore. My legs ended in feminized feet painted red, posed neatly on the floor.

It was jarring, seeing it all together. Like I was looking at someone else from the neck down. Like I’d stepped into the wrong body and hadn’t figured out how to step back out.

Amber stepped back to look me over, clearly satisfied. “See?” she said. “You’re a natural, Samantha.”

She reached for the chair and turned it so it faced away from the mirror. “Sit back down. I don’t want to ruin the surprise until your makeover’s done.”

I hesitated, then lowered myself into the chair again. The bra held the weight on my chest firmly now, the shorts riding up as I sat. Amber moved aside as Cora pulled another chair over and sat directly in front of me.

Cora’s eyes dropped immediately to my chest. She smirked, slow and amused, then looked back up at my face. “So,” she said, amused. “Are you having fun, Samantha?”

Heat rushed to my face again. I didn’t answer, I didn’t know what to say.

The room erupted in giggles.

She reached into her makeup bag and pulled out a pair of tweezers, holding them up between her fingers. “Before we get started,” she said, “we need to fix up those brows.”

My stomach tightened. “That’s kind of permanent, isn’t it?” I asked, hoping she would see sense.

She gave me a look like I’d just asked something ridiculous and annoying. “Hair grows back, doesn’t it?” she said. “Relax. I’m not going to make them super girly. Just a little neater.”

I didn’t look convinced, and I guess it showed.

Sydney was clearly annoyed by my lack of enthusiasm. “I guess she doesn’t want to keep her girlfriend.”

I let out a slow breath through my nose. “Okay. Fine.”

Cora smiled, satisfied. “Good girl, Samantha.”

She leaned forward and started plucking.

The first few pulls caught me off guard. I flinched despite myself, my hands curling instinctively in my lap. Jamie laughed and shook her head. “Come on, Samantha. It’s not that bad. Be a big girl.”

More giggling followed, feeding off my reaction. I stared straight ahead, focusing on breathing evenly while Cora worked with careful efficiency, her face close, her attention precise. Each tug was quick, sharp, and impossible to ignore.

After a few seconds she leaned back and inspected her work. “All done.”

I sat there, trying to read her expression, suddenly very aware of my face, of what might have changed. It felt like she’d taken more than I expected, but I didn’t say anything. I just nodded slightly and stayed still, waiting for whatever came next.

Cora didn’t give me much time to sit with it. She reached back into her makeup bag and pulled out a small bottle, twisting it open with practiced ease.

“Primer,” she said. “This helps the rest of your makeup stay put.”

Her fingers brushed my cheeks as she spread it across my face, cool and slick at first before warming under her touch. I sat there stiffly, hands resting in my lap, my breast forms rising and falling under the bra with every breath. The weight was constant now, impossible to ignore, especially with the satin straps pressing into my shoulders.

She moved on to foundation next, blending carefully, tilting my chin with two fingers when she needed a better angle. The brush swept along my jaw, over my cheeks, across my forehead. It felt intimate in a way I wasn’t expecting, someone else deciding how my face should look while I stayed perfectly still and obedient.

“You’ve got a good base,” Jamie said from somewhere behind her.

Cora smiled slightly. “Contour’s where the magic happens.”

She took her time with that. I felt the brush trace along my cheekbones, then down the sides of my nose, shaping my face in a way I couldn’t imagine before. She leaned in close, focused, her knee brushing mine as she worked.

“I want your face to look as feminine as possible,” she said casually, like she was talking about anything under than my feminization.

My stomach tightened, but I didn’t move.

When she picked up the blush, she glanced at me and smirked. “Can’t forget this part,” she said. “A little rosy glow.”

The color bloomed across my cheeks, warm and noticeable. Combined with the heat already sitting in my face, it made me feel even more exposed, like my reactions were being painted right onto me.

Eyeliner came next. She steadied her hand against my cheek. “Don’t move.”

I barely breathed as she worked, acutely aware of the work being done right near my eye. When she switched sides, Sydney laughed quietly.

“She looks so serious,” she said. “I think she’s scared her makeup won’t come out right.”

Cora chuckled. “Close your eyes.”

I did and felt the soft sweep of shadow across my lids. Light at first, then deeper at the corners.

“Gold in the middle,” she explained, “with shimmery red at the corners. It’ll look really pretty and perfect for Christmas.”

Mascara was last for my eyes. “Blink for me.”

I did, and immediately noticed how heavy my lashes felt, how they batted dramatically when I blinked again. The sensation was strange and distracting, like my eyes were suddenly performing whether I wanted them to or not.

Cora leaned back to look at me. “Wow,” she said. “Very pretty.”

The girls laughed, and I dropped my gaze, overwhelmed by how different even that simple movement felt now.

“Okay,” Cora said, reaching for a lip liner. “Hold your lips like this.”

She demonstrated, and I copied her, feeling ridiculous. She traced carefully, just outside my natural lip line, then filled them in with a bold, bright red. I could smell the lipstick, feel its waxiness, and taste cherry as she finished.

“There,” she said, pulling back. “Perfect.”

I sat there silently, bra tight against my chest, panties and tiny shorts clinging to my bare skin, toes painted red, lashes heavy, lips bright. I still hadn’t seen myself, and the not knowing made my pulse race harder than if I had.

Jamie leaned back against the dresser, folded her arms, and smiled at me.

“Well,” she said lightly, “turn around and see how pretty you look, lady boy.”

The phrase hit hard and low. My face burned instantly, a hot, helpless flush spreading under the makeup Cora’d just finished applying. I didn’t argue. I didn’t even look at her. I turned the chair slowly toward the mirror.

For a second, my brain refused to process what I was seeing.

The face looking back at me was soft in a way mine had never been. My skin looked smooth and even, almost glowing under the foundation. The contour had carved my cheekbones into something delicate and elegant, the blush giving my cheeks a flushed, feminine warmth that made me look perpetually flustered. My eyes were what stopped me. Dark liner framed them cleanly, the gold shadow catching the light every time I blinked, the shimmery red at the corners pulling them into a shape that was unmistakably sultry. My lashes looked thick and long, fluttering when I blinked, making my gaze look expressive in a way that felt completely wrong on my face. I didn’t even want to look at my brows. They were significantly thinner and had a high, almost dramatic feminine arch.

And my lips. They were pouty and bright red, outlined just enough to exaggerate their shape, making them look glossy and bold. They looked intentional. Like a woman’s lips prepared to be kissed.

The only thing that didn’t look feminine was my hair. My short, masculine haircut sat on top of it all like a mistake, giving me away immediately. Not a girl. Something far more humiliating. A feminized guy.

My stomach dropped as the realization fully set in. My chest felt hollow, my sense of self collapsing inward as I stared at my reflection. I looked convincing. Too convincing. The contrast between my hair and my face and body below only made it worse. The satin bra lifting breasts that didn’t belong to me. Tiny shorts on a lithe, hairless body. Red toes peeking out beneath the chair. I felt like I was looking at another person.

I didn’t notice the pictures at first. Their clicks faded in and out, distant, like I was underwater.

Then Amber snapped the strap of my bra sharply against my back.

I flinched, gasping softly, dragged back into the room as laughter erupted around me.

Amber stepped in close behind me and placed her hands on my shoulders, hands firm, possessive, grounding me in place. Her touch a reminder of her control and dominance, of what she had done to me.

“Alright, Samantha,” she said calmly. “You can preen in the mirror later. Time to get you dressed.”

I nodded faintly and pushed myself up from the chair. My legs felt strange beneath me, the weight on my new breasts shifting as I stood. I took one last look at my reflection as I rose, unable to stop myself. The femboy in the mirror looked stunned, eyes wide, lips parted, frozen mid-panic.

I followed Amber toward the bed, still half-lost, my gaze drifting back to the mirror even as my body moved forward, like I hadn’t fully caught up to what had already been done to me.

The dress was laid out neatly on the bed, bright red fabric spread smooth and deliberate, dotted with crisp white polka dots that perfectly matched the satin bra and panties I was already wearing. The neckline dipped low and was unmistakably flirty, trimmed with soft white faux fur that framed where my collarbones met the tops of my new breasts. A small red bow sat at the center of the chest, decorative and girly in a way that made it feel even more emasculating. The skirt flared from the waist, playful and quite short, with the same white trim brushing the hem. It wasn’t subtle at all. It was the kind of dress meant to attract attention, by someone who wanted attention.

“I can’t wear that,” I said immediately. “Guys, come on.”

They laughed like I’d told a joke.

Jamie tilted her head. “Why not, Samantha? What’s different about this from the bra, the panties, your new boobies, and your makeup?”

My mouth opened, then closed. Nothing came out. I could feel my pulse in my ears as I searched for something solid to push back with, but everything she’d listed was already true and already visible.

Amber didn’t wait for me to find an answer. She stepped forward, picked up the dress by the straps, and held it up between us.

“Drop the shorts.”

I shook my head. “What? No.”

She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to. “Girls don’t wear shorts under their dresses, Samantha. Drop them.”

I looked around the room. Every one of them was watching me now. Smiles. Raised brows. The kind of attention that made it clear that refusing wasn’t going to go well, it would be a scene. I glanced back at Amber. She met my eyes without blinking, already sure of how this was going to go.

My hands moved on their own. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and slid the shorts down my thighs. The fabric pooled at my feet, and suddenly there was nothing between me and them but the satin underwear and breast forms.

The giggling started immediately. It wasn’t loud at first, just sharp little bursts that bounced around the room as eyes dropped to my panties.

Amber’s mouth curved into a small, satisfied smile as she looked down at me. “They fit well,” she mocked, “doesn’t seem like there’s too much to fit in there.”

Heat rushed straight up my neck. I stared at the floor, the meaning of her words landing without her needing to spell it out.

She guided me closer to the bed and lowered the dress in front of me. “Step in.”

I did gratefully. The fabric slid up my legs, light and unfamiliar, brushing skin that hadn’t been exposed like this before. She lifted the skirt the rest of the way, adjusted the bodice over my bra, then reached up to pull the straps over my shoulders. Her fingers lingered just long enough to make me hyper aware of how easily she was controlling me.

She moved behind me to zip it up. As she did, I caught my reflection in the mirror across the room. The skirt stopped high on my thighs, fluttering when I shifted. The makeup, the mounds on my chest, the bright red dress, they all belonged together. The haircut didn’t. It made the whole thing worse, like proof to the world that I was an emasculated man, a reluctant femboy, unable to play the role of girl.

“Francesca really wants this?” I asked quietly, still staring at the glass.

“Yes, princess,” Amber said, finishing the zipper.

She turned me around by the shoulders before I could brace myself.

They rushed in at once.

Hands adjusted the skirt, smoothed the fabric, tilted my chin up so they could get a better look at my blushing face. I stood there, stiff and flushed, overwhelmed by comments and compliments that felt more intense and genuine than before.

Amber disappeared for a moment and came back holding a pair of red high heels. She placed them neatly on the floor in front of me, toes pointed in my direction like an instruction.

“I can’t wear those,” I said immediately. “I’ve never walked in heels before.”

She spoke firmly. “You can and you will, Samantha.” Then, softer, almost indulgent, “Don’t worry, sweetie. You’ll learn.”

She knelt in front of me and took my foot before I could pull it away. The heel felt narrow and unforgiving as she guided my toes inside, fastening the strap snugly around my ankle. When she helped me into the second one and stood me upright, my balance vanished instantly. The room tilted. My calves tensed hard, my knees locked as I tried not to tip forward.

I wobbled, feet too close together, posture stiff and awkward. The girls laughed openly now, watching me struggle to stay upright. Amber kept one hand at my waist, steady and confident, like she was holding something she owned.

“See?” she said lightly. “You’re doing fine.”

She let go only after I managed to stand still, even if every muscle in my legs felt strained.

Then she reached into her bag again and pulled out a long blonde wig and a thin wig cap. My blush returned immediately, the reaction instant and obvious, but I didn’t say anything. I didn’t look at anyone. There was no room left for objections.

She stepped behind me and smoothed my hair flat under the wig cap, tucking every strand away with slow, deliberate care. I could feel her fingers press against my scalp as she made sure nothing was out of place. Then she lifted the wig and settled it onto my head, adjusting the hairline precisely until it sat perfectly.

She parted the blonde hair cleanly down the middle and gathered it into twin ponytails, pulling them high and tight before securing them with matching red ties. The hair was thick and glossy, falling forward over my shoulders in soft waves, the ends brushing my chest when she tugged them into place. She gave each ponytail a small, satisfied tug, positioning them so they framed my face exactly.

Amber wasn’t done. She opened a small jewelry case and took out two gold clip-on earrings, simple circular studs with tiny hearts engraved into the metal. She clipped one onto each ear, the pressure sharp for a moment before settling into a constant, unavoidable awareness. They caught the light as I moved, swaying slightly, delicate and decorative.

She stepped back, crossed her arms, and looked me over slowly.

“Wow,” she said, seeming almost shocked, “You really are adorable.”

She took my hand and walked me toward the mirror. My heels clicked awkwardly against the floor, each step careful and dangerous, the sound announcing me in a way I couldn’t ignore.

The reflection hit like a punch to the gut.

The girl staring back was unmistakably feminine. The blonde ponytails bounced softly when I shifted, playful and youthful, framing my face in a way that made my features look smaller and softer. My brows were perfectly shaped, arched just enough to make my expression look naturally expressive. My eyes were wide and bright under the makeup, liner and shadow pulling them into a flirty, exaggerated shape, long lashes fluttering every time I blinked. My lips looked full and glossy, red and pouty, like they belonged to someone who was desperate to look pretty and get attention.

The earrings swayed gently with every tiny movement of my head, catching the light like decorations, drawing attention to my flushed cheeks and exposed neck. I looked 10 years younger, like a delicate, pretty teenage girl.

The dress hugged me in a way that made my stomach drop. The bodice lifted my breast forms high, the white trim promiscuously framing cleavage that rose and fell with my shallow breathing. The waist cinched in tightly, pulling my waist into a narrow curve before the skirt flared out, stopping high on my thighs. My legs were completely bare beneath it, smooth and pale, made even longer by the red heels that forced my posture into something dainty and submissive.

I didn’t see a guy in women’s clothes.

I saw a pretty, girly girl standing there in a short festive dress, posed awkwardly in high heels, cheeks flushed, eyes wide, lips parted like she was caught mid-surprise. The realization landed hard and immediate. There was nothing to hide behind. No rough edges. No masculine cues left to cling to.

I stood there frozen, face burning, throat tight, painfully aware of every detail they were taking in while Amber lingered just behind me, smiling victoriously at the mirror like she’d finished exactly what she set out to do.

They didn’t give me much time to stand there in silence.

“Look at her,” Jamie said, laughing openly now. “She’s literally a girl.”

Sydney leaned closer, eyes dragging over me from the heels to the dress to my face. “She’s not even kidding, Samantha. You look hot.”

Cora smiled in a way that made my stomach tighten. “Honestly, if I passed you on a college campus dressed like this, hanging on your boyfriend’s arm, I wouldn’t think twice about it.”

Each comment landed heavier than the last, not even because they were cruel but because they were casual, spoken like honest observations. I stood there, cheeks burning, arms held awkwardly at my sides, unsure where to put my hands now that everything about me felt feminine and pretty.

Amber reached for a small bottle and gave it a quick spray in the air before stepping close and misting my neck and wrists. The scent hit me immediately. Sweet and unmistakably girly, clinging to my skin and following every breath I took. I couldn’t ignore it. It wrapped around me, making me acutely aware of how I smelled now, announcing exactly what I had been transformed into.

Amber smiled at my reaction. “Alright, Samantha. One last thing.”

She held up the nail polish bottle from before, bright red.

“We’ve gotta paint your nails to match your toes and your pretty dress.”

I opened my mouth to object out of habit, but nothing came out. The energy just wasn’t there anymore. I felt worn down and cornered, like every chance to resist had already passed. I nodded instead and sat back down in the chair when she pointed to it.

“Hands flat,” she said. “Fingers splayed.”

I did as I was told, placing my hands on the table and spreading my fingers wide. Amber uncapped the polish and began painting, slow and deliberate, coating each nail carefully. I watched as the red color spread across my fingertips, glossy and bright, transforming my hands into something unmistakably feminine. By the time she finished the first hand, they looked smaller somehow, softer, the red drawing attention to every movement and making them look decorative instead of functional.

Jamie suddenly squealed. “Oh my God, wait, this is the perfect time to work on her voice.”

I looked up. “My voice?”

Sydney nodded eagerly. “Yeah. It’s already kind of high for a guy, but we want you sounding like a girl before Francesca gets here.” She tilted her head. “You wouldn’t want to sound like a guy out in public, would you?”

The reminder that I was going out in public looking like this snapped me back to reality and sent a jolt of panic throughout my body.

My chest tightened as it finally settled in. I was going to be walking outside, being seen, speaking to people, all like this. I had agreed to it earlier because the pressure was immediate and because Francesca mattered more than my pride in that moment, but I hadn’t let myself think through what it meant. My stomach churned. I swallowed and nodded slowly.

“I guess that makes sense.”

Cora clapped her hands softly. “Perfect. I can help with this. I’ve had plenty of trans clients at my speech therapy job. We’ll just do a crash course.”

She leaned in, watching me closely. “Guys speak from their chests. Girls speak from their mouths. Girls lift their pitch, especially at the end of words, and even more at the end of sentences. And they’re more expressive.”

Amber didn’t look up from my nails. “Introduce yourself, Samantha.”

My face felt hot before I even spoke. The fact that I was about to try to sound like a girl, on purpose, while they all watched, seemed somehow worse than everything I had already gone through.

“Hi,” I said, forcing my voice higher. “I’m Samantha.”

They giggled immediately and I hung my head in shame.

Cora nodded, not giggling like the rest of them. “Good girl. That was actually pretty good.”

They made me do it again. And again. Each time they corrected something small. Higher. More expressive. Smile when you say it. I followed along, hating how easily my voice shifted when I let it, hating that I was cooperating, sitting there in a dress and heels while practicing how to sound like a girl. Amber continued painting silently while my hands stayed pinned in place, my voice slowly turning higher and brighter with every repetition.

By the time I got it mostly right, I felt humiliated and broken down in a way I couldn’t shake. There was just something different about participating in my own feminization. It hit harder.

Amber finished the last nail and gently blew on them. “Okay, girly girl,” she said, finally looking up at me. “Thank me and tell me how much you love your new nails. In your new voice of course.”

I glanced down at my hands. The red polish gleamed under the light, perfectly even, glossy and bold. They didn’t look like my hands anymore. They looked like delicate and feminine, indistinguishable from a girl’s.

I swallowed and did what she asked.

“Thank you for painting my nails, Amber,” I said, my voice lilting at the end. “They’re so pretty. I love them!”

The room exploded.

Jamie laughed so hard she had to grab the edge of the table. “Oh my God. I think you were meant for this, Samantha. That was so natural. It took, what, two hours for us to remove every shred of masculinity. Imagine if we had a full day.”

I felt ashamed as I contemplated her words. She was right, I hadn’t done much to resist. I dropped my gaze back to my hands, the comment sinking in while their laughter washed over me, hating how hard it was to dispute.

Amber didn’t let me linger.

“Alright,” she said, clapping her hands once. “Let’s see you move.”

I hesitated, feet planted too carefully on the floor, acutely aware of the heels under me. Every part of me felt stiff, overthought, wrong.

Jamie corrected me. “You walk like you’re bracing for impact.”

Amber stepped closer and placed her hands lightly at my hips, adjusting my stance without asking. “First rule. Hips sway. You’re not stomping around anymore.”

She nudged me forward. “Take a step. One foot directly in front of the other.”

I did, tentatively, the heel clicking down before the rest of my foot followed. The sound felt loud and exposing, like it announced me every time I moved. I took another step, then another, my balance shaky, shoulders tense.

“Slow down,” Sydney said. “Tiny steps. Dainty.”

“And arch your back a little,” Jamie added. “Stick your butt out, show off your boobs. You’ve got a girl’s body now, show it off.”

Shame overcame me again, sending shivers down my spine as I tried to adjust my posture, boobs lifting, hips tilting forward in a way that felt exaggerated and provocative. The dress shifted with the movement, the skirt brushing higher and higher on my thighs as I walked.

“No, not stiff like that,” Amber said. “Relax your arms.”

She lifted one of my wrists and let it fall loosely. “Ladies don’t hold tension like that. Let them hang.”

I took another step. My arms moved awkwardly at my sides, wrists limp, fingers loose. The sensation of walking like this felt humiliating in a way I couldn’t ignore. Every movement was deliberate, performative, and girly.

“Say something,” Cora said. “Talk while you walk.”

My throat tightened. “Um… my name is Samantha.”

“Something else,” Sydney corrected immediately. “Tell us how excited you are to meet cute guys tonight.”

I tried again, unable to look up from my heels, forcing myself to comply with this latest degradation. “I’m sooo excited to meet cute guys tonight!”

They cracked up.

For the next stretch of time, everything blurred together. Walk. Pivot. Speak. Again. Amber would reposition my hips. Jamie would remind me to let my butt wiggle more. Sydney kept commenting on my voice every time it dipped even slightly. Cora walked circles around me, watching from different angles, offering little adjustments like she was coaching an athlete.

“Sway your hips more, I wanna see that skirt swish.”
“Pretty girls always smile.”
“Chest out, you should be proud of your boobs.”
“Pretend you want to impress a man.”

By the end of it, my calves burned, my feet ached, and my face held a permanent blush. But my steps were smoother now. The heels clicked in a steady rhythm. My hips moved without me consciously forcing them. My voice stayed light when I spoke, rising at the ends of sentences without me catching it in time.

Amber checked her phone and smiled.

“She’s here,” she said. “Francesca just texted. She’s coming up now.”

My stomach dropped, I couldn’t imagine facing her like this.

Amber looked at me seriously. “You better listen to me, Samantha. You’re going to be super girly and obedient all night. You will call her Miss Francesca, and you will obey whatever she says. Got it?”

I nodded stiffly.

“When she walks in,” Amber continued, “you introduce yourself in your prettiest voice. You apologize for being a misogynistic jerk, and you tell her you hope you look pretty enough for her.”

My stomach felt sick, my thoughts racing ahead to the moment I’d have to say those humiliating words out loud.

“Okay,” I said quietly.

The girls exchanged looks, satisfied in my training.

Then there was a knock at the door.

The sound jolted straight through me. My heart jumped, my body going tense all over again as giggles rippled through the room.

Amber smiled at me cruelly and tilted her head toward the door.

“Go get it, Samantha.”

My feet felt too loud as I crossed the room. Each step clicked sharply against the floor, the sound impossible to hide, my hips moving the way they had trained me to move even though every instinct told me to lock up. I reached the door, paused for half a second to steady myself, then opened it.

Francesca stood there smiling.

She was dressed in red too. A tight red dress that hugged her curves effortlessly, the fabric smooth against her body, cut low enough to draw the eye without trying. Her long blonde hair fell loose over her shoulders, glossy and perfect, framing a beautiful made up face with bold red lipstick that, to my shame, matched mine exactly. Red heels, similar to my own but worn with ease, finished the picture. She looked confident, beautiful, unmistakably in control.

For a moment she just stared at me.

Then she started giggling, one hand lifting to her mouth, eyes bright and delighted like she could not believe what she was seeing.

I felt painfully small standing there in comparison. My posture suddenly felt exaggerated and obvious, my outfit obscenely feminine and childish. I was acutely aware of how I looked next to her, like a nervous little girl awaiting approval from her big sister. I wondered how she could ever see my as a man again.

I swallowed and did what Amber told me.

“Hi,” I said, forcing my voice up, light and sweet, even though it trembled. “I’m Samantha.”

Her smile widened.

“I’m really sorry for being a misogynistic jerk,” I continued, the words tasting awful as they left my mouth. “I hope I look pretty enough for you.”

I could feel my face burning as I said it. There was no hiding how mortified I was.

Francesca laughed softly and stepped forward, pulling me into a hug before I could react. She squeezed me tight, her breasts humiliating me as they pressed against my own, but her body warm and familiar in a way that let me know she was pleased

“Of course you’re pretty enough, Samantha,” she said, still giggling.

She stepped back and looked me up and down slowly, eyes roaming over everything. “Oh my God. I can’t believe this.”

She reached out and lightly touched one of my ponytails. “Your hair is so cute.”

Her gaze dropped to my hands. “You even did your nails.”

Then my face. “And your makeup looks amazing. And this outfit…” She laughed again. “You’re so adorable.”

I nodded along, blushing harder with every comment, my thankyous coming out soft and breathy without me meaning them to.

Amber stepped up beside us with the others close behind. “Give your girlfriend a twirl, Samantha.”

I hesitated, then turned slowly, the skirt lifting and shifting around my thighs as I spun, offering a peek at my glossy red panties. The heels wobbled for a second before I caught myself. Laughter erupted behind me, including Francesca’s, warm and delighted.

Francesca clasped her hands once and looked like she was about to cry. “Oh my God.”

She turned to Amber and the girls, pulling them into hugs one by one. “Thank you so much for doing this. Seriously. You have no idea how grateful I am.”

They talked about me like I wasn’t there. Commenting on my hair. My posture. How sweet it was that I agreed to this. How cute I looked. I stood in the middle of it all, hands folded awkwardly, feeling small and oddly childlike while they discussed me openly.

Finally, Francesca turned back to me. “Are you ready, baby?”

I nodded nervously. “Mhm.”

Amber held up a finger. “Oh. Wait one second.”

She disappeared into her room and came back a moment later holding a small red purse with a tiny strap. She handed it to me with a knowing smile.

“I packed your stuff in here, Samantha,” she said condescendingly. “Every girl needs a purse.”

I took it awkwardly, unsure what to do with it. The girls were quick to instruct me

Francesca stepped closer and showed me. “Okay. You can hold it by the strap like this.” Then she put it over my shoulder, the purse tucking into my armpit. “Or like this.”

Then she looped it over the crook of my elbow, forcing my wrist limp, displaying my painted fingers in the most delicate, girly way.

Amber nodded approvingly. “She should hold it like that. That’s the girliest way possible. It’ll help her stay in character.”

Francesca smiled at me warmly. “I agree.”

I held it exactly like that, feeling ridiculous and exposed, the feeling of it odd. The girls giggled again.

“Well,” Jamie said, “you two better be off.”

They hugged Francesca one more time, thanking her, telling her to have fun. Then they turned to me, in teasing voices.

“Have fun, Samantha.”

I blushed and nodded. “Thank you.”

We stepped out into the hallway. The door closed behind us. Francesca slipped her arm through my free one, holding me firmly. She leaned in and kissed my cheek.

“I’m so excited,” she said softly. “Thank you for doing this, baby.”

My heart was racing. I was anxious to a degree that I could not shake, every part of me aware of how absurdly feminine I looked and how I would be seen. But seeing how happy she was made it hard to regret in that moment.

“You’re welcome, Miss Francesca,” I said quietly.

She smiled; I could tell she really liked being called that.

The staircase felt steeper than it should have, but my heels were high.

I kept one hand wrapped around Francesca’s arm as we started down, my other held close to my body, the purse swinging lightly from my elbow. Each step had to be placed carefully, heel first, then toe, the narrow stairs giving me no room to recover if I misjudged it. My calves were already tight, my balance fragile.

She glanced at me and giggled. “Careful, girly.”

“It’s hard walking in heels,” I muttered, keeping my voice feminine like I’d practiced. “It’s not like I’ve done this before.”

She smiled at me sideways. “Oh, I’m sure you’ll get used to it.”

I felt a small jolt of unease at that. “What do you mean by that?”

She stopped for half a second, leaned in, and kissed me softly. “I’m just teasing you, Samantha.”

The way she said my name made me feel smaller, like I was the girlfriend and she was the boyfriend. We kept walking, her arm steady and confident under my hand while I focused on not missing a step, aware of how dependent I looked clinging to her for balance.

Outside, the cool air hit my bare legs immediately. We crossed the short distance to her car, and she walked around to the passenger side, opening the door for me.

She looked at me expectantly. “Do you know how to get into a car wearing a dress?”

I hesitated. “No.”

She raised an eyebrow, smiling. “No what?”

Heat rushed to my face, I was ashamed but didn’t want to ruin her fun. “No, Miss Francesca.”

She laughed and leaned in to kiss me again. “That’s okay, baby. I’ll show you.”

She gestured with her hand. “Turn your body first. Keep your knees together. Sit down gently, smoothing your skirt beneath you as you do, then swing your legs in.”

I did exactly what she said. I turned sideways, carefully lowering myself onto the seat, the skirt riding up just enough that I had to tug it down instinctively as I sat. Then I lifted my knees together and swung my legs inside in one awkward, careful motion, feeling absurdly delicate and ladylike the entire time. The purse slid off my elbow and into my lap, and I caught it with both manicured hands like it was something precious.

She closed the door for me with a satisfied smile.

During the drive, I kept my knees pressed together, purse resting on top of them, hands folded over it.

“So,” I said softly, “where are we going, Miss Francesca?”

She glanced over and smiled. “Out to dinner, my love. We have so much to talk about.”

My stomach fluttered. “I’m nervous.”

She reached over and rested her hand on my thigh briefly. “Don’t be, my little princess. You look beautiful.”

My embarrassment returned instantly. The word princess lingered in my head, and I couldn’t miss how much she seemed to enjoy saying it. It was really hard to feel like a man when your girlfriend was calling you her little princess. I looked out the window, trying to steady my breathing, aware of how small and exposed I felt sitting there beside her.

About ten minutes later, she pulled up in front of the restaurant. It looked upscale even from the car, warm lighting spilling out through large windows, people inside dressed well, sitting close together.

She got out first, walked around, and opened my door. She extended her hand with a playful bow. “My lady.”

I smiled and took her hand, stepping carefully down onto the pavement. The heels clicked as I straightened, purse back on my elbow, my posture instinctively shifting into the practiced stance they’d drilled into me. She offered her arm again, and I took it without hesitation.

Our heels clicked in sync as we walked toward the entrance, the sound sharp and unmistakable on the pavement. With every step, my anxiety climbed, my awareness narrowing to the feel of her arm under my hand, the sway of my hips, the bounce of my breast forms, and the knowledge that once we went inside, there would be no turning back.

The restaurant was even nicer inside.

Warm lighting reflected off polished wood and glass, soft music humming just loud enough to fill the space. Everything felt expensive and deliberate, the kind of place where people went to celebrate special occasions. My heels clicked too loudly against the floor as we stepped in, the sound immediately making me aware of how exposed I was.

A beautiful hostess greeted us with a bright smile. “Merry Christmas, ladies. You two look lovely tonight.”

Francesca’s lips twitched with amusement at the word ladies. “Thank you,” she said warmly.

I felt a bit of shame at passing as a girl so easily, but relief followed just as quickly. She thought I was a girl, not a guy in a dress. I swallowed and copied Francesca’s tone as best I could.

“Thank you.”

“Right this way, ladies,” the hostess said, turning to lead us through the restaurant.

As we followed her, Francesca leaned in close, her voice low and playful. “Smooth your skirt when you sit,” she whispered. “And keep your knees together unless you want to show everyone your pretty red panties.”

She giggled softly at that last part.

I nodded, carefully adjusting the skirt with my fingertips as we walked, trying not to notice people looking at us as we walked to our table.

At the table, Francesca waited until I was positioned correctly before sitting herself. I did exactly what she told me, smoothing the skirt down and lowering myself gently, knees pressed together, posture soft and pretty. The chair felt too open, the table too visible to the others.

A waitress appeared almost immediately. “You girls look beautiful tonight.”

Francesca smiled. “Thank you.”

I followed her cadence instinctively, my voice light and polite. “Thank you.”

As the waitress asked about drinks, Francesca answered for both of us. “Two margaritas, please.”

I noticed it immediately. She hadn’t asked me. I didn’t object. Sitting there with my purse tucked neatly on my lap, I felt strangely small and taken care of. It was a strange feeling, but Francesca hadn’t mocked me, teased me yes, but overall, she was treating me like her girlfriend. It wasn’t horrible.

While we looked at the menus, Francesca glanced up at me and smiled in a way that felt different now. Softer. Flirtier.

“You look very pretty, Samantha,” she said. “You know, this kind of suits you.”

The way she said it felt like genuine flirting, only with the roles reversed. Like something a guy would say to his girlfriend in an intimate moment.

I blushed instinctively, feeling strangely flattered by her praise. “Thank you, Miss Francesca,” I replied, my voice rising at the end without me trying.

The waitress returned to take our order. Francesca ordered steak for herself, then glanced at me briefly.

“And the flounder for her,” she added.

I nodded along, feeling delicate and oddly excited as the waitress walked away.

Francesca smirked. “Gotta watch that figure now that you’re a girl, right?”

I smiled coyly, embarrassed but unable to miss how happy she looked.

She reached across the table and took my hands in hers, warm and steady. “I really appreciate you doing this, baby. And your apology earlier meant a lot.”

I looked down at our hands for a moment, my red nails bright against hers. Then I looked back up.

“I never meant to be sexist or a jerk.”

She smiled. “I know that now, baby. You’re really showing proving it to me.”

I hesitated, then asked quietly, “So… you really like this?”

She blushed, then nodded. “Yeah, I do. I like this softer side of you. It’s really cute.” Her eyes lingered on me. “And seeing you act all girly and sheepish is kind of a turn-on.”

My face burned as the waitress returned with our drinks. “Enjoy, ladies.”

“Thank you,” Francesca said.

“Thank you,” I echoed, my voice soft and sweet.

The conversation drifted easily after that. We talked and laughed, the tension easing enough that I almost forgot what I was wearing, how I was sitting, how my voice sounded. When the food arrived, the waitress set the plates down and smiled at me.

“I just have to tell you, miss,” she said. “I love that dress. You look adorable.”

My heart jumped, but I stayed in character.

“Oh my gosh, thank you,” I said brightly. “I wanted to feel festive for the holidays.”

She smiled. “Well, you definitely look it. Enjoy, ladies.”

As she walked away, Francesca giggled and raised her voice teasingly. “Oh my gosh, thank you.”

I blushed, knowing she was teasing, and we both giggled quietly before starting to eat. I watched the way she did it and copied her. Small bites. Very ladylike. Despite myself, I found myself wanting to be the girliest version of myself that I could be for her.

When we finished, she squeezed my hands again. “Wow. That was delicious.”

“Yes, Miss Francesca,” I said softly.

Sitting there with her, holding her hands across the table, I felt warm and safe, even with the awareness of how vulnerable I was, dressed and acting like a girl in the middle of a crowded restaurant. I knew she had me.

The waitress returned a few minutes later, smiling politely. “Would you ladies like to see the dessert menu?”

Francesca shook her head. “No thank you. Just the check.”

“Of course.” The waitress set it down neatly. “I hope you enjoyed everything.”

“Yes, it was delicious,” Francesca said.

“Yes,” I echoed quickly. “Thank you.”

Francesca opened her purse and started laying cash onto the table. I hesitated, then spoke up, my voice careful.

“I can pay, Miss Francesca, please.”

She looked at me and smiled in a way that felt amused and fond at the same time. “That’s sweet, Samantha, but it’s your first day as a pretty girl, and pretty girls don’t pay.”

I took the opportunity to flirt. “Then you definitely shouldn’t be paying either, Miss Francesca.”

She laughed, leaned across the table, and kissed me, long and loving, the taste of our lipsticks mingling. “Don’t worry about it, baby.”

She added the rest of the money, closed the checkbook, and slid it to the edge of the table.

“I think we should use the ladies’ room before we go,” she said casually.

My stomach tightened immediately. “Oh, no, I’m good, Miss Francesca.”

She tilted her head, smiling. “It’s better if you pee here, baby. There probably won’t be as many women in the bathroom here as there will be at the bar.”

“The bar?” I asked, my voice jumping accidentally.

She chuckled. “Yes, my love. We’re going to the bar after this. And you’re going to be the prettiest girl there.” She stood, grabbed her purse, and held her hand out to me. “Trust me. It’s better you go now.”

I stood too, instinctively holding the back of my skirt to keep it down as I reached for my purse and took her hand.

“And besides,” she added, lowering her voice, “you need to touch up your lipstick anyway.”

I followed her, heels clicking nervously as we headed toward the bathroom.

As we walked, she leaned in close. “When you get in the stall, hang your purse. And you need to sit down when you pee.” Her tone was gentle, instructional. “Just drop your panties to your ankles, bunch up your skirt, sit, then pee. And make sure you wipe.”

I swallowed hard, nodding.

She smiled. “Don’t worry. You’ll blend right in, Samantha.”

The bathroom was softly lit and spotless. The sound of another woman moving around inside one of the stalls made me a bit anxious. Francesca guided me toward a stall and went into the one beside it.

Inside, I locked the door, hung my purse carefully, and stood there for a second longer than necessary, breathing shallowly. Then I did exactly what she told me. I lowered my panties, gathered my skirt up, and sat.

The position felt feminine and intimate in a way I couldn’t explain, and emasculating beyond comprehension. Men didn’t pee like this. I stared at the stall door, cheeks burning, hyperaware of every sound, every movement, of how delicate and deliberate everything felt. When I finished, I wiped like she’d instructed, my hands shaking slightly the whole time. Less from nerves, more so from the surreal feeling of doing something so routine in such a feminized, unmanly way.

I stood, picked up my panties, grabbed my purse, and stepped back out.

Francesca was waiting by the sinks. The other woman had already left, leaving us alone.

She smiled at me. “Good girl. Now touch up your makeup. Take your lipstick and a tissue out of your bag, sweetie.”

I opened my purse, my stomach dropping as I took in the contents properly for the first time. My things were tucked into a small pink wallet. Alongside them were tissues, makeup, a tampon, and a condom. Amber had no doubt put the tampon and condom in there to further mock me, reminding me of what I had been turned into. Seeing it all together made my face heat instantly.

I took out the lipstick and a tissue.

She stepped behind me slightly, watching through the mirror. “Just open your mouth slightly, reapply lightly, then blot.”

I did as she said, parting and then carefully tracing my lips, then pressing the tissue gently against them. The girl in the mirror looked sensual, sexy, focused, doing something routine and feminine, something seemingly natural to her. The sight sent a strange mix of warmth and shame through me, excitement tangled uncomfortably with the awareness of what I was doing.

Francesca giggled and lifted her phone, snapping a couple of pictures.

“Francesca!” I protested, my voice coming out higher and girlier than I meant it to.

She leaned in and kissed me. “That’s Miss Francesca to you, sissy.”

She took my hand again. “Come on.”

She led me out of the bathroom like a child, my heels clicking as I followed, heart racing as the night continued to slip further out of my control.

Outside, the night air felt colder against my bare legs as we crossed back to the car. Francesca walked ahead and opened the passenger door for me again, watching closely as I got in.

I turned my body sideways like she’d taught me, lowered myself carefully onto the seat, then swung my legs in together, smoothing my skirt down automatically. She closed the door with a soft click.

As she pulled away from the curb, I glanced over at her. “Thank you for dinner, Miss Francesca.”

She smiled and reached over, squeezing my thigh beneath the short skirt. Her hand stayed there, warm and firm against my smooth skin, possessive in a way that made me more excited than anything. I was acutely aware of how exposed that part of me was, how easily her fingers rested there.

“You’re welcome, Samantha,” she said.

She didn’t remove her hand. If anything, she squeezed a little more deliberately, her thumb brushing higher. I surprised myself by not pulling away or squirming. The sensation made my stomach flutter, a mix of nerves and something else that felt uncomfortably like excitement. I felt myself beginning to get hard

As we drove, her fingers shifted slightly, grazing the front of my panties. She glanced at me. “Ohh. Satin. Cute.”

My face burned as my erection grew. “Yes, Miss Francesca.”

She laughed softly. “So, I see you like wearing panties. Much better than boxers or briefs, right?”

I swallowed, my erection beginning to throb beneath her hand, the sensation of the satin against it feeling like pure bliss. “Umm… they’re definitely a nice material. Really soft.”

She giggled, squeezing my erection. “Not everything’s soft, I see.”

A minute later she removed her hand and looked back at the road. “ But you should try to keep that down, wouldn’t want any potential boyfriends knowing your little secret. So, are you excited for the club?”

My chest tightened as I prayed my erection would go down soon. “I’m nervous. What if anyone finds out?”

Her hand squeezed my thigh again, firmer but less sexual this time, cutting me off mid-thought. “No one’s going to find out what’s in your little panties, baby. I promise you.” Her tone softened, calm and confident. “Just relax. I’m in charge tonight, so that means I’ll take care of you too. Okay?”

The tension in my chest loosened at that, my anxiety almost miraculously beginning to melt away. The idea of her being in control, of not having to make decisions or worry about how I was being perceived, was oddly comforting.

“Yes, Miss Francesca,” I said quietly, feeling very much like her delicate girlfriend.

When she pulled into the lot, my stomach dropped again. The sign out front made it clear what it was.

A karaoke bar.

She parked, got out, and came around to my side, opening the door and offering her hand. I took it and stepped out carefully, holding the back of my skirt to keep it in place. As I straightened, I shifted the purse over my elbow, trying to look composed.

“What if they ID me?” I asked softly.

She smiled. “They won’t. They don’t ID hot girls.”

“Okay,” I said, not entirely convinced.

She looped her arm through mine, and we started toward the entrance together. My heels clicked sharply on the pavement, the sound impossible to ignore. The tiny skirt swished with each step, the weight on my garishly accentuated boobs jiggling, ponytails bouncing lightly against my shoulders, earrings swaying and catching the light.

I felt completely exposed with every movement, aware of how much attention I might draw, aware of how sexualized I looked. But Francesca stayed close, her arm steady under mine, guiding me forward.

And somehow, walking beside her like that, I felt protected, even as my nerves buzzed under my skin.

The bouncer was impossible to miss.

He stood just outside the entrance, broad shoulders stretching his black shirt tight, thick arms covered in tattoos, neck thick, jaw sharp. He towered over both of us, and the contrast hit me instantly. Standing there in heels and a short red dress, clutching my purse, I felt small in a way I couldn’t ignore, painfully aware of how delicate I must look next to someone built like that. I looked at his broad chest and then down at my perky new breasts, feeling every bit the girl I had become for the night.

As we approached, his eyes swept over us, pausing briefly when they reached my chest. He didn’t ask for IDs.

“Have fun, ladies,” he said, stepping aside.

We walked past him and into the bar, my heart still racing. Francesca leaned in close, a smirk tugging at her lips.

“I think he was checking you out. He was looking at your boobs, baby.”

A humiliated blush rushed to my face. The realization hit me hard. A big, strong man had just looked at me and seen a hot girl worth checking out. Worse, his gaze lingered on my breasts, no doubt looking at me as a potential conquest. The thought made me feel exposed and shaken, suddenly aware of how vulnerable I really was walking around like this.

Inside, the bar was packed.

The main area buzzed with noise and movement, people crowding around the bar, others spilling onto the dance floor where lights flashed and music pulsed. Toward the back, a small stage glowed under colored lights, a drunk guy swaying as he belted out “Don’t Stop Believin’” to cheers and laughter.

I stayed close to Francesca as we moved through the crowd. Every step felt like a performance. Heels clicking. Skirt swishing. Ponytails bouncing. I caught more than a few glances, some lingering just a little too long, and each one made my nerves resurface. I felt displayed in a way that was both thrilling and deeply unsettling.

“I didn’t think so many people would be out on Christmas Eve,” I said quietly.

She smiled. “Yeah, baby. It’s a big going-out night.” Then she squeezed my arm. “Now let’s get some drinks.”

At the bar, she leaned forward confidently. “Two cosmos, please.”

I gave her a look. “Cosmos?”

She glanced back at me, amused. “Might as well drink like a girl.”

I scanned the room as the bartender slid the drinks over. Francesca paid, then handed one to me.

“Cheers,” she said.

“Cheers,” I echoed, lifting the glass carefully. The drink was pink and sweet, cold against my fingers. I took a sip and felt the tension ease just a little.

I glanced toward the stage again. “I’m not going to have to do karaoke, am I?”

She turned to me with a smile that said exactly what I didn’t want to hear. “Oh, you’re doing karaoke.”

My stomach dropped. The idea of standing up there under bright lights, everyone watching me sing dressed like this, made my breath quicken.

“Come on,” I said quietly. “No.”

She cut me off gently, taking my hand in hers and giving it a reassuring squeeze. “Shh. Relax. Just drink your drink and relax, Samantha. We’re going to have fun. I’ve got you, remember?”

I nodded, taking another sip. The alcohol warmed my chest, easing the tight knot of anxiety just enough that I could breathe again, even as the stage lights flickered in the corner of my vision.

We stayed at the bar a little longer, sipping our drinks. The second cosmos went down easier than the first. The tension in my shoulders eased a bit, my movements less rigid, my voice a bit girlier without me forcing it.

Francesca leaned in close. “I’ll be right back. I’m going to put our names down for karaoke.”

“Okay,” I said, nodding.

She disappeared into the crowd, and almost immediately I felt her absence. Standing there alone in a short dress, heels planted carefully, purse hanging over the crook of my arm, suddenly very aware of my feminized body and how attractive I was.

I didn’t have time to panic before someone stepped closer.

He was about my height, definitely a little taller if I wasn’t wearing heels, broader shoulders, scruffy beard, not unattractive. He smiled easily, clearly very relaxed and confident.

“Hey,” he said. “I couldn’t help but notice you. I like your outfit.”

My heart jumped and my face reddened.

“Thank you,” I replied, my voice coming out soft and a little coy automatically, shaming me with its girly lilt. I hated how natural it was to respond to a man like that.

He smiled wider. “I’m Eric.” He extended his hand.

I hesitated for half a second, then took it carefully. “I’m Samantha. Nice to meet you.”

I shook his hand lightly, delicately, immediately aware of the contrast. His grip was solid. My fingers were slim and manicured, my red nails catching the light. The difference felt impossible to ignore.

“You want to dance?” he asked.

My face burned again. I couldn’t believe I was actually getting hit on by a guy.

“Um,” I said, glancing instinctively toward where Francesca had gone. “Maybe later. I’m just waiting for my friend to get back.”

He nodded, still smiling. “Can’t wait. Nice meeting you, Samantha.”

He walked away, disappearing back into the crowd.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding. Relief washed over me first. I’d handled it. I didn’t panic. I hadn’t blown my cover. And then irritation followed. I could have shut it down harder. I could have said I wasn’t interested. It was just so hard to be assertive looking the way I did.

And underneath all of that, something subtler and more unsettling stirred. Pride. He liked me, found me attractive. Pretty enough to approach and hit on. The thought gave m butterflies which immediately brought a flush of shame and confusion.

“Flirting with guys already, Samantha?”

I turned to see Francesca smiling at me, amused and knowing. “Maybe I should’ve put you in dresses sooner.”

“I wasn’t…” I started, trying to explain, trying to justify myself.

She waved it off, teasing. “No need to justify yourself, my little slut. You can talk to all the guys you want later.”

I knew she was teasing, but being called a slut still stung.

“Because,” she added, leaning in, “we’re up next.”

My stomach dropped. I looked toward the stage just as the two girls singing finished to applause.

“Now?” I asked, my voice tight.

“Yes,” she said brightly. “Come on, baby.”

She took my hand and started pulling me through the crowd. I followed, trying to keep up, hyper-aware of myself. My heels clicking fast against the floor. My skirt swishing with every dainty little step, the weight on my breast forms bouncing, my ponytails and earrings moving whenever I turned my head.

I focused on breathing. One step at a time. Her hand in mine. The stage getting closer.

And my anxiety climbed with every click of my heels.

She led me up onto the stage before I could talk myself out of it.

The lights were brighter than I expected, washing over us and flattening the crowd into a blur of faces and movement. I felt instantly exposed standing up there, trying to remember everything I’d been told about posture and poise while every pair of eyes seemed to turn our way.

Francesca reached over and took my purse, setting it neatly on a stool beside hers. She pressed the microphone into my hand.

The sight of my red nails wrapped around it sent a sharp jolt through me. The contrast felt surreal. The mic looked oversized in my grip, my fingers slim and glossy against the thick black handle. I forced myself to smile, lifting my chin, trying to look relaxed instead of frozen.

She leaned in close, her lips near my ear. “When we start singing, follow my lead. Dance like me.”

I nodded, throat tight.

The music started, and my stomach dropped as the title flashed across the screen.

Santa Baby.

I glanced at Francesca just as she smiled at me, already swaying slightly to the opening beat. I took a breath and joined in, my voice light and careful at first, pitched high the way the girls had practiced with me. Hearing myself sing something so flirtatious in that voice felt incredibly strange, like I was in someone else’s body, but there was no backing out now.

At first, I barely moved. Small shifts of my weight. Careful steps in place. I focused on staying upright, on not locking my knees, on keeping my shoulders relaxed. Francesca rolled her hips gently, one hand drifting to her waist, the other lifting the mic lazily as she sang. I watched her and copied her movements a half second later, my hips swaying tentatively, the skirt brushing my thighs with every motion.

The crowd reacted almost immediately with cheers and whistles.

I risked a look out into the crowd and saw people smiling, clapping along, their phones raised. No one looked confused. No one looked suspicious. They looked entertained.

Francesca caught my eye and gave me a small nod, proud and reassuring. Something inside me loosened up. She was my protector tonight, she had my back.

I leaned into it more. Let my hips sway wider. Let my back arch just a little as I shifted my weight from foot to foot. My free hand lifted, wrist loose, fingers relaxed the way Amber had drilled into me, tracing small, playful motions in the air. When Francesca did a slow turn, I followed, skirt flaring slightly as I spun back toward her, hoping that I did not flash my panties to the crowd.

My voice steadied. The nerves faded into the background as I focused on staying in sync with her, on matching her energy. When the song hit its more playful, teasing lines, she leaned toward me, brushing my shoulder, and I laughed lightly into the mic, the sound coming out breathy and girlish without me forcing it.

The humiliation didn’t disappear. It was always present. The awareness that I was up there in a short sexy dress, heels, and a full face of makeup, singing a flirty Christmas song in a feminine voice while strangers watched never waned. I felt as unmanly as I could imagine feeling. But that feeling had stopped being paralyzing.

I was moving now without thinking about every step. My hips rolled naturally. My shoulders loosened. I caught myself smiling genuinely when the crowd cheered louder, when someone shouted something encouraging. I felt feminine in my body, in my movements, in the way I held myself, and despite the shame threaded through it, knowing that no real man would or could ever do this, I was having fun.

When the song ended, the bar erupted.

Applause. Whistles. Cheers.

I laughed, breathless, adrenaline buzzing through me as Francesca wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tightly. I hugged her back without hesitation, my body pressed against hers, grinning like I’d just won the lottery.

We grabbed our purses and walked off the stage arm in arm, hips swaying naturally now, heels clicking together as the crowd parted for us.

My heart was still racing. But for the first time all night, it wasn’t just from fear.

We went back to the bar laughing, the adrenaline from karaoke still buzzing through me. Francesca ordered two more cosmos, and this time I grabbed it eagerly when she slid one toward me. I wrapped my fingers around the glass, red nails catching the light, and took a long sip.

I felt loose now. Warm. My body lighter and more at ease. The anxiety that had been sitting tight in my chest all night had softened into something fuzzier, easier to breathe around. Francesca leaned in close, shoulder bumping mine, and we giggled like we were sharing a secret no one else knew.

“That was amazing,” she said. “You were so great up there.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “I can’t believe I did that.”

She smiled at me for a moment, really looked at me, then reached across the bar and took my hands in hers. Her thumbs brushed over my knuckles, slow and deliberate.

“Come dance with me, princess.”

The way I felt when she called me princess caught me off guard.

My stomach filled with butterflies as a soft and fluttery feeling bloomed inside me. I felt like a princess, like her princess. I hated that I felt that way, and that I liked it. But I did. I nodded before I could talk myself out of it, shame creeping in alongside the warmth and excitement.

She led me onto the dance floor, fingers laced with mine. As we stepped into the slower rhythm of the song playing, I felt the reality of it settle in again. I was out here in a pretty dress, looking like a cute girl, letting her guide me and take the lead.

She placed my arms gently around her neck, adjusting them until they rested where she wanted. Then she set her hands at the small of my back, just above my butt, firm and in control. She moved first, slow and steady, and I followed.

We swayed together, our bodies close, moving in time with the music. I was painfully aware of my role in it. The way she led. The way I followed. The way my hips responded without thinking. I felt small and delicate and unmistakably feminine in her arms.

We laughed quietly, foreheads almost touching. I looked up at her and caught her smiling down at me, fond and confident, like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

She pulled me in and kissed me.

Her lips pressed firmly against mine, the familiar taste of lipstick lingering between us. Her fingers slid down to my butt, squeezing dominantly and steadying me as my balance shifted in the heels.

The music thumped through the floor and up my legs, a warm, vibrating pulse that made it easier to sway without thinking. Her breasts brushed against mine sensually, while her hands continued to grip and massage my butt through the thin fabric of my dress. I could smell her perfume, something sweet and faintly spicy, mixing with the sharp tang of alcohol and the heat of the crowd around us.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes flicking down for a half second before meeting mine again, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. Her thumb brushed under my chin, tilting my face up as if reminding me where to focus. When she leaned in again, the kiss was slower, deeper, unhurried, like she had all the time in the world.

I felt controlled and cared for at the same time, aware of the room, the lights, the people brushing past, and yet completely anchored by her touch. She swayed us gently, guiding my hips with subtle pressure, keeping me close, keeping me hers. When she finally rested her forehead against mine, her lips near my ear, she laughed softly, satisfied, and kept dancing like nothing else existed.

“You want to go back to my apartment, princess?” she asked quietly.

My heart was pounding. “Yes, Miss Francesca,” I said, my voice soft and girly without me forcing it at all.

She smiled, then tilted her head slightly. “There’s something I want you to do for me first.”

I felt my nerves creeping back. “What, Miss Francesca?”

Her smile widened just a touch. “I want you to kiss a guy tonight.”

The words landed like a sudden drop.

My face went hot instantly, my breath catching as panic and embarrassment rushed in all at once. I froze there in her arms, painfully aware of where we were, who might be watching, and what she was asking of me.

I opened my mouth to respond, but nothing came out.

Francesca didn’t look away from me, her gaze piercing.

“Just be a good girl and do this one thing for me, baby,” she said softly. “It’ll make me so excited.”

Shame creeped up my face. “I…I can’t,” I stammered, the words catching awkwardly in my throat.

She raised a finger and pressed it gently to my lips, silencing me immediately. Her touch was light but absolute.

“Yes you can, Samantha,” she whispered.

Before I could respond, she turned me gently by the shoulders, angling me toward the crowd. Her mouth was close to my ear.

“Now go find that cute guy you were flirting with earlier,” she murmured. “I’ll be watching.”

She let go.

For a split second, I stood frozen. Then my body moved.

I didn’t fully understand why I was doing it. I knew I could stop. I knew this was humiliating, being dressed like this, seeking out a man to kiss because my girlfriend told me to. But I couldn’t help but obey her. She was in charge, and I was her obedient girl. It was like a knife to my ego, but it felt out of my control.

My heels clicked as I moved through the crowd, skirt swishing lightly against my thighs. I felt painfully conspicuous, like every step announced my intention. Still, I found myself naturally shifting into the girl she wanted. My posture shifted automatically, hips swaying sensually, boobs thrust forward, chin lifted slightly, doing my best to look sexy and provocative. I hated how natural it felt to move like this. I hated that my body obeyed without needing permission from my mind.

I spotted the guy near the edge of the dance floor, exactly where he’d been earlier. The man looked up as I approached, eyes brightening in recognition.

“Hey,” he said easily. “I saw you singing earlier with your friend. You have a really nice voice.”

I felt my face flush instantly. Still, I forced a small, girly giggle, the sound mocking whatever sense of manhood I had left.

“Thanks,” I said softly.

There was a brief pause. A moment where I felt the full weight of what I was about to do. I was dressed like a girl. I was acting like one in how I moved, how I spoke, and how I flirted. I was about to invite a man to dance and try to kiss him because my girlfriend wanted me to.

I did it anyway.

“So…” I said, tilting my head femininely, purse held close, voice light and careful, “how about that dance now?”

The words landed smoothly.

And as they left my mouth, the realization settled in fully, heavy and undeniable, leaving me standing there flushed, exposed, and waiting for this man’s response.

Eric smirked when I asked, eyes flicking over me with open amusement.
“Let’s do it,” he said. “Guess you couldn’t stop thinking about me.”

I let out a small, breathy giggle before I could stop myself, hating how easily it came out, hating the implication and the way my body reacted to him anyway.

He took my hand and led me onto the dance floor.

The song blasting through the speakers was fast and upbeat, the kind that filled the room with movement. I recognized it immediately, “I Will Survive” being belted out loudly and off-key from the stage. The dance floor was packed, bodies bouncing and spinning, energy high.

Eric moved confidently, guiding me into the rhythm. We didn’t touch much at first, just hands, quick steps, bodies angled toward each other. He spun me suddenly, lifting my arm and twirling me under it. My skirt flared out as I turned, heels clicking rapidly as I caught my balance, the motion unmistakably girlish.

A few people cheered.

My stomach dropped. I forced another giggle, heart pounding, and tried to keep moving like the girls around me. Loose hips. Light steps. Arms relaxed instead of stiff. I copied the sway, the little shoulder rolls, the way they let the music move them instead of fighting it.

Eric placed his hands on my hips briefly to guide me through another turn. The contact sent a jolt through me. I couldn’t believe how natural it felt to let him lead, how easily my body followed the pressure of his hands.

I caught sight of Francesca across the room.

She was watching, smiling, her phone lifted, recording everything. Her expression was pleased, proud, and amused.

The humiliation hit me immediately, and with it came that recurring pull to be a good girl for her. The urge to please. I let myself move more, exaggerating the sway of my hips, leaning into the turns, giggling at him, letting Eric think I was into him.

Soon the song ended, applause filling the room as the singer stepped off stage. Another person climbed up, and the music shifted into something slower.

Eric stepped closer without asking.

I hesitated for half a second, then closed the distance myself. I lifted my arms and rested them around his shoulders the same way I had with Francesca earlier, looking up at him with doe-like eyes and batting my lashes like I was in love.

He slid his hands to my waist, firm and steady, and we began to sway slowly. The dance floor felt smaller now, the crowd closer, the movement more intimate. I looked up at him, then away, then back again, my eyes refusing to settle. I could feel myself blushing hard, smiling nervously, reacting in ways that felt painfully girly.

He smiled down at me. “You’re really cute, Samantha.”

“Th-thanks,” I said, my voice soft and breathy, immediately embarrassed by how it sounded.

Before I could say anything else, he pulled me in closer.

He kissed me suddenly. His beard brushed against my face as he pulled me in, his lips parting and his tongue slipping invasively into my mouth. His body felt solid against my feminized one, hands steady at my waist as he leaned down. For a split second my mind went blank, overwhelmed by the contrast between him and me, by how small and feminine I felt in comparison.

Then I kissed him back. Not because I was enjoying it, but because I was Francesca’s girl, and she wanted this. Our tongues danced as he held me firmly, his hands occasionally slipping down to grab my ass through my dress, reminding me who the man here was.

The emasculation burned me to my soul, but still, my body responded. My grip tightened slightly around his shoulders, my balance shifting into him, my delicate body pressing up against his hard masculinity. I felt giddy and breathless, shame and excitement tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate them.

After a few seconds, he pulled back.

I was flushed, heart racing, barely able to meet his eyes. The butterflies in my stomach were impossible to ignore, my reaction humiliatingly obvious.

We spoke for another minute, words blurring together, my voice light and giggly, his relaxed and confident. Finally, I took a step back.

“I should go,” I said softly.

He smiled. “It was really nice meeting you.”

“You too,” I replied.

He leaned in one more time and kissed me again, brief and warm. “Merry Christmas, Samantha.”

“Merry Christmas,” I echoed, my face burning as I turned away.

I tottered back across the dance floor, unsteady in my heels, heart still pounding, acutely aware of everything I had just done as I made my way back toward Francesca.

Francesca caught me the moment I reached her, arms wrapping around me tightly.

“I’m so proud of you, Samantha,” she said, kissing me deeply. “Let’s go back to my place.”

“Yes, Miss Francesca,” I said immediately, the words leaving my mouth without hesitation.

In the car, she didn’t stop touching me. Her hand rested high on my thigh beneath the hem of my dress, rubbing slow circles through the satin fabric of my panties and sending waves of pulsing arousal through my entire body as she played with me like I really was a girl. She talked animatedly about the night, replaying moments, laughing about my dancing, clearly energized by everything that had happened and not acknowledging the erection tenting my panties.

“So,” she said casually, fingers still rubbing me, “how did your first kiss with a man feel? I bet you liked that, huh?”

My face burned with shame, but I was incredibly turned on, my mind turning to mush as she fingered my panties. “Yes, Miss Francesca,” I nearly moaned. “I liked it. I felt really girly. Like… submissive.”

She giggled. “Oh, I can see that, Samantha. Don’t worry,” She squeezed my erection again. “There are plenty more men in your future, slut.”

I felt embarrassed but also more turned on than I had ever been.

The rest of the drive passed easily as we talked about the night as a whole. About how it felt to be Samantha. About the bar. About how different everything felt once I stopped fighting it. All throughout, she rubbed my panties, giggling as I pulsed on the edge of orgasm.

When we got to her apartment, the Christmas tree was already lit, soft white lights glowing. A few wrapped gifts sat underneath.

She smiled when she saw me looking. “I know your gifts for me are at your place,” she said, “but I have yours here. I want you to open them now.”

I leaned in and kissed her, hoping we could have sex first. “Thank you, Miss Francesca. Can I change first? And maybe we can have some fun…”

She laughed. “No. Come on. You’re so cute. Don’t change. and I want you to see your gifts.”

I smiled, cheeks warm, happy at least, that she was happy. “Okay. Okay.”

She guided me to an armchair beside the tree. I sat carefully, smoothing my skirt beneath me before settling in, knees together. She handed me the first present, a small blue box tied with a pink ribbon.

I opened it slowly, painfully aware of how feminine my hands looked as I worked the ribbon free, red nails catching the light. Inside were three sets of panties: white satin, pink satin, and red lace. Each with a matching bra.

I stared for a moment, stunned. “Um—”

She cut me off by kneeling in front of me, taking my hands in hers.

“I really loved you being Samantha tonight,” she said gently. “I loved you calling me Miss Francesca. I loved how obedient and sweet you were.” She smiled. “And yes, I even loved seeing you kiss that guy.”

My heart raced.

“I want this to be a regular thing,” she continued. “Not all the time. But a lot of the time.”

I struggled for words. “I… I don’t know.”

She tilted her head, reaching her hand under my skirt and rubbing me again. “What don’t you know, baby?” She squeezed my growing cock. “Because I know you look adorable right now. I know you had fun tonight whether you want to admit it or not. And I know some part of you likes being my little girlfriend.”

I was beet red, my arousal growing rapidly. “It was just… so humiliating though.”

She stood and hugged me tightly. “I know, baby. But that’s part of the fun. And I think you know that.” She pulled back slightly. “Do you trust me?”

“Yes,” I said quietly.

“Yes what?” she prompted.

My face burned again. “Yes, Miss Francesca.”

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Then trust me, okay? You’re in good hands.”

“Okay,” I replied, my voice small, wondering again why I was agreeing as I felt myself slipping back into that familiar, obedient calm.

She smiled, overjoyed by my acceptance. “So… do you like your new bra and panties, Samantha?”

I glanced down at the box, fingers brushing the pink satin pair. “Yes, Miss Francesca. Thank you,” I said in my girliest voice, eager to please her.

She beamed, pulling me into another hug and kiss. “I’m so glad.”

“There’s more,” she added. “And everything you wore tonight, the wig, the dress, the shoes, your new boobs, all of it. That’s yours too.”

“Thank you,” I said sweetly.

She handed me more gifts. Dresses. Skirts. Blouses. Perfume. Heels. Each one made me feel more submissive as the pile grew, my new reality settling deeper.

Finally, she handed me the last small box.

I opened it slowly.

Inside was a tiny pink chastity cage.

I froze, a shameful blush returning to my face, my hands trembling slightly as I stared at it.

She smirked. “All sissies have them, baby. It’s going to look so cute on you.”

I sat there trembling, humiliation and excitement twisting together in my chest, the label settling over me with startling clarity. I was now her sissy. Not her man, not her boyfriend, her sissy.

And I realized, with a shiver, that some part of me wanted this as badly as she did.

The End.


Coming Soon:

Pink Christmas: The Sissy Christmas Competition
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