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I struck another girly pose with my stepmother in front of the mirror, the two of us cocking our hips and putting our hands on our waists, smiling while she snapped picture after picture of us in our cute Halloween costumes.

She was dressed as a flirty cop, her long blonde hair falling in soft waves over the shoulders of a tight navy-blue uniform dress that barely reached mid-thigh. The front zipper was pulled low enough to show cleavage, a silver badge pinned above one of her ample breasts, and a black utility belt with a holster sat low on her hips. Black patent heels lifted her posture as she angled her body toward the mirror and held her phone up. As always she radiated the feminine confidence of the former college cheerleader that she was. I did not share in that confidence at all.

I was dressed as a very sexy, very slutty, very pink cowgirl. A long, straight pink wig with soft bangs framed my face and spilled past my shoulders, the synthetic strands catching the light every time I shifted my weight. A wide pink cowboy hat sat tilted on top of it. My makeup was heavy and sultry: sharp black wings of eyeliner, long false lashes, warm pink blush high on my cheeks, and glossy red lipstick that made my mouth look fuller and shinier. My nails were long acrylic that were painted a bright glossy pink, catching on the chain of the little pink purse I held in one hand. The purse was fringed and embroidered with pale flowers, the tassels brushing against my bare thigh whenever I moved.

The costume itself was super pink and way too tight. A sleeveless crop top with ruffled shoulders and a row of small buttons left my midriff bare, the fabric hugging my breast forms and ending just above my belly button. A matching pink belt with a gold buckle cinched the waist of a short, tiered ruffled mini skirt that flared out in layers and layers, barely covering the bottom of my panties. My pink cowgirl boots came up to my knees, white floral embroidery running up the sides, the pointed toes and slight heel forcing me to stand and move like a lady with my hips swaying and my legs close together. Every piece of the costume felt like it had been designed to immerse me in femininity, changing everything about how I carried myself.

I knew that I looked very pretty, the kind of girl that radiated cuteness and sexiness at the same time. The only problem with that was that despite my appearance and the very feminine manner in which I had learned to carry myself, I wasn’t a girl; I was a twenty year old man.

My stepmother had always wanted a daughter, but unfortunately she only had a son, a very macho ex-football player who had moved upstate after college. I think she realized early on that he would never fill that void, but that I could. I was shy, soft-spoken, and according to her, already carried myself more femininely than most boys. It didn’t help that I was also very petite, a mere five foot five inches and one hundred and twenty-five pounds.

A few years back my dad left and from there, Carla and I got close quickly. I think part of it was organic, but I think she also saw it as an opportunity for her to turn me into the daughter she never had. We started “girl time” where I would dress up as and act like a girl, doing “mother-daughter bonding” and answering to the name Tina. There were times where I came home from school every day and immediately changed into whatever dress she had laid out for me, did my hair and makeup, and spent the rest of the evening as her sweet little Tina.

That was years ago, and since then our girl time had become much less frequent. I was in college now and had made it a point to try to shift things away from my old life and become the sort of masculine guy I needed to be in order to meet girls, have guy friends, and live a normal college life. But Halloween was different. It remained one of the times where every year I still got dressed up and became Tina. It had become a sort of tradition over time, starting with Disney princess costumes years ago and gradually evolving to more recent years when I went out dressed in more sexy costumes befitting a young woman: Barbie, a French maid, and last year, Tinkerbelle. We would both get dressed up and go trick or treating with our next-door neighbors who knew about Tina. The oldest daughter, Emma, was a beautiful girl my age who went to the same high school and now the same community college as me. She and I were friends, but she definitely liked to tease me and embarrass me a bit about my feminization, especially on Halloween when I was decked out in ultra feminine costumes like the one I was now wearing. Her little brother, James, was much worse, openly mocking me every time he saw me dressed as Tina.

By this point I was so used to being Tina that it felt like second nature to me. I talked, walked, primped, and carried myself like any other girl when I was dressed. It was definitely humiliating at times, but I was used to it, and I knew that seeing me all dressed up made Carla so happy. I had tried suggesting that I may have outgrown Tina a few times, but she always seemed horrified by the idea and was always able to make me feel guilty and talk me out of it. That had happened again this year. I tried to explain to her how humiliating it was to be seen as a girly girl by my hot neighbor who I went to school with, let alone by the entire neighborhood, but she shrugged me off as usual.

Carla scrolled through the dozens of pictures we had taken after finishing up our little photoshoot, smiling like this was her favorite time of the year. “These are gorgeous, Tina! Are you ready to go meet up with the neighbors, pretty girl?”

I caught that I was about to sigh and stopped myself, forcing a sweet smile. There was no sense in ruining it for her at this point. My voice came out soft, high-pitched, and sweet, completely indistinguishable from any other twenty-year-old girl’s. “I think so…yeah I’m ready, Carla.”

I followed her out of my room dejectedly, the familiar pit of anxiety building in my stomach and making my thighs tremble as I tottered behind her. Every year was the same. I started out resolved to not humiliate myself in front of Emma or her brother anymore that I already was being dressed like this. Then when we got out in public, I naturally slipped into my demure, girly, and very ladylike personality on instinct as I did not want anyone in our neighborhood clocking me as a boy. My feminine behavior would then fuel them further, Emma acting like she had a new girlfriend to talk about clothes and boys with and James treating me like I was the biggest pussy he had ever seen.

My stomach churned as we stepped outside and I saw Emma already waiting on their front porch. She was standing outside in a nurse costume, looking just as gorgeous as she did every year. The white dress clung tight to her waist, hips, and breasts, the hem high on her thighs, a deep V showing the inner curve of her perky boobs with a small red cross stitched over one of them. A matching nurse’s cap sat in her long dark hair, white thigh-high stockings stretched up her long legs, and red heels clicked forced her posture into something even more seductive. The thing that made me sick to my stomach was seeing who she was with, Gina, another beautiful girl from our college, a girl I had always admired but never had the courage to talk to. She stood with one hip cocked, her long dark hair falling over her shoulders under a brown cowboy hat, a denim jacket open over a plaid shirt unbuttoned low enough that I could see the line of her collarbones and the top of her chest but not quite any cleavage. Fitted jeans sat low on her hips, brown boots on her feet. She looked exactly like she did on campus, naturally pretty in a way that didn’t require any of the girly frills and accessories that I was wearing, confident and completely in control of herself. The second I recognized her my stomach lurched and I immediately wanted to turn back. I had not ever anticipated anyone else from school seeing me like this, nevertheless Gina.

I had no idea Emma was inviting a friend today, and the last thing I wanted was to be seen dressed up as a cowgirl in front of yet another beautiful girl I would have to see every day. To make things even more emasculating, she was dressed as a cowgirl too, and her costume was definitely the far less feminine one between the two of us: she wore jeans while I wore a pink ruffled skirt, her body was covered in rough fabrics while mine was on display beneath my tight cropped top, her makeup was natural and light while mine was bright and sexy, and her hair was natural while mine was a ridiculously shiny pink wig. Even my hat was bright pink, hers a muted brown. Both girls noticed us immediately as soon as we approached the porch, both of their eyes glittering with excitement as they stared at me mincing up to them nervously, hiding behind Carla. They both exchanged a whisper followed by a little giggle just before we were in earshot.

“Hey girls!” Emma nearly yelled as she sprang up to hug Carla. “You look so cute in that cop outfit! I love the whole thing.”

Carla laughed and squeezed her back. “And you look adorable. The stockings and the little cap are perfect on you, honey.”

Emma turned and gestured toward Gina. “This is Gina. She goes to college with me and Tina.”

Gina smiled, polite but clearly more interested in me than my stepmom. “Nice to meet you, Carla.”

Emma’s attention shifted to me. “Tina, don’t be shy. Come here.” She walked over and pulled me into a hug before I could even approach, her arms tight around me as my breast forms squished against her boobs. “You look so pretty! You remember Gina, right?”

Heat climbed from my neck to my face so quickly that I felt like I had a fever. My makeup was heavy, but I doubt it was heavy enough to conceal my intense blushing. I kept my eyes low and mumbled, “Hi Gina.”

Gina pushed off the railing and stepped in close. “Hi Tina,” she said in a teasing voice, like she was talking to a shy little girl too nervous to speak to her. “I can’t believe that’s you, you even sound like a girl.” She pulled me into a hug of her own and I immediately went stiff. Even in male clothes I would have probably frozen up from being touched by her, but dressed as a cowgirl, I was completely paralyzed. Her denim jacket brushed my bare, hairless arms, my short pink skirt fluttering in the breeze right as she rocked me a bit. The difference between us felt so obvious, the elephant in the room without a doubt. She was definitely feminine, and very beautiful, her long brown hair smelling of flowers, her body a perfect hour-glass shape, her face that of a model. But even as a man, I was far more girly than her. It wasn’t just the way we were dressed. When I dressed as Tina I became very shy, very demure, and very girly. I fluttered my long lashes, barely able to hold eye contact, flailed my wrists without thinking, and walked like a pageant princess who was being watched by judges. I felt like a complete joke, an emasculated sissy being held firm by a gorgeous girl who no doubt saw me as pathetic.

She stepped back, grinning widely as she took in my appearance again while I fidgeted uncomfortably with my purse, the tassels brushing my bare thigh. “I can’t believe we’re both cowgirls. I love this.”

She leaned in just a little as she wrinkled her nose, sniffing. “You smell really sweet too. What is that?”

Carla answered before I could get a word out. “That’s her favorite perfume. She wears it every time she’s Tina.”

My face burned hotter. Gina looked right at me, a small smirk at the corner of her mouth. “Your favorite perfume, huh? That’s adorable, Tina.”

I tried to come up with an explanation but only managed a nervous stammer as Carla walked away to answer a call. “I… it’s just… Carla picked it.”

Emma stepped in and caught one of my hands, turning it so that Gina could see the glossy pink acrylics I had gotten a few days ago. “Oh my God, look at these! They’re so glamourous!” She tugged gently until both hands were out in front of me on full display, my purse dangling from the cook of my elbow. “Show them off, girl. Don’t hide them.”

I let her hold my wrists there, my bright pink nails standing out against her white ones while Gina giggled. I cringed as I recalled all the times I had girlishly bent my wrists to show off a fresh coat to Carla over the years, never having thought it could lead to me being in this situation as a grown man.

Gina leaned in too, her eyes moving over the polish, then lower. “So cute…and your skirt too,” she said, two fingers flicking at the hem so that I flinched as my matching pink panties briefly came into view. “It’s so short…and look at all these layers and ruffles. Way girlier than anything I’d wear, but it suits you.”

My face burned with shame and embarrassment. Being told by your crush that you’re way girlier than her definitely stings, especially when your appearance and behavior are serving as further proof of that every passing moment.

Emma circled me, a predatory grin on her face. “And I see you have your bigger boobs on too. Good call, girl, that top is doing wonders for them.”

I flinched as she ran her fingertips along the neckline of my top, slowly dropping down the middle to my belly button. “It’s all so pink and girly. Can you believe you’re both cowgirls and Gina’s the one in jeans and a jacket while you look like a Texas version of a barbie doll?”

They both laughed at that while I grimaced and looked away, unable to find any words that would be useful. She was right after all, I felt like a barbie doll, completely feminine, dressed up, and on display for everyone else’s amusement.

Gina’s gaze stayed on my breast forms, biting her lower lip and looking like she was holding back a laugh as she stepped closer. She grabbed at the neckline of my top, pulling it down a bit so that my breast forms came further into view, exaggerating my cleavage while I stood completely stiff. She looked back up to my face. “Perfect. Now it’s way girlier than mine, and way sluttier. What do you say, Tina?”

My arms stayed in front of me, demurely clutching my purse strap as I swayed from side to side staring at the ground. My ruffled skirt kept brushing my thighs every time I shifted my weight in the boots, the gentle tickle of the fabric a subtle reminder of my vulnerability. “Thank you, Gina.”

I could feel both of them exchanging a look, Gina’s expression one of excited surprise at how submissive and pliable I was, Emma looking back as if to say I told you so.

Emma nodded like this was confirming something. “You see, didn’t I tell you that Tina was the sweetest little thing?”

Gina smirked like she still couldn’t believe this was happening. “You were right…Tina seems like the perfect little lady, aren’t you, Tina?”

They both cracked up at that while I stood there with my eyes watering, my pride in shambles as the two of them laughed at me.

Carla walked back over with her phone still in her hand, smiling like she couldn’t be prouder. I stayed where I was, shamefully fidgeting with the ruffles on my skirt without realizing how much more feminine that made me look.

Carla pulled out her phone, raising it up towards us. “Why don’t you three crowd together so I can get a picture of you girls?”

Both girls converged on either side of me, their hands around my waist before I could object. Unfortunately, posing like a girl was instinctual by now. I tilted my head, cocked my knee, and smiled as the flash went off without needing to be told to. We took a few more pictures like that, including a few of me alone with each of them.

As I stood with Gina for another one, cheeks bright pink, I felt her hand slip under my skirt and onto my panties. She was subtle enough that Carla didn’t seem to notice, giggling as she gently squeezed my pink satin covered cheeks, making me squirm. “I thought it looked like you were wearing panties too…soo cute.”

I was mortified standing there, forced to smile as she groped me, but it only got worse. Just as we were finishing our impromptu photoshoot, Emma’s front door opened behind us. Her little sister Carrie ran out, a sweet little girl in a pink princess costume. She looked super excited to see me as Tina again, jumping up and down. “Tina! You’re back! You look so pretty! I love your pink hair!”

I felt pathetic as Emma and Gina giggled beside me, clearly noticing my embarrassment and loving it. “Thanks, Carrie…” I muttered with an awkward smile, wanting to be polite but hating that she acted like I was just another girl her sister was friends with.

She ran over to Carla who was immediately bouncing up and down with excitement with her, complimenting her costume and talking about how excited she was to take her trick or treating since her own parents had work. Right behind her was Jimmy, Emma’s eighteen-year-old brother, accompanied by a bunch of his rowdy friends. They were all dressed in normal guy costumes: football players, movie characters, and other low effort costumes that either emphasized their muscular physiques or made it look like they were too cool to care enough to dress up.

Being around a bunch of normal, macho guys around my age while I was wearing my pink wig, pink miniskirt, sexy cropped top, heavy makeup, and carrying a frilly purse left me feeling even more like a sissy. The contrast between us was excruciating, they were normal young men, and I was an emasculated sissy in pink. Jimmy glanced over at me and then looked away in disgust, his belief that I was beneath him very obvious. “We’re going out to a party, Emma, I’ll see you later. Have fun, Carrie!”

His friends followed behind him, all three of them very obviously checking me out. I tried to make myself smaller, shrinking away as they walked by, but to no avail. One of them, a guy dressed as a farmer with overalls and cutoff sleeves that showed off his biceps, stopped to flirt with me, his eyes dropping down to stare at my pouty red lips as he spoke. “Hey, I don’t think we’ve met before. I’m Jason. I assume you’re one of Emma’s friends…”

I must’ve looked incredibly awkward, blushing as I looked back at Emma and Gina for help, the two of them looking like they were about to burst out laughing. I felt so vulnerable and tiny, standing there completely femininized and meek in my little cowgirl costume while Jimmy’s friend loomed over me with the confidence of a virile young man who thought he could have his way with me. It was like he was the predator and I was the prey, my shy and submissive demeanor an obvious contrast to his masculine confidence.

Jimmy cut in, clearly aggravated with me for tricking his friend. “She’s a fucking faggot dude. She’s a guy who’s been dressing up as a girl for years.”

His friend looked stunned, his own cheeks matching the same shade as mine as we both looked around like we were waiting for someone to save us from this awful interaction. Emma quickly came to my defense. “Hey don’t be a dick, Jimmy. Tina’s never been anything but nice to you.”

I appreciated her defending me, though I wished she had said it wasn’t true and that I wasn’t gay rather than acting like Jimmy was being mean but wasn’t wrong. He shrugged his shoulders. “Whatever. I’ll see you later, Emma.”

I stared at the floor as him and his friends walked away, completely ashamed and embarrassed by what had transpired. I had stood there in my cute little outfit, let a guy flirt with me, been called a faggot, and done absolutely nothing about it, all while Gina watched. My eyes started to well up with tears again, the shame of being emasculated like that in front of the girls almost too much for me to handle.

Emma walked over and put her arms around my waist, a warm, sympathetic look on her face as she pulled me into an affectionate hug. “Sorry about him, Tina. He doesn’t understand that some boys just wanna be girly girls, and that there’s nothing wrong with that.”

I cringed as she said it, not wanting her or Gina to see me that way. I didn’t see myself as some gentle, feminine beta male who was just meant to be a girly girl, and I definitely didn’t want them to see me that way. I could feel my little pink skirt swaying back and forth as she held me, telling me it was all okay.

As Emma pulled back, Gina stepped forward, the same look on her face like I was some delicate little thing. My ego in shambles at being seen like this, she pulled me into a hug of her own, holding me tight and rubbing small circles on my lower back that were as comforting as they were infantilizing. Her presence was very comforting, like she was as strong and powerful as she was pretty and feminine. I felt safe in her arms, even though I was humiliated that she was the one making me feel that way instead of the other way around. She pulled back, a sly smirk on her face that made me feel even more vulnerable as I anticipated teasing. “You know, you’re way cuter than any of those boys.”

I looked up at her immediately, my lashes fluttering as I stared into her soft brown eyes. “You think so?”

She giggled. “I do…I doubt any of them could pull off a ruffled miniskirt or bright red lipstick like you. You’re a very pretty girl.”

I deflated immediately, my eyes falling back to the ground. Of course that’s what she meant. She was saying I was cute in a sweet, feminine way, not in the way every guy hoped a hot girl like Gina would say to them. I wasn’t a man in her eyes, how could I be? She had been teasing me about my panties only a minute ago.

Carla walked over with Carrie a minute later, all smiles and oblivious to what had just happened. “Are we ready, ladies? I’m sure there will be plenty of other boys for you to flirt with.”

The girls all giggled, Gina nudging me playfully. “I think Tina was the only one flirting with them…”

Carla laughed like that was a completely normal thing to hear about her straight stepson. “That sounds like her. Don’t worry, princess there will be plenty more guys to get attention from.”

I cringed at her comment as both girls giggled and hooked their arms through mine, leading me down the street as their heels and my boots click-clacked in unison. Emma knew this wasn’t exactly my choice, but she was more than happy to play along and act like I had always been the dainty little thing mincing down the street with her by choice. Gina was another story. She seemed to genuinely think I was a sissy, and I could tell she was intrigued by it. That was the last thing I wanted. Being Tina was a part of my life that was humiliating enough with only a few people knowing, and another hot girl from my classes was not someone I ever wanted knowing. Being in college, I wanted to cultivate a more masculine identity, and I could feel deep in my gut that this was a major setback. Gina was one person who would certainly never see me as a man again after today.

Carla and Emma took Carrie up to the first porch, the excited little girl bouncing between them in her pink princess dress while they rang the bell. I did not want to go door to door like this, so that left me standing on the sidewalk with Gina, the two of us alone under the streetlight while the others disappeared toward the door. I kept my eyes on the pavement and my arms tight to my sides, not knowing what to say to the gorgeous girl I had been humiliated in front of all evening. I felt so awkward and uncomfortable, dreading whatever emasculating thing she might say next.

Gina turned to face me, shifting her weight so her hip cocked toward me, her denim jacket open over her plaid shirt. She watched the porch for a second, then looked back at me. “So… how small is it?”

My head came up. “What?”

“Your little penis.” She said it casually, no lowering of her voice. “Is it tiny? Like, really tiny.”

I took a half-step back, the heel of one boot scraping the concrete. I stuttered, hating that I had apparently come off as so unmanly that she had just assumed it was tiny. “That’s… you can’t just ask that.”

“Why not?” She tilted her head, her brown hair shifting under the brim of her hat. “You’re wearing satin panties, a pink mini skirt, and cocksucker red lipstick. It’s not exactly like you have much masculinity to protect…I’m just curious.”

I swallowed, mindlessly smoothing my skirt and touching my nail to my lips as if to verify what she said. It was true, I didn’t have much masculinity to protect, if any at all. I still didn’t want to answer, but the way she was looking at me made it clear she wasn’t going to drop it. “It’s not… I mean, it’s normal.”

She raised an eyebrow like she didn’t believe me. “Normal for a guy, or normal for a sissy in a pink cowgirl costume? Come on, Tina. You can tell me.”

I stared at the ground again, contemplating what to say. My boots clicked once as I shifted. I was already so emasculated, there was no point in lying, and I had a feeling she would call it out if I did. “It’s um…it’s four inches,” I mumbled shamefully, knowing that was below average. “When it’s… you know.”

Gina’s mouth curved into a mischievous smirk, like she was deciding what to say. She didn’t laugh out loud, but the little sound that came out was close. “Four inches, huh…no wonder you dress like a girl. That’s adorable.”

I was overcome with shame. Hearing her reaction to my size made me feel even less like a man than my panties, pink nails, skirt, wig, or other accessories. This was not a thing I could take off or change. She was saying that I was fundamentally less of a man due to my size, something I had no control over and could never change. I kept my eyes down so I wouldn’t have to see her face. “It’s not that small…”

“It’s small enough that your ruffled miniskirt hides it completely,” she giggled, still teasing. “Most guys wouldn’t be able to hide theirs so well. Maybe that’s part of why you’re so comfortable in skirts and dresses.”

I didn’t answer, doing my best not to cry as she verbally castrated me. Up the walk, Carrie laughed at something Emma said, and the sound carried back to us.

Gina waited a second, then changed direction. “So…do you like guys?”

“No.” The word came out fast and a little too loud, desperate to convince her I wasn’t gay. “I don’t. I’m into girls.”

She studied my face, the streetlight catching the gloss on my bright red lips. “You sure? Because I could totally see you with a boyfriend.”

“I’m not into guys,” I repeated again, my voice cracking as I tried to maintain my composure. “I like girls.”

“Okay.” She said a little more softly, like she was trying to calm me down. She stepped a little closer so the side of her boot touched mine, her hips brushing against my skirt as she put her arm around my waist. “Do you think I’m attractive?”

The question felt like a trap. She obviously knew that I did, and it was equally obvious that she saw me as an amusing little beta male she was enjoying tormenting. Admitting how attractive I found her felt like it would make me vulnerable to another cruel joke or comment. Strangely enough, I got the sense she was trying to be cruel. Her voice sounded different when she asked, almost like she was nervous about what I would say; I didn’t know what to make of that. “Yes,” I answered in a very soft and ladylike way, almost prissy. “I do.”

Gina’s smile shifted, like she was feeling bashful. “Yeah? Even though I’m kind of more of a man than you right now? I mean… I’m standing next to you in jeans and a flannel while you’re dressed like a barbie doll. That doesn’t make you insecure.”

I nodded once, the hair of my long pink wig shifting against my neck as I admitted it. “It does…but I think you’re really pretty.”

She reached out and touched a ruffle on my skirt, just a light brush of her fingers against the flimsy fabric. “That’s sweet. You’re very pretty too, Tina.”

Gina kept her hand there a second longer, staring at me with an intensity that was hard to place, then let it drop. “So how does it feel, being a sissy? I mean between your girly little strut, your high-pitched voice, the way you act…you’re very feminine you know.”

I glanced down at my hand clasped around my purse strap, my glossy pink nails catching the light. “Honestly…it feels… normal, after a while. Like I’m supposed to move and act this way when the clothes are on.”

“Supposed to?” She sounded fully interested, not at all teasing. “Or like you want to?”

“Supposed to...I think.” I flicked a lock of pink hair out of my face with the back of my hand, blushing when I realized how girly that mannerism was and how enthralled Gina looked as she stared at me. “Carla likes it when I’m Tina. Emma likes it too. And when people talk to me like I’m a girl, it just… happens. I just kind of become one.”

Gina watched me. Her eyes moved over my body, settling on my breast forms peeking out of the top of my crop top before moving back up to my eyes. “You do kind of become one. And you can tell me if I’m wrong…but I think that even though you’re humiliated, you like some of the attention you get as Tina.” She giggled, “I think you like the attention you’re getting right now, girly boy.”

I didn’t deny it. I usually hated the attention, except from Carla, but even that was more for her sake than mine. But I couldn’t deny being excited by Gina’s, even though it was incredibly emasculating. Still, I had never got this much attention from such a beautiful girl, and unless I was totally off, I was getting a strange sense that she was interested in me. “You’re really pretty…and even though you’re teasing me you’re like…I don’t know. It seems like maybe you’re interested in me or something.”

“I am.” She stepped in again, close enough that I could smell her perfume as her hand settled just above the waistline of my skirt, her hand engulfing the small of my back. “I’ve never met a sissy before, or even someone as obviously submissive as you. I like watching you blush and look down when you get all embarrassed…all while you keep acting like the perfect little princess. It’s adorable.”

Gina’s fingers found the waistband of my skirt again, tracing just above it while butterflies built in my stomach. “You know what would make me really happy right now, sissy?”

I looked at her with awe, unable to believe that she was actually into me. “What?”

She pulled me closer, her voice lowering to a near whisper. “If you came with me to the next few houses to trick or treat and show me what a good little sissy you can be for me. Just you and me. Knock on the doors, act cute and girly, and let a bunch of strangers see how feminine you can be. I wanna see you lean into it and completely follow my lead. I want your girliest walk, voice, and attitude. All of it.”

I shook my head right away. “No. I can’t. That’s would be too much...this it’s humiliating.”

“Come on you’re already humiliated,” she replied. “And you look so cute when you get embarrassed. I want to watch you emasculate yourself on purpose. For me.”

My mouth opened, then closed. The idea of mincing up those steps in my pink boots, skirt swishing around me, and acting even more feminine that I already was, all for Gina’s amusement, left me feeling completely terrified, but also strangely excited. I knew if I did it I would feel like such a little bitch, but the idea of doing it for her was kind of hot. “Gina…”

“It would make me sooo happy,” she cooed, leaning into my ear and squeezing my waist, breathing against my neck. Her hands stayed on me, one stroking my pink hair while the other settled on the back of my skirt, cupping my ass as her thumb moved once across the fabric of my skirt. I never thought I would want to be touched this way, but it felt amazing. She continued as she leaned back in. “I’ll be right next to you. You can hold my arm like the shy little girl you are if you get nervous. I’d really like that actually…and after it’s done, you can tell me how humiliated you felt. I want to hear it.”

I stared at the pavement between our boots. The fringe of my purse swung against my bare leg, tickling me and sending a little shiver up my body. Up the street, Carla’s voice called something to Carrie, her voice faint in the distance. Gina was still watching me intently, an eager smile on her face as she looked deep into my eyes. No part of me wanted to do this, but ever part of me wanted to make Gina happy, apparently even at the expense of my dignity.

“Okay,” I relented. The word came out soft, pliable. “I’ll do it. For a few houses.”

She squealed and jumped up and down, pulling me into a tight hug. “Good girl.” She took my shaky hand in hers, her grip warm and comforting as she turned us toward the next porch and led me forward like I really was her shy little girlfriend. My heart was pounding, my breast forms bouncing with each dainty little step, but there was a strange sort of security that came from being with her, like she was my leader and I knew she would protect me.

Gina whispered to me as we minced together toward the first house. “Remember the deal, I want you acting like a fairy princess.”

I nodded, doing my best to shift in the most hyper feminine persona I could despite the knot in my stomach and the pounding in my chest. I took dainty little steps in my pink boots, letting my hips sway side to side dramatically as I did my best to carry myself as ladylike as I could. My short ruffled skirt swished around my bare thighs, flaring around me with every sway, threatening to expose my pink panties as we climbed the steps. The rough denim of her jacket brushing against my hairless arms only heightened my sense of femininity, a constant reminder of which one of us was meant to be the more delicate and girly cowgirl. My face was beet red, my embarrassment reaching levels it never had before. I knew exactly how I looked to Gina, especially in contrast to her casual gait and relaxed demeanor. Her eyes seemed to draw to my hips like magnets, staring at them and skirt as she giggled at the fluidity of my movements. I hated that I was playing into my own emasculation like this, but I kept doing it because I knew she was loving it.

We reached the porch, Gina telling me to knock. Despite the pit in my stomach, I obeyed, knocking delicately, the sound itself a testament to my effeminate manner. A moment later a woman around Carla’s age opened the door holding a bowl and smiled at both of us.

I knew what Gina wanted to see. I forced a bright smile, raising my voice into a sweet, girly pitch as I cocked out my hip and dangled my purse in front of me. “Trick or treat!”

She looked between us, clearly taken aback by my over-the-top greeting and probably our age. “Oh my gosh, look at the two of you. Matching cowgirls…wow. That’s so cute. Did you girls plan this or did it just sort of happen?”

Gina answered easily, a smirk on her face. “Yeah, we did. We’re meeting up with our boyfriends later; they went as cowboys. Right, Tina?” Her hand rested at my waist, just above my little skirt, squeezing lightly as I froze and had a humiliatingly sobering moment at the insinuation that I had a boyfriend. Gina wasn’t letting me off that easy though, I was supposed to be showing off what a sissy I was and saying stuff like that. “You’re so shy tonight, Tina.”

I giggled playfully, twirling a lock of pink hair and smiling at the woman. “Sorry…I’m just really excited to see him tonight and can’t stop thinking about it. I hope he likes my costume.”

The woman smiled wider as she dropped candy into our purses. “I wouldn’t worry about that, sweetheart. You two make a very cute pair, those boys are awfully lucky. By the way, I love the pink on you, honey. It suits you.”

I took the compliment like it meant the world to me, tilting my head, widening my eyes, and smiling like I’d just won the lottery. “Thank you! You’re too sweet.”

When the door closed Gina burst out laughing, cracking up as she squeezed my waist and pulled me into a tight hug. “Wow…you were literally meant to be a girl. From the way you walked up here to the way you just acted…I love this.”

I felt my face turning pink again as I tried not to take her words too seriously. “You liked it?”

She smacked my ass, playful, but hard enough to make them sting and warm up for a moment. “I loved it, you sweet little fairy. You’re turning me on so much right now…come on, let’s go do another one.”

We moved to the next house while I was still trying to get over the embarrassment of the last interaction.

We rang the bell this time, waiting for whoever was home to answer. To my dismay, a guy around our age answered, bowl in one hand, leaning in the doorway. Doing this in front of a man was so much worse, like the universe was reminding me how far from a normal college guy I was. I noticed the look Gina was giving me and quickly snapped back into character, swallowing my pride.

We nearly squealed in unison. “Trick or treat!”

His eyes moved over both of us and settled on my little skirt before drifting up to my breast forms. I hated the way he was looking at me, the same way Jimmy’s friend had looked at me, an object of feminine desire to be won over, conquered, and dominated. I felt a little chill run up my spine, feeling completely powerless in the presence of a masculine man. He leaned back, trying to seem cool and unphased by the two hot girls at his doorstep. “Nice costumes. You two look hot.”

“Thanks!” Gina replied. “You’re pretty cute yourself.” She glanced at me. “Right, Tina?”

“Yeah,” I stammered, humiliated that another guy thought I was hot, but feeling a increasingly strong urge to please Gina, even if that meant flirting with him. I forced a coy little smirk, twirling a lock of my hair. “You’re um…you’re a handsome guy…”

He grinned like he was proud of himself. “Thanks…your costume’s really sexy by the way. Why don’t you give me a spin so I can see the whole thing.”

My face turned bright red. He was looking at me like I was the candy, telling me to spin for him so he could check me out. Twirling in my little pink skirt for a guy I was being coerced into flirting with was just about the most degrading thing I could’ve imagined doing. My cheeks were burning, the shame of being reduced to this in front of Gina making it even worse. But it was also for Gina. She wanted me to be a sissy for her, and this was what she meant.

Gina’s fingers squeezed lightly at my hip, urging me to do it. Abandoning my dignity and succumbing to the sissy role I had been pushed into, I slowly twirled for him, my ruffled skirt flaring out around my thighs and flashing my panties at a guy who no doubt wanted to get in them. It settled again as my boots clicked on the wood, biting my cherry red lower lip and fidgeting with my purse as I struggled to meet his eyes. I felt so girly, so ornamental, like my entire purpose in that moment was to arouse both him and Gina.

He smiled as he dropped a handful of candy in each of our purses. “Yeah, you’re really fucking hot, you can come back for candy whenever you want.”

I knew what that meant, and I definitely didn’t want to come back. He was talking about fucking me, and that made my stomach churn. Gina saved me, grabbing my hand and pulling me away. “She will, have a good night!”

We walked away, my skirt brushing my thighs with each dainty step, feeling completely vulnerable and small after how he had looked at me. As we got away from his house, Gina’s hand slid down and grabbed my ass through the thin fabric of my skirt, squeezing possessively as she pulled me close to her. “You little slut,” she teased as she wrapped the other hand around me and started kneading my cheeks, her fingers digging in towards the crack and making me gasp.. “You’re such a natural when it comes to flirting with men, maybe I do need to get you a boyfriend to show you just how much of a sissy you are.”

I didn’t answer, the sensation of being felt up like a girl overwhelming me while the truth of her statement loomed in my head. It was true to some extent; it came sort of naturally. I didn’t like men, but playing the role of the shy, submissive girl definitely came more naturally to me than flirting with girls ever had, and it seemed like that was exactly what men liked. I whimpered once more as her hands gave a final, very rough squeeze, a soft little sound that sounded weak and helpless. She smacked my ass again. “Let’s go girly boy, one more.”

At the next house an older couple answered together. The woman smiled right away. “Oh, look at you two in your cowgirl costumes! I’m guessing you girls are best friends.”

Gina didn’t hesitate. “We’re actually dating.” Her hand slipped around my waist, fingers resting just above my little skirt while she pulled me closer to her like she was claiming her property. The woman cooed about how great it was to see such a young couple so comfortable in their sexuality while the man nodded, both of them smiling.

“That’s so sweet,” the woman exclaimed. “You make a really cute couple. Here you go, honey.” She dropped candy into my purse, then Gina’s, smiling at us both. I thanked them sweetly, wondering why Gina had said that and if there was any truth to it since she was apparently so turned on by me.

When the door closed she nearly dragged me back on to the sidewalk, pinning me against a car and kissing me hard, catching me completely off guard as her body smushed against mine. Her mouth pressed against mine, my lipstick smearing, one hand gripping the back of my neck while the other massaged my ass. The kiss was aggressive and dominant, her body pinning mine and her hands directing me in a way that made it very clear which one of us was “the girl” in the “relationship.” I was loving it, melting into her dominant embrace and letting her take the lead as her tongue slipped in my mouth. I felt heat building in my panties, the familiar stir of arousal against satin making me thrust my hips up against her.

As small as I apparently was, she noticed immediately. Her hand slid down and rested on the front of my ruffled skirt, giving it a firm squeeze before she pulled back and broke the kiss. She took my hand, both of us red-faced and smiling like giddy schoolgirls. “Actually, let’s do a few more houses. I’m having a lot of fun with you Tina.”

I let her lead me, feeling like her little princess as she guided me down the street to the next house, my breast forms bobbing up and down while my hardness strained in my panties, eager for more.

We kept that up for the next couple of hours, going door to door while I acted like her ditsy girlfriend in front of everyone who answered the door. The entire thing was so emasculating, but I couldn’t deny I was loving it. I had never received this kind of attention from such a beautiful girl, and I had definitely never turned one on like this. It was addicting. It stung my pride to admit it to myself, but if watching me emasculate myself was turning her on this much, then I was going to act like the most feminine, submissive little doll I could for her. Most men with any kind of self-respect would never be excited by, nevertheless go along with something like this, but I wasn’t most men. I was a shy, introverted sissy who had spent many years in dresses and skirts yearning for pretty girls and never succeeding. If becoming the pretty girl was all it took, then I would do what I had to do, no matter how humiliating it was to the part of me that was creaming out to stop and act like a man.

By the time Carla and Emma turned back with Carrie to meet us, I was actually disappointed it was over. My legs were shaking, my face was red, and I knew that in the future when I thought back to how I acted I would be completely ashamed of myself. But I was still disappointed it was coming to an end. This had been simultaneously the most humiliating, and the most exciting Halloween of my life.

The women approached, all three of them smirking like they knew exactly what was going on between us. Emma raised an eyebrow. “It looks like you girls are really hitting it off.”

Gina grabbed my arm before I could respond, pulling me close against her. “Yes we are. Tina was actually just telling me she’d love to come to the party with us tonight.”

My stomach lurched, my heart starting to race as I processed what she had said. I couldn’t go to a party like this, especially not one that I knew would be packed full of other people from our college. The thought of any of them recognizing me snapped me out of my submissive headspace, dragging me right back to reality.

Before I could say no, Emma jumped up and hugged me excitedly, announcing that we were going to have so much fun.

Carla caught the anxious look on my face. “Are you sure you’re ready for that, Tina?”

Before I could respond, Gina cut in. “Can I talk to you for a second, Tina?”

I nodded nervously, completely overwhelmed by the situation as she pulled me aside. I liked her a lot and I really didn’t want to disappoint her, but the risk of exposure to everyone from my school was terrifying. Gina smiled at me, her expression warm and gentle as she moved a stray lock of pink hair away from my face with her thumb. “I know you’re scared, but I think this could be really good for you, Tina.”

I parted my lips to object before stopping myself. “What do you mean good for me?”

She giggled like the answer was obvious. “Okay, I know you don’t want to admit it, but you’re very obviously a sissy. You’re submissive, feminine, and very pretty. This is a chance for you to step out as your true self…and a chance to maybe get a hot girlfriend.”

I reacted like a puppy who had just been offered a treat, my head jolting up to look at her. “Really? You mean you?”

She laughed again. “Of course I mean me. Now look, I want to be very honest with you. I don’t see you as a man, you’re really not one.”

I deflated again, lowering my gaze back down in dejected defeat.

She put her hand on my chin and tilted it back up. “But I think you’re a very hot sissy. I’ve honestly been fantasizing about you being my submissive little girlfriend from the moment you walked up to Emma’s porch today.”

I blushed, not really knowing how to take that. It was so embarrassing to imagine myself as her girlfriend, but at the same time my heart wouldn’t stop fluttering with excitement. I had enjoyed the last few hours very much, but they had also been some of the most emasculating moments of my life. I thought about suggesting that I could be her boyfriend, then thought better of it as I recalled that she had literally just told me I wasn’t a man.

She continued, taking my hands in hers and holding them like I was something fragile and delicate as she stared into my eyes. “Come on Tina, be a good girl for me. Come to the party tonight…I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

I nodded without even thinking about it, completely enamored by her and unable to resist the idea of her rewarding me for it. “Okay.”

She leaned in and kissed me, slowly, tenderly, her bare lips pressing against my waxy red ones as she squeezed my hands. It was so strange. I really felt like a girl with her, and I really liked it. When she finally pulled back she smiled at me like I had made the right choice, and in my submissive mind, that was extremely reassuring. “I promise we’re gonna have fun. We’ll make sure we find some cute boys as soon as we get there.”

My heart started racing again. I definitely didn’t want that. Not with any guys, but definitely not with the ones I saw in class three times a week. “But I…”

She cut me off with a finger to my lips. “I know, I know, you don’t like guys…but that’s what makes it such a turn on for me. So if you’re gonna be my sissy, you’re gonna have to get used to being with lots of men. You need to accept that it’s gonna be extremely humiliating for you and that’s the point. But I promise you this: whatever you do with a guy, I’ll always do multiple times to you. How does that sound?”

The part about being with men sounded awful, but the part after sounded amazing. Something was telling me to say no, that this would only take me far deeper in a direction in life I was trying to move away from. But a much louder, more forceful part of me was telling me the opposite: to submit, to accept that I was a beta male and that I should be grateful for this, that I had struck the lottery by finding a beautiful girl who was actually turned on by what we both knew I was: a sissy. I nodded my head, cementing a decision that would change the rest of my life as I began my journey into becoming Tina full time, becoming Gina’s sissy cuckold, and eventually her completely feminized wife.

The End.
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