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By December, no one on the floor called me Jack anymore.

Anna had corrected it early, sharply, whenever I slipped up and introduced myself by my old name. “That name is done,” she said. “You’re Jasmine.”

After months of ongoing feminization, the name still seemed to mock me every time I heard it, but months of ongoing punishment ensured I answered to it immediately whenever called.

“Jasmine,” Anna said, sitting on my bed. “Bridget’s throwing a Christmas party next week at her sister’s place off campus. All the girls from the floor are invited.”

My pulse quickened immediately. I stayed standing, my hands pressed together in front of my red skirt. “I don’t want to go, Mistress Anna,” I said in the feminine voice I was now required to use whenever speaking to my mistresses. “Everyone’s going to tease me…”

Kelly laughed from the doorway, amused by my anxiety. “Of course they are,” she said. “That’s what happens when you spend months letting people see you dressed like a girl.”

I shot her a look without thinking, then dropped my eyes in submission immediately. Her gaze stayed on me, steady and intense.

“You’re acting like this is some coming-out party,” Kelly continued. “You’ve already been paraded around the floor in more dresses than any girl here owns. And they all know you as Jasmine. A party is just a chance for all the girls on the floor to have some fun, and you’re one of the girls now.”

“But Mistress Kelly,” I started, a heavy, sinking feeling settling low in my stomach. “I don’t want to stand there while they mock me.”

Anna stood and stepped closer, always the warmer of the two. “Aww, sweetie, they’re not gonna mock you,” she said. “Trust me, we’ll get you the cutest little outfit, and everyone will be so excited to see you.”

“Can’t I just stay here,” I begged. “I’ll practice my ballet. I’ll clean your dorm. I’ll do whatever you want, Mistresses.”

Kelly pushed off the doorframe and walked toward me, clearly annoyed. “Listen to yourself, sissy,” she said. “You sound like a nervous little girl asking permission from her mommy. You have no say in the decision; you’re going and that’s final.”

I hung my head in shame as I reluctantly accepted my fate, knowing I had no real choice.

Anna reached out and tugged lightly at the hem of my red miniskirt, adjusting it so it sat evenly. “Don’t panic, princess,” she said. “It’ll be so much fun.”

Kelly glanced down at my hands. “Stop clenching,” she said. “You look nervous.”

She always found something to correct. I forced my fingers to relax. A faint tremor ran through them before they finally went limp.

She circled me slowly, her eyes scanning me like a lion examining a gazelle. “Bridget already told people you’re coming,” she said. “So don’t embarrass us by acting all bitchy about it. You have been trained better than that. Do you need to be punished?”

I shook my head reflexively, the movement automatic.

“And since it’s Christmas time,” Anna said excitedly, “we’re gonna take you for a little pampering.”

I looked up. “What do you mean, Mistress?”

Kelly smirked, enjoying driving the knife deeper. “It means we’re getting your nails and toes done today, Jasmine. Long, pink, and sparkly. Something cute.”

My stomach dropped and my voice dropped a bit too deep. “Today?”

“Yes, sissy,” Kelly said, seeming annoyed. “Girls plan ahead. We ordered your outfit for the party a few days ago too.”

I hesitated, knowing she intended to get me fake nails that would last much longer than a week. They had been talking about doing this for a while. “Do they have to be pink, Mistress? Or maybe we could just get them painted without getting them extended.”

Kelly stepped close enough that I had to lean back slightly. “You don’t get a choice,” she said. “Choices are for men who still have balls. You obviously do not.”

Anna picked up her bag from the chair as Kelly’s comment sunk in, stinging whatever bit of pride still existed beneath the feminized surface. “Grab your purse, Jasmine,” she said. “And be excited, this is your first trip to the nail salon!”

Kelly opened the door and waited, her intense eyes telling me that I better hurry up.

As I stepped into the hallway, she added casually, “And remember, Jasmine. Everybody that looks at you now sees a pretty girl, so you better act like it.”

My pulse thudded unevenly as I walked forward, the skirt brushing my baby-soft thighs with every step.

A week later, on Friday evening, I was sitting alone in my bedroom at six o’clock, already dressed and fully done up.

I was eighteen years old, but the room did not look like it belonged to an adult man anymore.

Pink fabric covered most of the walls, draped and layered so deliberately that it felt staged. Lace-trimmed pillows were arranged neatly on the bed. A vanity crowded the corner, its surface packed with brushes, palettes, perfume bottles, and little jars that smelled sweet and powdery. Everything in the room looked curated, like it existed to frame me rather than serve me.

I leaned closer to the mirror and finished my lipstick carefully.

My wig had already been styled hours ago. Long brown curls fell in soft, even waves over my shoulders and down my back, glossy and controlled, not a strand out of place. An obnoxiously large pink bow sat at the crown of my head, plush and childish, its satin edges trimmed in lace.

My makeup was heavy and unmistakably feminine. Dramatic bright pink shadow swept high over my eyelids, blending outward and giving my eyes the appearance of a little girl who had gotten into her mom’s makeup bag. Thick, fluttery lashes shadowed my eyes every time I blinked. Blush sat high on my cheeks, giving my face a rounded, doll-like softness that made my features look deliberately childish. When I pressed my lips together, the glossy pink caught the light, full and exaggerated, impossible to ignore.

I lowered my hands into my lap and stared at them.

My nails were long, almond-shaped, and painted glittery pink, the kind of manicure that demanded attention every time I moved my fingers. They felt impractical and delicate, tapping softly against the vanity when I shifted.

The dress cinched my waist tightly before flaring out over my thighs in layers of pale pink fabric and ruffles. Lace trimmed the neckline and sleeves, framing my shoulders and accentuating the breast forms that I was well accustomed to being glued to my chest in a way that made me look like a woman with a curvy body wearing childish clothes and ultra-bright makeup. White stockings hugged my legs, the fabric patterned and sheer enough to make me feel exposed. My feet were squeezed into delicate looking four-inch white heels that matched the stockings perfectly, cute and girly, like something a young girl might wear to a celebration.

I did not look like a guy, or like a normal girl for that matter, I looked like a teen girl dressed as an eight-year-old girl for Halloween.

My posture reflected my appearance. My shoulders were drawn in, knees angled closer together. My hands hovered near my face, fingers curled softly inward, wrists bent in a way that had begun to feel natural over the past few months. Even sitting still, I looked posed, like I was meant to be displayed.

Staring at myself in the mirror was surreal.

There was no trace of Jack left in the reflection. Not in my face. Not in the way my eyes lowered slightly, unable to meet my own gaze directly. Not in the way my body seemed to take up less space. I looked girly. Deliberately, aggressively girly.

My heart hammered in my chest as I anticipated the night ahead.

I leaned toward the mirror again and fixed the edge of my lipstick with careful precision. I was given very specific instructions on how to do my makeup, and failure wasn’t an option.

A sharp knock sounded at the door.

I froze, my hand hovering midair.

Then Kelly’s voice cut through the door, light and mocking. “Open up, princess.”

Anna laughed softly beside her.

I lowered my hand, straightened my back, and looked at my reflection one last time before standing up.

I minced over and with a deep breath, opened the door.

Anna and Kelly were standing there, both of them dressed to go out, both of them looking effortlessly sexy.

Kelly stood on the left, tall and striking in a tight red bodycon dress that hugged her figure from her ample breasts to just below her rounded behind. The fabric clung smoothly to her waist and thighs, emphasizing long legs and a confident, sexy curve. Her blonde hair fell neatly over her shoulders, glossy and controlled, framing a beautiful, glamorous face that looked gorgeous and composed. She was the kind of gorgeous, mean girl that people noticed immediately and remembered afterward.

Anna stood beside her, slightly shorter and less dramatically done up, but even more visibly feminine. She wore a white pleated skirt that flared lightly over her hips and a matching fitted top that showed off her DD breasts without showing too much Her brunette hair was loose and natural, her body fuller and curvier than her more glamourous counterpart’s. She looked sweet, pretty, and completely at ease.

They both looked at me, holding back smirks.

Anna broke first, giggling as soon as her eyes traveled over me. “Oh my God,” she said. “You actually did such a good job with your makeup. I’m so proud of you, Jasmine!”

I shifted in my heels, the pink bow bobbing sweetly on my head, my breast forms bouncing softly beneath my frilly dress. My long glittery nails curled inward without me thinking about it, catching the hallway light every time my fingers moved.

Anna stepped closer, her eyes bright with excitement. “Don’t you love the outfit we picked out for you?” she asked as if she genuinely thought I must’ve.

“Umm…it’s kind of embarrassing, Mistress Anna,” I murmured. I immediately regretted complaining, but thankfully they were too excited to be angry.

They both laughed immediately.

Kelly leaned against the wall, openly amused. “Of course it’s embarrassing, Jasmine,” she sneered. “You look like a little girl.”

I dropped my eyes to the floor, the reflection of myself still burned into my head.

“Grab your purse, Jasmine,” Anna said, still smiling, “we don’t want to be late.”

I walked over to my bed and picked up the small pink purse I had packed earlier. The strap rested lightly on my shoulder, delicate and decorative, more like something meant to complete an outfit than carry anything important. Ironically, it was probably the least girly thing I had on.

We stepped into the hallway, my heart pounding.

I had been seen dressed as a girl many times by now. I had been seen in girly costumes, feminine workout clothes, and every day girls’ clothing. It was always embarrassing and always brought a feeling of shame being seen by my peers like that. What made this moment different was how far past normal it had gone. I didn’t look like a college girl getting ready for a party, going to the gym, or just lounging about. I looked intentionally overdone, excessively cute, pushed into a level of girlishness that felt almost mocking. My outfit was frillier than anything the girls around me wore. My makeup was sweeter and brighter, my demeanor more befitting of a nervous little girl than a college guy. I did not blend in with women. I stood out as something smaller, daintier, and more exaggerated, a sissy, an exaggerated version of femininity that made my presence feel tiny and delicate.

A couple of guys near the stairwell noticed me immediately.

One of them laughed. “Damn, Jasmine,” he said. “They really did cut off your balls, huh?”

Another grinned. “Cute dress, girly boy.”

Kelly smiled at them, enjoying my exposure. “She spent all afternoon getting ready,” she said. “Didn’t you, Jasmine?”

I nodded quickly and kept walking, my gaze fixed ahead, hyperaware of how my heels clicked too delicately against the floor, how my skirt swished with every step, how my boobs, as my mistresses insisted on me calling them, bounced in sync with my feminized gait. These guys were probably about to have a normal night of playing video games or maybe go out and meet some girls. Meanwhile, here I was, dressed like a doll, walking into what was likely going to be a night of further emasculation and degradation, and I would have to endure it all with a sweet smile and a girlish, bubbly lilt in my voice.

The car ride was quiet.

I sat in the back seat with my hands folded neatly in my lap, my bright pink nails resting against the paler pink fabric of my dress. Anna and Kelly chatted up front, excited and relaxed, talking about the upcoming winter break. I barely followed the conversation. My thoughts stayed fixed on what waited ahead and the speech they had drilled into me until it lived in my head without effort.

As we pulled up to the house, Anna turned around in her seat and looked at me.

“Do you remember your speech, Jasmine?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said, the words coming out sweetly.

“Good girl,” she said happily.

Kelly turned next, her expression stern and serious. “And you better remember your manners,” she said. “Curtsy, be sweet and obedient, and do not even think about pretending you’re a man or acting in any way masculine. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress Kelly,” I said quietly, fear creeping in.

Her tone softened a bit. “Good girl, Jasmine.”

They stepped out of the car.

I followed, my heels touching the pavement carefully as we started walking toward the door, my thoughts crowded and heavy with anticipation.

They knocked.

I barely had time to take a breath before the door opened.

Bridget was standing there with a drink in her hand. The second she saw me, she burst into giggles.

“Oh my God,” she said. “You look so cute, Jasmine. Like a little doll.”

My face burned immediately. I hated the way she always said my name, almost like she was reminding me that I was a sissy each time. I brought my feet together, delicately grasped the hem of my skirt, and curtsied.

“Thank you, Miss Bridget,” I said.

She laughed harder at that.

“Come in, girls,” she said, stepping aside. “Everyone’s been waiting.”

Anna and Kelly guided me inside.

The living room was already full. Every girl from the floor was there. Some were sitting on the couches, some standing with drinks, some perched on the arms of chairs. The moment they saw me, the noise swelled.

“Oh my God.”

“I can’t believe they make him do this.”

“She even has tits now; she really looks like a girl, besides that childish dress.”

A few girls laughed wildly. Others smiled as they mocked me. A couple of them just stared in disbelief.

They started approaching me immediately.

One girl tilted her head, eyes sweeping over me as she ran her hands along the fabric of my dress. “You look adorable, sissy.”

I curtsied, using my girliest voice. “Thank you, Miss Lauren.”

Each curtsy felt like an admission of inferiority. My body moved before my mind could argue, trained into obedience.

Another girl smirked. “I see they really have you whipped now Jasmine.”

I curtsied again, forcing a smile. “Yes, Miss Sophie.”

Each of the greetings began to blur together. My knees stayed close together, my hands held loose and softly, my long pink nails catching the light every time I moved.

Some of them spoke like this was completely normal.

“You’re honestly so pretty, Jasmine.”

“You’ve gotten so good at makeup!”

Others were meaner.

“It looks like someone’s accepted their place, right sissy?”

“I can’t believe they took you this far. It must be embarrassing, right?”

Each comment made me feel smaller, weaker, more pathetic.

Kelly stood off to the side, smiling openly, clearly enjoying me being the center of attention in the room

“Alright, ladies,” Bridget said eventually, clapping her hands once. “Everyone, I think Kelly and Anna have something to say.”

The girls rearranged themselves quickly, forming a loose crowd in the living room. Some sat. Some stood. A few leaned forward eagerly.

Anna and Kelly positioned me in front of all of them.

I stood there in my heels, feeling small and conspicuous, my outfit far girlier than anything anyone else was wearing. They all looked like normal, attractive girls ready for a college party. The contrast between us was too obvious.

Anna rested a hand lightly on my shoulder.

“I won’t make this long,” she said to the room. “I just want to say a few things about our girl Jasmine.”

The girls all smiled immediately and some began to giggle again.

“When we first met her,” Anna continued, “she was defensive, awkward, and completely convinced she was some kind of macho man.”

One of the girls, Amber, called out. “Do you feel macho, princess?”

Laughter rippled through the room.

“She fought her feminization,” Anna continued. “She tried to fight back on everything. Wearing her new clothes, practicing her makeup,” she paused for effect, “having boobies.”

Another girl called out, “She’s a woman now!”

“But look at her now,” Anna said, gesturing to me. “She’s stopped pretending to be a man. She’s embraced being soft, girly, and obedient.”

A few girls clapped. Others cheered. A few continued to mock me.

“She’s such a little bitch!”

“I’m really proud of her,” Anna said, seeming genuine. “She’s accepted that she’s a sissy, and she’s finally acting like one.”

The applause was louder this time, marking the end of her speech.

Kelly stepped forward next.

Her expression was calm and unapologetic.

“I’ll be more blunt,” she said. “This little fag was never going to be a real man.”

The room quieted for half a second, then most of the girls’ smirks returned. I bowed my head, overcome with intense shame, her words jabbing at me deeply.

“She didn’t have muscles,” Kelly continued. “Didn’t have balls, didn’t have confidence. Watching her try to act like a man literally was giving me second-hand embarrassment.”

A few girls laughed harder as my eyelashes batted quickly, trying not to cry.

“She’s much better off as a sissy under our control,” Kelly said, looking me up and down. “She’s obedient, pretty, and well-trained. And she’ll stay this way.”

One of the girls leaned over to a few of the others, “This is crazy, he’s not even saying anything back. They really broke him. Or I guess, her.”

Kelly turned to face me fully.

“Well?” she said. “Do you have anything to say, bitch?”

Listening to her speech felt crushing, and now every eye in the room was on me. I felt completely exposed, trembling under their gaze.

My throat felt tight, but the words came automatically. I knew my place by now.

“Yes, Mistress Kelly,” I said as sweetly as I could manage, curtsying to her.

Looking into the crowd, I could tell many of them were shocked. They knew about what the girls were doing to me to a certain extent. But most had no idea that I had been systematically broken down, humiliated, and feminized like this. Now, after watching me endure my mistresses’ speeches, dressed as I was, and respond so submissively, they definitely got the idea of what I had become. I cleared my throat, forcing my voice into its girly, sweetened pitch.

“I know I was never meant to be a man, or very good at it,” I said shamefully. “Trying to act like one always felt silly, like I was playing dress up.”

A few girls snickered. Some cooed.

I felt hollow as I spoke, like I was listening to myself from a distance.

“I understand now that I was always meant to be a submissive sissy,” I reluctantly continued. “I love my dresses, doing my makeup, and feeling like a princess, especially in front of the boys on the floor.”

One of the girls, Amber, murmured, “Aww.”

“I’m grateful to Mistress Anna and Mistress Kelly for teaching me that I could never be a real man,” I said, my voice catching in my throat. “And for helping me become the sissy I am now.”

My face felt hot, my eyes stinging as the room reacted.

The reaction was immediate. Laughter. Clapping. A few cheers.

“I also want to thank all you girls from the third floor,” I continued, my voice shaking slightly. “For helping me in my journey. For lending me clothes, giving me makeup tips, for setting up my first kiss with that cute guy from the basketball team and for never letting me forget that I’m a girl now.”

By then I felt completely stripped down emotionally, like there was nothing left to protect.

I curtsied again, ending my speech.

The room erupted. Applause. Whistles. Open laughter. Comments thrown without restraint.

I stood there, my face burning, fighting back tears while they celebrated me like I wanted this.

After a few minutes, Kelly glanced toward Bridget and nodded once. “Is she ready?”

Bridget grinned. “I’ll go check.”

Before I could ask what she meant, Bridget turned and jogged up the stairs, her heels tapping quickly as she disappeared. A low murmur moved through the room. A few girls exchanged looks and smiles.

I stood where I was, in the center of the room, hands folded in front of me, trying to look composed. I had no idea what they were talking about, and that uncertainty sat heavily in my thoughts. Whatever it was, I knew it was not for my benefit.

A moment later, Bridget came back down the stairs, smiling wider than before.

“She’s ready,” she said.

Then she turned toward the staircase and called out, bright and casual, “Come on, sissy.”

The girls immediately started giggling as someone emerged behind her.

She was small. Petite in a way that made her look delicate, almost breakable. She wore a tiny pink skirt that barely covered her thighs and a small white top that accentuated her breast forms and showed off her bellybutton. Pink heels matched her nails. Her makeup was soft and girly, believable for a girl going out, but unmistakably pink and feminine. A shoulder-length blonde wig framed her face. She looked very pretty. She also looked like she had been crying.

Her eyes were red. Her lashes clumped slightly. She kept her arms close to her sides as she stepped down each stair carefully, like she was trying not to draw attention to herself.

I stared at her for a second, trying to discern who this other sissy was.

Bridget stepped aside and gestured between us. “Jasmine,” she said brightly. “Meet Kayla.”

Kayla lifted her head just enough to look at me.

For half a second, neither of us moved. Then I recognized her.

Kyle.

A guy I had known in high school. Not a friend, just another scrawny, quiet guy who stayed out of the way. We shared a couple of classes but had never spoken after graduation, even after ending up at the same college.

Now he stood in front of me, a cute girl in a pink skirt and heels, barely able to meet my eyes.

My thoughts scattered, my face reddening as everything clicked into place. Seeing him like this and knowing that he saw me looking just as feminine, if not more so, nearly made my knees buckle.

Kayla’s eyes flicked away almost immediately. Her shoulders curled inward.

The room erupted.

Commentary broke out everywhere at once. Some girls covered their mouths. Others did not bother.

“Oh my God, there’s two of them.”

“Aww they can be besties.”

“This must be so strange for them.”

Kelly smiled slowly and looked at me. “You remember your friend Kayla, don’t you, Jasmine?” she said. “She used to go by Kyle. Obviously not anymore.”

“Yes,” I said, keeping my voice steady. “I remember.”

Bridget nudged Kayla lightly with her elbow. “Don’t be rude,” she said. “Say hi to Jasmine, Kayla.”

Kayla hesitated. I could see her swallow.

“Hi, Jasmine,” she said finally, her voice small and unsteady. It was not a man’s voice, but not quite a girl’s either. I assumed they had feminized her more recently. Either way, she sounded as uncomfortable as I felt.

“Hi, Kayla,” I mumbled back.

For a moment, we just stood there, two sissies who knew too much about each other now, surrounded by girls who found the whole thing hilarious.

Kelly tilted her head, watching us for a moment, then smiled.

“That’s not how good girls say hi to their friends,” she said like she was speaking to two little girls. “Why don’t you two hug and kiss.”

The room went quiet in that particular way that meant everyone was paying attention.

I felt my face burning as I looked at Kayla. She was already shaking her head slightly, her eyes fixed on the floor.

“Go on,” Kelly said, giving me a nudge, “Don’t be rude.”

There was no arguing about it. I stepped forward. Kayla hesitated, then stepped toward me too. The space between us closed painfully slowly. When we hugged, it was stiff and awkward, both of us careful not to touch too much, hyper-aware of the feeling of our breast forms pressing up against one another’s.

“That’s not how girls hug,” Amber said.

We adjusted, barely.

“Now kiss her!” Kelly added, like she was asking for something trivial.

My stomach dropped. Kayla’s breath caught audibly. For a moment neither of us moved, both of us frozen by the absurdity and the audience.

Then she leaned in.

It was brief. A quick, closed-mouth kiss that lasted less than a second. Still, it felt unbearable as the taste of our lipsticks mingled. I could hear laughter break out immediately, sharp and delighted.

“So cute!”

“I think they’re in love!”

Bridget smirked and stepped closer. “Now hold hands, girls.”

Neither of us argued. Kayla’s hand slid into mine, small and soft. Our fingers curled together without intention, just compliance. We stood there side by side, hands linked, both of us staring straight ahead, unable to look at each other.

Bridget clasped her hands together. “Alright, ladies,” she said brightly. “As I’m sure you’ve gathered, this isn’t just a regular Christmas party.”

A few girls chuckled knowingly.

“Tonight’s a celebration,” Bridget continued. “Of Jasmine’s transformation this semester, and Kayla’s more recent one.”

My grip tightened slightly around Kayla’s hand before I could stop myself. I wondered how they had trapped her, what moment she had lost control just as I had.

Anna stepped forward next, smiling wide. “Yes,” she said. “It’s going to be a special kind of celebration.”

The room leaned in.

“We’re having a Christmas sissy competition,” Anna said cheerfully.

A ripple of excitement moved through the girls.

“You two will be competing in a series of little challenges,” Anna continued. “As long as you both perform well, neither of you will be punished.”

Kayla’s fingers trembled slightly in mine.

“But,” Anna added easily, “if you don’t perform well, then unfortunately we won’t be so nice.”

A few girls laughed at that.

“And obviously,” Anna said, turning her attention to me, “we expect you to do better, Jasmine. You’ve had more practice.”

The expectation settled heavily. Still, I nodded, hoping that I could meet their expectations. I did not want to be punished.

Anna clapped her hands once, enthusiastic. “So,” she said brightly, “are you girls ready to start?”

Kayla and I let go of each other’s hands and curtsied at the same time.

“Yes, Mistress Anna,” I said.

“Yes, Miss Anna,” Kayla said quietly.

The girls around us smiled, clearly pleased.

Neither of us looked up.

Bridget clapped her hands. “Alright,” she said brightly. “First up will be karaoke.”

“The lyrics will be on the TV,” Bridget continued, then paused, her mouth curling into a smirk. She reached behind the couch and pulled something out. “And you’ll use this as your microphone.”

She handed it to me.

It was a large black dildo. Not just a dildo, but an aggressively large, glossy plastic with realistic features.

Laughter rippled through the room as I took it. I was painfully aware of what was in my hands as I wrapped my fingers around it, how small and decorative they looked, my long glittery nails flashing against the thick black dildo.

“Oh my God.”

“I bet she’ll be getting a lot of that.”

Kelly crossed her arms. “And we expect choreography too,” she snidely. “Dance as cute and flirtatiously as you can.”

Anna leaned forward eagerly. “Work it, ladies.”

I nervously stepped into the center of the living room holding the dildo.

The space felt very open. Everyone’s attention settled on me at once. I knew standing stiff or hesitant would only invite more comments. At least this was something I had practiced.

Bridget queued up a Christmas song. The music started, and the lyrics appeared on the TV.

Blushing, I lifted the dildo and began singing.

I used the voice they had trained into me. Soft, light, deliberately feminine. It surprised me how feminine it sounded, how easily I stayed in that register now. A few girls reacted immediately.

“Wait, she’s actually good.”

As the verse went on, I started moving the way I had been taught. I shifted my weight onto one hip, letting the other knee bend inward slightly. I swayed slowly from side to side, exaggerating the movement just enough to make my hips lead. I took small, deliberate steps, crossing one foot lightly in front of the other as I moved.

When the chorus hit, I turned in place, letting my skirt fan out, then caught the hem with my fingertips and gave it a playful lift, exposing my lacey pink panties, before dropping it again. Cheers broke out.

“Yesss queen!”

I leaned into it, I had no choice. I rolled my hips in a slow circle, then reversed the motion, keeping my shoulders still the way Anna had taught me. I spun around and dipped slightly at the knees, pushed my hips back, then straightened, arching my back and shaking my panty-clad ass for the crowd. Laughter and applause followed.

I flipped my hair back with one hand, then traced my free hand up my thigh to my hip, pausing there as I sang into the dildo. I shifted my stance, popped one hip out, and gave a small, practiced shimmy that made my skirt bounce.

The room got louder.

“You go girl!

“Shake what your mistresses gave you!”

I committed fully. I swayed my hips side to side in time with the beat, spun again, and finished the chorus by dropping into a shallow squat before rising smoothly, keeping my knees together and my posture controlled. It felt ridiculous and polished at the same time.

By the final chorus, the girls were clapping along. Anna was smiling openly, clearly proud. Kelly watched with a satisfied, approving look.

I finished the song with an elegant curtsy, knowing that it couldn’t hurt.

The room erupted.

Applause, whistles, teasing comments thrown openly.

“You guy literally have her trained so well it’s actually insane.”

“You should make her do drag shows.”

I stepped back, my face warm, handing the dildo back to Bridget.

“Okay,” Bridget said, grinning. “Next.”

She turned and held it out toward Kayla.

“Your turn, sissy.”

Kayla hesitated before taking it. Her fingers wrapped around the base of the fake penis awkwardly, her pink nails trembling slightly. The dildo looked oversized in her tiny hands.

A few girls giggled.

Bridget restarted the song. The music began again, the lyrics reappearing on the screen.

Kayla stood stiffly in the center of the room, heels placed carefully as if she was afraid of shifting her weight. When she started singing, her voice was high pitched but unsteady, not trained the way mine was. She struggled to stay on pitch.

Some girls still cheered.

“Go, Kayla!”

“You can do it, girlfriend!”

She tried to dance, but her movements were hesitant. Her hips barely moved, and when they did it looked accidental rather than deliberate. She took small steps, unsure where to place her feet, her knees locking and unlocking awkwardly.

When she attempted a turn, she wobbled, catching herself with a quick step. Her face was bright red, and her eyes looked glassy, like she was focusing hard on not crying.

“Loosen up, bitch.”

“You’ll get there, sweetie.”

She made it through the song, her voice shaking but persistent. When it ended, she curtsied quickly, almost reflexively, like she wanted it over as fast as possible.

The girls applauded anyway.

Bridget tilted her head, smiling. “You’ve got some work to do,” she said lightly.

Kayla nodded immediately, her head dipping, her hands folding in front of her without being told.

I watched her step back into place beside me, still not looking up, and understood exactly how that felt.

Kelly let the commentary stretch just long enough to make it sting before she spoke again, her tone casual, almost bored. “Alright,” she said, flicking her fingers at us. “Strip, bitches. Bras, panties, heels only. And stockings stay on for you, Jasmine.”

I suddenly felt sick to my stomach. I hesitated, fingers fumbling at the waistband of the puffy pink dress, already painfully aware of how short it was and how ridiculous it looked on me. The flared skirt rustled softly as I lifted it, the sound seeming far too loud despite the girls giggling at my exposed body. I peeled it up and over my head, the fabric brushing my face, and when it was gone there was nothing left to hide behind. Just the lacey hot pink bra stretched tight over my realistic boobs, the matching panties hugging my hips and butt, the virginal stockings clinging to my thighs, and the heels anchoring me in place. The air felt colder immediately, like it was touching more of me than it should.

Beside me, Kayla undressed faster, almost mechanically. Her tiny pink skirt slid down her legs and pooled at her feet, followed by her cropped top, leaving her in a satin white bra and panties that showed off her own breast forms just as blatantly. She stood there with her shoulders rounded and her head down, arms tucked close to her body as if she could somehow make herself smaller. Watching her only made it worse. There was no mistaking how exposed we both were now, how deliberately we had been reduced to almost nothing, standing there half-naked while everyone else stayed fully dressed. And yet, we both still looked feminine. Not just feminine, but sexy and womanish.

I felt my pulse quicken and heat rush to my face, a thick, crawling embarrassment that made my skin prickle. There was nowhere to look that didn’t feel wrong. Every inch of me felt visible, judged, stripped of any remaining dignity as I stood there in lingerie and heels, painfully aware of how I must look and how little control I had left over it.

I stood there in my bra and panties with my arms held awkwardly at my sides, unsure what to do with them. The girls formed a loose circle around the open space, close enough that I could not take a step without brushing someone’s knee or shin. Every time I shifted my weight, I felt eyes tracking the movement.

Their eyes drifted between our panties and our breasts, giggling and mocking us.

“Nice titties girls, I’m sure the guys will love them.”

“I don’t see much bulges in those panties, do you girls still have dicks?”

Amber even smacked my ass, nearly making me jump in my heels and the other girls cackle at my humiliation.

Bridget stepped behind me and wrapped a pink collar around my neck, her touch sending another jolt of momentary panic throughout me,

“The next contest,” she explained as she clipped a pink leash to the small ring at my collar, “is the pet competition. We’re gonna see how well you two obey instructions.” My shoulders pulled in on themselves before I could stop it, my neck suddenly aware of the thin strap resting against my throat. She handed the leash to Kelly who had a look on her face that I could only describe as predatory.

“Down,” Kelly nearly yelled, giving the leash a short, sharp tug and whacking my pantied ass far harder than Amber had.

I did not hesitate. I immediately dropped down to the floor, my knees meeting the rug first, the fibers rough against my skin. I leaned forward and placed my palms down to steady myself, my balance unsteady. I felt pathetic and exposed.

“Crawl,” she said firmly, leading me across the room. “Slow. Don’t rush.”

I moved forward one hand at a time, then a knee, then the other, the position forcing my back to arch slightly, giving multiple girls the opportunity to spank me as I crawled past. My bra straps pressed into my shoulders, the weight of my boobs pulling them down. I could feel my panties shift as I moved, fabric stretching and sliding in a way that made me acutely aware of how little I was wearing. I kept my eyes on the floor because every time I glanced up, I caught someone smiling or snapping pictures of me. I felt so vulnerable and weak. Pathetic.

“Stop,” she said.

I froze mid-crawl, one knee lifted awkwardly. The leash went slack, then tightened again.

“Kiss my feet.”

I swallowed. Kelly’s feet were right in front of my face, her toes painted red for the holidays. I swallowed my pride, not that I had much left, and leaned forward slowly, my neck bent, my lips brushing her skin before I pressed a quick, humiliating kiss to the top of her foot, leaving a pink print from my lipstick. I couldn’t’ fathom that I had sunk this low.

“Good girl,” she said cruelly. “Now bark. Like a cute little puppy.”

My chest tightened, breath shallow and uneven.

“Arff.”

The sound came out small and weak, like one of those tiny white puppies that everyone found so adorable.

“Again, bitch,” she said. “Again. Louder.”

I tried again and again, the sound still weak and girly, my voice cracking slightly at the end as a stray tear escaped my eye. The girls were in hysterics. One of the girls called out for me to wiggle my butt. I obeyed, shifting my hips side to side, feeling my butt cheeks jiggle before another barrage of spanks made me yelp.

“Roll over.”

I obeyed, turning onto my back, the room briefly spinning as I looked up at the ceiling lights. My arms folded in toward my chest instinctively, trying to cover my boobs, eliciting more teasing from the girls. I felt ridiculous lying there, on the floor, delicate bra and panties on full display, the leash still taut against my collar.

By the time Kelly made me play fetch with the dildo, my breathing felt tight and shallow. I crawled after it and took a deep breath before opening my trembling, pink lips and taking it in my mouth. My whole body trembled when I set it down, accidentally letting out a high-pitched whine as I let it fall from my lips. My eyes stung, my throat thick, feeling completely broken and emasculated.

Eventually the leash was unclipped, the sudden release almost disorienting.’

“Good girl,” cooed Anna, patting my head like I really was a puppy as I leaned into her leg, submissive and vulnerable.

“Okay,” Bridget said lightly. “Kayla’s turn.”

I shuffled off to the side and sat back on my heels, arms wrapped around my chest to cover myself.

“No penis to cover so she covers her boobs,” one of the girls commented as though it were a matter of fact. Still, I was too shaken up to even really process her words.

Kayla crawled into the center without being told, her movements smooth and confident. When the leash clicked onto her collar, she did not flinch. She dropped to her hands and knees automatically, her posture submissive, her head lifted just enough to watch Bridget holding the leash.

“Bark,” she said.

Kayla did it immediately, loud and playful, earning approving laughs. When they told her to roll over, she did it cleanly, her body loose and practiced. She wiggled when told to wiggle, kissed feet without hesitation, fetched the dildo quickly and returned it with an eagerness that made the girls laugh again.

I watched the whole thing from the edge of the room, my face still red, my pride crushed from the degradation. The difference was impossible to ignore. Kayla looked like she knew exactly what they wanted from her.

The realization settled in slowly and uncomfortably. This was not new for her. And sitting there, still half undressed, still shaky from my own turn, I prayed that I had done well enough and vowed to outdo her in the next competition.

We stood side by side again afterward, fingers laced together because we were told to keep holding hands. My grip on Kayla’s hand was tight, almost painful, not because it comforted me but because letting go felt somehow felt worse. My head stayed lowered. My eyes burned, heavy and wet, and I focused on keeping my breathing even so no one would hear it hitch.

“All right, girls,” Bridget said brightly. “You both did great.”

A few of the girls clapped, the same sharp, performative applause as before.

“The next part of the competition will be lap dances,” Bridget continued. “Kayla, you’ll be giving one to me. Jasmine, you’ll be giving one to one of your mistresses. Two minutes each.”

My fingers curled tighter around Kayla’s hand. My breathing turned to panting, my body reacting before my mind could catch up.

Kelly stepped forward immediately.

“She’ll give hers to me,” she said calmly, already pleased. “Won’t you, sissy?”

I nodded without lifting my head.

Bridget smiled. “Great. Jasmine can go first, then.”

Kelly sat down on the couch between two other girls and leaned back slightly. She spread her knees just enough to make the space obvious and patted her lap twice, slow and deliberate.

“Come on,” she said. “You’ve already humiliated yourself in front of everyone. Don’t stop now.”

She was unfortunately right, and I could not afford to mess this up. I was a sissy, if anyone didn’t know that already, they certainly did by now. I forced a sultry little smile, and made sure that every step toward her was exaggerated and seductive. My heels clicked against the floor, each sound too loud in the pocket of attention that had formed around me. I kept my arms close to my sides, hips swaying sensually, even though the movement made me hyperaware of the fact that almost every eye in the room was on my ass, only covered by the thin strap of pink lace between my cheeks. Phones lifted again to record.

“Ohh sexy,” Kelly teased. “Imagining that I’m a hot guy? Remember, sissy, every single girl here is looking at you.”

I shortened my steps, letting my hips roll even more deliberately. A few girls whistled. Amber laughed softly. I did not know where to look, so I kept my eyes forward and unfocused.

When I reached Kelly, I hesitated, standing between her knees. She leaned forward and took my wrists, placing them lightly on her shoulders.

“Come on, bitch,” she said. “You should get used to this.”

I lowered myself seductively onto her lap, my thighs settling on either side of hers. The contact made heat rush up my neck and into my face. I adjusted carefully in my heels, knees trembling until I found a grinding rhythm that kept me upright.

“Good girl,” Kelly murmured, leaning closer. “This is what you are. Show me you understand that.”

I started slowly, grinding my ass in controlled motions, keeping my upper body tall. I rotated my hips in shallow circles, arching my lower back just enough to exaggerate the movement. My hands stayed where she had placed them, fingers spread stiffly against her shoulders.

“That’s better,” she said softly. “Look at you. A little sissy giving a lap dance, did you ever think this would be your life?”

I forced myself to lift my head, flicking my hair sensually over my shoulder and letting out a soft, girly moan as I began to play with my breasts as I ground against her more furiously. The room wavered as I met her eyes. She was smiling, not kindly, but with open enjoyment. Around us, the girls were mostly silent, seemingly stunned by my performance. I caught flashes of phone screens, my own body reflected back at me from angles I did not want to see.

Kelly leaned closer, her mouth near my ear.

“Everyone’s watching,” she whispered. “Every phone is on you. Every girl is judging you. Show them all what a sweet little bitch you are.”

Abandoning my masculinity, I gyrated as fast as I could, playing with my boobs, moaning, whining, and wiggling my ass on her crotch as I straddled her. I let my hips sway side to side, then forward and back, keeping the motion smooth and deliberate. My shoulders rolled slightly, letting my chest move with the rhythm. The couch pressed into my knees. The fabric scratched faintly against my skin.

Kelly leaned in from the side, close enough that only I could hear her.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Maybe I’ll get you a job at a strip club, you’re good at this.”

The words landed hard. My throat tightened and my eyes stung again. I kept moving anyway. Stopping was not an option.

“Smile, sweetie,” Kelly said. “If you cry, I’ll spank you.”

I forced my lips into something that passed as a smile and the girls began to cheer loudly.

Kelly guided me again, hands firm on my ass, positioning me so my back was to her chest.

I let my hips roll, slower now, more controlled, my balance steady despite the shaking in my legs. My breath stayed shallow and careful. I could barely admit it to myself, but I knew I was sexy.

“Time,” Bridget finally said. “That’s two minutes. Good job, sissy.”

“Thank you, Miss Bridget,” I said quietly.

I slid off Kelly’s lap and stepped aside; my legs unsteady as I minced to the edge of the room. Bridget sat down on the couch, smiling up at Kayla.

Kayla’s lap dance was different. Less polished, less overtly sexual. She moved with effort rather than grace, adjusting and correcting herself as she went. The girls still cheered. Phones still recorded. Laughter still followed every movement she made and she looked like she was going to cry again.

When it was over, both of us were called back to the center.

We stood side by side again, hands linked, heads lowered. My eyes stayed fixed on the floor. My face felt hot and exposed, my body still buzzing with the awareness of being watched that closely. I swallowed, steadying myself.

“You girls did great,” Amber said enthusiastically. “You should be proud of yourselves.”

I nodded immediately.

“Thank you, Mistress Anna,” I said, my voice soft and careful.

Beside me, Kayla spoke at the same time.

“Thank you, Miss Anna,” she said, her head lowered too.

We stayed like that, hands clasped, shoulders drawn in, both of us fighting the same thing in silence.

We stayed like that for a beat too long, the quiet stretching until it became its own kind of pressure. I could feel Kayla’s fingers tense in mine, a tiny squeeze that told me she was bracing herself the same way I was.

Kelly’s heels clicked as she stepped closer. I didn’t look up, but I knew exactly where she was by the way my stomach tightened. The air shifted, carrying something sweet and artificial, like plastic and perfume mixed together.

“All right, girls,” she said lightly, the way someone might speak before unwrapping a gift. “You both passed the competition.”

I let out a sigh of relief, Kayla doing the same as she held my hand beside me.

Kelly continued, “Now for the next part, presents!”

I heard movement behind us. A soft rustle. Then the unmistakable sound of something being handled deliberately, shown off, and all of the girls exchanging giggles and “Oh my Gods.” I risked a glance upward and immediately wished I hadn’t. Kelly held a small, glittering butt plug between two fingers, pink and shiny, the word princess catching the light as she tilted it back and forth. Bridget had one too, already smiling as she turned it so Kayla could see.

My face burned and my nerves shot through the roof as the girls soaked them in lube. I had never had anything in my butt before. That was another level, penetration. The word echoed in my head, humiliating in a way that went deeper than the lingerie, deeper than the dancing.

“Bend over and grab your ankles,” Kelly said, casually, as if she were asking me to pick something up off the floor.

My body moved before my brain caught up. I hesitated for half a second, just long enough to feel the gaze of every eye on me, and then I shamefully obeyed. The position itself was mortifying, vulnerable in a way I couldn’t escape from, my lacey pink butt on full display, and I became painfully aware of how exposed and vulnerable I was.

I could hear Kayla shifting beside me, her breathing shallow, following the same instruction. The room felt unbearably quiet, every giggle and whisper amplified. My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

Kelly stepped closer. I couldn’t see her now, only feel her presence behind me, the way she controlled the space around me. Her fingers brushed my hip briefly, not rough, not gentle either. Just possessive, slowly grasping the back of my panties and pulling them to the side. My skin prickled everywhere she touched, shame flooding through me hotter than fear.

“Hold still,” she murmured as she began to slip it in.

I stared at the floor, at a tiny scuff in the wood, focusing on that one imperfect spot as if it could anchor me. My cheeks ached from how hard I was clenching my jaw. I was aware of every sensation, every bit of stretching, knowing exactly how ridiculous I looked, and how completely I was being dominated as she penetrated me and I let out a high-pitched squeal.

Somewhere nearby, Bridget laughed softly, pleased. Kayla made a small, girly sound that told me hers was in too.

When Kelly finally stepped back, her absence strangely felt just as intense as her presence had. My legs were trembling, my whole body buzzing with the awareness of what had just been done to me, what I was now holding inside of me without being able to forget it for even a second. I felt it whether I shifted or remained perfectly still, the constant sense of being filled up and taken, a constant reminder that I certainly wasn’t a man anymore.

“What do you say girls?” Kelly asked mockingly.

I stayed bent a moment longer than necessary, too embarrassed to straighten right away, my face still on fire, knowing there was no part of this I could hide from anymore.

Standing up, my voice shaky, tears trickling down my cheek, I let out weak: “Thank you, Mistresses.”

Kelly smirked at me victoriously, like she had conquered me, and Anna rushed forward to hug me, telling me how welcome I was. Besides me, Kayla tried to thank her mistress, nearly sobbing as he muttered, “Thank you, Mistress Bridget.” Meanwhile, the girls in the room erupted, circling us and pulling our panties aside to inspect our newest embarrassment.

I felt impossibly bare standing there in nothing but my bra, panties, stockings, and heels, my legs still weak, my body now penetrated by the little pink plug. Every shift of my weight reminded me of it.

“Good girls,” Anna said brightly, clapping her hands once. “You handled your first presents so well.”

Kelly reached for a small box on the table. It was pastel pink, glossy, tied with a purple ribbon. My stomach dropped as she held it up between two fingers, turning it so the light caught the surface. At least, I figured, it couldn’t be worse than a butt plug.

“Next gift,” she smiled.

Bridget did the same beside Kayla, producing an identical box. Whatever this was, it was planned.

Kelly stepped closer to me, close enough that I could smell her perfume again. She opened the box slowly, deliberately, making sure I saw what was inside before she took it out. A tiny pink chastity cage. Smaller than I imagined could fit on me. My breath hitched and my heart thudded in my chest. They were going to take away my ability to cum, to get hard, to be a man.

“Oh,” Kelly said sweetly, watching my reaction. “That look is adorable.”

I shook my head weakly, the movement barely there. “I…”

“Hush,” Anna said gently, placing her hands on my shoulders. “You don’t need to say anything, sweetheart. Just stand still.”

My hands curled uselessly at my sides as Kelly knelt in front of me. The position alone was humiliating, knowing that for almost any other guy, a hot girl like her kneeling in front of them would mean a blowjob. For me, it meant further emasculation. I stared at the wall, at the blinking Christmas lights reflected faintly in the glass, anywhere but down as my entire body shook beneath Kelly’s touch.

Kayla let out a small, broken sound beside me as Bridget guided him the same way. I didn’t have to look to know he was shaking too. I could feel it in the air, the shared panic, the shared surrender.

Kelly worked efficiently, calmly, like this was nothing unusual at all. She pulled down my panties, grasping my penis coldly as if this were a medical procedure, and then sliding the device over it.

“It’s so tiny,” said one of the voices in the crowd, as though she genuinely didn’t know penises could be as small as mine.

Anna smiled like this was the most natural thing in the world. “This will help shrink it even more and make it even smaller and cuter!”

I heard a little click and a felt a sharp sense of confinement When she was done, she rose and gave a satisfied nod, giving the cage a playful jiggle that made my cheeks burn even further. It was strange to not even be able to feel my own dick anymore.

“There,” she said. “Perfect. No more boy parts. ”

It was a strange, emasculating feeling, no longer having access to myself. A new, constant presence added to the plug inside me. Not painful, but undeniably restrictive. I shifted instinctively and immediately froze, feeling overwhelmed with shame as I felt my little pink cage jiggle and my pink butt plug shift inside me. Both reminded me every second of my sissyhood, some Christmas.

I swallowed hard.

“This means,” Kelly continued, voice light and amused, “that you don’t get to play with yourselves like boys anymore. Not now. Not ever. Not without our permission, and you’ll have to earn that. Jasmine, in your case, you won’t be cumming until you make a man cum, sweetie, I can assure you of that.”

My knees threatened to buckle. Anna’s hands tightened reassuringly on my shoulders, keeping me upright. Despite her attempt at reassurance, I started to cry again, overwhelmed by the situation and the fact that it was all spectacle for all of the girls on my floor. Even in passing, even in guy clothes, I could no longer face them as an equal. I was not their equal.

Beside me, Kayla’s breathing had gone shallow and his sobs had began to become more pronounced. I risked a glance and saw him staring down at himself, eyes glassy, mouth trembling, heels turned slightly inward like he was trying to make himself smaller.

We must have looked pathetic. Two grown men dressed like dolls, sparkly butt plugs in our asses, chastity cages locking away the last remnants of our masculinity.

Kelly leaned close again, her lips near my ear.

“What do you say, sissy?” she whispered. “You know you were never going to use it with a woman anyway.”

My throat tightened, but I forced myself to remain obedient. I had undergone too much degradation tonight to wind up getting punished.

I nodded again, slowly, obediently.

“Thank you, Mistresses” I whispered, the words tasting strange and inevitable in my mouth. Like I couldn’t believe I was actually thanking them for this, but knew I had to.

Beside me, Kayla echoed it through a sob.

My eyes were sore and swollen. Kayla was beside me, shoulders slightly hunched, sniffing quietly and wiping her nose with the back of her hand like she did not want anyone to notice.

“All right, ladies,” Bridget said, clapping once. “More presents. You both better act grateful.”

A few girls laughed at that. Someone added, “Very grateful.”

Kayla was told to go first. She crawled closer to the tree on her knees without being asked, then stopped and folded her hands in her lap. I guess all of the humiliation had just pushed her into some kind of submissive state. In all honesty, I was feeling the same, they probably could’ve told me to do just about anything and I would’ve done it. Bridget handed her a stack of wrapped boxes and bags, pastel paper and shiny bows piled awkwardly against her chest as all the girls gathered around.

“Go on,” Bridget said. “Open them.”

Kayla’s fingers trembled as she started with the largest box. She peeled the paper back carefully and lifted the lid. Inside was a soft pink dress, folded neatly, the fabric thin and obviously meant to cling. There was a short skirt beneath it, pleated and light, the kind that barely covered anything.

Her breath hitched, but she smiled immediately.

“Oh my God,” she said, forcing brightness into her voice. “It’s so cute. Thank you, Mistress Bridget.”

“Keep going,” Amber said.

She opened the next bag. Perfume bottles clinked softly inside. One was tall and glassy with a floral label. Another was smaller, round, glittering under the lights. Kayla’s eyes watered again, but she dabbed at them and laughed lightly.

“I love them,” she said quickly. “I really do. Thank you so much.”

There were nighties after that, sheer fabric and lace, one white, one pale lavender. She held them up because a girl told her to, turning them slightly so everyone could see.

“Aww,” someone said. “She looks like she’s going to cry again.”

Kayla swallowed and nodded. “I’m just really grateful,” she said, her voice thin but obedient.

Next was a longish box that looked like it might hold a TV remote. Kayla opened it slowly and then gasped, her hands trembling as her pink-painted fingers wrapped around another large dildo, this one white. She said nothing, her voice hitching and her lips shaking, she looked utterly distraught.

“That’s your new boyfriend, Kayla,” laughed Bridget, “You better get used to it. It’s the only way you’ll be cumming for quite some time.”

Kayla did her best to thank her, settling on to the floor and fighting back more tears.

Then it was my turn.

I wasn’t expecting a dildo as I already had four of them, though I hadn’t been made to use them besides having a few pictures taken while sucking on them. Hopefully that wouldn’t change.

Kelly nudged me forward with her foot. “Go on,” she said. “Your turn, sissy.”

I moved closer to the tree and knelt, my legs still feeling weak. Anna handed me my gifts with both hands, smiling wide like she was genuinely excited. Kelly watched closely from behind her, arms crossed.

“Open them nicely,” Anna said. “Show us everything you got.”

The first box held a dress. It was red, soft, with a fitted waist and a skirt that flared out when I lifted it. I felt myself blush immediately. I smiled anyway.

“It’s beautiful,” I said. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Which one?” Kelly asked.

“Thank you, Mistress Anna,” I corrected quickly, then glanced at Kelly. “And thank you, Mistress Kelly.”

“Good girl,” Kelly said.

There were skirts next. One black and tight. One plaid and short. A bundle of stockings. A small jewelry box with a thin necklace inside. Each time I unwrapped something, the girls reacted, laughing and commenting about how cute I’ll look in it.

“That one will look adorable on you,” Amber said warmly.

Kelly added, “Especially when you’re on a date with a guy.”

I nodded and smiled again, my mouth starting to ache from holding the expression. “I love them,” I said. “Thank you both.”

Amber beamed. Kelly’s smile was slower.

Then Kelly reached behind the tree and pulled out one last small bag.

“One more,” she said. “This one’s special.”

She handed it to me herself.

My fingers felt clumsy as I opened it. Inside was a small plastic bottle with a pharmacy label wrapped around it. I was confused at first, then I froze.

Kelly leaned in, watching my face with cruel delight.

“We got you hormones,” she said lightly, smiling.

For a moment I felt hollow, like the floor had dropped away inside me. My ears rang faintly. My thoughts scattered. Amber gasped beside her, eyes lighting up.

“I’m so excited for you,” Amber said, clapping her hands together. “This is such a big step! You’ll grow real boobs and your clitty will shrink, you’ll get so girly!”

My hands tightened around the bottle. My pulse thudded hard enough that I felt it in my throat. Every instinct in me wanted to say something, anything. This was too far, even for them, this was permanent. Still, over the past few months and especially tonight they had broken me. I was their sissy, I had no power, and it felt like there was nothing I could do. I lifted my head submissively, tears of resignation rhythmically trickling down my cheeks.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice shaky but still feminine. “Thank you so much. I’m really grateful.”

Kelly tilted her head, studying me.

“Say it properly,” she said.

“Thank you, Mistress Kelly,” I said. “Thank you, Mistress Anna.”

“That’s better,” Kelly replied.

They told us to come back together after that. Kayla and I stood side by side again, fingers lacing together automatically. Our heads lowered. The tree lights blurred slightly in my vision, and I focused on breathing steadily while the girls talked around us, pleased and satisfied, already discussing what would come next.

Kelly’s mouth curved into a wicked smile as she looked down at us.

“All right, sissies,” she said lightly. “I know you’ve had your fun, but now it’s time for the big girls to have some alone time. Let’s go upstairs.”

Bridget and Anna were already moving, gesturing for us to follow. Kayla and I stood, still close, and did as we were told. The stairs felt longer than they should have. And no one rushed us.

They led us into a bedroom that was clearly Bridget’s. I kept my eyes forward, mincing forward in a sort of trance.

Bridget crossed the room and opened a wide closet door. It was deep and clean, with shelves along one side and enough floor space for both of us.

“Step in,” she said.

We did.

The door stayed open. Kelly came up behind me. I felt her fingers brush my hair back before I saw what she was holding. A pink ball gag, smooth and bright, straps dangling.

“Open up,” she said.

My hesitation lasted a heartbeat. Then I did it.

She pressed it into my mouth and pulled the straps around my head, tightening them firmly but carefully. The pressure settled immediately, stretching my jaw slightly, the taste of plastic filling my mouth. My breath sounded louder in my ears. I could not close my lips around it.

At the same time, Bridget was doing the same to Kayla beside me. I saw her eyes squeeze shut briefly as the strap was fastened.

“Now hug,” Kelly said.

Kayla and I turned toward each other. It was awkward at first, our arms unsure where to go. Then we wrapped them around each other’s shoulders and backs, bodies pressed close, our breasts squeezed together intimately. I could feel his breathing against my chest. My face burned again, being this close to another sissy feeling strangely intimate. Our faces were no more than a few inches away from one another.

“Good,” Anna said softly. “Stay like that.”

Soft pink rope appeared next from Bridget’s drawer. Kelly and Bridget worked together, looping the rope around our wrists and cinching it tight enough that there was no space to move. Our grip on each other became fixed, forced.
The rope tugged us closer to the point that our gags pressed together and I could feel Kayla’s exhaling on my face. There was no room to pull away. As we were pulled chest to chest, the soft weight of my boobs shifted inside my bra, pressing them against her, the straps digging slightly into my shoulders as my posture collapsed inward.

“Sit,” Bridget said.

Lowering ourselves while bound like that took effort. We shuffled our feet, knees bumping, balance uncertain. The heels made it worse, forcing my hips forward and exaggerating the sway I could not control. Eventually we managed to sit on the closet floor, backs slightly curved, still pressed together, hands trapped behind us. Sitting made the plug impossible to ignore, a constant, unrelenting presence that shifted deeper with every small adjustment. The cage tugged uncomfortably as my thighs angled inward, a tight reminder of what I was not allowed to forget.

Then Bridget looked at Kayla.

“Wrap your legs around Jasmine’s waist.”

Kayla hesitated, eyes flicking up. Bridget did not repeat herself. With help from Anna steadying him, Kayla lifted his legs and hooked them around me, his pantied ass resting firmly atop my cage.  The added weight pushed my chest forward, compressing the breast forms between us, their rounded shape flattening slightly as I inhaled. I shifted instinctively to keep us from tipping over, the movement sending a sharp jolt of awareness through the plug and pulling the cage tighter against me.

They tied his ankles together behind me, the rope snug and final.

There was no space between us now. We were locked together, arms bound, legs entangled, bodies pressed close in a way that felt inescapable. My breathing was shallow behind the gag, made worse by the way the breast forms restricted my chest when I tried to expand it. Kayla’s was uneven. Every breath made our chests brush, the soft artificial weight between us moving slightly with each rise and fall.

We sat there, helpless and exposed, unable to look away from each other even if we wanted to.

Bridget tilted her head, considering us.

“Should I leave the light on so they can see each other?”

Anna smiled immediately. “I think that’s a great idea.”

She reached in and flicked the closet light on. It was brighter than I expected. Too bright. I could see everything. Kayla’s red eyes. His blushing feminized face. The way his shoulders shook slightly as he tried to steady himself. I was painfully aware of how I must look too, chest pushed out by the breast forms, thighs squeezed together by the cage and plug, posture awkward and undeniably girlish.

Kelly stepped back, satisfied.

“Have fun, girls,” she said. “We’ll be back to get you in a few hours.”

The closet door closed.

The sound was final.

The light stayed on.

We shifted slightly, testing the ropes without success. Our movements only made us press closer together, tangled and awkward on the floor. Each shift made the plug shift with me, never letting me forget it was there. The cage rubbed uncomfortably as my hips rocked forward and back by accident. I swallowed around the gag, my throat tight, my thoughts slow and scattered.

There was nowhere to go. Nothing to do.

We were left there together, bound and humiliated, breathing in the same small space, waiting.

At first neither of us could stop moving.

We shifted and twisted in small, useless ways, testing the ropes without really meaning to, our bodies reacting before our minds accepted that there was nowhere to go. Every movement just pressed us closer together. Kayla’s legs tightened instinctively around my waist when I leaned even a little, forcing my hips forward and making the pressure inside me sharper. My shoulders strained against the rope at our wrists, the friction of it biting lightly into my skin. The closet floor was hard beneath us, unforgiving, and the angle we were forced into made it impossible to sit comfortably.

Each adjustment only made the situation more humiliating.

Our boobs brushed when we breathed. His thigh pressed against my hip. My back was pinned by his weight, straddling me like we were two horny girlfriends. I could feel every small tremor in his body, and I knew he could feel mine too, including the unnatural softness of my chest and the rigid entrapment forced between my legs. The gag made every breath louder inside my head, the air passing around it warm and shallow. My jaw ached from holding it in place.

After a while, the squirming slowed.

The crying came quietly at first. I felt it in Kayla before I heard it, his breath hitching against my collarbone, his body tightening and then sagging. My own eyes burned, and once the tears started, they did not stop. They slid down my cheeks and soaked into the fabric of his bra. The gag trapped the sounds in my throat, turning them into soft, broken noises that felt small and pathetic.

We cried like that for a while, tangled and helpless, two sissies reduced to this position, unable to hide anything from each other.

Eventually the sobbing dulled into something quieter. My chest still felt sore and heavy, the feeling of my new gifts now less shocking but no less present, and my body felt permanently folded around the plug and cage. Without really deciding to, I pressed my arms in tighter around him, the best I could with my hands bound. I shifted my shoulders and used the side of my forearm to rub his back in small, awkward motions. It was clumsy, barely effective, but it was something.

Kayla responded by tightening his hold around me. His forehead rested against the side of my neck. His breathing slowed enough that I could feel the rhythm of it again, warm against my skin.

In that stillness, something strange settled between us. There were no words, no gestures that needed explaining. We were both here for the same reason. We had both been brought to this point and left like this. The humiliation was shared. The exposure was shared. Even the constant physical reminders pressed into our bodies were shared in spirit. It made the closeness feel different, less frantic, more intimate. It was like a pathetic, twisted version of sisterhood. The thought shamed me.

After a while, we stopped moving altogether.

Time stretched in a way that was hard to measure. The light stayed on. The air grew stale. My legs went numb where they were pinned. Kayla’s weight became familiar, something I adjusted around instead of against. The cage and plug faded into a dull, constant pressure rather than sharp awareness. Occasionally one of us shifted just enough to ease a cramp, earning a quiet groan through the gag, then stillness again. Our breathing synced without effort, slow and shallow, the only sound filling the small space.

It felt like hours. It must have been hours.

When the closet door finally opened, the sudden change in light made me flinch.

Kelly’s voice came first, amused and soft. “Aww. Have you girls been bonding? That’s adorable.”

Anna stepped closer immediately. “It’s okay, girlies,” she said brightly. “The night’s almost over. Everyone left.”

Bridget crouched in front of us without comment and started working at the knots. She untied Kayla’s ankles first, easing his legs down slowly so neither of us tipped over. Then she moved to our wrists, loosening the rope and freeing our hands at last. My arms tingled painfully as the blood rushed back into them.

“Stand up, girls,” Bridget said.

We did.

We stood there side by side, still gagged, shoulders drawn in, eyes lowered. Neither of us reached for the straps around our heads. Neither of us dared to move without being told. We just stood, exposed and quiet, waiting for what came next.

Bridget appeared in front of us with a red lipstick already in her hand. She uncapped it slowly, the faint click loud in the quiet room, and smirked as she looked us over. Kelly did the same beside her, twisting her own tube open and glancing at me with open satisfaction.

“Stand still, ladies,” Bridget said.

Kayla froze instantly. I did too.

Bridget stepped close to Kayla first. The lipstick touched his cheek, cool at first, then warm as she dragged it across his skin. I watched her write deliberately, taking her time as she wrote the word “whore across his face, with his painted lips serving as the “o.” She added a penis beneath it, cumming in his mouth. Then she leaned back to look at her work before moving on to his chest, his thighs, and his lower back. “Sissy” adorned his chest, his thighs had arrows pointed upwards with the words “Caged clitty” beneath them, and just above his panties were the words “enter here.”

Kayla’s breathing was shallow as her mistress worked. His eyes stayed forward, unfocused. His face was bright red, the color creeping down his neck as the words accumulated on his skin. He did not move. He did not flinch. He just stood there, marked as the bitch that he was

Kelly stepped in front of me.

She did not rush. She tilted my chin up with one finger and examined my face like she was deciding where to start.

“Don’t worry, Jasmine,” she said smirking, “I’m giving you the exact same ones as your little girlfriend.”

The lipstick touched my cheek. I felt it glide over my skin, the waxy pressure slow and deliberate as she wrote “whore” across my face. The sensation was intimate in a way that made my stomach sink, like I was being branded as the bitch that I was.

She moved lower, writing across my chest, my thigh, and then my lower back. I could smell the lipstick faintly, sweet and artificial. I stood there, arms at my sides, jaw still sore from the gag, my face burning as I imagined what the words must look like on my trembling, nearly naked body. I wanted to cry, but it seemed that I was all out of tears.

When she finished, Kelly stepped back and smiled.

“We already packed your dress and purse in the car,” she said casually. “We’re going home now, sissy.”

A tight, panicked feeling spread through me. They couldn’t actually mean to take me home like this, without even my dress on. My mouth was still blocked. Even if it wasn’t, I knew better than to protest.

Bridget turned to Kayla.

“You’re going back with them, little miss,” she said lightly. “I’ll pick you up from their dorm tomorrow.”

Kayla’s eyes flicked toward me for a second before dropping again. Her shoulders hung. She nodded faintly, the motion barely there. She was as broken down and beaten as I was.

Anna guided us toward the stairs. Bridget handed Kelly the rope, and Kelly took it without comment. They followed close behind us as we moved downward, Kayla and I careful with each step, marked and silent.

Downstairs, the girls gathered again. There were hugs, laughter, voices overlapping.

“Thank you again, Bridget.”

“That was incredible.”

“Best party ever.”

I stood there, shaking slightly, the words on my skin exposed under the lights.

Then Anna and Kelly led us outside.

The chilly air hit my body immediately. It made the lipstick feel more real, sticky against my skin. Kelly opened the back door of the car, and we climbed in without being told, Kayla first, then me. The seat was cold beneath my panties, the plug once again reminding me of its presence. The door shut with a heavy sound.

We sat side by side in the back seat, trembling, marked, exhausted, and anxious, the engine starting as the house faded behind us. Neither of us looked at the other. We just stared forward, silent, knowing nothing we could do would make a difference.

By the time we were led out into the parking lot, my nerves felt stripped raw.

I was acutely aware of everything about how I looked and how exposed I was. The cold air brushed against my bare legs and reminded me of the ruined mascara on my cheeks. I could feel the stockings stretched over my calves, the heels unstable under my feet, the bra and panties offering no real cover at all. The lipstick writing on my skin felt heavy, like it was announcing me even if no one was there to read it. The gag pressed against my mouth, keeping my breathing shallow and audible.

Every step made me expect someone to appear. A door opening. A voice. A car pulling in. But thankfully, nothing happened.

The lot was empty. The windows were dark. I realized dimly that it had to be very late, late enough that most people were asleep. The relief did not erase the fear, but it dulled the sharpest edge of it.

We were hurried inside, down hallways, into an elevator. When the doors opened onto our floor, I hesitated, scanning the hallway instinctively. It was empty again. Quiet. The carpet muted our footsteps as we walked.

I kept waiting for the moment everything would go wrong.

When Kelly opened the door to the common room, my anxiety spiked all over again and I knew it was that moment. The lights came on, bright and unforgiving, illuminating the open space. The couches. The table. The normalcy of it all somehow surreal given tonight’s intensity.

“Come here,” Kelly said.

She stopped in the center of the room and looked at us.

“Hug.”

Kayla and I both hesitated. My body felt stiff, my mind lagging behind the command. The pause was brief, but it was enough.

“Hug,” Kelly snapped, her voice louder now, sharper.

We moved immediately, turning toward each other and wrapping our arms around one another again. My blush returned as our boobs pressed together, familiar now in a way I did not know how to feel about.

The rope was already out. Anna and Kelly worked quickly, efficiently, looping our wrists together behind each other’s backs and pulling the knots tight. The pressure drew us closer, forcing our chests and faces together. I felt panic flare as my arms became useless again, trapped behind Kayla.

My breathing sped up and I could feel Kayla’s too.

“Down,” Anna said gently.

They helped us lower ourselves to the floor, awkward and off balance. My legs folded under me as I sat and the plug once again plunged deeper inside me. Then Anna guided Kayla again, lifting his legs and wrapping them around my waist. His weight settled onto my lap, warm and unavoidable. My back curved slightly under it as my cage pressed against his plump butt.

She tied his ankles behind me, the rope snug, unyielding.

When she stepped back, there was no doubt left as to what their plans were. We were completely immobilized, bound together on the common room floor, facing each other, unable to move more than a few inches.

Kayla broke first.

His eyes filled, then spilled over, his shoulders shaking as he cried openly against the gag. The sound came out muffled and broken. Seeing it tipped something in me. My own eyes burned again, and tears followed quickly, sliding down my cheeks and smearing what was already ruined.

Kelly watched us for a moment.

“Oh, relax, sissies,” she said casually, looking at me. “The maintenance guy will probably let you girls loose before anyone sees you in the morning.”

The words did nothing to help. If anything, they made the fear sharper, more specific. The thought of a grown man finding us like this was horrifying.

I cried harder then, my forehead lowering until it touched Kayla’s. The gag trapped the sound in my throat, turning it into small, helpless noises.

Anna crouched down in front of us, her expression soft as she pet both of our heads through our wigs.

“Aww,” she said. “Relax, girls. It’s going to be all right. We’re all so proud of you for tonight.”

Kelly snorted quietly. “Yeah,” she added, snide and satisfied. “So proud of you. Have fun, sissies. And remember, Jasmine, tomorrow, you start your hormones!”

They turned and left us there.

The door closed. The room went quiet.

We sat face to face on the floor, tied together, crying until it burned out of us again. My chest felt hollow and sore. My body was exhausted. My mind replayed the night in fragments. The competition. The gifts. The words written on my skin. The way I had followed every instruction like an obedient little girl.

I felt small. Feminized. Stripped of all masculinity. And tomorrow I would begin the road to that being permanent.

And yet, as Kayla’s breathing slowed and his forehead rested against mine, I felt something else too. A strange, confusing comfort and closeness. I was not alone in this. I was not the only one being remade this way. We were bound together in more than rope now.

As humiliating and overwhelming as it was, the knowledge settled in quietly.

Whatever this was turning me into, I did not have to go through it by myself anymore. At least, I got one Christmas present.

I got a sissy sister.

The End.
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