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I stood in front of the mirror in my room and gathered my hair, twisting it up into a neat, or neatish, man bun. I adjusted it carefully until it sat right, then turned my attention to my button-down shirt. I tugged at the fabric and smoothed it down over my chest, making sure everything looked sharp and in place.

An hour earlier I had received a text from Kaylee, one of the hottest girls at my school. She invited me over to her place that night. The message caught me off guard because I had been disrespectful to her mother, Miss Connery, my math teacher, earlier that day. In fact, I had gotten under Miss Connery’s skin a few times since senior year started two weeks ago. I wondered why Kaylee would still want me there after that, especially since we had barely spoken before. I mean, we were both eighteen, had gone to school together since we were fourteen, and maybe spoke a total of five times. In truth, I was not exactly the kind of guy who got invited over by girls like her. I was skinny and short, about one-hundred-twenty pounds and just over five foot five. This was way outside the norm for me; there was no chance I could turn down the opportunity to hang out alone with one of the hottest girls in school. I figured she must dislike her mom or simply not care much about what I had said. Maybe they didn’t have a great relationship. Regardless, I felt a giddy rush of excitement as I sent back my reply that I would be there.

I checked my appearance in the mirror one last time, then walked out the door. My heart beat faster and faster with anticipation the whole way.

As I walked up to Kaylee’s front door and knocked, my knuckles brushed the wood with a slight tremble. I suddenly felt like I was in way over my head. What would I even say to her when she answered? I barely had any experience flirting, let alone being alone with a girl.

The door opened and Kaylee stood there, looking confident and sexy. Her tight white crop top stretched across her perfect breasts, the thin fabric outlining their soft round shape and the way they rose and fell with each breath. Black leggings hugged her wide hips and plump ass, clinging to every curve as she shifted her stance. Long blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders in soft waves, framing her glossy smile. Her eyes carried the look of a girl who knew she was drop-dead gorgeous.

“Hii Frank,” she said flirtatiously. “You look…cute.”

Heat flooded my cheeks. I dropped my gaze for a moment, scrambling for something to say. “Thank…thank you…so do you.”

She reached out and took my hand. Her hand felt warm and soft as it closed around mine. “Come inside,” she said eagerly. She pulled me through the doorway almost frantically, let the door click shut behind us, and led me up the stairs. Her hips swayed ahead of me with each step, the motion drawing my eyes to the jiggle of her butt while my stomach fluttered with nerves. This couldn’t be real, I never got this lucky.

We stepped into her room. Pink walls glowed under strands of string lights. A big bed dominated the space, covered in a fluffy white comforter and scattered decorative pillows. A vanity nearby held bottles of makeup and hair products, while posters of bands and models covered parts of the walls. A thick fluffy rug softened the floor under my shoes. The air carried her sweet, feminine perfume. Standing there alone with her in her private space made my pulse race even faster. Everything felt heightened and unreal, almost like I was dreaming.

She turned to face me, stepping in so close that the warmth of her body brushed against mine. She held both of my hands and locked eyes with me, smiling. “I’m glad you came, Frank.”

I stammered nervously, “Me… me too.”

She let out a soft giggle, then leaned in. Her lips met mine, pouty, warm, and sticky with her lipgloss. I kissed her back carefully, my hands staying in hers as I tried to match the gentle pressure. I had only kissed one girl before and didn’t want to mess it up or come across as inexperienced.

Kaylee pressed closer, tilting her head. She parted her lips and slid her tongue into my mouth, slow and gentle at first. The slick heat of it explored me, curling and stroking against my tongue in unhurried strokes. Her breasts pushed softly into my chest through the thin crop top, their warmth and yielding fullness unmistakable with every small movement. One of her hands released mine and slid up to rest on my chest, rubbing over the fabric of my shirt. Her other hand stayed laced with my fingers. She deepened the kiss, her tongue moving more insistently now, claiming my mouth while her body shifted against me. I tasted the faint strawberry flavor of her lip gloss and felt the steady rhythm of her breathing. My cock hardened steadily inside my pants, straining intensely against the fabric as arousal built with every wet slide of her tongue.

She rocked her hips forward and brushed against my erection. I felt a small smile curve on her lips against mine as she kept kissing me. Her tongue continued its slow, aggressive dance, sliding deeper, teasing and exploring while her hand on my chest drifted lower. The combination of her taste, her scent, the intoxicating press of her breasts, and the heat of her body left my thoughts spinning and my skin flushed. I was in heaven.

Kaylee finally broke the kiss. She stepped back and dropped onto the bed, looking up at me with a smile. She twirled a strand of her blonde hair around her finger while she looked up at me like I was a tasty snack. “Take your clothes off, Frank.”

My heart started pounding again. I had always felt self-conscious about not only my skinny frame, but also the size of my penis. I realistically didn’t think it was tiny or anything like that, but I was sure that it was on the lower end of average at best. But this was Kaylee, one of the hottest girls in school, waiting on her bed for me. There was no way I would refuse her. I’d probably never get another chance like this again. This was supposed to be the most exciting moment of my life; I couldn’t let anxiety ruin it. I pulled my shirt up and over my head, tossing it aside with manufactured confidence. Then I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my pants and underwear at the same time and pushed them down my legs. My erection sprang up as the fabric slid past it.

What happened next made me want to disappear. Kaylee let out a little giggle at the sight of my dick. My shoulders slumped immediately. All the excitement drained out of me instantly, and I immediately felt hyper aware of just how small and skinny I was. I felt like a complete idiot for thinking I could ever impress her, my hardness shrinking away with my pride.

She noticed my reaction right away and her expression softened. “Hey, I’m sorry for laughing,” she said. “It’s really cute.”

My cheeks burned with shame. Cute was not what I wanted this gorgeous girl to call my penis. I reached down quickly and started to pull my pants back up, desperate to cover myself and get out of there.

“Oh…I thought you wanted to fuck me,” she said with emphatic disappointment.

Her words stopped me cold. My hands froze on the waistband of my pants.

She looked at me with a mischievous, seductive smile. “Don’t you wanna fuck me?”

“Yes,” I answered immediately and honestly. I let my pants drop back to the floor.

Kaylee stood up from the bed and walked over to me. She wrapped her hand around my now-soft cock possessively, her grip warm and firm. She looked deep into my eyes. “How bad?”

I groaned as my cock grew rapidly in her hand. “So bad, Kaylee.”

She giggled softly. “Bad enough to play a little game with me?”

Without even thinking I nearly whimpered, “Yes.”

She released my throbbing cock and said, “Great.” The sudden absence of her touch left me aching for her touch as she nonchalantly walked over to her dresser.

She returned a moment later holding a little pair of pink panties. “Put these on.”

“What?” I asked, completely taken aback. “Why?”

“Oh come on, don’t be such a prude,” she said. “It turns me on. Don’t you wanna turn me on?”

“I guess,” I muttered.

She furrowed her brow, looking annoyed. “You guess?”

“I do,” I said quickly, hoping I hadn’t blown my chances.

Her mischievous smirk returned. “Then put them on.”

I did not want to wear panties, but I was desperate to fuck her and terrified of ruining my chance. I took the lacy pink panties and tentatively pulled them up my legs, every bone in my body telling me to stop except the one that was making the decisions. The delicate fabric slid over my hard cock, settling snugly in place and pressing it down nearly flat. The material felt strange and tight against my skin. I stood there feeling ridiculous, already insecure about my size, especially after her giggling, and now feeling even more insecure in a tiny pair of pink panties.

Kaylee picked up a tube of red lipstick and stepped close again. She applied it carefully to my lips while I stood still, my face burning, unable to find a way to object. The waxy texture felt foreign and heavy on my mouth.

She stepped back, looked at me, and giggled. “Perfect.” She walked over to her bed and sat down.

I started to follow her, but she raised her hand to stop ne. “Not yet, Frank. Stay there.” She looked me up and down and giggled. “Damn, you look so hot right now.”

I stood there awkwardly, shifting my weight from foot to foot. I felt pathetic, but at least she seemed to be enjoying it. If I could lose my virginity to her, lipstick and panties would be more than a fair price to pay.

Kaylee smiled playfully and giggled. “Play with yourself a little bit, Frank.”

I timidly reached into the pink panties, pulled my cock out, which looked even smaller peaking out from the pink lace, and started stroking it as I stared at her. The lace waistband pressed against my skin while I stood there on full display. I felt completely vulnerable and exposed doing this for her while she sat casually on her bed, fully clothed and clearly in control.

As I stroked myself Kaylee spoke in an almost moaning voice. “Yeah, that’s it, Frank. Now tell me you’re a pretty little girl.”

My eyes darted up to her. “Come on, Kaylee.”

She looked annoyed again. “Do you want to fuck me or not, Frank?”

I reluctantly resumed stroking and awkwardly, shamefully said it. “I’m a pretty little girl.”

She smiled. “Keep going…and try to make your voice higher. This is really turning me on.”

I did my best even though every word made my skin prickle. My voice came out higher pitched and breathier. “I’m a pretty little girl. I’m a pretty little girl. I’m a pretty little girl.”

Every time I repeated it felt like a new wound to my pride. I began to wonder if this was even worth it, my cock struggling to even stay hard as debased myself.

As I continued jerking myself and repeating the words I noticed Kaylee laughing again, laughing like I was amusing her. That pushed me over the edge, it was obvious now that she was just making me humiliate myself for her own amusement and had no intention of doing anything with me.

“I’m done,” I said angrily, eyes welling up as I blinked back tears. “This is ridiculous.” I tucked my shrinking cock away and reached down to grab my pants.

Kaylee sat imperiously on her bed. “You’re not going anywhere, Frank,” she said in a firm, yet still amused voice.

“This is humiliating,” I snapped. “I’m not doing this.”

“You already did,” she replied calmly. “And if you leave, the whole school will know it.”

Her threat made my face turn white as the blood drained from it. “They won’t believe you,” I mumbled unconvincingly.

She smiled cruelly and pointed at a wall camera in the corner of her room that I had not even noticed. “They will when they see this video. I’ll be sure to edit out the kissing and just show you jerking off in my panties talking about what a pretty little girl you are. I’m sure everyone at school will love that.”

I stared at the camera in the corner, realizing she really could ruin me. My mouth went dry, hands felt clammy, and my heart pounded in my chest. “Please don’t do that, Kaylee.”

She smiled, stood up, and walked over to me. In a bubbly tone she squeaked, “Don’t worry, princess. I won’t… as long as you obey everything I tell you. You can do that right, Fiona?”

The feminized name caught me completely off guard. I blinked, taken aback and embarrassed. “Fiona?”

She repeated it more firmly, staring me down. “You can do that for me right, Fiona?”

I knew she had me trapped; I had no choice but to comply. “Yes,” I murmured, suddenly feeling small and intimidated under her gaze.

She smiled brightly, cooing. “Good girl!”

I felt sick to my stomach. This couldn’t be happening.

“Now here’s what I want you to do,” she continued. “Go into the bathroom and run a hot shower. There’s Nair on the counter. Apply it to your legs, arms, pubes, and armpits for like thirty seconds and then rinse. When you’re done and all that nasty boy hair is gone, use my body wash and shampoo. Also, when you get out and dry yourself off make sure you use my moisturizer. Then put your little panties back on and meet me in here. Any questions?”

My mind began to race as I processed her command. The thought of removing my body hair left me panicking, I really didn’t want to do that, but I couldn’t risk upsetting her and having her leak the video. I mumbled, my voice meek and subservient, “Um, Kaylee, do I have to remove my body hair?”

She looked at me with a satisfied grin, clearly amused that I had asked her so submissively. “It’s up to you, Fiona. Do you wanna be a pretty little girl for just me or for all of school?”

I hung my head, defeated and humiliated. “Just you.”

She reached out and pet my head, like I was a child or a puppy. “Good girl. Now go.”

I turned and walked out of her room toward the bathroom wearing nothing but the little pink panties. The lace shifted against my skin with every step. I felt incredibly nervous and vulnerable as I moved down the hallway, dreading the moment I would lose my body hair and scared about where this was going and why she was doing this to me.

A little while later I stepped out of the shower, skin still tingling from the hot water and the chemical burn of the Nair. I grabbed a towel and dried off timidly. Every swipe of the soft fabric over my legs, arms, and the rest of my body felt completely foreign. My skin was now completely smooth and hairless, softer than I ever remembered it being, soft like a girl’s. I picked up the moisturizer, squeezed a generous amount into my palm, and started rubbing it in. The lotion felt cool at first against my bare skin, then warmed as I worked it over my calves, thighs, arms, and chest. The strong floral scent enveloped me with every breath. My skin absorbed it quickly, leaving me silky, faintly shiny, and smelling like a princess. The total absence of hair combined with the soft, perfumed texture made my stomach churn. I kept running my hands over my arms and legs, unable to stop exploring how different I felt. It was like my body wasn’t my own, like some layer of masculinity had been stripped away from me, replaced with delicate softness.

When I finished I reluctantly slipped the pink panties back on. The lace waistband hugged my hips. I took a deep breath to calm my nerves, then walked gingerly back down the hallway to Kaylee’s room, arms crossed tightly over my chest, hoping desperately that this would be over before her mom got home.

I entered and saw Kaylee arranging tubes and compacts of makeup across her vanity. She turned to me and smiled. “Good job, Fiona,” she cooed condescendingly, like I was a little girl, as she circled me slowly, her eyes moving up and down my smooth, hairless body. “I think you got it all. Great job, little girl.”

An hour ago I was under the impression that I was going to fuck her, now she was calling me little girl and had renamed me Fiona. Too ashamed to speak, I stared hard at the floor, my shoulders hunched.

“Come sit down,” she said. She took my hairless, slender arm and led me to the vanity chair. The seat felt cool against my panty-covered butt as I lowered myself onto it.

She pulled up another chair beside me. “Alright, Fiona. We’re gonna start with your nails. Have you painted them before?”

“No,” I mumbled quietly, embarrassed that she would even ask that.

She giggled. “There’s a first time for everything.” She uncapped a bottle of bright pink polish.

She had me spread my fingers across the table. Then she began painting my nails one by one. The cool brush glided across each nail in careful strokes, the sharp chemical smell rising up as if to mock me. I sat there watching anxiously, my mind racing with thoughts of how I could possibly remove or hide the polish later. When she finished, my hands looked completely feminine. The glossy pink nails made my fingers appear longer, slimmer, and daintier, turning my hands into something delicate and unmistakably girly.

“I really think pink is your color, Fiona,” she said.

I blushed deeply as I stared in disbelief at my hands, which now looked more like a pair of hands you would see holding a tube of lipstick than a football. She giggled at my ashamed reaction.

She pulled her chair back and then turned my chair away from the mirror so I faced her. “Rest your hands on your thighs while your nails dry, you don’t want to smudge them.” I obeyed, awkwardly adjusting to the soft, plush feeling of my now hairless thighs.

She started on my makeup. First came the foundation, a cool, creamy layer she smoothed over my face with gentle fingers and a sponge. Then blush, brushed onto my cheeks in soft circles. She explained each step as she worked. “Trust me Fiona, this eyeshadow is going to make your eyes look so pretty,” she said while blending shades onto my lids. The mascara wand brushed through my lashes, making them feel thicker and heavier. Finally, she applied a bright pink lipstick, the creamy color gliding across my lips with a glossy finish. I sat in ashamed silence the entire time, anxiety and shame building with every new layer she added to my face.

When she finished she stepped back and clapped her hands together. “Oh my gosh, Fiona! You look so pretty!”

“I don’t want to look pretty,” I said, voice tight with bitterness.

“Well you do, princess,” she teased. “And you better get used to it.”

That only heightened the anxiety twisting through me. It sounded like this was not going to be a one-time thing.

She grabbed a pair of scissors. “Now let’s see what I can do with your hair.”

I reflexively pulled away. Her expression went cold. “Fiona, relax. I’m not gonna change it too much. Now unless you want our entire class to see that video, sit still.”

I reluctantly obeyed and sat motionless while she snipped and shaped. Cool metal brushed my neck and ears as pieces of hair fell away. She worked for about ten minutes, framing my shoulder-length hair into something shorter and more styled.

“All done,” she said finally. “You are seriously gonna love this, Fiona. You look adorable. Check it out.”

I turned around slowly, my jaw nearly dropping as I stared into the mirror. The reflection that stared back shocked me to my core. A delicate girl looked back at me with a pretty, feminine face. My brown hair now fell into a soft, neat bob that ended just above my shoulders, with gentle bangs swept across my forehead shaping my face even more femininely than the makeup. The makeup gave me smooth, flawless skin with a natural rosy blush on my cheeks, soft eyeshadow that made my eyes look bigger and more defined, long dark lashes, and wet, glossy pink lips. Everything about the face in the mirror screamed girly girl. The only reminders that it was still me were my flat chest and the small, obvious bulge in the front of my pink panties. I stared in humiliated disbelief, my mouth slightly open. My heart pounded as panic and shame flooded through me. I looked so convincingly feminine that it made my skin crawl. What made it worse was the fact that I was actually pretty, attractive in a coy gentle girl next door sort of way. The sight filled me with deep discomfort and anxiety about how I would ever go back to looking like a normal guy again. It felt like I had been magically transformed into someone and something else.

Kaylee stood proudly behind me, smiling at my reflection in the mirror.

“Alright, sissy,” Kaylee said, all business. “Time for the fun part. Let’s get you dressed.”

She took my arm and pulled me to my feet, pulling me over to her dresser, her hand firm on my elbow.

She opened a drawer and took out a pink lace bra that matched the panties I wore. She slipped my arms through the straps, the delicate lace constricting my smooth skin as she pulled them into place. Then she stepped behind me and fastened the clasp. The band tightened around my ribcage, hugging me snugly and creating a constant, unfamiliar pressure across my chest. The empty lace cups sat against my flat skin, the soft fabric stretching lightly with every breath I took. The thin straps rested on my shoulders, the sensation of them sitting there making me incredibly aware of how the bra confined and reshaped my upper body into a more womanly shape.

Next she pulled out a white top from another drawer. She helped me slide it on carefully, mindful of my makeup. The fabric was soft and stretchy, a cropped style with puffy short sleeves that ended in delicate ruffles. It clung to my torso, the hem sitting high above my waist and leaving a wide strip of my narrow waist exposed. The material felt light and airy against my hairless skin, the ruffled edges brushing my midriff whenever I shifted.

Then she took out a red pleated school-girl-style skirt. “You must be anxious to cover your little thingy up, right?” she said, giggling as she held it open at my feet.

I blushed and looked down in shame, not needing the reminder that she wasn’t impressed by my size to feel pathetic and emasculated. I stepped into the skirt and she pulled it up my legs and over my hips. The plaid fabric settled high on my thighs. The pleats swayed and brushed against my skin with the slightest movement, the short hem barely reaching mid-thigh. The cool air constantly touched the bare skin just below the hem and the thin lace of my panties underneath, making me feel vulnerable and emasculated with every shift of my weight.

“Normally it’d be a bit shorter,” she giggled, “but seeing as you’re so petite…my clothes are a little big on you. But don’t you worry, Fiona. It looks so cute on you.”

I stood there feeling ridiculous and emasculated, the pleated miniskirt seemingly mocking me and reminding me of my reduced status and diminished masculinity.

Kaylee fetched a pair of low-heeled pink heels, probably around an inch and a half to two inches. She guided my feet into them one at a time. The shoes were shiny with a slight heel and a strap across the top. As I stood in them my balance shifted forward awkwardly, almost falling forward. The heels forced an unnatural posture, pushing my chest and ass out slightly and making my hips sway a little with every tiny, unsteady step. I tottered around like a baby deer, the pressure on the balls of my feet and the constant adjustment needed to stay upright making every movement feel dainty and precarious.

“I bought these just for you, princess,” she giggled. “What do you say, sissy?”

Shame burned through me. “Thank you,” I mumbled, feeling like a complete pussy. I had gone from making out with her to thanking her for feminizing me, and it didn’t take much to get me there. It was like she had symbolically castrated me, and I had helped her.

Lastly, she grabbed a small pink purse and placed the strap over my shoulder. The bag rested lightly against my hip, the strap resting on my shoulder and adding another layer to my ladylike appearance. She sprayed me a few times with a sweet sugary perfume before announcing that I was ready.

She squealed excitedly and dragged me back over to the mirror, nearly making me stumble in the heels. I caught myself and stared at my reflection in utter dismay. The image overwhelmed me. I looked like a slutty schoolgirl. The white cropped top with its puffy ruffled sleeves hugged my slim torso and showed off my smooth midriff. The bra underneath it made it look like I had two small boobs. The short red plaid pleated skirt flared out around my hips, the hem barely covering the tops of my thighs and threatening to flash the pink panties underneath with any movement. My smooth, hairless legs looked long and delicate in the low heels. The pink purse hung from my shoulder, completing the look. My made-up face with glossy pink lips, blushed cheeks, and doe-like eyes, combined with the girly bob haircut, left no trace of the boy I had walked in as. I trembled as I stared in disbelief, a deep wave of humiliation washing over me and sending a chill up my spine. That couldn’t be me.

“What do you think, Fiona?” Kaylee asked casually, like this was completely normal.

“This is so humiliating,” I mumbled, voice shaky and barely able to find words.

She giggled. “That’s kind of the point, sissy boy. At least for now. Come on.”

She took my hand and pulled me into the hallway. I almost fell flat on my face. She immediately noticed how unsteady I was in the heels, slipping her arm through mine and guiding me more slowly and gently down the stairs like I was a helpless damsel in distress. “Don’t worry,” she said reassuringly. “You’ll get used to them.”

I hoped desperately that would not be true, but a sinking feeling told me this was not a one-time thing.

When we reached the bottom of the stairs she kept her arm linked with mine and guided me into the living room, holding me tight. “Mom,” she called out. “She’s ready.”

I began to panic as I heard the sharp click-clack of high heels coming from the kitchen toward us. My heart hammered in my chest and my palms grew sweaty. I knew Miss Connery was approaching, and I suddenly understood exactly why this was happening.

I stood there trembling in the living room, arm still linked with Kaylee’s as she held me tight, unable to squirm away. Miss Connery confidently strutted in wearing the same outfit she had on at school earlier that day, a crisp white blouse tucked neatly into fitted black pants with a sleek belt that accentuated very curvy figure. She was a striking blonde woman with confident posture, full lips curved in a smug smirk, and an aura that radiated power and dominance. Her attractive presence filled the room as she moved, every step purposeful and commanding, making it impossible not to feel smaller and weaker by comparison. Her eyes moved over my made-up face, cropped top, schoolgirl miniskirt, and long bare legs like a spotlight, leaving me ruminating and feeling ridiculous for every time I had ever disrespected her or thought myself cool for getting on her nerves.

She chuckled to herself slowly and turned to Kaylee, “You did a great job with her, honey.” Then she turned to me, smirking. “Hello, Fiona.”

I said nothing, staring down at the floor in shame. Being seen like this by the woman I had brazenly disrespected since school started made my stomach knot up. This was extremely uncomfortable; I wanted nothing more than for the floor to swallow me whole.

Kaylee spoke up. “My mother’s talking to you, sissy.”

I quietly muttered, “Hi, Miss Connery.”

Miss Connery slowly circled me while I stood there shaking like a leaf, her smirk never fading. I felt so weak and small under her gaze, like a child about to be disciplined. When she moved behind me she lifted the back of my short skirt and held it up for a second, giggling. I flinched as the cool air hit my panty-covered ass, my face burning bright red. She dropped the skirt back into place. “Cute panties.”

I knew after this, I could never talk to her like I did again, could never feel like a man in her presence again.

She circled back around and stood face to face with me, peering down into my eyes. I could barely meet her gaze. “You’ve been acting like a real bitch in my class, Fiona,” she said. “Don’t you have anything to say to me, miss?”

I looked down at her heels, the humiliation of being scolded like the schoolgirl I was dressed as burning in my chest. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled.

She tilted my chin up firmly to meet her gaze. “Sorry for what, little girl?”

Being called little girl made me feel even tinier and more pathetic. My voice shook. “I’m sorry for acting like a bitch, Miss Connery.”

She smirked at me cruelly, clearly enjoying every second of this. “That’s okay, Fiona. You’re very pretty by the way.”

I said nothing, too embarrassed to speak. Kaylee smacked my butt. “What do you say, Fiona?”

I reluctantly replied, “Thank you, Miss Connery,” feeling like a complete pussy for playing along with all of this.

She smiled. “You’re welcome, sweetheart. Now let’s get some photos to commemorate Fiona’s coming out!”

I definitely did not want photos taken, but I felt so powerless in that moment, and with the video Kaylee had of me, I knew I had no real choice. Over the next twenty minutes they directed me into a variety of poses. I blew kisses at the camera, my glossy pink lips puckered while shame twisted inside me. They had me bend over against the wall and look back over my shoulder, the short skirt riding up and exposing the curve of my ass in the pink panties. I kicked one leg up behind me and forced the brightest smile I could manage, my pink heel wobbling as I struggled to hold the pose. Every flash of the camera made me feel more emasculated and ridiculous. My heart pounded the whole time, the constant awareness of how I looked, like a willing, eager schoolgirl, deepening my humiliation with every click. I couldn’t ever let these get out.

Eventually Miss Connery lowered her phone. “All done, princess.” Then she turned to Kaylee. “Ready to go, honey?”

Kaylee nodded. “Yep, let me just grab my purse.” She ran upstairs.

Panicking, I turned to Miss Connery. “Where are we going?”

She smiled sadistically, like she was enjoying my anxiety. “You’ll find out soon enough, Fiona. And unless you want your little buddies at school to become your little boyfriends, I wouldn’t fight it, sissy.”

I looked down in defeat, my heart pounding as I realized I was about to go outside dressed like a slutty girl.

I sat in the backseat of the car, nearly hyperventilating as we pulled into the mall parking lot. My heart raced so fast it felt like it might burst. The short plaid skirt had ridden up my smooth thighs during the drive, the feel of the lace panties underneath a constant reminder of my predicament. The cropped top hugged my chest, the empty bra cups pressing against my soft skin with every shaky breath. The low heels pinched my feet and made my legs feel unsteady even while seated. I couldn’t believe it; I was dressed completely like a girl, made up and perfumed, about to walk into a public mall like this. How had my life come to this in a few short hours?

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged pathetically, my voice cracking. “Please don’t make me go in there like this. I’m sorry for how I acted. I promise I won’t be disrespectful to you again. I learned my lesson.”

Kaylee giggled from the passenger seat, clearly enjoying my desperation.

Miss Connery didn’t even bother to turn around. She just glanced at me in the rearview mirror, calm and in total control. “Fiona, you have three seconds to get out of the car before the pictures and video get sent out to all your classmates. Three… two…”

I scrambled out of the car desperately, my heels clicking unsteadily on the pavement. The women took their time getting out, leaving me standing there alone and on display as the breeze teased the hem of my miniskirt for what felt like forever. I stood there trembling with fear, fidgeting with the strap of my pink purse and tugging at the hem of my short skirt, my eyes darting around the parking lot in terror.

When we finally walked inside the mall I felt a small flicker of relief. It was relatively empty since it was closing in an hour. I hoped desperately that nobody would notice me. But that hope did little to calm the intense anxiety twisting in my gut. I walked between the two women like a prisoner being led to his cell, my heels forcing small, dainty steps as they clicked on down the linoleum floor. The pleated skirt swished against my bare thighs with every movement, the cool air constantly brushing the sensitive skin just below the hem and the thin lace of my panties.

Then my heart stopped. I noticed a group of very pretty young women, seemingly in their early twenties, walking in our direction. Panic surged through me again as they got closer. I dreaded being seen like this and prayed they wouldn’t notice me, hoping they’d be too wrapped up in their conversation to take a closer look at me. I stared down hard at the floor, which probably only drew more attention to myself. Just as the women were passing by, Miss Connery spoke very loudly. “Why do you look so nervous, sissy? You were begging me to take you here to get you new panties half an hour ago.”

My face turned white. The women burst out laughing behind us as the two groups passed each other. I could feel their eyes on me but was far too embarrassed to look back and face them. I heard Kaylee giggling too, and I was sure Miss Connery had that smug look on her face. The laughter echoed in my ears, deepening the burning shame that made my cheeks flush hot and my stomach churn. If Miss Connery’s goal was to humble me, it was definitely working.

A minute later we arrived outside of Victoria’s Secret. Miss Connery stopped and looked at me. “Alright, Fiona. Here’s what you’re gonna do. We’re all gonna go in together and when the salesgirl asks if we need help you’re gonna use your girliest, happiest voice and tell her that you’re transitioning and would love to be fitted for a bra and panties. If I’m not convinced by your performance, we’ll go to another one of their stores tomorrow and you’ll do it again. You got it?”

I dreaded doing this more than anything. The salesgirls inside looked hot and around my age. Having to act extra girly and pretend I wanted this in front of them was a new kind of emasculation, one I was being forced to impose on myself. But I knew I had no choice. Trembling again, I mumbled, “I got it.”

Kaylee clapped her hands excitedly. “I cannot wait to see this.”

They led me inside Victoria’s Secret. A pretty Asian salesgirl who looked maybe a few years older than me greeted us with a warm smile. “Hi, can I help you ladies?”

My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat. I forced a smile and did my best to speak in a girly voice. “Hi, um… I’m transitioning and I was hoping I could get fitted for a bra and panties.”

I was mortified the second I heard the words leave my mouth and I immediately wanted to sink into the floor. The sound of my own high-pitched and breathy voice asking to be fitted for bras and panties made me feel even more pathetic, like I was giving up any pretense of manhood and admitting to being a sissy. I heard Kaylee giggling behind me.

The salesgirl beamed. “Of course! Congratulations, by the way. That’s so brave of you! Follow me to the dressing room and I’ll get your measurements.”

“Thanks,” I replied in the same girly voice, my cheeks burning as I followed her. When I looked back over my shoulder, I saw Miss Connery stood there with her arms crossed, looking amused at my discomfort, while Kaylee giggled beside her.

Inside the dressing room the salesgirl closed the door behind us. “You can remove everything besides your panties.”

The thought of standing in front of this gorgeous girl shaved, made-up, perfumed and wearing nothing but a pair of pink panties sounded horrible, but I saw no way out of it. My hands shook as I shimmied out of the short plaid skirt, letting it pool at my feet. Then I pulled the cropped white top up and over my head. The cool air of the dressing room touched my smooth, hairless skin. I struggled for a second with the clasp of the pink bra.

“Here, let me help you,” the salesgirl said sweetly. She stepped behind me and unclasped it, her fingers brushing my back as she slid the straps off my shoulders. The bra fell away, leaving me standing there in nothing but the tiny pink lace panties. I shivered a little as I clamped my thighs together and folded my arms in front of my chest, mortified to be seen like this by this beautiful stranger.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, feeling completely vulnerable and thinking to myself how pathetic I was. I was alone in a room with a hot woman for the second time today, yet I was once again the one standing timidly in a skimpy pair of panties, being dressed and undressed like a helpless little doll. I looked down at the small bulge in my panties and remembered Kaylee’s teasing comments and laughter about my size earlier. I cringed as I realized that the size of the barely-there bulge in my panties probably contributed to this woman’s image of me as an effeminate, petite, meek little thing, very far off from how I wanted to be perceived, especially by hot girls.

“No problem!” she said perkily. “Some bras are tricky. You’ll get the hang of it soon.”

I had a sinking feeling she was probably right.

She had me lift my arms as she wrapped the measuring tape around my bust. Her hands moved professionally but the closeness of her touch while I stood there nearly naked made my skin prickle. “You’re a 32A,” she told me, “but you’ll fill out more if you decide to take hormones or get implants.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just politely smiled. I definitely wasn’t planning on getting hormones or implants, the thought made me sick.

Next she measured my hips and waist, her tape sliding over my smooth skin. “You’re lucky you already have such a cute figure. Very petite but you still have a bubble butt. I’m actually jealous.”

My cheeks burned, the comment hitting hard while I stood there on display in nothing but panties. I wanted to believe that she was just trying to be nice, that my figure wasn’t actually feminine, but looking down at myself, it felt hard to deny it. I forced myself to reply in the girly voice. “Thank you.”

“Alright, I think I’ve got everything,” she said. “You can get changed and I’ll tell your measurements to your friends outside. When you’re ready we’ll all pick out some cute lingerie together. Sound good?”

It sounded horrible, but I forced a smile. “Yes, thank you,” I responded as ladylike as I could manage.

As soon as she stepped out of the dressing room, I started to get dressed again as quickly as I could, my hands still shaking, desperate to be clothed again, even if those clothes were a mini skirt and a cropped top.

I stepped out of the dressing room coyly, my hands awkwardly adjusting the hem of my short skirt. I saw the salesgirl speaking with Miss Connery and Kaylee. Dread settled heavily in my stomach as I walked toward them, my heels clicking on the floor and my pleated skirt swishing playfully against my thighs with every step.

As soon as I reached them the salesgirl smiled excitedly and led us over to a display of matching bra and panty sets in shiny satin. Kaylee dove in right away, picking out several colors: hot pink, purple, light pink, white with little red roses, and sky blue. She held them up one by one, squealing, “These are going to look so cute on you! Oh my gosh, the one with the little roses is perfect for your first bra, Fiona!”

I stood there blushing, my face burning hot as I wondered anxiously if I would actually have to wear any of them and if so, where. The thought of another day as “Fiona” made my pulse quicken and my stomach knot, but all signs seemed to be pointing to it.

The salesgirl led us to another section filled with more intricate lace sets, most on the sexier side. Kaylee excitedly picked out even more pairs in different colors and styles, holding them up for approval while Miss Connery stood beside me grinning victoriously, as though she was mocking me without any words. I shifted uncomfortably from heel to heel, the lightweight, airy feel of the lace panties I already wore feeling like an omen of what was to come.

It dawned on me how different girls’ clothes, or at least, the ones I was wearing, made me feel. The combination of the thin, light material of the lace panties and the short, swishy skirt gave me a constant sense of vulnerability, like I was barely wearing anything, skimpy scraps of garment designed more for beauty than functionality and more for grace than power. It’s crazy how much that feeling actually translated into how I was feeling emotionally. It was like the clothes had stripped away a layer of confidence, strength, and my sense of security, leaving behind a meek, timid, soft girl afraid to take up too much space or be seen.

After about twenty minutes of shopping the women decided they had everything they needed for now. Miss Connery rang everything up at the register. When she finished, the salesgirl turned to me with a giddy smile. “I hope you found everything you wanted today, Fiona. I’m so excited for you!”

Embarrassed and not really knowing what to say, I awkwardly replied, “Yes… thank you.” My voice came out soft and girly, sounding a bit awkward but also genuine, making the whole exchange feel even more humiliating.

I sat silently in the backseat on the ride back, relieved to be out of the public eye but with my mind racing. The short skirt kept riding up my smooth thighs, the feeling of the air conditioner hitting the lace panties underneath serving as a constant, humiliating reminder of everything that had happened. The cropped top hugged my chest, the empty bra cups pressing against my flat skin with every breath. Shame burned through me as I replayed the last few hours: willingly jerking off in Kayee’s panties and getting myself trapped, removing my body hair, being made over into Fiona, answering to little girl and sissy all day, posing for photos, walking through the mall in heels and a skirt, being undressed and measured for my first bra and panties set like a young teen girl in front of the hot salesgirl. I was mortified about everything I had let happen to me, and incredibly anxious about what would come next, about how far this would go.

Kaylee broke the silence, her voice teasing. “You know, Fiona…you never thanked my mom for your new bras and panties.”

Miss Connery glanced at me scoldingly in the rearview mirror. “You’re right, Kaylee. She didn’t.”

I swallowed my pride, the words sticking in my throat. “Thank you for the bras and panties.”

Miss Connery’s eyes stayed on me in the mirror and her voice grew harsher. “I don’t like your attitude or your voice, Fiona. Try again.”

Frustration and shame welled up so strongly I felt like I might cry if they pushed me any further. As if it wasn’t bad enough that I had spent the evening being paraded around and humiliated, they wanted me to thank them for it. I forced my voice higher and breathier. “Thank you for my new bras and panties, Miss Connery. I love them.”

Kaylee burst out laughing in the passenger seat. I looked down, feeling like I had just surrendered my dignity. It wasn’t just that they were emasculating me, the fact that they were able to make me emasculate myself made it ten times worse. Miss Connery smirked at me cruelly through the rearview. “Good girl. Much better.”

The words hit like a slap, deep and degrading.

She continued calmly. “Well, I guess now’s as good a time as any to tell you there are gonna be some changes, sissy. But I’m sure you guessed that.”

I remained silent, waiting anxiously to hear my fate.

“First of all,” she said, “your new name is Fiona, and you will answer to it immediately or be punished. What’s your name, sissy?”

A tear rolled down my cheek as the reality of the situation began to really sink in. “Fiona,” I mumbled.

“Good. Second, everything we bought for you today is your new underwear. Boxers and briefs are for men, which you clearly are not. From now on you will wear a matching bra and panty set every day, and that’s including at school. Kaylee will come by your house this week to gather up your old underwear, and she and I will also be doing regular checks in case you decide to get disobedient and buy yourself some more or hide some from her when she comes. Understood?”

More tears ran down my cheeks as the gravity of the situation sank in. My voice shook. “I…I can’t wear these at school. What if someone notices?”

Miss Connery spoke harshly. “You can and you will. Besides, you wear baggy hoodies almost every day. The only way anyone will notice is if you decide to let one of your little boyfriends at school touch you, so if I were you I’d try to avoid that.”

I started to freak out, my stomach feeling nauseous and my heart pounding as I calculated the risk. People casually bumped into each other all the time. I was bound to get caught by someone. It was almost inevitable.

Miss Connery cut off my spiraling thoughts. “Third, no more hair anywhere beneath your eyebrows. And I mean anywhere. You can shave, wax, or get Nair. That’s up to you, but I expect you to be hairless at all times. Understood?”

I was too upset and overwhelmed to speak. A few more tears spilled out, further ruining my makeup. I just nodded.

“Good. Fourth, I expect you to keep your toes polished twenty-four seven, and I expect variation. Switch up the color every few days. Once again, we’ll be checking.”

Kaylee turned around in her seat, acting like all of this was completely normal. She handed me the pink bottle of nail polish along with a light blue and a red one. “Here, put these in your purse, Fiona. These will get you started.”

My hands trembled as I accepted the bottles and slipped them into my pink purse.

Miss Connery continued. “And lastly, you will obey everything either me or my daughter says, or you will be punished. You’re our sissy now. We will be teaching you how to be both a very feminine young lady and a very submissive little servant wrapped up in one pretty little package. I expect your full obedience, effort, and enthusiasm, and if I don’t get it, believe me, I can make things much worse for you. Do you understand me, Fiona?”

Crying more hysterically now, I barely managed, “Yes…yes Miss Connery.”

Kaylee turned and gave me a patronizing look, the kind you give to a crying child after they’ve been punished. “Aww, such a good girl already. Don’t worry, it’ll be fun.”

I sat there crying quietly and looking down at the floor of the car for the next few minutes, desperate to just get dressed in my own clothes and get home.

My breath hitched and my body trembled as the car pulled up in front of my house. I started to panic, crying even more frantically, tears spilling down my cheeks and ruining what was left of my makeup. I couldn’t walk in there like this, the thought of running into my parents in what was basically a sexy schoolgirl outfit was unimaginable.

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged, my voice breaking. “Please, I can’t go inside my house like this. Please take me back to your house first to change. Please!”

Kaylee looked a bit sympathetic yet resolved that this was what needed to happen. Miss Connery’s expression stayed cruel and firm, not a hint of sympathy.

“Enough, sissy!” she snapped.

The harsh tone made me fall into immediate, attentive silence.

“Listen,” she continued more softly, “if you’re gonna keep playing dress-up you’re gonna have to get used to sneaking around a bit. Besides, if I remember correctly from what Kaylee told me, both of your parents head to work before you get up every morning and get back pretty late, right? I’d assume they go to sleep early, right?”

Some relief cut through the panic. She was almost certainly right. My parents were rarely up past nine. “Yeah, probably…” I murmured, calming down a little. “But, but what if they’re not?”

Miss Connery shrugged cooly. “Then you’ll have to come up with something, sissy. That’s not my problem.”

I sat in silence for a moment, trying to steady my breathing and collect my thoughts, hoping desperately that she was right and that they’d be asleep. Then, as I stared at my nails, another concern hit me. “What about my nail polish and makeup? I don’t know how to take any of this off…”

Miss Connery reached calmly into her bag and pulled out a small pack of makeup wipes and a bottle of nail polish remover. I accepted them with trembling hands and slipped them into my pink purse.

“You have everything you need,” she said, clearly getting annoyed. “Now go, Fiona.”

Kaylee turned around gleefully. “And don’t forget your new bras and panties!”

Miss Connery added, “Oh yeah, and remember to wear them every day. We’ll be texting you for pictures this weekend and I don’t want to be kept waiting. We’ll also be checking in school on Monday.”

I resentfully replied, “Yes, Miss Connery,” as I grabbed both my purse and the Victoria’s Secret shopping bag. I stepped out of the car, shaking with fear.

I stepped inside the house and, much to my relief, found it completely dark and quiet. No lights on, no sounds from my parents. I took one step forward and immediately cringed at how loud my heels clicked on the floor. I quickly slipped them off as quietly as I could, holding them in one hand along with the Victoria’s Secret bag in the other while my pink purse hung from my shoulder. I shuffled carefully up the stairs to my room, my bare feet silent on the carpet and the short skirt brushing against my thighs with every movement.

When I finally made it into my room I quietly closed the door behind me and locked it. A long sigh of relief escaped my pink lips. I collapsed onto my bed. The pleated skirt flipped up as I fell, exposing my pink lace panties, but I was too tired and emotional to even care. I lay there sobbing silently into my mattress as the full weight of the day crashed down on me. Tears soaked into the sheets while I wondered what the future would hold now that I was apparently their sissy.
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