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Sneak Preview

Jeremy sat stiffly on the edge of his bed, arms crossed and eyes narrowed at the mountain of pastel shopping bags Riley had dumped onto the comforter. He hadn’t seen the tags yet, but he didn’t need to. The look on her face—and Quinn’s smirk from the doorway—told him everything he needed to know.

“I told you we’d have fun,” Riley said, reaching into the first bag. “You should’ve seen Mom. She was glowing the whole time. I told her I wanted to feel more girly, and she practically shoved her wallet at me.”

Quinn walked over and flopped into his desk chair, spinning once before propping her feet up on the edge of the dresser. “She’s going to be gone all day tomorrow, by the way. Dad too. Which means…”

“A full day of dress-up,” Riley finished, pulling out a folded white sundress covered in tiny cherries. “Isn’t it darling?”

Jeremy stared at the dress like it was going to bite him.

“Don’t worry,” Riley said, pulling out a pink puff-sleeve top and a lilac pleated skirt. “You’ll get a turn to try them all on. We’ll start early. Hair, makeup, matching underwear—we’ll even let you pick which shoes make you feel prettiest.”

“I don’t want to feel pretty,” Jeremy muttered.

Riley ignored him and kept unpacking. “That’s okay. We want you to. That’s what matters.”

Jeremy’s stomach turned as more items appeared: a floral bra and panty set, sheer knee-high socks with little ruffles, and a container of rose-scented body butter. Every piece looked like it had been chosen with care—and every one of them was his size.

Riley grinned. “You should’ve seen how sweet I looked picking out all this stuff for ‘myself.’ Mom thought it was adorable. Meanwhile, I was picturing you in every single outfit.”

Jeremy clenched his jaw. “I’m not your—”

“Don’t,” Quinn said from the chair. “We already went over this. You want to keep your social life intact? Then you’re our Princess.”

Riley reached into the last bag and pulled out a small bottle of glittery pink nail polish.

“And speaking of royalty,” she said, unscrewing the cap with a little flourish, “I think it’s time we gave your toes a proper makeover.”

Jeremy flinched. “You said not until tomorrow.”

“Oh, we’re saving the clothes,” Riley said sweetly. “But your toes? They’re getting the royal treatment tonight.”
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The late afternoon sun was reflected in the granite kitchen counter top, where a half-peeled orange sat next to a forgotten grocery list. The room smelled faintly of cinnamon, and from the stove came the gentle bubbling of marinara sauce. Caroline stood barefoot, stirring the pot with a wooden spoon, her blonde hair clipped up and her cardigan sleeves rolled to her elbows.

Upstairs, a door creaked open, followed by the sound of soft footsteps on the hardwood stairs. Caroline glanced toward the hallway just as her step-daughter Riley entered the kitchen.

“Hey, kiddo,” she said with a warm smile.

Riley gave a small, crooked smile in return. She had changed into a pair of black athletic shorts and a faded band T-shirt, her Converse worn but clean. A backwards baseball cap perched on her short brown hair, as usual. But there was something a little different about her today—Caroline couldn’t quite place it. Riley hesitated in the doorway for a moment, then crossed to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of lemonade.

“You okay?” Caroline asked casually.

Riley leaned against the counter, unscrewing the cap and taking a slow sip. She nodded, but her eyes were fixed on the floor.

“Can I talk to you about something kinda weird?”

Caroline turned off the burner and gave her full attention. “Of course, sweetie. What’s on your mind?”

Riley played with the edge of the label on her bottle, her voice quieter than usual. “I’ve been thinking about stuff. About me, I guess.”

Caroline tilted her head slightly but didn’t interrupt.

“I’ve always been the tomboy,” Riley said, shrugging. “You know, climbing trees, kicking soccer balls, never caring if I had dirt on my knees.”

“Guilty as charged,” Caroline said gently.

Riley gave a nervous laugh. “Yeah, but… lately I’ve been thinking about trying something different. Like… girly stuff.”

Caroline’s eyebrows rose slightly. She tried not to let her excitement show. “Girly stuff?”

“Yeah,” Riley said, eyes still low. “Like makeup. Dresses. I was looking at some shampoo the other day at Target, and there was this rose-scented one in a pink bottle, and I don’t know—I kind of wanted to smell like that.”

Caroline felt her chest warm, but she kept her expression soft. “That doesn’t sound weird at all.”

“It doesn’t?”

“Not even a little bit,” Caroline said, stepping a bit closer. “It sounds like you’re curious about new parts of yourself. That’s brave.”

“I guess,” Riley muttered. “I just don’t know what I’m doing. I’ve never worn heels. I’ve never even brushed my eyebrows. What if I look ridiculous?”

“You won’t,” Caroline said firmly. “But even if you feel awkward at first, that’s part of learning. Everyone starts somewhere.”

Riley took another sip, then glanced up. “You’re not gonna tell Dad, right?”

Caroline shook her head. “Not unless you want me to. This is just between us.”

There was a pause, and then Caroline added, trying to sound casual, “Tomorrow’s Friday.”

“Yeah?”

“I get off work early. We could… go shopping? Just us girls. If you wanted to try some stuff out.”

Riley blinked. “Seriously?”

“Absolutely. We’ll hit the mall, grab a coffee, and see what jumps out at you. You can pick out a few things—makeup, maybe a dress, some fun bath stuff.”

Riley hesitated, then smiled. “That actually sounds kinda cool.”

Caroline’s heart did a quiet little leap. “It’ll be fun. And no pressure—we can go slow.”

“Would it be weird if I hugged you right now?” Riley asked suddenly.

Caroline’s smile softened. “Never.”

Riley stepped into her arms, and Caroline pulled her close. It wasn’t a delicate hug—it was solid, warm, and a little awkward in the best way. Riley’s cap bumped her shoulder, and Caroline laughed, taking it off and smoothing Riley’s hair with her palm.

“I’m really glad you told me,” she said.

“I kinda feel better already,” Riley mumbled into her sweater.

“Good,” Caroline said. “Because tomorrow, we are absolutely finding you the world’s fluffiest body wash and the perfect lip tint.”

Riley groaned playfully. “Oh no. You’ve been waiting for this moment, haven’t you?”

Caroline grinned. “Maybe just a little. But only if it’s what you want.”

Riley smiled—truly smiled—and nodded. “It is.”

Caroline grabbed her phone and opened her notes app. “Mall. Makeup. Dresses. Heels. Bath stuff. Got it.”

“Maybe a mani-pedi someday?” Riley added sheepishly.

Caroline looked at her with mock seriousness. “Now you’re getting ahead of me.”

They both laughed, and in that moment, the kitchen felt seemed like the coziest, happiest place on Earth.

Riley padded back up the stairs, a little skip in her step as she reached the second floor landing. The corners of her lips curled into a smirk she didn’t bother hiding. She moved straight past her own room and knocked once before pushing open the door to Quinn’s.

Her older sister sat at her desk with one leg curled under her, flipping through a makeup magazine. She turned toward the door as Riley stepped in.

“Well?” Quinn asked, eyes narrowing with interest.

Riley leaned against the doorframe, arms folded with smug satisfaction. “Mom and I have a shopping trip planned for tomorrow after school.”

Quinn’s face lit up instantly. “No way.”

“Oh yeah. Makeup, dresses, the whole thing. I even said I wanted rose-scented shampoo.”

Quinn let out a laugh, shaking her head. “Wow. You really laid it on.”

“I sold it,” Riley said, proud. “She looked like she was trying not to cry.”

“Please tell me you hugged her.”

“I did. Gave her the whole ‘thanks for understanding me’ act. She’s probably downstairs texting Pinterest boards to her friends right now.”

Quinn grinned and tossed a pillow onto her bed. “Impressive.”

Riley raised an eyebrow. “You owe me. That was an Oscar-worthy performance.”

“You’re right,” Quinn admitted with a mischievous shrug. “Thanks, sis.”

There was a pause before Quinn added, “Should we tell Jeremy now or wait for tomorrow?”

Riley grinned. “Earlier makes him squirm longer.”

“Exactly what I was thinking.”

Riley pushed off the doorframe, and the two sisters walked side-by-side down the hallway like they owned the place.

“Just act casual,” Quinn whispered.

“I always do,” Riley whispered back, already suppressing a laugh.

This wasn’t just a shopping trip—it was part of the plan. And Phase Two was about to begin.

Jeremy sat stiffly on the edge of his bed, hands resting flat on the comforter, trying not to move more than absolutely necessary. The black satin dress—one of his mom’s old ones from the back of her closet—clung tightly to his frame. The spaghetti straps stayed up only because Quinn had pinned them slightly with tiny black safety pins. Underneath, he wore one of his mom’s old bras, stuffed full with rolled socks that shifted every time he inhaled too sharply. He kept trying not to breathe too hard.

His stepmom’s heels—surprisingly—fit perfectly. That somehow made it worse. Every step he’d taken in them earlier had made Quinn laugh and clap in delight, and he hated how well he’d balanced once he stopped overthinking it.

And now he sat there, lips smudged with too-red lipstick, eyeliner drawn just slightly too thick, hair parted awkwardly in the middle and clipped back with a pink barrette that Quinn had dug out of a junk drawer.

The door opened without a knock.

He jolted and looked up in panic, half-expecting Caroline.

Instead, it was Riley.

“Nice dress,” she said immediately, striding into the room like she owned it. Her smug grin was the same one she’d worn when she beat him at Mario Kart or found out he failed a pop quiz. Quinn followed right behind, arms folded, eyes already locked on the socks peeking slightly out of the top of the bra.

“Aww,” Quinn said, pretending to pout. “My little busty beauty’s getting lazy with her stuffing.”

Jeremy turned red. “She made me wear it,” he blurted. “It wasn’t my idea.”

“I know,” Riley said, brushing his protest off like it was background noise. “But you’re still wearing it.”

“I didn’t have a choice,” he snapped. “She threatened to show everyone that video of me modeling Mom’s clothes.”

“And you looked so confident in that floral skirt,” Quinn added with a grin.

Jeremy glared. “It was a joke! I was joking!”

“Maybe,” Riley said, circling slowly behind him. “But that walk was a little too natural.”

He spun around on the bed to face her, only to remember too late what that did to the way the dress rode up his legs. He scrambled to tug it back down, his blush spreading.

Riley smirked. “Anyway, I just came up to share the good news.”

“What now?” he muttered.

“I talked to Caroline,” she said casually. “Told her I’ve been thinking about trying to be more feminine. You know—exploring that side of myself.”

Jeremy narrowed his eyes. “You what?”

“I said I wanted to try makeup, heels, perfume. She practically melted,” Riley said, pacing slowly in front of him now. “She’s always wanted a girly girl. She offered to take me shopping after school tomorrow.”

Quinn let out a short laugh. “Did you cry?”

“Almost,” Riley said proudly. “I told her I’d been keeping it bottled up. That I was nervous about how people would react. She hugged me. Hugged me. Said she’d help however she could.”

Jeremy stared at her like she was speaking another language. “But… you hate that stuff.”

“Exactly,” Riley said, crouching slightly to meet his eyes. “But you don’t.”

“I do!” he said instantly.

“No,” she said with mock sweetness. “You like trying on dresses. And bras. And makeup, even if you suck at it. And guess what? You’re lucky. You’ve got a step-sister who’s your exact size.”

Jeremy blinked.

“That shopping trip tomorrow?” Riley said, standing back up. “Isn’t for me. It’s for you.”

Jeremy’s mouth dropped open.

“I’m going to pick out a foundation that actually matches your skin,” she continued. “Lipstick that won’t bleed onto your teeth. Maybe a peachy one. I think you’d look good in coral.”

“Stop it,” Jeremy muttered, looking away.

“I’m thinking a couple flirty tops, some skirts with stretch waistbands—easier to zip you into—and definitely more bras. Ones with actual padding so I don’t have to keep watching you bounce around with socks stuffed into mom’s underwear.”

Jeremy tried to cover his chest with his arms.

“And shoes, obviously,” Riley added, nodding. “Maybe a cute pair of kitten heels to start. You’re surprisingly graceful in mom’s stilettos, though. I was impressed.”

“This is insane,” Jeremy said quietly.

“It’s happening,” Quinn said. “She’s going tomorrow. And everything she buys? It's going in your drawer.”

“I don’t have a drawer—”

“You will,” Riley interrupted. “Top one in your dresser. We already cleared it.”

“You what?!”

Riley ignored the outburst, turning back to Quinn. “We’ll have to try everything on him when I get home. Caroline thinks it’s all for me, so I’ll bring it up in a big pink bag with hearts and tissue paper.”

Quinn nodded. “Let’s make sure we film the makeover. Could be useful.”

Jeremy stood up. “You can’t—!”

“Oh, I can,” Riley said calmly. “Because all I have to do is show Caroline that video of you spinning in her peacoat like a fashion model. You know, the one where you said, ‘Does this make me look chic or just French?’”

Jeremy’s entire face turned crimson.

“Now be a good girl,” Riley said, brushing invisible lint off his shoulder, “and sit back down before you fall over in those heels.”

Jeremy sat.

Defeated.

The door shut behind them, leaving him in silence.

And socks.

And a bra.

And a black dress that, despite everything, fit… alarmingly well.

Jeremy barely had time to react before Quinn stepped behind him and unzipped the black satin dress. The fabric loosened around his frame, slipping lower, exposing the edge of the old bra stuffed with rolled-up socks. He stiffened, grabbing at the dress instinctively.

“I want you to take a shower,” Quinn said calmly, her voice cool and firm, like she was reading off a list. “While you’re in there, wash your hair with my shampoo and rinse with my conditioner. It’s time we started taking care of your hair.”

Jeremy looked back at her, confused and panicked. “Wait—why?”

“Because I said so,” Quinn replied. “And after that, you’re going to shave. Your chest. And your legs.”

“What?!” Jeremy stepped back. “You’ve got to be kidding!”

Riley, who had been lounging against the wall with her arms crossed, perked up. “Oh, she’s not.”

Jeremy turned to her. “I don’t even want to wear this stuff! This isn’t me! I never asked for any of this!”

“No,” Riley said, pushing off the wall and walking toward him, “but maybe you should’ve thought about that before you let Quinn film you modeling Mom’s clothes and twirling like you were on a runway.”

“I was joking!” Jeremy snapped. “It was a dumb moment!”

“Dumb or not,” Quinn said, stepping forward again, “it’s on video. And unless you want your friends seeing how good you looked in that pencil skirt, I’d suggest you stop whining and start scrubbing.”

Jeremy swallowed hard.

“This is messed up,” he mumbled.

“No,” Riley said with a smile, “this is discipline. Consider it… behavior correction.”

“And besides,” Quinn added, tugging the dress down to his waist, “we’re just getting started. If you think a bra and one of Mom’s old dresses is the end of this, you’re in for a surprise.”

Jeremy’s voice cracked. “You said just once—just for the video—”

“I said wear the dress or we post the video,” Quinn corrected. “And now that we’ve seen how well you clean up, we’ve decided you’re going to do a little more.”

Riley chuckled. “It’s honestly a favor. We don’t even have proper stuff yet. We’re just tomboys with a few old lipsticks and some hand-me-downs. But tomorrow…” She smiled wide. “Tomorrow I go shopping.”

Jeremy blinked. “You’re actually going?”

Riley gave him a smug look. “Told Caroline I want to explore my feminine side. Dresses, perfume, a little makeup—maybe some heels. She practically cried.”

“She bought it?” he asked.

“She loved it,” Riley said. “She thinks she’s finally getting her girly girl. Joke’s on her—everything I pick out is going in your drawer.”

Jeremy’s stomach dropped. “You can’t be serious…”

“Oh, I’m dead serious,” she said. “We’ll have a proper wardrobe soon. Stuff that actually fits. Styles that flatter. Colors that pop.”

Quinn nodded. “And now that we’re starting your hair and skin routine, it’s going to be so much easier to make you look… convincing.”

“I don’t want to look convincing!” Jeremy shouted.

“Then don’t,” Quinn said simply. “Just know the second you stop cooperating, that video goes out. I still have it on standby, labeled ‘Jeremy’s runway debut.’ Want to test me?”

Jeremy’s mouth opened, then shut again.

“Didn’t think so,” she said, brushing her hands together. “Now go. Shower. Shampoo. Conditioner. Then shave every inch of that chest and those legs.”

“And don’t miss behind the knees,” Riley added with a smirk. “That’s how amateurs get caught.”

Jeremy clutched the dress and stormed toward the door, muttering to himself. Just before he stepped out, Riley called after him in a sing-song voice.

“Don’t take too long, Sugarplum. Dinner’s almost ready.”

Quinn grinned. “And when you’re all smooth, we’ll help you pick out something nice to wear while we eat.”

Jeremy didn’t answer. The door clicked shut behind him.

The sisters looked at each other and laughed.

Riley grinned. “He really thought he was getting out of this.”

Quinn shrugged. “He’ll learn. Eventually.”

Jeremy stood in the shower, letting the water stream down his body while the can of pink shaving cream sat accusingly on the edge of the tub. His reflection stared back at him in the foggy mirror above the sink, smudged makeup still clinging around his eyes in faint, raccoon-like rings. His chest itched where the straps of the bra had been.

This was insane.

He reached for the razor, then hesitated. Again.

How did it come to this?

His mind drifted back to last Saturday. It had started like any other dumb sibling fight—Riley had stolen the remote and refused to give it back. He’d stormed into the living room, shouting about how it was his turn. She just rolled her eyes, lounging on the couch in gym shorts and a hoodie like she didn’t have a care in the world.

When he tried to grab the remote, she lunged. The two of them ended up rolling across the floor in a full-on wrestling match.

He should’ve won. He almost had the upper hand—until Riley got her arm around his neck and twisted his other arm behind his back. Jeremy had yelped in pain, flailing as she cinched the hold tighter.

"Say it," she'd hissed in his ear.

"No way!"

"Say it, Sissy."

She’d wrenched his arm just a little more. It didn’t hurt much. Not physically. But her smirk—that lazy, taunting grin—had done more damage than a hundred noogies ever could.

“I’m a sissy,” he’d grunted, face mashed into the carpet.

“Louder.”

“I’m a sissy!”

“And?”

Jeremy had squeezed his eyes shut and said the words he would’ve died to keep inside:
“I live to wear dresses so boys will like me. I want to be a cheerleader at your soccer games and your basketball games. I want to bounce and smile and wave my pom-poms.”

The shame had hit him like a truck. He didn’t realize until it was over that Quinn had been filming the entire thing from the doorway.

That video changed everything.

By Monday, they had him trying on their mom’s old clothes—a floral-print sundress, a pencil skirt with a tucked-in blouse, a silky nightgown that clung to his skin in a way that made them laugh and coo. Quinn had applied the first layer of lipstick herself, swiping it across his trembling lips like she was frosting a cake.

Now he was stuck.

The video of him squealing about pom-poms and boys could ruin him. One click from Quinn, and everyone at school would know what he’d said—and see just how convincingly he’d worn that sundress.

They called him Princess now. Not just as a joke, but like it was a fact. A role. A new title.

And the worst part?

They knew he hated it.

That just made it more fun.

With a grimace, Jeremy finally squirted the shaving cream into his palm and lathered up his chest. The razor made soft scraping sounds as he worked, wiping away the thin patchy hairs that used to be there. Then came his legs, where he struggled to avoid nicks as the water grew cooler.

By the time he finished and toweled off, he was smooth from collarbone to ankle. He didn’t feel clean. He felt exposed.

He dried his hair quickly, trying to scrub the faint floral scent of Quinn’s conditioner out of his mind. The bottle had a little cartoon of a coconut with a face on it. Even that seemed like a taunt.

Back in his room, he didn’t hesitate. He threw open the bottom drawer and grabbed a pair of jeans and a hoodie—something ordinary. Something safe. Something his.

The dress was still lying on his bed, folded with deceptive care.

He ignored it.

Underwear. Socks. T-shirt. Hoodie. Jeans. Sneakers. Layers of armor to cover the soft, freshly-shaved skin.

He glanced in the mirror. No trace of the dress, the bra, or the eyeliner.

And yet…

He knew. Quinn and Riley knew. And they were just getting started.

He was their Princess now, whether he liked it or not.

And they loved that he didn’t.

Dinner was difficult.

Jeremy sat rigidly at the table, his legs itchy under his jeans, his newly smooth skin still tingling from the shower. Every time his freshly shaven legs brushed against the denim, it reminded him that underneath the clothes, he was no longer himself. Or at least not the version of himself he recognized.

Caroline had made baked ziti, garlic bread, and a Caesar salad. She was in a good mood—brimming with that soft glow she always had when she felt like the family was “bonding.” She refilled everyone’s glasses and smiled at Riley like they shared a secret.

“So,” she said brightly, “I’ve been thinking about our little outing tomorrow, Riley.”

Jeremy felt the knot in his stomach tighten.

Riley didn’t even pretend to be shy about it. She looked across the table, straight at him, eyes locked like a sniper’s scope. “Me too.”

Caroline smiled. “Is there anything in particular you want to look for? I know you mentioned makeup and dresses—”

“Oh, yeah,” Riley said, picking up her fork but keeping her gaze on Jeremy. “I was thinking maybe something pastel. Like a soft lavender sundress, or maybe something floral and flouncy. Something that really makes me feel pretty.”

Jeremy stared down at his food.

“And I’d love to try on some heels,” Riley continued. “Something with a strap, so I feel secure. Ooh, and maybe a padded bra—one that gives me just the right lift, you know?”

Caroline beamed. “Of course, sweetheart. I’ll take you to that boutique near the food court—they have great starter kits for teens.”

Jeremy’s face was burning.

Riley wasn’t done.

“Oh!” she added, voice full of fake delight. “And maybe a few hair accessories. Something sparkly, or maybe bows. Nothing too childish, though. Just cute.”

Quinn took a bite of salad, watching the exchange with amusement.

“Honestly,” Riley said sweetly, “I’d love to come home and just spend the evening trying everything on. Maybe even do a little fashion show.”

Caroline laughed, completely charmed. “You sound like you’ve really thought this through.”

Riley glanced sideways at Jeremy again and smiled. “Oh, I’ve been thinking about this for a while.”

Caroline turned to Quinn. “What about you, hon? Want to come with us? We could make it a girls’ trip.”

Quinn didn’t hesitate. “Nah, you know I don’t like all that girly stuff.”

Caroline nodded, unsurprised. “Fair enough.”

Then, with the most casual tone in the world, Quinn added, “You should ask Jeremy.”

Jeremy’s head snapped up. “What?!”

Caroline blinked, amused. “Jeremy? You want to tag along?”

He opened his mouth, no words coming out. Riley leaned forward just slightly.

“I mean,” she said, barely suppressing a grin, “you do have opinions on dresses. You’ve seen a lot of them lately, right?”

Quinn snorted into her water glass.

Jeremy scrambled to recover. “N-no. I’m good. Definitely not my thing.”

Caroline chuckled. “Alright, alright. Just figured I’d ask.”

He stabbed at his food with a fork he wasn’t hungry to use.

Riley leaned back in her chair, looking satisfied. “It’s going to be so fun.”

Jeremy didn’t answer. But he could still feel her eyes on him, like she was already picturing how tomorrow’s shopping bags would look piled on his bed.

***

Riley stepped out of the car with a bounce in her step and a canvas tote bag slung over her shoulder. The spring afternoon was warm, sunlight glinting off the polished windows of the suburban mall. Caroline, cheerful as ever, locked the car and fell into step beside her.

“I’m really proud of you for opening up to me,” Caroline said warmly. “This kind of thing can be scary to admit, but I want you to know I’m here for you.”

“I know,” Riley said, smiling up at her. “I just… I think I’ve been keeping it all in for too long. I want to feel pretty for once. Like, really pretty.”

Caroline gave her a maternal smile and linked arms with her. “Let’s fix that today.”

They started in the makeup aisle at the department store. Riley played the part perfectly—wide-eyed, curious, even asking for tips about shades and tones. But every product she reached for had Jeremy’s face in her mind.

A soft pink lipstick—just sheer enough to show off a natural pout. Something that would look adorably humiliating smeared on her stepbrother’s lips.

A peachy blush compact. “This one looks subtle, right?” she asked innocently, turning the case over. “It’s kind of… sweet.”

Mascara, eyeliner, and a pack of cosmetic sponges followed.

Next, the perfume counter.

“I don’t want anything too mature,” Riley said, biting her lip for effect. “Something youthful. Flirty.”

Caroline nodded in approval. They spritzed tester strips until they found the perfect one—light and sugary, with notes of vanilla and strawberry.

“Oh my god,” Riley said, fanning it in front of her nose. “This one is so me.”

It wasn’t. But it would cling to Jeremy’s skin like a neon sign.

They moved on to clothing next. Caroline steered them toward a trendy boutique with racks of junior-sized dresses, bright displays, and upbeat music.

Riley made a show of scanning the hangers thoughtfully.

She picked out a white halter sundress with tiny cherries all over it—short, playful, and the kind of thing Jeremy would never willingly wear. Which made it perfect.

“Oh, this one’s cute,” she said. “You don’t think it’s too… young, do you?”

Caroline shook her head. “Not at all! It’s fun! You should try it on.”

Riley nodded, then added a lilac mini skirt with pleats, and a baby pink top with puffed sleeves and a little bow at the collar.

She kept picking items in their shared size. Fitted tops. Lightweight bras with subtle padding. A few camisoles. Caroline offered to help her pick the right panties, and Riley, blushing just enough to sell the act, let her.

They went with bikini cuts in pastels and florals—soft lace, tiny bows, silky material. Every pair made Riley picture Jeremy squirming as he stepped into them.

By the time they reached the shoe store, Caroline was beaming.

“You’re glowing,” she said as Riley tried on a pair of nude kitten heels.

“They’re… comfy,” Riley lied, wobbling slightly. “Not too high.”

“They’re a great beginner pair,” Caroline said. “You’ll get the hang of it.”

Riley smiled. Jeremy would get the hang of it.

They grabbed a pair of black ballet flats and strappy silver sandals, too. All size nine.

Their last stop was a beauty store, where Riley carefully picked out a brush set, a rose-scented body wash, cucumber toner, a bubblegum pink nail polish, and a glittery lip gloss that would look ridiculous on a boy trying not to cry.

When they got back in the car, the backseat was filled with bags—neatly folded tissue paper peeking from each one.

Caroline sighed contentedly as she turned the key in the ignition. “Today was special. I’m really glad you wanted this.”

Riley looked out the window and smiled faintly. “Me too.”

She couldn’t wait to get home.

Because every bag they carried?

Was for Jeremy.

Jeremy sat stiffly on the edge of his bed, arms crossed and eyes narrowed at the mountain of pastel shopping bags Riley had dumped onto the comforter. He hadn’t seen the tags yet, but he didn’t need to. The look on her face—and Quinn’s smirk from the doorway—told him everything he needed to know.

“I told you we’d have fun,” Riley said, reaching into the first bag. “You should’ve seen Mom. She was glowing the whole time. I told her I wanted to feel more girly, and she practically shoved her wallet at me.”

Quinn walked over and flopped onto his desk chair, spinning once before propping her feet up on the edge of his dresser. “She’s going to be gone all day tomorrow, by the way. Dad too. Which means…”

“A full day of dress-up,” Riley finished, pulling out a folded white sundress covered in tiny cherries. “Isn’t it darling?”

Jeremy didn’t answer. He stared at the dress like it was a snake.

“Don’t worry,” Riley said, pulling out a hanger with a baby-pink top and a lilac pleated skirt. “You’ll get a turn to try them all on. We’ll start early. Hair, makeup, matching underwear—we’ll even let you pick which shoes make you feel prettiest.”

“I don’t want to feel pretty,” Jeremy muttered.

Riley ignored him and kept unpacking. “That’s okay. We want you to. That’s what matters.”

Jeremy’s stomach turned as more items appeared: a floral bra and panty set, sheer white knee-high socks with ruffled trim, a soft padded training bra, and a little container of rose-scented body butter.

“You went all out,” Quinn said, impressed.

“Of course,” Riley replied. “Our Princess deserves the best.”

Jeremy clenched his jaw. “I’m not your—”

“Don’t,” Quinn interrupted. “We already went over this. You want to keep your social life intact? Then you’re our Princess.”

Riley reached into the last bag and pulled out a small bottle of glittery bubblegum-pink nail polish.

“And speaking of royalty,” she said, unscrewing the cap with a little flourish, “I think it’s time we gave your toes a proper makeover.”

Jeremy flinched. “What? No. You said not until tomorrow.”

“Oh, we’re not doing the full outfit tonight,” Riley said, smiling sweetly. “We’ll save the clothes for when we have the whole day. But we can definitely get a head start on your toes.”

“No way,” he said. “Absolutely not.”

“Shoes and socks,” Quinn said lazily, pointing at his feet. “Off. Now.”

Jeremy didn’t move.

Riley crouched in front of him, still holding the polish. “Don’t make this difficult.”

“I’m not letting you paint my toes!”

Quinn sighed, standing and walking over. “Fine. Then we’ll do your fingers too. That way you’ll have to explain it at school.”

Jeremy’s eyes widened. “What?! No! You can’t!”

“Sure we can,” she said with a shrug. “Bright pink on all ten fingers. Or you can take the deal and just do your toes.”

He looked from one girl to the other, panicking. “I don’t want either!”

“Then beg,” Quinn said, folding her arms. “Beg me to paint your toes. Tell me how much you need me to do it. And you better grovel like you mean it, or those fingers are getting two coats.”

Jeremy’s face burned. “I can’t…”

“Then it’s your fingers,” Quinn said, turning toward the dresser where the polish sat.

Jeremy’s voice cracked. “Wait! Fine. I’ll do it. Just not my hands.”

Quinn raised an eyebrow.

“I mean…” He looked down. Then, slowly, painfully, he slid off his shoes and peeled off his socks, revealing pale, unkempt feet.

He didn’t look at them as he knelt in front of Quinn, head bowed slightly.

“Please,” he said quietly. “Please paint my toes.”

Quinn crossed her arms. “That’s not groveling.”

Jeremy shut his eyes. “Please, Quinn… I’m begging you. Please don’t paint my fingers. I—I need you to do my toes instead. I… I deserve it.”

She stepped forward. “Keep going.”

Jeremy swallowed, his voice trembling. “I’m your Princess. I should have pretty toes. Please… please make them pretty.”

Quinn turned to Riley. “What do you think? Acceptable?”

Riley smiled wide. “That’ll do.”

She popped open the nail polish with a snap. “This is going to look so cute with your sandals.”

Jeremy didn’t answer. He just sat there on the carpet, ankles crossed, as Riley took his first foot and began brushing on the glittery pink lacquer.

Quinn took out her phone and started filming.

Just for personal use—for now.

Jeremy had barely stirred when he heard the front door shut downstairs. The faint sound of the car pulling out of the driveway followed. A moment later, footsteps thundered up the stairs.

His eyes opened—too late.

His bedroom door flew open, banging into the wall as Riley and Quinn charged in. Jeremy sat up in a panic just as Riley dove onto the bed like a linebacker, landing squarely on top of him and pinning him under the covers.

“Morning, Princess,” she sang, grinning down at him.

“Get off!” Jeremy barked, thrashing beneath the blankets. He twisted hard, trying to roll her off him, but Riley easily kept him trapped under the sheets, her knees pinning his legs while she pressed his shoulders back against the mattress.

“You don’t get to fight today,” she said, tightening her grip. “We warned you yesterday. Mom and Dad are gone all day. This is our day.”

“Let me up!” Jeremy shouted, struggling harder.

Riley leaned in close, her smile hardening. “Keep it up, and I’ll twist your arm like last time. You remember what you said then, right? Want a repeat performance?”

He froze.

Behind her, Quinn stepped calmly to the foot of the bed and began laying out folded clothes like she was preparing for a photo shoot.

Jeremy’s breath caught.

There it was: pale pink panties trimmed in lace, a matching padded bra, and a carefully folded outfit—a white pleated miniskirt, a peach camisole top with thin straps, and a lavender cardigan. Quinn added nude pantyhose and white strappy sandals next to it all.

“No. No way,” Jeremy said immediately. “I’m not wearing that.”

Riley shifted her weight slightly, making him grunt under the pressure. “You want to test us?”

“You said—this was just a one-time thing!”

“No,” Quinn said, speaking up for the first time. “What we said is, you wear what we tell you… or we send the videos.”

Jeremy turned his head toward her, eyes wide. “You wouldn’t—”

“We already have two,” she said, folding her arms. “And trust me, that’s just the beginning.”

“You can’t keep doing this to me!” he growled, trying again to buck Riley off.

Riley grabbed his wrist and gave it a light twist—enough to send a jolt of pressure through his shoulder.

“Say that again,” she warned, eyes narrowing.

Jeremy winced. “Okay! Okay, stop!”

She held his eyes for a moment longer, then slowly let go and climbed off the bed.

“Ten minutes,” Quinn said, walking toward the door. “If you’re not dressed by then, we’ll come back and help.”

Jeremy sat up, rubbing his arm and glaring at the floor. He didn’t respond as the door clicked shut behind them.

The room fell silent.

Jeremy stared at the outfit at the foot of his bed, his stomach turning. This wasn’t like the old dress from their mom’s closet. These were real clothes. Girly, youthful, and his exact size.

He wanted to tear them in half. He wanted to scream.

But he didn’t.

He started with the bra. The straps settled on his shoulders without slipping. The padding gave him the faint illusion of curves he didn’t want. The panties were soft, snug, and impossibly humiliating. They fit perfectly.

He avoided looking in the mirror.

Next came the pantyhose. Jeremy sat on the edge of the bed, fumbling with the delicate material. His hands were clumsy and unsure as he guided them up his legs, bit by bit. The nylon clung to his freshly shaved skin, smooth and unfamiliar.

When he looked down, he saw his pink-painted toes beneath the sheer fabric.

It was the worst part. The polish had dulled slightly overnight, but it shimmered again under the nylon, faintly glittery and unmistakably girlish.

He pulled the cami over his head, adjusting the straps awkwardly, then slid the cardigan on. The miniskirt was last. It flared lightly at the bottom and settled at his hips with humiliating ease.

He stood.

And stared.

Not at the clothes, but at the version of himself reflected back in the mirror.

With his body hair gone, his skin smooth, and the fit of the outfit so exact, it looked… real. Believable.

He looked like a girl.

And worse—he knew Riley and Quinn had planned this. Every item. Every detail.

He wasn’t just trapped in their clothes anymore.

He was trapped in their design.

And they were just getting started.

To Be Continued


[image: ]


[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ][image: ]

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcE7.jpg
@ET A CANDY ARPRPLE CUSTON

Rates (This is for Works | can Publish):
6,000 words = $75

12,000 words = $145

18,000 words = $210

24,000 words = $270

30,000 words = $325






OEBPS/image_rsrcEB.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrcE9.jpg
TUNE INTO THE FEMINIZATION
BOUDOIR PODCAST
The Feminization Boudoir Podcast
features many of Candy Apple Press’s
hottest stories read by some of the
sexiest and most dominant women on

the internet as well as interviews and
other bonus content. It's available wher-
g ever you listen to podcasts and easy to

find with a simple google search or go to
https://podcasters.spotify.com/pod/show/kylie-gable






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcEA.jpg
JOIN MY PATREON PAGE

oatreon

My patreon page has been going strong since the end
of 2017 and it’s not really meant to make me money,
but to be a source of communication with my very best
customers. Subsciptions are as little as $1 per month
and you will get way more than that in free and
sometimes exclusive content. | know this isn’t for
everybody, but I really want to make it even more of a
communication tool. There are also $5 and $10 tiers,
but those members get things like Folios and
collections. The archive alone is really worth checking
out.

https://www.patreon.com/KylieGable






OEBPS/image_rsrcE8.jpg
FEMINIZATION BOUDOIR PREMIUM

https://podcasters.spotify.com/pod/show/kylie-gable4/subscribe

If you enjoy stories of female (New] Mmﬂ {udios]
domination and feminization (usually (EveryXSundayjNight]

forced) then please consider

subscribing to our premium podcast.
I have been uploaded new episodes Overd/SiHourslof]

every week since March of 2023 and [Content]
there are over 70 audios narrated not

by Al, but by some of the sexiest

female narrators that you’ll ever find Si5[EergMonth]
on the internet. )

I love the free podcast, but if we put

anything too sexy on it, we run the BOUDOIR
risk of getting our account pulled.

The premium podcast provides full

length audios with all the good parts

for one low subscription price.






OEBPS/image_rsrcE6.jpg
CANDY APPLE SHORTS'
Toathty I

College is ideal for forced feminization stories because it
combines freedom with vulnerability. Characters are 18 or
older, living without parents, but still not tied down by full-
time careers. That flexibility makes it easy to orchestrate elab-
orate training, blackmail, and transformation without the real-
world consequences of adulthood.

Schedules are loose, weekends are long, and there is room
for daily control. Makeovers, wardrobe checks, and humiliat-
ing tasks would be impossible in a workplace but work per-
fectly on a college campus. Image also matters more than
ever. Social standing, group chats, and social media turn
even minor threats of exposure into powerful leverage.At its
core, college is about identity. It is a time of exploration, inse-
curity, and peer pressure, all of which add fuel to feminization
fiction. Whether the characters resist or begin to embrace
their new roles, the stakes feel real.






