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I sat at Michelle’s vanity with the hot pink lipstick still uncapped in my hand, the wand hovering just above the tube while I stared at my own mouth in the mirror. The color was already slick and wet on my lips, glossy enough that the vanity light caught on my lower one every time it quivered. My long blonde wig fell past my shoulders in soft waves, the ends brushing the bare skin of my upper arms, giving me the appearance of a totally natural blonde with platinum hair. The dangling heart-shaped earrings Michelle had picked out for my costume swayed a little every time I turned my head, my new piercings a testament to how far things had gone. I wished I had never dated her. That was the thought that kept circling my head while I stared at the pretty blonde in the mirror. If I had never asked her out, I would not be sitting here in her bedroom on Halloween night with completely realistic looking breast forms glued to my chest and wearing a tiny pink plaid skirt that was already showing far more of my legs than I was comfortable with.

Michelle had asked me to dress up for her once, early on in our relationship, just for fun she said. Of course, I had been embarrassed the second the words left her mouth; it didn’t feel like the kind of thing a girl asked a guy she respected or saw as macho. I still agreed. She was so pretty, and I had been so grateful that a girl like her wanted me at all, especially having been a virgin who never even kissed a girl before her. She had me wrapped around her finger, saying no felt impossible. After that first time things escalated quickly. One outfit turned into another, which turned into us hanging out while I wore her dresses and skirts. It wasn’t long before she insisted on me shaving to look better in her clothes, and a few weeks later she added makeup, eventually teaching me to do it myself. At that point it felt hard to object when she started insisting I wear bras and panties beneath my regular clothes every day, taking away my own underwear since I apparently would no longer need it. Our sex life gradually declined, while her comfort with bossing me around seem to grow by the day. Little did I know she was building an extensive blackmail collection. Almost a year later, sitting at her vanity in my slutty Halloween costume while I did my makeup, I was her sissy cuckold. Michelle had blackmailed me into complete submission, and now she and her new boyfriend held the keys to the little cage locked around what they called my clitty. They pretty much ran my life.

I capped my lipstick and set it down, the click of the tube loud in the quiet room, then looked up at the mirror again.

A sexy schoolgirl stared back at me, looking like a slut desperate for male attention. My long blonde hair framed a face that looked very pretty under my makeup: pink blush high on my cheeks, dark liner and mascara making my eyes look wide and vulnerable, glossy hot pink lips slightly parted. My heart earrings caught the light, matching a dainty necklace that sat at the base of my throat, drawing attention to what I was now required to refer to as “my tits” or “my breasts.” My long pink acrylic nails rested against the edge of the vanity, the tips tapping faintly while I fidgeted. “My breasts” looked way too perky and natural under my slutty white crop top, rising and falling naturally as I breathed. The deep V of the barely-there shirt knotted under them, leaving my whole midriff bare and drawing the eye immediately to my breasts. My waist looked slender, and between my boobs, my waist, and my flared skirt I had a very womanly hourglass figure. My body looked smooth and petite, every bit of hair gone, the skin of my stomach and thighs soft under the vanity light. My tiny pink plaid pleated miniskirt barely covered my ass even while I was sitting, the costume designed more for the bedroom or for a frat party than anything else. Under it I was wearing hot pink lingerie, the pink lace of my bra clearly visible through the thin white top, the panties crushing my cage and riding up between my rounded cheeks. My shiny black heels were four inches, the platforms forcing me to carry myself as delicately and femininely as I looked.

I knew I looked hot, sexy even. I would not have looked out of place in frat party hanging on some guy’s arm while he took me up to his room. The girl staring back at me would no doubt draw attention, a beautiful blonde with sultry makeup and a tiny little schoolgirl outfit clinging to her womanly figure. Men were going to want me, they were going to stare, and I could only hope that Michelle and Matt wouldn’t make me go any further than that.

I looked over at Michelle’s bed. Matt was lying there in a football jersey, number 22 across the chest, completely relaxed, one arm behind his head while he scrolled on his phone. His costume was that simple, just like his life as a normal man was. Mine was the opposite: a crop top, a miniskirt that would flash my panties if I bent at all, shiny blonde hair, heavy makeup, and C-cup breasts. It was impossible to feel like a man as I looked at him, forced to confront the obvious difference between us.

“Um, Daddy…” My voice came out high-pitched and girly, trained to be completely indistinguishable from any other ditsy nineteen-year-old girl’s. I lowered my gaze in shame the second I spoke and heard my voice. Calling the guy who had taken my girlfriend Daddy always stung, a verbal acknowledgement of his superior masculinity.  But that was what they required now, they wanted me to feel like a sissy every time I spoke to him, they wanted me to remind myself that he was a man and I wasn’t.

Matt turned his head. “Yes, Princess?”

My cheeks burned as he looked at me. Princess was what Michelle and Matt called me, my new name. I had to answer to it, but I had still not gotten used to it.

“Could I please not do this, Daddy?” My begging came out whiny and little girl like, the only way I was allowed to express I was upset. I knew if I tried to act in any way masculine or assertive things would be bad.

He groaned. “Ugh, you’re pissing me off, Princess. Do you not get by now that this is not up for debate?”

I leaned forward a little in the chair, trying to sound extra sweet, adjusting my boobs over my knotted crop top as I batted my lashes at him. I felt pathetic doing it, pitching my voice even higher, acting extra girly and innocent in hopes that he might actually feel protective or sympathetic. “Pleaseee, Daddy. I’m too old to trick or treat, we’re freshman in college, and I’m dressed so slutty, everyone’s gonna stare at me…”

Matt looked up from his phone and smirked, mischievous, the kind of look that said he had already decided on something and was enjoying it before he even spoke. My stomach tightened the second I saw it; I was all too familiar with that look. He got up off the bed and walked over casually. I immediately turned my face away in submission, eyes down, chin tucked, my pink nails curled against my bare thighs like I was bracing for punishment and trying to make myself smaller in the chair.

He reached down and snatched my blonde wig, his grip firm but gentle, and pulled it off along with my wig cap in one smooth motion. My head suddenly felt bare without it. Having gotten used to having long and pretty hair on whenever I was dressed as Princess, I actually felt self-conscious. I looked up at the mirror and saw myself. My reflection had shifted into something much more humiliating. My pretty face, curvy body, and slutty outfit were all still there, but without the long blonde hair I was no longer a hot girl. What remained was just a humiliated, still very feminine and pretty sissy staring back at herself in horror, my short hair contrasted with the rest of my appearance painting a far more emasculating picture. At least with my wig on I could kind of feel like a girl, its absence made obvious my true status as a failed, thoroughly emasculated beta male. My face burned so hot I could feel it in my ears.

Matt smirked at me in the mirror. “Now you’re going trick or treating without a wig. Maybe this will teach you that what I say goes and you don’t get to question me a million times when I tell you something.”

I gasped, anxiety flooding through me, my hands flying up toward my mouth and then dropping immediately when I realized how feminine that reaction was. My heart was pounding in my chest, my breasts rising and falling rapidly under the knotted crop top as my stomach started to tighten up. I was just about to protest when he put his hand up, cutting me off.

“And before you say anything,” he said, “I’m telling you right now that if the next words out of your mouth are anything other than I’m sorry Daddy, I’ll be a good girl for the rest of the night, then you’ll go trick or treating in just your bra and panties.”

I knew there was no other choice. Going out like this already made me feel sick to my stomach, I wasn’t even comfortable going with my wig on. But the thought of walking around my own neighborhood in nothing but sexy lace lingerie was horrifying. I felt a shiver go down my spine as I imagined it, knowing I couldn’t let that happen. I hung my head in defeat, submitting completely. “I’m really sorry, Daddy. I’ll be a good girl for the rest of the day. I promise”

He smirked victoriously, like he still couldn’t believe he had so much control over someone else, and petted the top of my head, his palm resting on my short hair. “Good girl.”

Then he walked back toward the bed and tossed my wig onto Michelle’s dresser, the blonde hair landing in a heap beside her perfume bottles.

A few minutes later Michelle walked in, and she immediately took my breath away. She was in her own identical schoolgirl costume, the white crop top knotted tight under her perfect breasts so the deep V showed their soft inner curves and the line of her stomach, the tiny pink plaid skirt flaring over her hips and ending high just above her bubble butt. Her heels clicked on the floor as she walked, confident and seductive. Her long dark hair was down, her makeup done similarly to mine, her lips bright red, and her lashes long. The outfit clung to her body like it belonged there, her breasts filling the top, her waist narrow, her legs long and smooth under the pleats. I forgot to breathe for a second.

She looked down at me and giggled. “Looking hot, Princess! How do I look?”

I blushed deeply. She used to be my girlfriend, mine to hold, kiss, and sleep with. Now we were wearing matching schoolgirl costumes, her looking down at me like I was her adorable little sissy, a stark contrast to the man I used to be and to her new boyfriend, the only masculine presence in the room with us. It was hard to hold her gaze, feeling almost like I had been caught in a lie being seen like this after having once acted like a man and trying to be a boyfriend to her. I felt silly and pathetic, an emasculated shell of what I once was. Answering her was hard, wanting so badly to tell her how hot she looked and how badly I wanted her. The worst part was knowing that if I did say how I felt, it wouldn’t be taken seriously. She would find it cute the way one does when a child has a crush, and Matt would probably flat out laugh at me.

“Um, you look beautiful, Miss Michelle.” My voice came out timid and girlish, my cheeks burning as I fidgeted at her vanity chair.

She giggled. “Thank you, Princess. So do you, girly girl.”

She took a step toward me, running her hand through my hair. “Why aren’t you wearing your wig?”

Before I could respond, Matt stood up and walked over. He casually and very possessively smacked her ass, eliciting an excited little squeal, and put his arm around her like she belonged to him. Jealousy hit me immediately as I watched him touching her like I used to, knowing deep down that I had never really been assertive like that and she had never quite reacted like that to me. I know he was just touching his girlfriend, but it was hard not to make it about me and feel like less of a man. I was sitting in front of them dressed as a schoolgirl as I watched the man who had taken her pull her close, the sour pit of jealousy never fading no matter how long this had been going on for.

“She kept asking me not to go,” Matt rolled his eyes, “so I thought this would teach her a lesson.”

Michelle emphatically cocked an eyebrow, her voice dropping into a condescending, mock-scolding tone. “Princess! You know you’re not supposed to talk back to Daddy.”

I felt completely pathetic, my knees pressed together demurely under my tiny skirt, my voice thin as I responded like this was normal. “Yes, Miss Michelle. I know.”

She chuckled, clearly excited that this was really happening. “Alright, well let’s get going. I can’t wait to see you trick or treating! Pack your lipstick and your compact in your purse, but make sure you leave space for candy!”

I nodded dejectedly, my eyes on the floor, and mumbled, “Yes, Mistress,” while I started packing my lipstick and my compact into my little pink purse.

We walked down my own street with me a few steps ahead, Michelle and Matt right behind me, his arm around her while they talked like this was any other night. Our heels clicked loudly on the pavement, as if they were announcing the beautiful girl and her emasculated cuckold to all. My tiny pink plaid skirt moved with every dainty step, the programmed sway of my hips making the skirt swish around me, flashing my panties to them behind me. I was trying not to panic, my heart racing as I turned off of my street and on to the adjoining one. I was already drawing attention. Kids in costumes turned to look at me, clearly unsure of what to make of me as the giggled and pointed. Moms chuckled behind their hands, a crueler sort of laugh that comes from someone who knows exactly what they’re seeing and finds it hilarious. A couple of dads let their eyes linger on me longer than they should have with their wives and kids so close by, dropping to my knotted crop top and the hem of my skirt. Every porch light we passed made me more aware of how vulnerable I was, how at risk I was for being exposed. I looked so obviously like a sissy, and without my wig on, walking through my own neighborhood dressed like this was extremely risky. I was actually grateful I had spent so much time on my makeup, even without my wig I knew I looked way prettier and more feminine than I did as a guy. My hope was that if anyone I knew saw me, they wouldn’t recognize me from afar, and would just assume I was some random gay in drag for Halloween.

Then I saw them. It was a group from our college, a mix of girls and guys in costumes, walking toward us under the streetlight. My steps faltered as the blood drained from my face. I turned around, starting to really panic, my skirt flaring and flashing my panties at them when I spun and tried to get past Michelle.

She grabbed my arm and spun me back around, guiding me forward before I could slip by her. “Nope. You’re doing this, Princess. Act like a lady.”

They were close enough now that I could hear the whispers start. All of them were staring. One of the girls giggled into her hand. Another tilted her head, looking at my face as if to see if she recognized me, then at my chest, then at my face again.

“I love your costumes, girls,” one of them said with a chuckle.

My face went burned with shame. They knew.

Michelle smiled. “Thank you!” She pulled me forward by the arm. “What do you say, Princess?”

“Thank you.” My voice came out as a little squeak, high-pitched and thin.

The guys cracked up immediately, while the girls smirked like they wanted to investigate.

One of the girls squinted at me. “Wait… are you Tim from school?!”

My stomach dropped, blushing deeply as I scrambled for some way out of this.

Michelle answered before I could, happy, almost excited they had recognized me. “Oh, she goes by Princess now.”

The whole group cracked up this time while I stood there between Michelle and Matt, heels close together, my hands clutched at my little pink purse, looking down at the floor with intense embarrassment.

One of the guys shook his head, still laughing. “What the hell is going on?”

Michelle and Matt shared a smirk. Then she looked at me. “Tell them, Princess.”

My whole body was trembling, my acrylic digging into the pink leather of my purse as I mustered up the words. I decided to keep it short and honest. “I’m their sissy cuckold…they um, they dress me as a girl.”

“No way,” one of the guys said. “You’re actually okay with that? Being a cuck?”

I didn’t answer, not seeing anything I could say that could make things better.

Another guy laughed. “Look at the outfit. I can’t think of anything gayer to be dressed as than a schoolgirl.”

“It’s kind of cute,” one of the girls said, leaning in. “You look really pretty, and your tits totally suit you.”

“Thank you…” I muttered, hating every second of this. I had class with some of them. None of the guys would ever respect me after this, I would always be the pathetic cuck who was dressed as a schoolgirl on Halloween, the epitome of failing at being a man. The girls seeing me like this was just as bad, they were all gorgeous, the kind of girls I could tell had been popular in high school and were very accustomed to attention from real men. They definitely found me amusing too, but probably more in a cute or sweet way. I knew after this they would never see me as a guy from school they could feasibly date or even respect as a male. They would no doubt see and treat me like I was another girl or a very feminine gay boy, and in truth that was quickly becoming how I was used to being treated by girls.

“I can’t believe this is you,” another girl added as she bounced excitedly on her heels. “We need to get some pictures together!”

Michelle smiled. “Of course! I’ll take them.”

The girls pulled me in, and Michelle stepped closer like she was directing a photoshoot. “Smile nice and pretty, Princess. Fingers spread on your purse so I get your nails, keep your knees together.”

I did it, my pink nails visible on the strap, my glossy lips parted in the smile she wanted even though I was burning with shame on the inside.

She continued calling out poses. “Now turn a little, show off those curves, girl! Chin up.” I turned, the pleats flaring, my crop top pulling across my boobs while one of the girls slipped her hand around my waist. “Hand on your hip. Arch your back a little.” I set my hand on my hip and arched my back, feeling the cool October air blowing up under my skirt as it rode up.

It didn’t stop there. She had me lean in with two of the girls, then stand between them with my ankles crossed, then look back over my shoulder while they laughed and Michelle told me to pout. I posed for about a dozen photos that way, smiling when she told me to smile pretty, shifting when she told me to shift, my short hair and my tiny skirt and my mortified face in every frame. The girls were loving every second of it, while the guys stood off to the side and looked at me like I was pathetic and disgusted them.

When it was finally over and time to go, one of the girls grinned. “We are super excited to see you in class.”

Matt chuckled. “Feel free to have her show you what she’s wearing. We keep her in panties and a bra twenty-four seven.”

Michelle nodded, smirking at me. “She’d be happy to show you if you catch her before and or class. I’m sure she’d even love to get dressed up again for you all.”

They walked off still giggling as they flipped through the photos. Michelle put her arm around me, the smell of her sweet perfume reminding me of better times when I still had my dignity. “That was nice, right, Princess?”

I was on the verge of crying. My voice came out small and broken. “Everyone at school will know now.”

Matt glanced over, unbothered. “Good. They should. No reason for them to think you’re a man when you’re not.”

We kept walking, and the stares kept coming. Parents standing on their porches turned their head to watch as I was led past their houses, the delicate click-clack of my heels announcing my passing. Kids in Halloween costumes slowed down when they passed me, one little boy dressed as spiderman asking his mom why that girl had short hair. My face burned as I thought back to when I was a kid and I dressed up as spiderman for Halloween, never having had any idea that years later I would be a schoolgirl. Michelle and Matt stayed just behind me, still talking casually like all this was normal, and the longer we walked the more my stomach churned with anticipation of what was coming next. I kept waiting for them to point me at a random door and tell me to go ask for candy, thinking to myself that the waiting was almost worse than the actual act or trick or treating would be. I finally blurted it out. “I thought I had to go trick or treating.”

Michelle smiled at me. “Aww, is someone excited to show off her costume some more?”

I blushed and looked at the ground, saying nothing.

“Don’t worry, Princess,” she went on. “You’ll get your chance. You’re definitely going trick or treating, we just picked out a few…special houses ahead of time.”

My pulse jumped as I worried about what the hell that could mean. What houses had they chosen? I worried about where we were going the whole way around the block, racking my brain for who lived nearby coming up with nothing I wanted.

We stopped in front of a house I did not recognize. Matt nodded at the door. “Go ring the bell.”

Michelle touched my arm. “Be sure to smile and say trick or treat…be a good girl.”

My heart was pounding hard enough that I could feel it in my throat. I slowly padded up the stairs, the click of my heels echoing in my ears the whole way, each one louder than the last. I tentatively rang the bell, my outstretched hand shaking. I stood there and waited, terrified to discover who was about to open it, already trying to compose myself enough to play this off as some kind of weird joke. I only hoped they would allow me to play it off that way.

A moment later the door opened. I smiled and girlishly said, “Trick or treat!” Then I saw who it was. Carl. A very tall, very muscular gay guy from my old high school who had always teased me about coming off as gay. He filled the doorway, and every idea I had been holding onto about making this into a joke disappeared.

He chuckled immediately. “Hi, Princess.”

I was completely humiliated, fidgeting uncomfortably as I processed what he had just said. He already knew my name. He had known about this ahead of time and seemed like he had been expecting me.

“Hi,” I mumbled, staring at the ground, because I knew that if I looked up at him through my lashes I was going to feel even more embarrassed and tiny in front of him.

Carl looked past me and waved at Michelle and Matt, who were standing proudly on the sidewalk. “Hey, guys. You weren’t lying, she really is pretty. And I love the matching costumes, girl!”

I hated that he called me pretty and referred to me as she. He said it like I was her little sister she had dressed up and brought over to show off, like it was all completely normal for me to be standing on his porch dressed as a slutty schoolgirl in a pink pleated miniskirt.

Michelle called back, her voice betraying her excitement. “Thanks, babe!”

Carl took two fingers and slowly tilted my chin up so I was looking up into his eyes through my heavy lashes and smirked. “Wow, you really did your makeup well. I can’t believe this is you.”

I was too ashamed to respond. Up close he could see my lashes, liner, the glossy hot pink lipstick on my mouth, and he knew that I had done it all myself. There was nothing I could say that would make this any better. Another person now knew without reservation that I was a sissy, and there was nothing I could do about it.

“So how is it,” he asked, “being your ex’s cuckold?”

“Really humiliating,” I admitted, the words coming out small and true.

He chuckled. “I could imagine. But don’t worry, we’ll find you someone.”

I looked up, curious and afraid of what that meant, because it did not sound like a joke. He took out his phone and started snapping a few pictures of me before I could inquire further.

Michelle called from the sidewalk, “Smile, sissy.”

I tried. The smile felt impossible in that moment but I held it anyway, knowing that in the end, no matter why he was taking pictures of me, he would get them.

Carl kept taking them. “These are going to be perfect for your Grindr account.”

“Grindr?!” My voice jumped. I had heard of grindr, it was a dating app for men. The last thing I wanted was a bunch of horny gay guys seeing pictures of me in my slutty skirt and top, fully made-up, and smiling like I wanted this. To make it worse, without my wig on, there was no telling who could recognize me.

He smiled like my reaction was hilarious. “Yes, Princess, grindr. Your bosses over there want you to start dating, and I said I could help you meet some cute guys. Don’t worry, girl. I know some guys who love twinks like you.”

I was trembling, horrified and humiliated at the same time. Michelle had made me kiss guys before, to my deep shame I had even given one a handjob. But dating guys, having a public profile as a sissy who was looking for a man was something totally different. I was starting to hyperventilate, my skimpy clothes, wobbly heels, and the tight cage between my legs suddenly make me feel way too vulnerable to be outside. I thought I might faint.

He called out to Michelle. “These are perfect! I’ll set up her account after the party tonight!”

“Perfect, thanks babe!” Michelle called back. “Princess, give Carl a kiss and thank him.”

I hesitated. Kissing him would be another thing I could not take back, almost like a voluntary admission that he had always been right about me.

Matt’s voice called out from the sidewalk, sharp and commanding. “Now, Princess.”

I timidly stepped forward, clutching my purse tight and not wanting to do this at all. He smiled like the whole thing was hilarious as I leaned up on my heels to kiss his lips. He was tall enough that I had to rise all the way into him, “my breasts” brushing his shirt, my hands weakly gripping his arms, the pink gloss on my mouth meeting his mouth for a second that felt much longer.

I pulled back, my face burning with shame. “Thanks, Carl.”

He laughed. “You’re welcome, sissy. I’ll be in touch about your new profile. See you later, guys!”

They waved goodbye as he stepped back inside. I slowly turned from the porch and walked back to them, the taste of the kiss still on my lips, my whole body still trembling from the knowledge that they now intended for me to date men.

A few minutes later we stopped in front of another house, and this one I recognized. Amy Shell’s. She had been one of the prettiest, most popular girls in high school, and her boyfriend Chad had been the quarterback of the football team. The two of them had been so mean to me once I started dating Michelle. They said negative stuff about me right to my face, telling Michelle that she could do better, that I was not really much of a man, and they kept trying to set her up with someone they thought was more well-suited for her right in front of me. I had not seen either of them since high school, and I really did not want to, especially now. Not like this, not in a crop top and a tiny skirt with my makeup done.

I looked at Michelle. “Please, Miss Michelle, please don’t make me do this. It’s too embarrassing.”

She smirked at me. “I could imagine, Princess. Neither of them ever thought you were a real man, and now you’re a sissy cuckold. That’s gotta be hard…why don’t you ask Daddy nicely if we could pick another house and see what he says?”

I looked over at Matt. I felt pathetic asking him, but I knew I had to, and I knew I had to do it right. I raised the pitch of my voice and softened it, sounding almost like a little girl when I spoke. “Umm, Daddy… can we please please go to a different house? I promise I’ll be such a good girl for you… pretty please!”

Matt and Michelle exchanged a long smirk while I waited, my hands shaking as I clutched my purse, hoping the sweet voice and begging might actually work. Then they both burst out laughing.

Matt shook his head. “Let’s go, Princess. We’ll walk you to the door. Remember to be a polite sissy, smile, and say trick or treat.”

I was sick to my stomach as they led me up to the front porch, every step making the dread worse. I couldn’t stand the thought of Chad and Amy opening that door and seeing exactly what Michelle had turned me into. After years of them telling her I was not man enough for her, this felt particularly cruel, like the situation was designed specifically to crush any remaining dignity I had. Both of them loomed behind me while I reached out and rang the bell.

Amy answered the door in a sexy cowgirl costume, the tied shirt sitting almost as high as mine under her D-cup breasts, her pink hat tipped back, a short denim skirt and boots finishing the look. Her mouth fell open in shock the second she saw me.

My face was burning, the heat so intense that I felt like I might faint on her porch. I looked down at the ground, forced a weak smile, and mumbled, “Trick or treat.”

She lost it when she heard how girly my voice sounded, cackling in my face. “No fucking way!”

Michelle sounded way too excited about this. “Tell her your new name, sissy!”

I blinked back tears, my lashes batting dramatically as my vision faltered. I glanced up at Amy with a look of pure defeat. “Um… I’m Princess now.”

Amy cracked up again. “Wait, Chad needs to see this. Chad! Come here.”

A minute later Chad appeared in the doorway. He was tall, broad through the shoulders, still built like the quarterback he had been, his jaw sharp and his hair cut short, a plain t-shirt stretched across his chest like he was too cool to even bothered with a costume. A cruel sort of amusement spread across his face as he looked at me, from the crop top knotted under my breasts to my tiny plaid skirt and then back up to my pretty face.

Amy was grinning like she was thrilled. “It looks like Michelle finally took our advice and found a real man. This,” she said, ushering toward me, “is Princess now.”

Chad laughed out loud. “Princess, huh?”

“Yep!” Michelle said. “She’s a sissy cuck now. She even calls my new boyfriend Daddy, right Matt?”

Matt and Chad both smirked as they reached out to shake hands. “Yep,” Matt said. “We have her well trained.”

I was really struggling as I fought back tears. I had always bothered me when they made remarks about me back in school, but I had never imagined it could ever come to anything like this. Amy was clearly excited, almost like this was the ending she had wanted in high school, while Chad looked at me like I was the saddest excuse for a man he had ever come across. My eyes were stinging and my throat was tight, doing everything I could not to cry as that was the last bit of control I had left.

Amy jumped up excitedly, her huge boobs bouncing under the tied shirt, and squealed, “I love this for you, Michelle,” before pulling her into a hug. She chuckled. “So, I guess you finally get what we were trying to tell you about Princess here.”

Michelle leaned into Matt affectionately, his arm settling around her waist as she smiled up at him. “I do. I definitely needed a real man. But I still have so much fun with Princess.” She smacked my butt just under the hem of my miniskirt, making me jump and eliciting a laugh from Chad and Amy. “Right, girl?”

I squeaked, “Yes, Miss Michelle,” my voice coming out shakily while I tried not to cry.

“Come on, girl loosen up. Hold your hands out so you can show them your pretty nails, Princess,” Michelle said.

I held them out, splaying my fingers and letting my wrists go limp like I had been taught girls do when showing off a new manicure. My long pink acrylics caught the porch light, and Amy leaned in, grabbing my hands and laughing. “Oh my God, those are actually real acrylics. Chad, look at her nails. I bet they make you feel so pretty, sissy!”

Chad snorted. “Yeah, I bet they make her feel like a complete fag too.”

“Tell them who did your makeup,” Michelle said with a smirk, leaving me unsure whether she was trying to distract from Chad’s comment, humiliate me more, or both.

“I did it all on my own,” I admitted, my voice cracking as I revealed the extent of my feminization.

Amy shook her head, smiling like she was in disbelief. “I literally cannot believe this is you now. You actually look really pretty. I always said you weren’t cut out me be a man, didn’t I, Princess?”

I said nothing, staring down at my heels as I fought the urge to take off running. Apparently the question wasn’t rhetorical.

“Princess…” Michelle said, her tone a hint parental. “Why don’t you admit they were right about you? And while you’re at it, you can thank them for planting the seed in me that you weren’t a man back in high school. Who knows if I wouldn’t even thought to dress you up if it wasn’t for them…”

This was the crown jewel of my emasculation. Not only did I have to admit they were right and that I was never a man, but I was actually being told to thank them for setting into motion my cuckolding and my feminization. My hands were shaking, my eyes welling up with tears that I was barely able to hold back.

My voice cracked, my lashes fluttered as I fought back the tears, but I did what I was told. “You were right about me…I was never cut out to be a man. Thank you for planting the seeds with Miss Michelle that I wasn’t a man all those years ago. If it wasn’t for you, I probably wouldn’t be in the position I’m in.”

Amy grinned, thrilled, like she had just won some long-fought battle over my masculinity. “Finally. We told her that for years.”

Chad laughed. “Should’ve listened to us sooner, Michelle.”

Amy’s smirk changed, turning into something more cruel than amused. “Why don’t you get on your knees and kiss my feet to show me how thankful you are, bitch?”

I shot Michelle a look of desperation, hoping beyond hope that she would intervene and tell me I didn’t have to. I was foolish to even hope for that. Without even opening her mouth, she pointed directly at the ground, the look on her face leaving no room for argument.

My lips quivered with shame as I sank down on the porch, my tiny skirt riding up over my thighs, feeling almost like I was being neutered in that moment. I leaned all the way down and kissed the toe of her heel, the material cool against my pink lips which left the most humiliating little lipstick print. I repeated on the other shoe, and then started to slowly rise, hoping that would be the end of it and we could go soon.

When I stood back up, Michelle nodded toward Chad. “You forgot to thank Chad, why don’t you ask him sweetly if you can give him a kiss on the cheek as a thank you.”

I looked up at him, tears burning my eyes, just wanting to get this over with. “Can I please give you a kiss on the cheek as a thank you?”

Chad cracked up. “Yeah, go ahead, you little fairy.” I leaned forward and kissed his cheek, close enough to smell his cologne mixing with my floral perfume, then pulled back. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, bitch,” he laughed, wiping the lipstick print I had left on his cheek.

Amy was already reaching for her phone. “Wait, can I take some pictures of her to show to everyone from school? They are going to die! I still talk to a lot of them.”

“Of course!” Michelle replied, like my opinion wasn’t even up for consideration. “Princess, put your hand on your hip and cock it out. you know what to do.”

I set my hand on my hip and pushed it out the way she wanted. My crop top pulled across my breast forms, my bare midriff on display, the tiny skirt flaring over one thigh.

Amy lifted her phone. “Smile pretty for everyone you went to high school with!” I did, trying not to process the words because I knew they would break me as the shutter clicked. “Oh, that one’s so cute!”

“Now blow a kiss,” Michelle directed. I brought my pink nails up near my matching pink mouth and pursed my lips, my lashes batting when I blinked back some tears, and held it while Amy took another.

Chad laughed. “I seriously cannot believe this. I knew you were a pussy, but this is crazy.”

“Oh, lift your skirt, Princess!” Michelle ordered like this was all completely fun and playful. “Let them see your pretty panties.”

My hands shook as I bunched the pleats and raised my skirt, the hot pink lace that was barely covering me coming into plain view, the tiny bulge of my cage and the tightness of the lace making my penis look tiny, more of a little bump than a man’s appendage.

Amy grinned like she could not believe it. “Oh, that one’s going in every group chat I’m in. That is not a penis! Was it always this tiny? Chad, are you seeing this?”

“I’m seeing it,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Although I don’t really want to be.”

“One more,” Michelle encouraged. “Get on your knees between me and Matt, Princess. This way everyone can see our new arrangement.”

I sank down between her and Matt, the wood of the porch hard under my knees, my head bowed in submission while the two of them stood over me. I was just desperate to get out of there so I could go home and cry my eyes out, I would’ve done anything at that point.

Amy crouched to get the angle. “Perfect. Don’t move. This is literally the best thing ever!” The shutter clicked again.

As I got up from the last photo, Michelle smoothed her own pink miniskirt. “Well, it was so great seeing you guys, but we really do need to get going. I just felt like you guys deserved to see what happened to Princess after high school.”

“I’m so glad you did!” Amy nearly screamed, excitedly hugging her while Chad shook Matt’s hand again. “Nice to meet you, man.”

Amy turned back to me, her gaze mischievous like she was thinking of all the possibilities now that she knew I was a sissy. “You need to send her over sometime when you guys aren’t using her.”

She stepped towards me, stopping only a few inches from my face as she glared into my eyes with open cruelty, the look intimidating me more than I had ever been by Michelle. “We would have so much fun together, right, sissy?”

I did not know what to do. I never wanted to see her again, but I was way too afraid of her to say no. I nodded shyly, hoping Michelle would never send me over to her alone, or at all for that matter.

“I promise I’ll send her over sometime next week,” Michelle exclaimed casually. “I’ll text you.”

Amy squealed. “I can’t wait! Talk soon, guys! Bye, sissy!”

Chad chuckled. “Bye, bitch.”

“Bye,” I mumbled, timid, tears welling up again as I turned to follow Michelle and Matt back to the sidewalk.

In less than two hours my entire life had changed, and there was nothing I could do about it. As if my current life wasn’t humiliating enough, now everyone from high school and probably everyone from my college would know I was a sissy. Not to mention the fact that I was apparently going to start dating men who “loved twinks like me.” Tears started to fall as I frantically wiped my face, not wanting to have a breakdown in public or ruin my makeup.

We got back on the street and kept walking, my posture more dejected and broken now as I felt the tear tracks drying over my blush. I could not picture going to another door. I would probably burst out in tears. My voice came out as a pathetic whimper, “Miss Michelle… Daddy… can we please go home now?”

Michelle turned to me like I had something silly. “Go home? Already? We haven’t even started trick or treating yet. We’re gonna go until you fill your purse up with candy, then we’ll go back to get your wig and get ready to go out.”

Go out. The words made my stomach flip. I couldn’t handle any more of this. Getting exposed to my former and current classmates was bad enough, going trick or treating afterwards in a schoolgirl costume without my wig sounded like torture, and going out sounded completely impossible, like I didn’t have the strength in me to do it. “Go out?!”

Matt snapped. “Unless you want a spanking right here, I’d watch the attitude, sissy.”

Another tear rolled down my cheek before I could stop it, hot against the blush. “Sorry, Daddy.”

Michelle turned to me and wiped it with her thumb, careful of my makeup. “Aww, don’t cry, Princess. We’re gonna have fun. You’ll get some candy, and then once you have your wig on and your makeup touched up, I’ll help you meet a cute guy tonight. How does that sound, girly girl?”

It was all too much. I didn’t want any of this, I just wanted to be a normal guy, to date girls and be respected as a man. But I knew I had no power to stop any of it, no say in what I did, where I went, who saw me, or who got to kiss me. All I could do was let go and accept that whatever they wanted was going to happen, and I could either cry my way through it or take it like a sissy who had accepted her place in life. I was completely defeated and dejected, but I knew there was no sense in fighting any of this.

I mumbled, “Okay, Miss Michelle,” and lowered my head in submission, my teary eyes on the sidewalk, my pink nails loosening on my purse strap.

She kissed my forehead. “Good girl.”

The kiss sent a warm and surprisingly comforting tingling up my spine, small and subtle but enough affection to keep me hanging on. They started walking again, and I followed obediently as we headed toward the next house, trying my best to relax, smile, and carry myself like the sweet little lady they expected me to be.

The End.
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