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Amber stood at the sink rinsing the last of the plates, the warm water fogging slightly against his chest where the thin white top clung to the small but unmistakable swell of his developing breasts. The skirt Sarah had chosen for him tonight, a flirty little thing that barely covered the tops of his thighs, swayed each time he shifted his weight in the tall heels she insisted he wear around the apartment. He scrubbed and rinsed and stacked automatically, the motions now as familiar to him as the name she used for him.

From the couch, his former girlfriend, now mistress, called out, “Come here when you’re done, Amber.”

“Yes, mistress,” he answered without thinking, the words leaving his lips as automatic as breathing. He paused for a moment when he realized how natural it had become. A year ago, he would have stumbled over that name, protested, argued. Now it simply slipped out, quiet and obedient, like it had always belonged to him.

When the dishes were finally set to dry, he dried his hands, smoothed the front of his skirt, and crossed the room carefully on his heels. She patted the spot beside her. Amber eased down in the most ladylike way he could, folding his legs together, tugging the skirt into place, keeping his back straight the way she wanted.

She studied him with a soft, almost proud smile. “You know something? I am really proud of how far you’ve come.”

His cheeks warmed. He looked down at his hands in his lap. “Thank you, mistress.”

“It’s time,” she said gently, “for you to put those skills to use.”

His head lifted, confusion flickering in his eyes. “What do you mean?”

“My friends and I are having a Friendsgiving on Wednesday,” she said. “At Sabrina’s place. And you will be our sissy maid for the night. You will help prep and cook the food, serve it, refill drinks, clean up afterward, all of it.”

Amber’s breath was suddenly uneasy. “Please, mistress, no. Please, not in front of them.”

Her tone stayed calm and certain. “My decision is final, Amber. You’ve come so far already. You are literally a girl now, look at those boobs. You have been my sissy for a year, and it’s time you put your skills to good use.”

His entire body tensed. A tremor moved through him, subtle at first, then stronger as the reality sank in. He could already imagine their eyes on him, their laughter, their whispers, the heat rising in his face as he curtsied and served them like the maid he had been trained to be. His stomach fluttered with dread and helpless anticipation.

He lowered his gaze again, trembling softly, knowing the humiliation was coming and knowing there was no escape from it.

By Wednesday evening, Amber stood in front of the bedroom mirror, hardly recognizing the figure staring back at him. The blonde wig his mistress had chosen for him rested perfectly around his shoulders, long, glossy, and styled with soft curls that framed his face in a way that made his features look even more delicate. His makeup looked unnervingly professional. He had spent almost an hour following her instructions step by step until the reflection showed a smooth foundation, soft pink blush, succulent red lips, and dark, feminine eyes framed by long lashes that fluttered when he blinked.

His nails matched the look exactly. She had sent him to get them done earlier that afternoon, insisting on a salon appointment rather than letting him paint them at home. Now they were long, almond-shaped, and coated in shiny pink polish that sparkled brightly under the bedroom lights. Every gesture he made felt different with them. Fragile. Decorative. Pretty.

The outfit itself was unmistakable: a short black French maid dress trimmed in white lace, fitted snugly across his chest with a neckline that showcased the soft swell of his developing breasts. Puffy sleeves sat perfectly on his slender arms, and the crisp white apron tied tightly around his narrow waist only emphasized the growing curve of his hips. The tiny skirt, lined with lace at the hem, flared out flirtatiously whenever he moved, barely covering him at all.

He was keenly aware of the sexy white lingerie beneath it, feeling the lacey fabric hug his hips and chest underneath the fitted bodice. The contrast between the delicate white lace and the glossy black dress made him feel even more exposed and feminine. His legs looked impossibly slender above the very high black heels she insisted he wear, heels that kept his posture straight and his movements careful. His boobs looked fuller inside the tight top of the dress, his cleavage subtly framed by the lace trim.

He clutched the matching purse she gave him, holding it lightly with manicured fingers the way she had taught him. When he shifted his weight, the heels clicked against the hardwood floor. The sound still startled him. It always reminded him of what he was becoming.

He swallowed, watching his own nervous expression in the mirror. This was really happening. He was dressed as her sissy maid for Friendsgiving. Her friends would see him like this. They would watch him serve, cook, bend, clean, and curtsy. They would see every change the hormones had made to his body, every bit of softening of his face, every trace of the feminization she had guided so deliberately.

He exhaled softly, the breath trembling.

The bedroom door opened behind him.

Sarah stepped inside, her eyes roaming over him with a pleased, approving smile. “All ready, sissy?”

Amber’s throat tightened. He forced himself to meet her gaze in the mirror. “Yes, mistress,” he whispered, anxious and resigned.

She came up behind him, resting a hand lightly on his hip as she examined him like he was a project she had meticulously shaped. He felt a wave of heat climb up his neck, the humiliation settling deeper as her proud smile deepened.

He lowered his gaze again.

A year. Just a year. That was all it had taken for her to push him this far along the path she had chosen for him. To undo his manhood. A year of little changes that became bigger ones. A year of skirts instead of shorts, panties instead of boxers, heels instead of sneakers. A year of new routines, new rules, and a new name. A year of hormones that slowly softened him, grew him, reshaped him. A year of training in how to sit, how to walk, how to serve, how to behave.

A year of losing pieces of the man he used to be until all that remained was the sissy in the mirror.

And now he stood here, dressed like this, waiting to be taken to her friends as her sissy maid.

He trembled again, clutching the purse a little tighter, unable to decide whether the feeling inside him was dread or anxiety.

Amber sat rigidly in the passenger seat while Sarah drove, his hands folded carefully in his lap like the demure little lady he had been trained to be. The heels forced his knees close together, making his posture prim and feminine even without trying. The gentle sway of the car made his earrings brush lightly against his wig, tiny reminders of exactly what he looked like.

Sarah was dressed simply but beautifully, wearing a floral midi dress that moved softly each time she shifted. Her makeup was light and natural. She looked appropriate for someone heading to a casual holiday gathering. He looked like someone being brought to entertain at a bachelor party.

She glanced at him, amused by the tension written across his posture. “If you’re a good girl today,” she said, voice light and teasing, “maybe I’ll let you out of your cage later. If your little thingy even works anymore.”

Amber’s cheeks flushed hot. He looked down at his knees, mortified. She was not wrong. The last few times that she had let him out of the cage, it had barely reacted at all. When it did, it was weak and soft, nothing like before, and each month of hormones had made it smaller. Softer. Less important. His body had slowly stopped feeling like a man’s body and had settled into something in between, something she shaped and controlled.

He swallowed, his nerves too high to answer. He simply nodded.

As the car rolled through quiet streets, he let his mind drift back. It was strange how all of this started. A little over a year ago, Sarah had convinced him to wear a dress for fun, just at home, just as a silly experiment. Then came the makeup. Then the nails. Then the heels. Then the new name. Then the blackmail. Then the punishments. Step by step until every part of his life shifted beneath him. Until he was no longer pretending for her amusement but living as her sissy full-time, trained, dressed, corrected, reshaped.

His stomach tightened as another memory surfaced, sharper and more painful.

The last time he had been exposed.

Sabrina, Ashley, and Reagan were sitting around the living room, wine glasses in hand, watching him with wicked amusement. They had giggled when he walked in. Teased his wig. Commented on the little swish of his skirt with every step he took. Spoke about him as if he were not there at all, like he was a decorative girl-shaped thing moving through the room.

He could still feel the humiliation of that night, serving them wine in the same tiny flared skirt he wore now, watching their smirks, hearing them ask Sarah whether he was still her boyfriend or just her sissy now. He had tried to keep his eyes down and do as he was told. They teased him relentlessly anyway. In truth, he wasn’t her boyfriend anymore, not really. He was simply her sissy.

His chest rose and fell a little faster at the memory.

Just as the thought reached its peak, Sarah pulled the car to a stop.

They were parked in front of Sabrina’s house. A few cars lined the driveway. Warm light spilled from the windows. Voices carried faintly through the walls.

Sarah unbuckled her seatbelt and opened her door, glancing over at him with a satisfied smile. “Let’s go, girly girl. You have work to do.”

Amber’s anxiety hit a peak, but he nodded and reached for his purse. His hand trembled as he opened the door and stepped out into the cool early-afternoon air, heels clicking on the pavement, knowing exactly what awaited him inside.

Amber followed closely beside Sarah as they walked up the short path to Sabrina’s front door. His heels clicked softly on the concrete, each sound a reminder of how helplessly feminine he looked. Sarah opened the door without knocking, stepping inside with cheerful confidence.

“We’re here,” she called.

Almost immediately, Sabrina, Ashley, Reagan, and another girl that Amber had never seen before appeared from the living room. All four of them descended on Sarah with excited greetings and warm hugs. Their voices were bright and bubbly, the energy high and playful.

Then their attention shifted to Amber.

The change was instant. Their voices softened, lilting, almost cooing, like they were greeting a little girl rather than a grown adult.

Amber curtsied automatically, the movement drilled into him over months of training. “Hi, Miss Sabrina. Hi, Miss Ashley. Hi, Miss Reagan.” He paused before the new girl, whom he had heard introduce herself as Maria, giving her a smaller curtsy. “Hi, Miss Maria.”

A chorus of delighted reactions erupted from them.

Sabrina clasped her hands over her mouth, grinning. “Oh my God, look at you.”

Ashley circled him once. “You’re getting prettier every time I see you.”

Reagan leaned in close, eyebrows lifted. “And look at these,” she said, giving a playful squeeze to the two growing breasts under his top. “They got bigger. I see someone’s been taking her girl juice.”

Amber’s face went hot. He felt the blood rush to his cheeks as each of them took a turn touching, teasing, and admiring him like he was a doll they dressed together.

Maria stepped in next. She was stunning, with dark hair, warm brown eyes, and a polished, confident style that made Amber feel even more childish by comparison. She studied him with open curiosity.

“So, you’re really a guy?” she asked, sounding genuinely shocked.

Amber lowered his eyes, exactly as he had been taught. “I am a sissy, Miss Maria.”

Maria let out a soft laugh. “I don’t believe it. You’re so feminine. You even have tits.”

Sarah chimed in, smiling proudly. “Show her how much of a sissy you are, Amber. Skirt up.”

Amber’s heart hammered, his cheeks reddening. “Mistress, please…” He knew begging never worked, but instinct pushed the words out anyway.

Sarah’s tone didn’t change. “Skirt up, princess. And panties down.”

He obeyed, trembling as he bent down and dropped his lacey white panties before lifting the little skirt high enough to reveal the tiny pink chastity cage that had become a permanent fixture on him. The room erupted instantly.

Sabrina nearly doubled over laughing. “It got even smaller since last time. Like way smaller.”

Ashley shook her head, amused. “Oh my God, this is so perfect. It must help you feel even more like a sissy.”

Reagan covered her mouth but couldn’t hide her grin. “That is honestly the smallest penis I have ever seen. If you could even call it that.”

Sarah interjected, a wicked grin tugging at the corners of her mouth. “She prefers clitty, actually. Makes her feel more feminine.” I did not prefer clitty.

Maria stared, stunned. “I didn’t even know it was possible for a peen…for a clitty to be that tiny.”

Sarah slid an arm casually around Amber’s waist, enjoying every second of it. “She has more estrogen in her body than testosterone now. It has been shrinking for months.” She smacked Amber’s butt, hard and loud, the sound echoing through the house. “You can drop your skirt and pull up your panties now, princess.”

Amber obliged quickly, heart pounding. Their laughter still echoed in his ears. Maria’s shocked expression. The bright, playful cruelty of the girls who already knew him. The weight of being displayed, emasculated, and mocked.

Sarah clapped her hands lightly. “Alright, girls. I’m sure Sabrina has work for her to do before the guests arrive.”

The four nodded and turned toward the kitchen.

Amber followed them, quiet and obedient, adjusting his purse on his shoulder as he walked. His heels clicked behind them while his cheeks still burned red. He knew the real humiliation tonight had not even begun yet.

In the kitchen, Sabrina took charge immediately, stepping close to Amber with an excited, hostess-like energy. She opened the oven with a flourish and pointed.

“Alright, sweetheart. First thing. I need you to check on the turkey every twenty minutes. Just a quick look. Make sure the skin is browning evenly, and nothing’s burning.”

Amber nodded, hands folded neatly in front of him. “Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

She gestured toward the counters. Everything had already been chopped, seasoned, and sorted into bowls and trays. “The side dishes are all prepped. You’ll be the one cooking them. The mashed potatoes, the green beans, the casserole, the stuffing, all of it. Nothing too hard. Honestly, you’re mostly here to do the kitchen grunt work, the cleaning, and the serving.”

Amber nodded again. The heels made him stand straighter than normal, giving the moment a strange, submissive formality.

“And when you’re finished with the cooking,” Sabrina continued brightly, “you’re going to set the table. Plates, silverware, napkins, glasses, the whole thing. Everything’s in the cabinets.”

His stomach tightened. “Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

She stepped closer, lowering her voice as if giving him a final secret instruction. “And whenever you hear the doorbell, you are to answer it immediately. Curtsy, introduce yourself all cutesy like you did before, offer to take their coat or purse, and ask if you can get them a drink. Understand?”

Amber swallowed. “Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

“Any questions?” she asked, eyes sparkling with amusement.

“No, Miss Sabrina.” He curtsied again, instinctively, exactly the way Sarah had drilled into him.

Sabrina let out a delighted squeal. “Oh my God, I love when you do that.” She gave him a playful smack on the butt and then a hug. “You’re such a good girl. I am so happy Sarah feminized you. This is so exciting.”

Amber forced a small smile even as humiliation burned through him. “Me too, Miss Sabrina.”

She exited the kitchen in a swirl of excitement, heading back to rejoin the others in the living room.

Amber was left alone with the counters, the oven, and the long list of tasks waiting for him. His heart pounded. His hands trembled slightly as he reached for the first saucepan, his polished nails catching the light.

Amber moved quickly through the kitchen, slipping into the rhythm Sabrina had laid out for him. He checked the turkey first, bending carefully at the knees to avoid flashing his delicate panties, though even that slight motion made the back of his satin maid dress creep upward. The fabric lifted just enough for him to feel air against the tops of his thighs, and he flushed at the thought of anyone seeing his panties during the party.

He stirred the green beans in a pan, reheated the premade stuffing, set the potatoes to boil, and transferred trays from counter to stove with careful, delicate movements. His heels forced him to take shorter steps, more graceful steps, exactly like Sarah had trained him on for months now. Each time he reached up for a pot or leaned forward over the counter, he could feel his growing boobs bouncing within the thin fabric of his bra. Their weight still startled him sometimes. They were not removable. Not pretend. They were his boobs. And between the push-up bra he was wearing and the low cut of his dress, his boobs were on full display.

He kept catching glimpses of himself reflected faintly in the oven door. The wig, the maid dress, the makeup, the little bounce of his breasts when he moved. It was surreal to see it all together. A year ago, he would have laughed at the idea that this was him. Now he lived it every single day.

He had just turned to start setting the table when the doorbell rang.

His stomach tightened.

He smoothed his skirt, steadied himself, and walked gracefully to the front door with practiced steps.

When he opened it, two girls stood there holding plastic containers of desserts. They were both pretty, clearly around his age, and dressed casually for the holiday gathering. Their eyes widened the moment they saw him.

“Oh my God,” one whispered, already giggling.

Amber curtsied deeply. “Welcome, ladies. I’m Amber.” His voice was soft, trained. “May I take your purses?”

They broke into laughter, half delighted, half disbelieving. “You’re adorable,” one said as they handed over their bags. “And you look so sexy in that dress.”

“Slutty,” the other chimed in, still giggling. “We’ll each take a martini.”

Amber nodded. “Yes, ladies.”

He carried their purses to the coat room, set them down gently, then hurried back to the kitchen. He made two martinis, careful not to spill a drop, then carried them out to the living room.

Sarah and the others were already chatting with the new arrivals.

Amber curtsied again. “Your drinks, ladies.”

They accepted the glasses, still smiling at him like they could not believe he was real.

Sarah looked up with a playful glint in her eyes. “Amber, Emily and Rachel here were just wondering how you like being a sissy.”

A wave of heat hit him instantly. His heartbeat quickened. He knew exactly what he had to say. There was a script for this. A truth she had shaped into him.

He lifted his chin slightly and spoke in the sweet, humble voice she trained him to use. “I love it, ladies. I get to feel like a princess and serve my queen every day. I am so glad Mistress Sarah showed me I am not a man and helped me embrace my true self.”

Emily and Rachel exchanged looks of disbelief and delight, gasping a little.

“That’s great, sissy,” Rachel said. “So do you like having boobs now?”

Laughter burst out from the other girls around the room.

Amber’s face went bright red. He touched his fingertips to his chest reflexively. “Um… I am still getting used to it, Miss Emily, but… they are nice. They definitely make me feel more like a girl.”

The living room erupted in laughter again, playful but merciless, each giggle slicing a little deeper into him.

Sabrina finally spoke up. “Alright, girls. Let her finish setting the table before the others arrive.”

Amber curtsied, head bowed. “Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

He turned and minced off toward the dining room, the heels forcing his hips to sway, his skirt brushing softly against his thighs. His cheeks were burning so hot he felt like he could glow.

Amber finished arranging the long dining table, smoothing the tablecloth and adjusting the plates and glasses until everything looked perfect. The warm glow of candles reflected off the silverware, creating a beautiful holiday atmosphere he could hardly appreciate. His satin maid dress brushed lightly against his thighs as he moved, and every step in his heels made his hips sway without his permission.

As soon as the table was done, he hurried back to the kitchen. The side dishes were simmering, browning, and finishing all at once. Between stirring, basting, and checking on the turkey, he kept having to rush out to greet arriving guests. The doorbell rang again and again, and every time he answered, he curtsied, introduced himself, took coats and bags, and offered drinks.

Each interaction blurred into a humiliating rhythm. Every new arrival gave the same reaction.

“Oh my god, look at you.”
“You’re precious.”
“So you’re the sissy Sabrina told us about?”
“I love your little outfit.”

Some even touched his hair, ran their hands along his satin dress, or complimented his boobs while giggling with their friends. Amber would curtsy, smile politely, and hurry their items to the coat room before returning to the stove, heart pounding.

Eventually, Sabrina walked in, leaning casually against the counter as she watched him juggle it all.

“How long until everything is ready?” she asked.

Amber checked the timer on the turkey, then glanced at the sides. “Five minutes, Miss Sabrina.”

“Perfect.” She stepped out to gather the girls, calling them into the dining room. A chorus of excited voices followed.

A few minutes later, she returned. “Everything ready?”

“Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

Her smirk widened. She was enjoying every bit of this. “Good. Then go tell the guys dinner is ready.”

Amber froze for a moment. The guys were in the living room watching football. He had greeted them earlier too, forced to curtsy in front of them while taking their jackets. They had laughed at the sight of him, rolled their eyes, and whispered crude jokes about him to each other. The idea of approaching them again made his stomach twist.

Still, he curtsied. “Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

He walked toward the living room, each step a click of heels that felt louder than before. His dress swished over his thighs. His breasts bounced softly under the satin top. He felt like the punchline of a joke he never agreed to be part of.

The men were still spread across the couches, drinks in hand, eyes on the TV. They all looked over when he appeared.

One grinned. “Hey, there she is. Sissy maid reporting for duty.”

Another smirked. “You didn’t come over here to flirt, did you? I know Sarah wants you working tonight.”

Amber blushed deeply and bowed his head. “Hi, gentlemen. Dinner is ready.”

They chuckled among themselves as they got up, not bothering to hide their amusement. One of them leaned in slightly as he passed, grabbing Amber’s ass, and murmured, “You look cute, by the way.”

Amber’s heart hammered in his chest. He stepped aside, letting them walk past him toward the dining room, their laughter echoing in his ears.

As soon as they were gone, he hurried back to the kitchen, cheeks burning. He gathered the platters and trays, trying to steady his breathing.

As Amber gathered the final dishes in the kitchen, arranging platters of stuffing and bowls of mashed potatoes, he felt Sarah come up beside him. Her perfume drifted over him, soft and feminine. She rested a hand on his lower back, guiding and inspecting his work like a proud owner.

“You’re doing great, sissy,” she murmured. “Everyone is talking about you.”

Amber felt his cheeks warm instantly. He lowered his eyes, fingers tightening around the platter he held. “Thank you, mistress.”

She smiled at his shyness, then took one of the trays from him. Together they carried everything into the dining room, where excited voices rose immediately.

“Oh wow, look at the food.”
“Seriously, this looks amazing.”
“Your sissy cooked all this?”
“She’s actually serving us? So cute!”

And beneath it all, laughter from the girls and mocking from the guys.

Amber tried his best to move gracefully, curtsying each time he set something down. His skirt flared slightly with every motion. His heels clicked rhythmically on the wood floor. His breasts shifted subtly as he leaned forward. The women drank in every detail, whispering and giggling like he was the cutest thing they had ever seen.

Once the last dish was set down, Sarah joined the others at the table and sat elegantly between Sabrina and Rachel. She glanced up at Amber with the casual authority of someone reminding a pet of its next command.

“Amber, please take drink orders.”

Amber curtsied. “Yes, mistress.”

He began at Sabrina’s end of the table.

“What can I get you, Miss Sabrina?”

She gave him a bright smile. “White wine, sweetheart. And keep it full.”

Next was Ashley, who smirked. “I’ll take a vodka cranberry, princess. And relax. You’re blushing like you’re about to faint.”

Reagan waved delicately. “Red wine, sissy. Something dry. And don’t spill. Your hands look a little shaky.”

Maria leaned forward, chin resting on her palm. “Martini for me. Make it nice and strong. You look adorable, by the way. You’re doing great.”

The comments around the table varied. Some playful. Some meaner.

“Try not to trip in those heels, bitch.”
“She’s shaking like a leaf.”
“Look at her curtsey, that’s precious.”
“Turn around, let me see the back of that dress again.”
“Does she actually like doing this?”
“She really does look like a girl.”

And a few rare compliments slipped in too.

“That dress is cute on you.”
“The wig looks so real, you should get your hair done like that for real.”
“You’re actually doing a really good job.”

Amber gathered all the orders with quiet “Yes, Miss” responses, then hurried back and forth between the kitchen and the table. The trips blurred together: martinis, wine refills, cocktails, beers for the guys scattered at their end of the table. Every time he bent slightly, his skirt lifted. Every time he stood straight, his breasts pushed forward. Every time he curtsied, someone snickered.

When the millionth drink was finally handed out, he stood at the edge of the table, breathing slowly to calm himself.

Sabrina dabbed her lips with a napkin, looked up at him with a satisfied little smile, and spoke with all the authority of someone used to being obeyed.

“Amber, go stand at attention in the corner until we need something. Hands behind your back. Eyes forward…Push your boobies out so the men have something to look at.”

Amber’s heart thumped hard as shame engulfed him.

He curtsied deeply. “Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

The entire table burst into laughter, delighted by both the curtsy and his unquestioning obedience.

Without hesitating, Amber turned and minced to the corner of the dining room. He placed his hands behind his lower back, straightened his posture, lifted his chin just enough to appear alert, pushed his chest forward, and stared ahead, cheeks hot, every muscle tense.

The room buzzed with conversation, jokes, and whispers.

And Amber stood silently in the corner like the sissy maid they had made him into.

Amber did not stay in the corner long. The table seemed to need constant refills, especially the men seated along the far side. Every few minutes, someone called “Amber” or snapped fingers jokingly, and he would hurry back across the room, heels tapping, skirt swishing, doing his best not to spill a drop.

The guys grew louder and rowdier as dinner went on and they drank more, tossing humiliating comments his way.

“Easy, princess, I know you’re excited to serve me, but you can slow down a bit.”
“Thanks, sissy. Question: When’s the last time you had a man’s drink?”
“Good girl, Amber.”

When Amber leaned forward to hand one guy a beer, he felt a large, strong hand slip under the back of his skirt and squeeze his pantied butt. He let out a girlish gasp and turned crimson red as the men snorted with laughter.

A few minutes later, when Amber came to refill water near the end of the table, one of the men hooked an arm around his waist and tugged him onto his lap. He felt the guy’s dick beneath him, not hard, but still far larger than anything he had ever had. “Excuse me, sir,” he muttered, flustered and humiliated, as he scrambled upright again. The guys laughed as Amber hurried away, burning with shame.

“You have a nice ass, sissy. I swear she was gyrating it a little for me.”

The women at the table giggled at Amber’s mortified reaction.

“Be nice to her,” Sabrina teased, “she’s trying her best.”

Ashley covered her mouth, amused. “She’s so easy to embarrass. Like she hasn’t accepted she’s a sissy yet.”

Amber kept going, cheeks blazing, collecting orders and bringing drinks as requested. His satin maid dress rode up whenever he reached across the table, his boobs on full display each time he bent over, and every bit of it drew more snickers and commentary.

When dinner wrapped up, the men drifted back to the living room to watch football again, leaving the women at the table, swirling their drinks and chatting.

Amber immediately began clearing everything. He stacked plates, gathered utensils, and collected napkins while the women continued their conversation openly, as if he were part of the furniture.

“Sarah, I swear she gets prettier every time I see her,” Ashley said.
“The hormones are working fast,” Reagan added. “Her face is so much softer now.”
Maria giggled. “Honestly, I keep forgetting she used to be a guy.”
Sabrina sipped her wine. “She’s got a better body than half the girls I know. I can tell the guys noticed it.”

Amber swallowed hard, carrying another stack of dishes toward the kitchen.

Then Sarah’s voice floated over the table, casual and unbothered. “She really has come a long way. And it’s nice having someone so helpful when I have company over. Especially when I’m busy entertaining.”

“Entertaining, huh?” Sabrina teased. “Your men, you mean.”

The women burst into laughter.

Amber froze for just a moment, a plate halfway to the sink. Shame coiled deep in his stomach. They all knew. They all talked about it. And he remembered vividly every time Sarah had hosted one of her much more masculine dates, the door opening, the introductions, Sarah telling him to bring drinks, to be polite, to curtsy, to stay out of the way, all while dressed exactly as he was tonight. He remembered the many nights when he lay awake in his girly bedroom, wearing one of his frilly nighties, listening to the thumping and moaning on the other side of the wall as Sarah had sex with a real man.

He forced himself to keep moving, placing the plate gently in the sink.

Their conversations continued in the background, all of it about him, around him, over him.

As if he weren’t even there.

Amber finished wiping down the counters, rinsing the last dish, and straightening the kitchen as quietly as he could. When he returned to the dining room, the women were still seated around the table with fresh drinks, chatting comfortably.

Sarah looked up at him with a smile that mixed pride with amusement. “Amber, honey, bring the men some more drinks. Then come sit with us for some girl talk.”

He curtsied immediately. “Yes, mistress.”

He took a few cold beers from the fridge, cracked them open, and arranged them neatly on a small tray. His heels clicked with every step as he made his way to the living room. The men barely acknowledged him. All eyes were fixed on the game.

Amber set each beer down gently in front of them, curtsying after each delivery. Most didn’t respond at all. One lifted a hand in vague thanks.

“Thanks, sissy,” he muttered, still staring at the screen.

Amber swallowed, cheeks warm, and returned to the dining room as quickly as he could without appearing to rush.

The women were waiting for him.

Sarah gestured to an empty chair beside her. “Come sit, princess. The ladies had some questions for you.”

Amber sat slowly, smoothing his skirt under him the way he had been taught and crossing his legs at the knee. His wig settled softly against his shoulders. His nails glittered against the tabletop.

Emily leaned forward first. “So, Amber… do you like Sarah’s boyfriends?”

Amber hesitated a fraction of a second. He knew the rules. He knew the answers expected of him. He nodded, voice soft and feminine. “Yes, Miss Emily.”

The girls giggled.

Maria jumped in next. “Then which one do you think is the cutest? Like, if you were gonna choose one of her guys to fuck you.”

Amber’s face flushed a deep pink. He squeezed his hands together in his lap. “Um… I suppose… Mike, the one with the brown hair, Miss Maria.”

Laughter rippled around the table.

Rachel smirked. “Aww, you hear that, Sarah? Your sissy has a type.”

Sarah grinned and patted Amber’s thigh in a patronizing, affectionate way. “She always has good taste.”

More questions followed, rapid and relentless.

“What’s your favorite makeup brand?”
“How do you feel around real men?”
“What’s the best part of being a sissy?”
“What’s the hardest part?”
“How long does your makeup take?”
“Do you like being dressed up every day?”
“Do you enjoy serving people?”

Amber answered every one with the same practiced mixture of obedience and enthusiasm. He blushed constantly, twisting slightly in his seat, but his tone stayed warm, polite, and eager. Every response had the cadence of something drilled into him, conditioned, reinforced.

“I love looking pretty.”
“I feel extra feminine around real men.”
“I like making Mistress Sarah proud.”
“Serving makes me feel special.”
“Makeup helps me express myself.”

The women exchanged knowing smiles, whispering comments to each other that Amber wasn’t meant to react to.

After nearly thirty minutes of this, Sabrina placed her hand on the table. “Alright, sweetheart. Go get the desserts ready and plate them nicely. We’re almost ready.”

Amber curtsied as he stood up from the chair. “Yes, Miss Sabrina.”

He smoothed his skirt and then hurried into the kitchen, where he arranged cakes, cookies, brownies, and pies onto serving plates. He carefully decorated each one, making them look as picture-perfect as he could. Then he carried the dessert trays back into the dining room.

Sarah gave him an affectionate smile. “Good girl.”

Amber glowed with a mixture of embarrassment and the small pride he was trained to feel when praised.

“Now,” Sarah continued, voice bright and amused, “go get the men, sissy. And remember to be extra sweet.”

Amber curtsied once again, cheeks warm. “Yes, mistress.”

He turned toward the living room, heels clicking softly, knowing another round of humiliation awaited him.

Amber fidgeted with his skirt as he walked into the living room, trying to make his voice as sweet as Sarah had trained him.

“Dessert is on the table, boys,” he said sweetly, giving a deep curtsy that made his cheeks burn.

A few of the men glanced over, amused.

One smirked. “What’s on the menu, girly boy?”

Amber stood straighter, swallowing any pride he had left. “Chocolate cake, pumpkin pie, and cookies, sir.”

They chuckled as they rose from their seats. Amber guided them toward the dining room, heels clicking behind them as they returned to the table. Soon, everyone was seated again, chatting casually while Amber stood in the corner, hands behind his back, waiting to be summoned.

For a few minutes, the conversation drifted between football, work, and holiday plans. Then, slowly, inevitably, as it always did, it shifted back to him.

One of the guys nodded toward Sarah. “Seriously, how did you make him so feminine? The voice, the posture… everything.”

Sarah laughed lightly, swirling her drink. “She wanted to be this feminine. Isn’t that right, sissy?”

Amber flushed instantly. He knew what he had to say. He curtsied from the corner. “Yes, mistress.”

The table giggled.

Another guy chimed in, grinning. “Don’t you want a real man, Sarah?”

The girls burst into laughter.

“She has plenty,” Ashley teased.

Sarah smirked and took a sip of wine. “Obviously, you guys can see she has boobs now. Hormones work fast on some sissies. They also made her tiny little… situation even smaller than before. So I see some guys from time to time.”

Amber felt his stomach twist. His knees wobbled slightly.

One of the men leaned forward. “How tiny are we talking?”

The table leaned in with wicked anticipation.

Sarah tapped her nails on her glass, then looked straight at Amber. “Sissy, come here.”

Amber approached, heart hammering. Sarah patted the space beside her, then glanced meaningfully at his skirt.

“Lift and drop.”

He froze. His breath caught.

But obedience was muscle memory now. Slowly, reluctantly, he slipped down his panties and then took the hem of his skirt between his fingers and lifted it just enough to reveal the humiliating pink cage beneath.

The room erupted.

The women laughed first, loud and merciless.

“Oh wow.”
“It really is tiny.”
“That’s adorable.”

The guys chuckled too, shaking their heads.

“Wow, you really do need to see other men.”
“No wonder you keep her dressed like this.”
“She really can’t call herself a man with that between her legs.”

Amber’s face burned hot. He lowered his skirt the second Sarah gave a small nod. He kept his head down, unable to make eye contact with anyone. His hands trembled as he stepped backward, returning to the corner like a scolded schoolgirl.

Within a few minutes, the teasing settled, and the conversation drifted back to normal topics. The women chatted about travel plans. The men discussed football scores. And Amber stood silently, hands behind his back, staring forward while his humiliation slowly cooled on his skin.

Eventually, people began trickling out of the dining room, drifting toward the living room again. Chairs scraped, conversations blended, glasses clinked.

Sarah turned toward him, her smile soft and satisfied. “Amber, start cleaning up any leftover mess in the house and take out the garbage. We will be leaving soon.”

A wave of relief washed over him so strongly that he nearly swayed.

“Yes, mistress,” he whispered.

And for the first time all night, the command felt almost comforting.

Amber worked nonstop, moving through the house with garbage bags, wiping stray crumbs, collecting empty cans and glasses, tying knots, and gathering everything that needed to go outside. Every time he bent down, one of the guys would toss out another line.

“You missed a spot, princess.”
“Keep going, you’re almost done, girly boy.”
“Nice panties, sissy.”

He tried to ignore them, cheeks burning hotter each time.

Finally, after nearly forty minutes, he dragged all the bags to the front hallway. Two of the large trash bags were stuffed full from the dinner cleanup. He crouched down to lift one, struggled, adjusted his grip, tried again, and failed. It barely moved. His arms trembled with the effort.

Behind him, a low, amused laugh sounded.

“I’ll get that, princess.”

One of the guys, the one who had complimented him earlier and had been gentler in his teasing than the rest, stepped forward. He lifted the heavy bag with casual ease, like it weighed nothing. Amber immediately felt the sting of humiliation tighten in his chest. He picked up the smaller bags instead, following behind.

They stepped outside into the cool night air and tossed the bags into the bins by the driveway. Amber brushed a piece of hair behind his ear, trying to act composed.

Just as they turned to head back in, the guy stopped walking.

“You know…” he said, voice lowered just slightly, “you look really pretty tonight, Amber.”

Amber froze.

The man stepped closer, not touching at first, but close enough that Amber could feel the warmth of him, close enough for Amber’s breath to stutter. Close enough that the moment felt uncomfortably intimate despite no contact at all.

“And your boobs look great,” he added with a smirk. Not teasing, matter-of-fact, the way someone would state an observation that they fully expected to compliment him.

Amber’s face went hot. “Th-thank you,” he whispered.

The guy’s eyes dropped briefly to Amber’s face, then back up again, taking in the makeup, the wig, the blush.

He took another slow step forward, closing the distance completely this time. One of his hands slid gently to Amber’s waist, fingers light but unmistakably intentional. Before Amber could react, the guy leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to Amber’s lips, not forceful, but heated. It stole Amber’s breath and left him blinking, stunned, and off-balance.

He pulled back just enough to meet Amber’s wide, flustered eyes… then smirked.

“You might want to fix your lipstick, sissy,” he murmured, amused. “Little smudged.”

Amber blinked, mortified, lifting a hand toward his mouth. “Oh…I…yes, sir.”

The guy chuckled and walked back inside as if nothing unusual had happened, leaving Amber flustered, disoriented, and burning with confusion and embarrassment, feeling every bit the submissive sissy.

Amber immediately grabbed his purse from the hallway table and rushed down the hall to the bathroom. He shut the door quietly and leaned toward the mirror, hands shaking slightly as he pulled out his lipstick to touch it up, his reflection flushed and rattled.

He had no idea what to make of what had just happened, only that his heart was racing, his humiliation had deepened, and he felt more feminine and submissive than before.

Amber stepped out of the bathroom, purse still in hand, lipstick freshly touched up, and cheeks still a little pink from the encounter outside. Before he could fully steady himself, Sarah appeared in the hallway with her coat draped over one arm.

“Amber, honey,” she said with a warm but authoritative smile, “go say goodbye to the girls. They’re all still in the dining room.”

He nodded and curtsied. “Yes, mistress.”

He walked back into the dining room, heels tapping softly. The women were gathered around the table, chatting and drinking the last of their wine. When Amber appeared in the doorway, they all turned toward him with bright expressions.

He folded his hands neatly in front of his skirt and then curtsied. “Thank you for having me this evening.”

The reaction was immediate.

“Aww, come here!” Sabrina stood up first and pulled him into a warm hug, pressing a quick kiss to his cheek. “You were amazing tonight.”

Ashley was next. “Seriously, you did great.” She kissed his cheek too and squeezed his butt lightly. “So sexy, too.”

Reagan stepped forward with a big smile. “You’re adorable, Amber. I swear you get prettier every time I see you.”

Then Maria practically bounced up to him. “Next time I see you,” she said, kissing his cheek, “we’re finding you a boyfriend.”

Amber’s face went bright red. “Oh, um… thank you, Miss Maria,” he stammered in a soft, girlish tone that only made them giggle harder.

Emily and Rachel followed, each hugging him, each complimenting him, each speaking to him like he was the sweetest little girl rather than a grown person.

“You’re such a good girl.”
“You helped so much tonight.”
“Your makeup held up beautifully.”
“We can’t wait to see you again.”

Amber curtsied shyly after nearly every compliment, murmuring soft thank yous and blushing so deeply his newly applied lipstick almost seemed brighter.

Finally, Sarah stepped beside him and patted his back. “Alright, sweetheart. Now go say goodbye to the guys.”

Amber nodded, smoothed his skirt, and walked toward the living room.

The men hardly looked away from the TV when he entered. He curtsied politely.

“Thank you for having me. Goodnight, gentlemen.”

One man lifted his beer slightly. “Bye, sissy.”

Another gave a little salute without turning fully around. “Later, princess.”

A third waved him off with a smirk. “Don’t work too hard tomorrow. I’m sure your mistress has plans for you.”

Amber tried to keep his composure, curtsying again, when the fourth guy, the same one who had kissed him, looked over fully and gave him a slow, casual wink.

Amber’s breath caught for half a second before he quickly lowered his gaze and hurried back toward the hallway, cheeks warm again.

Sarah was already by the door, slipping into her coat. “Come along, sweetheart, we’re heading out.”

They stepped outside into the cool night air. As soon as the house door closed behind them, Amber let out a deep, shaky sigh, shoulders relaxing for the first time in hours.

Sarah didn’t say anything at first. She simply walked with him to the car, heels tapping in rhythm with his. They climbed inside, doors shutting them off from the noise and warm lights of the house.

Amber leaned back in the seat, the weight of the entire night settling over him.

For the first time all evening, he felt like he could breathe again.

The car hummed softly as they pulled away from Sabrina’s house. Amber sat with his hands folded tightly in his lap, still trembling a little from the long night. Sarah glanced over at him with a warm, proud smile and reached out to squeeze his thigh.

“You did amazing tonight,” she said. “I’m really proud of you.”

Amber’s heart swelled, cheeks warming again. “Thank you, mistress.”

Sarah kept her hand on his thigh a moment longer, then smirked. “And I saw John wink at you.”

Amber froze, blushing instantly. “Yeah… he helped me with the garbage…”

Sarah raised an eyebrow, waiting.

“…and then he, um… gave me a kiss outside,” Amber said in a tiny voice, as if confessing something he barely understood himself.

Sarah burst into laughter.

“I knew he was into you! He was checking you out all night. Maybe we’ll have to set something up. You could use some experience with men.”

Amber covered his face with his hands for a moment, fingers trembling. “Mistress, please…” he whispered.

Sarah only laughed harder. “Why not, sissy? What guy wouldn’t want you? With that sexy little figure of yours?”

Amber’s entire face went red. He squirmed slightly in his seat, trying not to blush, not to react, not to melt under the attention. He didn’t want her to think he would actually like doing anything with a guy. Not that what he would like would matter. Still, it was humiliating.

They stepped inside the apartment, the door clicking shut behind them. Amber finally let out the breath he had been holding since they left Sabrina’s. His cheeks still burned from everything that had happened. He felt small, exposed, humiliated… but also buzzing with anticipation. Sarah had hinted earlier that he might be allowed out of his cage tonight. The thought had carried him through the long evening.

Sarah set down her purse and turned to him with a satisfied little smile.

“You earned a reward tonight,” she said warmly.

His heart jumped. He stood straighter, hands clasped in front of his skirt. “Thank you, mistress.”

She stepped closer, teasing amusement in her eyes. “But don’t get too excited, princess. It’s not what you think.”

Amber blinked, confused.

“You’re not getting unlocked,” she added.

His shoulders sank instantly. A small, disappointed sound caught in his throat, though he tried to hide it. He looked down at the floor, chastened.

“But,” she continued, her tone softening, “you are going to spend the night in bed with me.”

Amber’s breath hitched.

He hadn’t slept in her bed in weeks. Sleeping beside her, even without release, felt like the biggest privilege she had ever granted him.

His disappointment gave way to a trembling, grateful warmth. “Thank you, mistress,” he whispered.

She hugged him and kissed him lightly on his cheek. “Go get changed, sweetheart. And by the way…” She nodded toward the hallway. “Check out your outfit for Thanksgiving tomorrow. I laid it out on your bed.”

His stomach tightened. He walked toward his bedroom, the one she had slowly transformed into a pastel, hyper-feminine space over months. When he pushed the door open, his breath caught.

Laid out neatly on his Hello Kitty bed was a flirty, frilly, floral mini dress.

The skirt was short. The sleeves puffed. The fabric was soft and girlier than anything he’d ever imagined his family seeing him in.

He froze.

“Mistress…” he called, voice shaking. “I can’t wear this tomorrow. We’re going to see my family.”

Sarah leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed, completely unbothered. “I know that, Amber.”

He turned toward her, panic rising. “Mistress, please… they’ll freak out… I already look…”

“Exactly,” she cut in gently. “It is about time they see how girly you’ve become.”

His lips parted, but nothing came out.

Sarah walked over and picked up the dress, holding it against his chest. “This will do the trick. Besides…” She gave him a meaningful look. “Even if I let you pretend to be a man tomorrow, do you think they won’t notice your boobs and your butt?”

Amber swallowed hard. He looked down at his chest, the visible boobs swelling under his top. Hormones had feminized every part of his body. His waist was narrower. His hips were slightly rounder. His face had changed. His voice was different.

“You have a girl’s body now,” Sarah said simply. “Tomorrow is your coming-out day, sweetheart.”

His hands trembled. Anxiety rushed through him so powerfully he felt his knees weaken.

But beneath that anxiety, buried deep, deep down, was something else.

A slight, almost guilty sense of relief.

Relief that he wouldn’t have to pretend anymore. Relief that the “man” version of himself that had to pretend to be something it no longer was would finally be gone for good. Relief that he could stop hiding and simply be what she had shaped him into.

He lowered his head, voice barely audible. “Yes…mistress.”


Coming Soon:
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