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I did my usual sigh of relief as the dismissal bell went off at the end of Miss Connery’s class, an announcement that the humiliation of being me in public was over for the day. I stood up slowly, smoothing the back of my floral sundress down over my butt, and picked up my books. The stack pressed into the soft weight of my boobs under the thin fabric of my dress as I walked, my bra straps cutting a little at my shoulders as I hugged everything to my chest.

I minced out into the hallway, quick and ladylike.

My heels clicked daintily on the tile. My skirt swished around my thighs with every short step. After all this time as Fiona I still focused on both of those things every time. It felt like I would never get used to this.

Other students were already pouring out of classrooms. A few of them looked at me as always. I kept my eyes forward and my books tight against me as I tried to make my walk look poised and in control, like it belonged to a confident lady who had always carried herself this way.

Samantha was standing by the water fountain in a cropped top that left the bright pink band of her bra sitting out in the open and black leggings that showed off everything. As usual, she was wearing makeup, and it wasn’t subtle. A little crowd was gathered around her, two guys I recognized from my third period and a couple of girls I used to sit near in the cafeteria back when I was still sitting with my old friends. Samantha’s voice was high-pitched and fast, trying to explain why he was dressed this way, hands moving frantically. It was pointless though, they all saw her for what she was, a sissy being bullied and publicly humiliated. They all started laughing when one of the guys reached out and snapped the strap of her bra, making her wince and let out a girly “oww.” I just kept walking, feeling sorry for her and thinking to myself that it would probably be easier for her if she just became a girl full time too at this point. Ironically it drew less attention.

My locker was at the end of the row. I spun the combination and started sliding books in, my dress riding up a little in the back when I bent over.

Then I felt someone step in behind me, their body, clearly a guy’s, pressed up against mine while their hand settled on my ass over my skirt and squeezed. I gasped, the startled sound coming out gentle and girly.

When I turned, I saw that it was Nate. I forced myself to smile, genuinely relieved it was him but also humiliated to be grabbed like that in public, if at all.

I felt my face and neck heating up. “I didn’t know it was you.”

He smiled back. “Sorry. You just look so pretty today.”

He leaned in to kiss me. Just as I began to get on my tippy toes to kiss him back, I saw them. Standing across the hall were my old friends, watching me lean in to kiss a boy, their mouths already curving into those little smirks that revealed their amusement at my situation. My stomach knotted up immediately and my cheeks burned with shame. Still, I shut my eyes anyway and let him kiss me. His hands found my waist over my dress and held me there, thumbs pressing into me just above the hips, the sensation comforting albeit emasculating.

When he pulled back I looked over again and saw that they had not moved, their expressions a mix of shock and amusement as they made eye contact with me. My cheeks were bright pink. I never thought I’d be standing in school in a floral dress, kissing boys in front of my old friends. I felt like a complete pussy.

Nate didn’t seem to notice them, or at least he did not care. “I gotta run. I’ll text you, okay?”

I smiled up at him. “Okay.”

He kissed me again, quicker, and then he was gone down the hall.

I finished putting the last of my books away, thinking about my situation with him.

I did not like boys, I knew that. I wanted Kaylee. That would never change, I wasn’t gay. But I had to date guys now, and Nate already knew what was between my legs, which meant I did not have to spend the whole time waiting anxiously for him to find out and lose it on me. Also, if I was being honest with myself, he was really sweet. We had been on three dates, and he had been a complete gentleman every time. Sure, there was some making out in his car and once on the couch at his house, his hand on my thigh and once higher, feeling up my boobs over my dress. But he had not pushed for more, and he had genuinely never made me feel uncomfortable. I definitely appreciated that. If my only choices were between a man treating me like a lady and a whore, I preferred being treated like a lady by a long shot. I also couldn’t deny that a lot of our time together had been fun. He had a way of taking charge of the situation, making me laugh, and making me feel safe and accepted. If I had to date a guy, I was glad it was him. Still, it killed me that I had to date a guy in the first place. The knowledge that I was the dainty girl in the pretty dress being led around by her man stung deeply. And I had a creeping feeling that it wouldn’t stop here, I suspected very strongly that Nate would wind up being my first boyfriend.

An hour later I was back at Kaylee and Miss Connery’s house, already changed into my sissy maid uniform, my makeup done super sexy: bright red lipstick, false lashes, heavy blush, and smokey eyes. My white lace choker was tight around my throat and my little frilly maid cap was, as usual, pinned into my hair. My stilettos made every step short and careful as I picked up my pink jewel-encrusted plug and a small bottle of lube from the dresser and minced over to Kaylee’s bed.

I stopped at the edge of the mattress, dipped into a curtsy, and used the cute, extra girly voice I knew was demanded of me when I made this request that was now a part of my daily routine. “I’m all ready, Miss Kaylee.”

I held the plug out to her in both hands, the lube bottle tucked against it, and forced myself to say the rest, nearly wincing as the words fell from my painted lips. “Would you please plug my pussy?”

It came out sweet and high-pitched; I hated how pathetic and desperate it made me sound, like I needed it. I knew that a real man would never stand there in a maid dress and lipstick asking the woman he loved to stick a butt plug in his ass. I wasn’t a real man though. I knew that, not that it made this any less degrading.

Kaylee giggled. “Sorry princess, my mom wants to do the honors today. She’s waiting downstairs.”

My face tightened. I looked down at the floor, already dreading Miss Connery’s hands instead of Kaylee’s, the plug suddenly heavier in my fingers. Kaylee doing it had at least felt like something private between us, we had a special bond. Her mom doing it made it so much worse.

“Okay, Mistress,” I mumbled.

Kaylee hopped off the bed, still giggling, and kissed me on the lips. Kissing her still got me, a little slice of heaven amidst my humiliating life. I smiled in spite of myself.

She took my hand and led me downstairs. “Come on, sissy, I’ll join you.”

I walked beside her in my heels, plug and lube in my other hand, skirt bouncing with each step, the choker too tight against my throat every time I swallowed.

Kaylee let go of me at the bottom and plopped down on the couch next to Miss Connery. I strutted the last few steps in front of them as seductively as I could, stopped, and curtsied again. My voice came out weaker than it had upstairs, but I still pushed it into that same enthusiastic girlish tone. “Hi, Miss Connery.”

I held the plug and the lube out toward her, my cheeks already burning with shame. “Um… would you please plug my pussy?”

Saying it to her was so much worse. Kaylee was one thing. Standing in front of my teacher, the woman who had destroyed my masculinity and broken me down into a completely emasculated bitch, was another.

Miss Connery smiled like she was about to burst out laughing at me. “Of course, Fiona! How sweet of you to ask. Bend over, honey.”

I turned around feeling completely pathetic, put my hands on the coffee table, and bent over for her, my ass in the air, my little maid skirt tipping forward so there was nothing covering me but my panties. The position alone made my thighs shake. Kaylee giggled behind me.

A second later Miss Connery hooked a finger in the crotch of my panties and tugged them aside. Cool lube smeared between my cheeks, then the tapered head of the plug pressed against me and started to sink in, stretching me open in a slow, slick push that I felt all the way up into my stomach. I gasped, high-pitched and startled, as the widest part popped through and my hole closed around the neck, the jeweled base seating flush against me. The weight of it sat inside me immediately, leaving me feeling full and owned, every tiny clench making the jewels kiss the fabric of my panties. Both of them giggled at the sound I made.

Miss Connery gave my ass a firm slap. The plug jumped with it as my cheeks jiggled from the impact. “There you go. All in, princess. Now what do you say?”

I stood up slowly, hyper aware of every movement, the plug shifting when I straightened, pressing deeper inside me when I put weight on my heels. I fixed my panties, smoothed my skirt back down, and turned to face them. I hated myself for doing it, but I curtsied and thanked her anyway. “Thank you, Miss Connery.”

She smirked at me the way someone smirks at a puppy that has finally learned to obey. “You’re so welcome, girly girl. Now you know the drill. Get into position.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled.

I lowered myself to my knees in front of the couch, my skirt pooling around my legs on the floor, the plug seated deep in me and driving even deeper as I settled. I still could not shake it, the humiliation of asking her for that, of thanking her like it was something I wanted, referring to “my pussy” in front of both of them like that’s just what it was. It was normal for me now, but no matter how many times I did it, I doubted it would ever stop serving as a humiliating and painful reminder of my reduced status and the shame and emasculation that came with it.

Miss Connery looked down at me on my knees, still smiling like this was the best part of her day. “Guess what you’re doing today, little girl.”

My voice came out small. “What, Miss Connery?”

She cooed at me the way somebody coos at a baby. “Today you get to start your first day as a camgirl! Isn’t that exciting? You didn’t think I forgot about that, did you? Your fans love you on social media, honey, and now they’ll finally get the chance to interact with you.”

The announcement put an immediate pit in my stomach. I had been dreading this for weeks, telling myself it might not actually happen, and now it was here and I felt sick knowing I was about to sit in front of a camera and perform for men who paid to watch me.

Kaylee lit up on the couch. “Oh my God, this is gonna be so great for you, Fiona! I’ll post the link on your social media right now!”

She was already typing, thumbs flying, grinning at the screen.

I stammered, my hands twisting in my skirt. “But… but I don’t know how to be a camgirl.”

Kaylee looked up. “It’s easy, princess. You just sit in front of the camera and talk to your fans, and when they tip you to do something on your menu you do it.”

Miss Connery smiled. “Don’t worry, little girl. Kaylee will be in the room with you the whole time. Just follow her instructions and remember to be sweet and sexy for your fans. The whole shy thing you do could work, but you’ll definitely need to act perky and excited when you interact with them too.”

I nodded, more on instinct that agreement, not really knowing what else to do. I was shaking, horrified by the fact that I was about to be turned into an online sex worker. “Um… what’s on my menu?”

They both giggled at that, the same little shared laugh they used whenever there was something humiliating waiting around the corner for me.

Kaylee set her phone down. “Well, cutie, that butt plug you’re wearing has Bluetooth, so they’ll be able to control it if they pay enough.”

My head snapped up. “What?!”

“Yep,” Kaylee said happily, “and also…”

Miss Connery cut her off. “Let it be a surprise, sweetie. Now let’s go, girls. It’s Fiona’s first day at her new job!”

They stood up fast while I rose slowly, the plug shifting inside me, my heart already pounding as I followed them to the stairs. Every click of my stilettos felt louder than it should have.

Kaylee’s room looked the same as always, only now, it somehow felt scarier. She set up her computer and opened it to the account they had made for me: Princess Fiona. The profile picture was an old one, me on her floor in a pink lace bodysuit, riding her pink teddy bear. I stared at it, knowing the men who were about to come in had already been looking at it.

She sat me in a pink rolling chair, propped the laptop on a stand, and had me roll back until I was in full view of the camera. Then she mirrored it to the TV on the wall. I appeared up there in the empty chat room: slutty maid uniform on, legs crossed demurely at the knee, red mouth, lacey maid cap, choker, the whole sissy maid thing, staring at myself in shame knowing that a bunch of horny men were about to see me this way and probably jerk off to me.

“There,” Kaylee said. “Now you’ll be able to show them your full body while still reading the chat and requests.”

My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. I was sure I was going to throw up. “Mistresses, please…”

“Enough, sissy,” Miss Connery snapped. “This is happening.” She was already at the door. “I’ll see you girls later. Let me know how she does, Kaylee.”

Kaylee responded like everything was normal. “I will!”

The door shut. As soon as she was gone I was basically hyperventilating, short little breaths that made the choker feel suffocating. Kaylee came over, leaned down, and hugged me, her hair falling against my cheek. “It’ll be alright. Just do this for me and I promise I’ll reward you after, okay?”

I still felt sick and ashamed, but I knew I had no choice. “Okay.”

She smiled at me as she fixed a stray lock of hair on my face. “That’s my little girl.”

I blushed. I hated that it worked on me.

She stayed close and lowered her voice. “Okay, now listen. I created some structure for your first session so you wouldn’t be totally lost. You’re gonna introduce yourself first as Princess Fiona and thank everyone for coming to meet you. You need to act like a complete princess. I want your girliest, sweetest, softest self the entire time. Okay? Even if that means emasculating yourself a little bit for the boys’ entertainment.”

I nodded, forcing back the urge to cry..

She continued. “After you introduce yourself, ask everyone’s name and say hi to them and personally thank them for joining your chatroom. Men love that kind of personal touch. Once the introductions are done, tell them that you wanna play twenty-one questions and that you’ll pick whichever questions they give that interest you the most. Remember, if at any point someone buys something off your menu you have to do it, okay?”

I was horrified by what could be on there. “But what’s on my…”

She shushed me softly. “It’ll be less stress if you just do it without thinking, okay?”

I nodded again, terrified and ashamed, my hands locked together in my lap in a failed attempt to make them stop shaking.

Kaylee stood up. “Alright, pretty girl, I’m gonna open the chat room up now. Smile pretty and remember, you’re Fiona, a horny sissy who’s super excited about all this male attention, right?”

I said nothing.

Kaylee knelt down in front of me again. “I need you to say it, girly.”

I sighed. The words came out shakily. “I’m Fiona, a horny sissy who’s super excited about all this male attention.”

She smiled and kissed my forehead. “Good girl.”

Then she walked around behind the computer, out of the camera’s view. “Oh, and I can see everything on my phone. If I have any instructions for you I’ll type it out so that it shows up on the TV, okay?”

I nodded, still staring at myself on the TV in my maid uniform looking like a man’s wet dream, about to serve as exactly that.

Kayle pushed a button on the laptop. “Alright, Princess Fiona, smile and remember how to behave. You’re on in three… two… one.”

I was still shaking but I forced a smile, bright and very awkward, just as the chat room opened and dozens of usernames started popping up as they joined.

The chat filled up faster than I expected. Names stacked down the side of the TV, little dollar signs already blinking next to a few of them as a few tips rolled in.

Kaylee’s text flashed across the bottom of the screen. “Smile. Introduce yourself.”

I swallowed, sat up straighter, and made my voice as happy and girly as I could. “Hi… um, hi everybody. I’m Princess Fiona. Thank you so much for coming to meet me! I am so, so happy you’re all here, I really am. This is my first time doing this and I’m a little nervous, so please be nice to me, okay? I just wanted to say thank you for joining my chat room. It means a lot that you wanted to come see me.”

The comments started rolling.

BigDave88: holy shit you’re even prettier than your pics
MikeInOhio: you look so sexy in that maid outfit
CoachT: stand up I wanna see the whole uniform
Anon4: look at that body, she has to be on hormones
TylerB: those lips were made to suck
NiceGuyRyan: you’re gorgeous Fiona don’t be nervous
Brad: I see from your menu that ass is plugged already
DaddyKen: say hi to daddy baby

I let out a little giggle because Kaylee had told me to sound excited, even though my hands were still shaking in my lap. “Hi, BigDave, thank you, that’s so sweet. Hi Mike. Hi CoachT, I will in a second I promise. Tyler… um… thank you? I think? Hi Ryan, you’re really nice, I appreciate that. And, um, DaddyKen, hi. Thank you all for being here, seriously. I want to know your names too, so if you haven’t said hi yet please do, I want to thank you personally.”

More names popped up. More dollar signs. Five dollars here, then ten. Someone tipped fifteen and then left a minute later.

I thanked each one like Kaylee told me, repeating their names in that same soft princess voice, smiling at the camera until my cheeks hurt.

“Okay,” I said, clasping my hands together the way a girl does when she’s trying to look cute. “I thought it would be fun if we played twenty-one questions. You can ask me anything and I’ll pick the questions that interest me the most and answer them for you, okay? Don’t be shy.”

The questions flooded in.

SissySarah: hey girl are you a sissy full time?

I looked at the camera. I could feel Kaylee watching from behind the laptop.

“Yes,” I said, and made myself keep going instead of stopping at the one word. “I am a sissy full time now. I go to school as a girl. At home I’m a girl. I actually don’t have any boy clothes anymore. For a while I was sneaking around and hiding it from my parents and classmates, but now I’m Fiona all the time.”

NiceGuyRyan: that’s actually really cool
Brad: no man does that unless he knows he’s meant to be a bitch
Anon4: full time sissy LOL
DaddyKen: good. stay that way

I forced a polite smile. “Thank you, Ryan. And… I know, Brad. I know.”

The next question was already being spammed.

CoachT: are your tits real
TylerB: fuck yeah show us
MikeInOhio: $20 show your boobs
BigDave88: pop em out slut
DaddyKen: she’s loving the attention

“Show my tits” popped up on the screen with a chime, indicating that menu item had been paid for. Kaylee nodded at me from behind the camera, just once.

I looked down at the neckline of my maid dress, then back at the lens, my face burning.

“They’re not real,” I mumbled, trying to keep the sweet voice from cracking. “They’re forms. They’re glued on so they stay on all day and they look real, and they even feel real, especially when I touch them over my dress or bra. I have to wear them every day though.”

Having answered the question, I slowly hooked my fingers in the neckline of my uniform and tugged it down, popping my boobs up and out over the lace so they sat on display, pale, round, and heavy on my chest, the nipples perky and realistic. I kept smiling even though I certainly did not feel like smiling.

The chat exploded.

TylerB: fuck
CoachT: those are so realistic
Anon4: little sissy with BIG tits 
NiceGuyRyan: they’re beautiful Fiona
Brad: bounce them fag
DaddyKen: leave them out
MikeInOhio: aren’t you gonna thank us for looking at your tits and giving you attention

“Thank you for looking at my boobs and giving me attention,” I muttered, completely degraded and ashamed of myself. “I hope you boys like them.”

I sat there with them out, reading every crude line, answering the ones that asked me something directly, calling men by their names while my boobs were on full display. Obviously they were fake, but I wore them so often that they had begun to feel like a part of my body, like I really was exposing myself to all these men. After a minute I lifted the neckline and tucked them back into my bra and dress, my hands shaking so hard my nails scraped my skin.

“Okay,” I whispered, then forced it louder. “Okay. Next question.”

SissySarah: how did you become a sissy
Brad: yeah tell us the whole thing
DaddyKen: who did this to you

I took a breath. This one I could not answer briefly even if I was allowed to.

“It started at the beginning of the school year,” I said, looking down in shame. “I was rude to my teacher, who is now my mistress, in class. Her daughter invited me over and I thought it was because she liked me. I thought I was going there to hook up with her. She talked me into putting on her panties and…she recorded it. After that I didn’t have a choice. They started calling me Fiona that night and they made me take all my body hair off. They painted my nails and dressed me up, then took me lingerie shopping. Then they gave me rules. I had to answer to my new name, wear a bra and panties every day, keep my toes painted, and stay clean shaven. They had me come over pretty much every day after that for my girl training and drilled me until I was totally obedient and feminine. It just kept escalating from that point on.”

The comments were ongoing throughout my whole monologue.

Anon4: no real man lets that happen
CoachT: you were never a man
NiceGuyRyan: that’s crazy Fiona
TylerB: I’d have fought
Brad: but she didn’t that’s why she’s in a maid dress, total pussy

I kept going, trying not to get emotion.

“Um…every day I had lessons after school. You know…walking, talking, makeup, heels. They started me doing maid work at their house. They locked me in a chastity cage so I couldn’t use…um, so I couldn’t use it like a boy anymore. They got me breast forms and made me wear them every day. They taught me how to flirt with guys. Over time there were more and more rules. I had to sleep in nighties, spend hours dressed at home, go on dates with boys. Recently my parents found out, and my mistress said since they already knew there was no reason for me to be a boy at all anymore. So now I go to school as a girl…and that’s how I’m here.”

The chat sat on it for a second, then got meaner and more aggressive.

DaddyKen: you weren’t meant to be a man
MikeInOhio: any real man would’ve stopped this
SissySarah: honey I wish this would happen to me, you definitely let these two women turn you into this
CoachT: say it. say you were never a real man faggot
NiceGuyRyan: I’m sorry that happened but you look like you belong like this
Brad: be grateful they made you so sexy

Kaylee’s text crawled across the TV. “Answer them. Be sweet.”

I smiled at the camera while I blinked back tears.

“I was never a real man,” I admitted, slow and ashamed, knowing it was true. “You’re right. A real man wouldn’t be sitting here in a maid dress thanking you for coming to look at him. I know I’m not a man…that’s why I’m Princess Fiona now, and that’s why I’m here with all of you.”

The tips kept coming, more and more names flooding in as I sat there with my hands folded in my lap, my butt plug heavy inside me, smile still glued on as I waited for the next question like a good girl..

Brad: so are you like the daughter’s cuck
Anon4: she gives big cuck vibes
DaddyKen: answer honestly princess

SissySarah: pussyfree is the way to go for us girl

“Sort of,” I answered, my smile faltering as I contemplated the complicated nature of our relationship. “Her name is Kaylee and I don’t know if that’s the word she would use, but if you’re asking if I want her and still end up watching her with guys instead, then yes. I went over her house the first time because I thought she liked me, I thought I was going to hook up with her. Obviously that is not what happened. She started dating this guy Max…she loved having me in my maid dress answering the door when he picked her up. I hated having to stand there and look at them. The first time I had to serve her mom while Kaylee got ready for him, I wasn’t practically losing it. Then her mom sat me down and explained to me that girls want real men, not sissies, and that I needed to get used to my new role with women. So I guess… sort of. Yes.”

The chat liked that too much.

TylerB: no surprise there
CoachT: she’s definitely a cuck
NiceGuyRyan: that sounds hard Fiona
MikeInOhio: you still in love with her aren’t you
SissySarah: being her cuck sounds fun!

“I definitely love her,” I admitted, seeing no point in lying but being embarrassed admitting that in front of Kaylee who was looking at me like my responses were adorable. “But I know I’m not what she dates. I’m more like her girlfriend…she calls me her little girl and I’ve really grown to love our relationship, even if I’ll never be her man.”

SissySarah: aww I love that for you
Brad: did you ever watch her get fucked? how did it feel
DaddyKen: yes answer that little girl

“Yes,” I squeaked out. “I watched them. Max was over one day, and I snapped at him because he smacked my ass, and Kaylee called me into her room and made me stay. I had to watch him fuck her….I had to sit there in my uniform and watch. He was like, pounding her and she was making sounds like she loved it. I could see all of it, how big he was, how easy it was for him to take control like that and please a woman, how much she wanted him. It was a big turning point for me in realizing I would never be a real man. I wanted so badly to be the one in the bed with her. Instead, I was dressed as her sissy maid tied up in a chair watching. It was so humiliating…I was so jealous. But it was also… I don’t know how to say it but…I felt close to her the whole time, like she was showing me exactly where I belonged and sharing an intimate moment with me at the same time. Afterward she was so sweet to me. That’s the part that showed me I was a real sissy. I watched a guy take her like I never could and then I became her little girl in response.”

Anon4: meant to be…
CoachT: did you cry?
TylerB: such a beta 
NiceGuyRyan: I’m sorry that sounds really hard
Brad: take your dress off sissy
BigDave88: yessss strip for daddy princess Fiona
DaddyKen: I just bought it on the menu, lose the dress little girl

I looked to Kaylee to save me but she simply nodded.

“Okay,” I whispered, reluctantly accepting the situation. “Okay, somebody tipped me to take my dress off, so… I guess I have to. Thank you for the tips, really.”

I stood up in front of the chair. On the TV I watched myself do it, which made it so much worse. I reached back and worked the zipper down, then slipped the straps off my shoulders and let my maid dress fall to the floor around my stilettos. The cap was still in my hair, the choker still on my neck. Underneath it was just my white silk bra and panties, the plug’s base making a little dent against the silk, my cage obvious if anybody looked closely enough at the front of my panties. I sat back down with my knees together like a nervous little girl, crossing my legs at the knee like that would somehow be more modest.

TylerB: fuck look at her
CoachT: tiny little bulge LMAO
MikeInOhio: those panties are soaked aren’t they
Anon4: you’re actually really hot
NiceGuyRyan: you look really pretty Fiona
Brad: I’m so fucking hard right now
DaddyKen: such a good girl
SissySarah: yassss queen

I folded my arms over my bra, then forced them down when Kaylee shot me a look.

“Thank you for the tips, boys,” I mumbled, shy and quiet. “I appreciate all of the compliments.”

NiceGuyRyan: so Fiona what did your classmates and friends think of you when you came out
CoachT: your old guy friends probably want to fuck you

“At first they thought I lost a bet,” I answered, reluctantly accepting the question. “On Halloween I went to school dressed like a prom queen and Kaylee told me to use that as an excuse. Some of them bought it or at least pretended to, but they still took me to the locker room and made me show them my boobs and my panties. After that it got worse. They got awkward…they asked if I was gay. They stopped talking to me like I was one of them. Then I started sitting with Kaylee and her friends, she told all those girls that I was a very feminine gay boy who wanted to be a girl and I had to act like it around them. Then more people found out. There were these two bullies at school…Layla and Hannah. They walked me through the halls dressed as Fiona with my hands tied behind my back and showed my old friends my chastity cage, it was horrible. But now I go to school as a girl every day and my teacher told the class to treat me like one. I think that most of them do, but most of my old friends look at me like I’m a total sissy and I guess they’re not wrong. Today they watched me kiss a boy at my locker.”

My voice thinned out on that last part.

Brad: you don’t need guy friends anymore you need boyfriends to fuck you
Anon4: those guys probably already knew you were a bitch
DaddyKen: you’re meant to date men not be one of them
NiceGuyRyan: that must hurt
SissySarah: are they cute?

“It does hurt,” I said, fighting back tears as the whole thing began to feel like a therapy session. “I know what you’re saying. I’m probably not meant to be a man and am better off dating them…I know I’m not one of them anymore…”

MikeInOhio: are you really a maid
SissyKatie: just joined, girl you are goals

I looked down at my dress on the floor, then back at the camera.

“Yes,” I smiled, grateful to shift the conversation away from my old friends. “I am really a maid. When I go to my mistresses’ house I serve, I clean, and I wear this uniform, or one like it. I always curtsy when I’m given an order or when I first present myself to them dressed. It’s actually my job when I’m here. I cook and I pick things up and I bring them drinks and I stay pretty and cute while I do it!”

The tips kept chiming. I felt a little chill run across my exposed skin as I sat there in just my bra and panties, smiling like a demure sissy and feeling completely vulnerable.

CoachT: do you get punished if you disobey
SissySarah: OMG that would be so hot
DaddyKen: tell us how they keep you in line

“Yes,” I admitted. “I get punished, but I try to avoid it. It started with the video. Kaylee recorded me that first night, and after that I didn’t get to refuse things because of them blackmailing me. Then once they laid out the rules, they made it clear that if I fought the rules it would get physical. Before Halloween I told my teacher I would not go to school as a prom queen. She spanked me while Kaylee and her friend watched. I mean like actually spanked me over her lap, until I was sobbing and promising I would do it and admitting I was a sissy, not a man. That was the first time I really broke. After that, if I stepped out of line it happened again. A few months ago when those two bullies Layla and Hannah walked me through school in a dress, I hid in the bathroom and missed my teacher’s class, and she spanked me for cutting. She didn’t care why I did it. She told me my nails were staying painted twenty-four-seven after that, even at school, as punishment. They also put a camera in my bedroom so they could check I was dressing at home and sleeping in my nightie. So yes. I get punished. I learned pretty fast that saying no just makes the next thing worse, so I try to be a good girl.”

NiceGuyRyan: that’s tough Fiona
Brad: they broke you
Anon4: you cried like a little bitch
TylerB: do you say thank you for the spankings
MikeInOhio: are you still scared of your teacher

“I’m very scared of her,” I admitted. “And yes, I always thank them for disciplining me and helping me become a better sissy.”

Brad: you said they keep you locked?
CoachT: show your cage
BigDave88: It looks so tiny through her panties there’s barely a bulge 
DaddyKen: just paid panties down princess

The chime came in that it had been purchased on my menu. I didn’t want to take it out. Of all the changes that had happened this year, my shrunken clit and it’s tiny cage were among the things I was most ashamed of. I looked toward Kaylee, my whole body trembling. She nodded.

“Yes,” I said, and my voice went thinner even while I tried to keep it perky and sweet. “They keep me locked. I have been in a cage since Halloween. It’s like one inch. I only come out when they decide.”

I swallowed. “Okay…um, somebody tipped me to show you my clitty, so here you go.”

I stood just enough to hook my thumbs in my panties and work them down to my thighs. The little pink cage sat there in the open, my clit soft and trapped inside it, the lettering easy to read on camera. I sat again with my panties stretched around my legs, thighs trembling.

Anon4: THAT’S it?
CoachT: tiny
TylerB: Princess Fiona’s pretty clitty LMAOOOO
Brad: no wonder they locked it away
MikeInOhio: pathetic
NiceGuyRyan: oh Fiona
DaddyKen: good girls don’t need a dick

Kaylee’s text crawled across the TV. “Stand up and jiggle it for them. Be cute.”

My face went red. I reached down and took the cage between two fingers and shook it the way she told me to, showing off how tiny and useless it was in the cutest, most degrading way possible.

SissySarah: cuteeeee jiggle that thing girly
TylerB: that’s hysterical
CoachT: leave it out
Brad: do you always call it your clitty
DaddyKen: oh princess you have to admit that’s not a penis

“I refer to it as my clitty, yes,” I admitted, suddenly reminded of how emasculating a thing I had grown so used to was. “It’s not a penis. That’s why they put this on me. My teacher said I wasn’t a man so I didn’t need one. I guess she’s right…I don’t really ever use it.”

I started to pull my panties back up and another tip stopped me.

MikeInOhio: leave it out
SissySarah: can you still get hard
CoachT: does it even work

I left my panties where they were, knowing Kaylee wouldn’t want me to pull them up when tips were flowing.

“Not like it used to,” I sighed. “When they first unlocked me after Halloween I was horrified. It had gotten much smaller and it wouldn’t get fully hard. I…I had to jerk off to a picture of a guy from school and then they made me drink it. It just like…leaked out. It’s gotten way worse since then. This cage is one inch and I fit in it. When I do get to come now it usually isn’t even from that. Kaylee will hold me and let me nurse on her. Sometimes she uses her hand, but the last time I came it was from the plug while I was still locked. I had a full-body orgasm with this thing on and it barely grew at all. So if you’re asking if it still works the way a boy’s is supposed to work, no. It swells in the cage and it leaks. I don’t get to finish like a man anymore, but um I guess it still kind of works if you meant if I could come.”

TylerB: so it doesn’t work
Brad: that’s a girl’s orgasm sissy
Anon4: she is literally the biggest pussy I’ve ever seen
DaddyKen: you’re a very sweet little girl Fiona
SissySarah: maybe it’s a good thing your clitty doesn’t work, I wish mine didn’t

I pulled my panties back up over the cage timidly, with shaking hands. I sat back down, flushed, exposed, degraded, and terrified of whatever they were going to buy next.

SissySarah: how does it feel to be emasculated like that it sounds so hot
Brad: locked up with a dead clitty LMAO
DaddyKen: she loves it

“It feels like they took away the part of me that made me a boy and my male ego went with it,” I squeaked out after a moment of reflection. “It’s hard. I mean I can look down right now and see that it doesn’t work and remember when it used to get hard. Now that swelling up and leaking is all that it does, I don’t feel like a man anymore. Honestly, sitting here talking to you with it locked away knowing that you all have real dicks that you’re free to touch whenever you want makes me feel like a little bitch.”

They loved that.

SissySarah: That’s so fucking hot

BigDave88: I’m rock hard right now bitch boy
TylerB: take your bra and panties off 
CoachT: I want to cum looking at your girly body
DaddyKen: I paid princess, strip now
MikeInOhio: leave the heels on

Kaylee nodded, grinning at me like she was loving this even though I was feeling like a cheap whore.

“Okay,” I mumbled, and I could hear how broken it sounded even as I tried to keep up my “Princess Fiona” voice. They wanted to jerk off to me. “Okay. Thank you for the tips. I’m going to strip for you guys now.”

I reached back and unhooked my bra. My boobs bounced on my chest as the cups fell away and I dropped the bra on top of the dress. Then I worked my panties down over my stilettos and stepped out of them. When I sat again there was nothing left but my heels, choker, maid cap, boobs, chastity cage, and the jeweled base of the plug invading my cheeks. I crossed one knee over the other out of habit and then uncrossed it because hiding felt pointless. I was naked for a group of horny men, hard cocks probably already in their hands. I felt my face burning with shame, my body trembling, whatever bit of pride I had completely snuffed out.

NiceGuyRyan: you’re stunning
TylerB: I’m gonna cum to you faggot
Anon4: what a pathetic whore
CoachT: spread your legs slut
Brad: that’s a sissy if I’ve ever seen one
DaddyKen: such a good girl
MikeInOhio: I want her tight boy pussy
SissySarah: princess Fiona you are GORGEOUS girl

“Thank you all,” I forced a weak smile, unsure of what to say while a room full of men jerked off to me. “I feel really exposed. I know that’s the point.”

A chime hit louder than the others. Someone activated my toy.

The plug came on inside me without warning, a low buzz that pushed straight into the sensitive spot it had found the other night. My mouth opened and a little whimper came out before I could stop it.

Brad: how does your butt plug feel faggot
TylerB: yeah how’s that pussy feel
CoachT: moan louder sissy

“It feel…” I moaned again, my tender hole pulsing. The vibration was rolling through my hole and up into my stomach, the jeweled base kissing me from the outside every time I clenched. “My um, my pussy feels so full…thank you. It’s buzzing like crazy inside me and making my clitty strain in the cage.” I moaned again, more of a high-pitched whine this time. “I can feel myself getting so wet. It feels so good. Ah…sorry. It’s hard to talk while it’s on.”

I was moaning between sentences and I knew they were loving it.

DaddyKen: just came looking at her little clit shaking
Anon4: this bitch loves it
NiceGuyRyan: you’re so hot Fiona
Brad: do you like men

The plug kept going.

“No,” I murmured, trying to make it sound certain through the shaking. “I don’t like men. I’m not gay. I like girls, especially Kaylee. I only date guys because I have to now, and because she tells me to. She likes to see me on a real man’s lap.”

TylerB: bullshit you definitely like men
CoachT: you were made for men princess
DaddyKen: that plug in your pussy says otherwise
Brad: you’re on cam for guys to jerk off to baby
SissySarah: come on all sissies like male attention you can admit it
NiceGuyRyan: I believe you but you look like you were built for men

“I understand,” I said, eyes wet, plug still buzzing. “I hear all of that. But I really don’t like men. I know you won’t believe me.”

SissySarah: what’s the farthest you’ve been with a man
CoachT: you been fucked?

Two chimes came in, one turning the plug up, the other saying “Dildo sucking, two minutes.” Kaylee stepped just far enough into view to set my black dildo on the floor, right in front of me, then disappeared again. Her text hit the TV. “Answer the question and then do the two minutes girlfriend. You know what to do.”

“The farthest I’ve been is I sucked a guy’s cock,” I barely got it out as I picked it up. “On Valentine’s Day there was this guy…his name was Michael. Kaylee was next to me doing the same thing to her date. Before that I jerked a guy off in a movie theater and I had to lick it off my hand. That’s the farthest I’ve gone...”

The plug ramped up again as I leaned forward and took the head of the dildo into my mouth. It was thick and long, but nothing I wasn’t experienced with. I went down on it the way they had taught me using this very toy, taking it deep, slow, rhythmic, looking up at the camera through my lashes because I knew that was what men liked. The buzz in my ass made my throat jump. I whined around it and the sound read as eager even though I was completely humiliated in that moment.

TylerB: that’s it
CoachT: deeper
DaddyKen: such good little cocksucker
Anon4: princess Fiona finally working
Brad: I think she found her calling
MikeInOhio: Fuck I’m gonna cum
SissySarah: taking notes from your girl
NiceGuyRyan: you look like you’re really good at that

I kept going, bobbing my head like an eager slut, spit and lipstick smearing along the shaft, the plug hammering inside me, my caged clitty leaking against my thigh. I managed to read some of the comments while my mouth was full. I could not answer them, I could only read them calling me a cocksucker and a size queen and a faggot and a good girl. When the two minutes were up I pulled off with a sexy wet sound and gasped, eyes shining with tears I was barely holding back, dildo shining, naked and on display in my greatest moment of shame.

“Two minutes,” I whispered. “Thank you for the tips…I hope you guys enjoyed.”

TylerB: what’s your favorite part of sucking cock
Brad: don’t get shy now cocksucker
DaddyKen: I’m hard again for you princess

MikeInOhio: Just came wish it was in your mouth
SissySarah: SIZE QUEEN tell us your favorite part
 

Kaylee’s text slid across the bottom of the TV while I was still holding the dildo. “Be sexy. Tell them what you love sweet girl”

I set the toy down on my thigh and kept my smile on even though I felt like a used and abused sex toy. I basically was.

“My favorite part,” I smirked, cute and girly the way she wanted, “is how big it feels when it first hits my tongue. I like when I have to stretch my mouth around it and I can feel that pulsing while I’m on my knees. I like the heat of it on my tongue, and I like when it gets harder because of something I did with my mouth. I like the way a guy’s hand feels in my hair when he decides how fast I go. And I like right at the end, when I can tell he’s about to finish and give me his man juice. That’s the part I think about after. That’s the part that makes my clitty leak in the cage even though it embarrasses me.”

CoachT: that’s a slut talking
Anon4: she LOVES cock
NiceGuyRyan: you can suck mine if you want Fiona
TylerB: no she needs cock
SissySarah: would you say you crave it…even though you’re “straight”

“I crave being good at it for my mistresses,” I replied tactfully. “I love it when they’re proud of me”

Brad: do you have a boyfriend
DaddyKen: she must
CoachT: I wanna hear everything

“I don’t have a boyfriend yet,” I said with a very intentional coy little smirk. “Not officially. There’s this guy, Nate. He’s on the football team. He came up to me at a party, he already knew I was trans because Layla and Hannah told him. He asked for my number and I gave it to him because I figured if I have to date boys, I should date one who already knows my little secret. We’ve been on three dates so far and um, it’s been good. He picks me up, opens doors, calls me pretty. He’s really sweet…he makes me feel safe and beautiful, which is nice, I guess. I have a feeling he’s going to be my first boyfriend whether I like it or not.”

I was still talking when the next chime hit.

BobbyKing: twerk
Brad: stand up and do it
TylerB: shake that plugged ass

Kaylee pointed at the floor in front of the chair.

I stood up shakily on my stilettos, dreading doing this but knowing that my ass was more than fat enough. I turned around so they could see my ass, put my hands on the back of the chair, and bent over until my ass was in the air. I twerked for them, shaking my ass while more tips rolled in. Each of the bounces made the jeweled base of my plug wink at the camera and made my boobs jiggle on my chest. My cage swung a little, as much as a one inch piece of plastic could. I could see myself on the TV doing it, naked except for heels and a maid cap, smiling over my shoulder as I shook my bare ass for the room full of horny men.

Anon4: oh my God
CoachT: look at that ass
DaddyKen: good girl bounce
MikeInOhio: Nate is a lucky guy
SissyHunter: that’s not a man’s ass
NiceGuyRyan: I’m so hard for you Fiona
TylerB: I wanna bury my cock in those cheeks

“I’m glad you like it, boys” I squeaked, breathless, too embarrassed to address the overtly sexual comments. “Thank you for the tips.”

I sat back down shaking.

SissySarah: are you friends with other sissies

“Yes,” I said, happy the conversation was moving away from a bunch of men saying they wanted to fuck me. “One, her name is Samantha. She used to be my close friend Sam. Layla and Hannah feminized her. I walked into the bathroom one day and she was wearing lipstick and looking terrified. They made us make out while they recorded it. After that they started to bully her and turn her into a sissy like me. She still tries to explain herself to people and pass as a man, but it doesn’t really work. We actually had a few playdates at my house. I do her makeup and dress her like me and then we color, dance, put on fashion shows, and talk about boys while the girls supervise us.”

The plug kicked on again, harder than before. I jerked in the chair and grabbed the armrest.

DaddyKen: so what’s your ideal penis like
Brad: be specific

Kaylee’s text appeared on screen “Be descriptive. Don’t rush.”

“Ummm,” my speech deteriorated into a moan, “I don’t want something mean-looking. I want it thick enough that I have to really open my mouth, but not so big I panic. I want it clean. Really big. I want the kind of cock that feels heavy in my hand while I jerk it and twitches when I lick the underside. I want the head to be smooth so it slides on my tongue. I want veins I can feel against my painted lips. I want a guy attached to it who takes charge without being mean, who tells me I’m pretty while he’s using my mouth, who lets me go slow at first and then pick it up at my own pace. I want to taste him before he comes so I know it’s happening. I want it to feel like too much compared to what’s in my cage, but not compared to like, a porn star’s.”

The comments rolled under the buzz of the plug, some of them already telling me I had just described my future, and as I sat there flushed and dripping in the cage, waiting for them to spend more money on me, it felt hard to deny.

The next question made my stomach drop before I even opened my mouth.

CoachT: 19 do you plan on getting fucked anytime soon
TylerB: Nate’s gonna do it
Brad: be honest
DaddyKen: she needs a good fucking

The plug was still a dull buzz in me from before. I folded my hands in my lap like I was all of a sudden a sweet little lady instead of an online whore.

“I don’t plan on it,” I replied. “But I know it isn’t up to me. My mistresses decide what I do…Men on here just paid to turn my plug on and to watch me suck a dildo so…I’m not really in a position of power. All I know is that I used to think there were lines I wouldn’t cross, but they’ve constantly pushed me far beyond them all. I hope they don’t make me any time soon.”

SissySarah: thoughts on hormones? surgery? E changed my life
MikeInOhio: you should get a real pussy
NiceGuyRyan: do YOU want that

“Same answer,” I admitted, trembling as I processed the truth of it. “It isn’t my decision to make. They talk like this is permanent…I go to school as a girl now. My parents know. I hope not, but it doesn’t feel impossible anymore.”

The final question rolled in, and it lefe me contemplating.

Brad: do you like being a sissy
CoachT: she must
DaddyKen: admit it doll

I looked at myself on the TV, naked in the pink chair, boobs on display, cage leaking my sissy juice, plug deep inside me, and I almost broke down completely.

“No,” I said first. “I hate a lot of it. I hate walking through school in a dress hearing my heels click like I’m some dainty think. I hated my old friends watching me kiss a boy today. I hate asking my mistresses to plug my pussy and thanking them for it. I hate this cage. I hate that my clitty doesn’t work. I wanted to be the guy and I wanted to get girls…”

I had to breathe. “But I also know I’m not a real man. A real man doesn’t end up here. A real man doesn’t suck cock or paint his nails. I do. I walk and talk like a lady, I crave being called pretty, and my favorite thing in life is nursing Kaylee while she calls me her sweet little girl. Some parts of my life feel like relief, which is the most humiliating part to admit. When she holds me I feel safe. When I do what I’m told my old male ego gets quieter. I think I was probably meant for this, and there are some parts that definitely feel natural and even fun to me. I like being her girl and…even though I’m straight…male attention can be exciting. This is just who I am now.”

I was already tearing up when the next purchase chimed.

MoneyMike07: just paid $50, plap your balls with the dildo for 2 minutes and degrade yourself bitch

Kaylee’s texted me. “Two minutes, baby. Meaner than you want to be ??”

I picked the dildo back up. I spread my knees so the cage and my balls were on camera, and I started tapping the toy against my balls and the locked plastic, little wet plaps that made my whole pelvic floor jump with pain and made the plug kick inside me.

“I’m Princess Fiona,” I said, already starting to cry but still keeping my voice as girly as I could. “I’m a pathetic sissy maid with a one-inch clitty that doesn’t work. I suck cock. I twerk for strangers. I ask my teacher to plug my pussy. I’m a complete failure as a man. I was never going to be one. This is my destiny. This is what I am. I’m a pathetic little bitch who performs for men. I belong on my knees. I belong in panties. I belong in this cage. I’m Kaylee’s sissy and I’m too much of a faggot to ever be her man. I deserve to be your entertainment. Please jerk off to me. I want to know that real men got to cum to me.”

I kept plapping despite the pain and the tears running down my cheeks. The comments blurred. Good girl. Pathetic. Again. Harder.

My throat hurt. My tears spilled over without me sobbing, just sitting there wet-faced and naked while the toy smacked against the most broken part of me and I called myself the things I knew they wanted to hear and I knew everyone, including myself, knew to be true.

When the two minutes ended I dropped the dildo into my lap and sat there shaking, drained, humiliated down to nothing, right on the edge of breaking down into hysterics.

A comment popped that made my stomach turn even after everything else.

BigDave88: just came again
TylerB: same
CoachT: good, she earned it
DaddyKen: what a sexy little whore
Brad: easiest money I ever spent
SissySarah: I’m so wet in my own cage right now
MikeInOhio: that mouth and that locked clitty, I’m done

They started talking to each other like I was a thing on the table.

TylerB: she’s so fuckable
CoachT: Nate’s gonna fuck her and she’s gonna love it
DaddyKen: she should’ve been born a girl
Brad: best new girl on the site

Kaylee’s text popped up across the TV. “Ask to rate their penises. Be sweet. Act like you love it.”

I wiped under my eye with the back of my hand and put the princess voice back on.

“Um… if any of you wanted to show me,” I said, smiling like it was a treat, “I would really, really love to rate your penises! I think that’s so hot. Please send pictures. I want to see.”

The first picture hit the side panel. Then another. Then a pile of them, hard cocks filling the little windows around my own naked body on the TV. I leaned toward the camera like I was delighted.

“Oh my God, DaddyKen, that’s… that’s really big. Thick. I love the head on it. Do you think I would look pretty with it in my mouth? Tyler, yours is so long, I don’t know if I could take all of it but I would try so hard for you. CoachT, wow. That’s a real man’s cock. That’s the kind I was talking about earlier. Brad, I love how hard you are in that picture, it makes me feel so small and dainty. BigDave, thank you for showing me, that’s so hot, you see I’m blushing. Mike, that’s beautiful, I mean it. I would get on my knees for any of these. You all look so much bigger than me. You’re all so manly and big!”

I kept going, naming them, rating them, telling each one what I would do, while my cage sat wet and useless in my lap and my face stayed arranged in that grateful little smile. A few more men said they finished from me rating them and I acted like I was flattered.

Kaylee’s next text came in. “Ending the stream. Tell them you’ll be back tomorrow. Thank them.”

I looked at the camera.

“Okay, um, I have to go, princesses like me need their beauty sleep,” I said, forcing a giggle that sounded cracked. “Thank you so much for coming to meet me! Thank you for the tips and the questions and for showing me your beautiful cocks. You made my first time so special. I’ll be back on tomorrow, so please come see me again, okay? I can’t wait. Goodnight boys! Thank you for having me.”

The screen went dark.

The second the little light on the laptop died, I broke down. The sobs that came out of me were ugly and loud, not cute, not girly, just a release of all the shame that had been building up since the first username appeared. I folded forward in the chair with my hands over my face and cried like I could not get enough air.

Kaylee was there immediately. She pulled my head against her, worked her shirt and bra down, and put her breast in front of my mouth while her other hand stroked my hair. “Shh. That’s my girl. I’m so proud of you! You did so good! You were perfect for them.”

I latched on while I was still crying, mouth sealing around her nipple in desperation. The warmth of her skin and the comforting pull of her nipple felt like the sun in the winter. I suckled hard, messy, crying on her chest, and even with the plug still in me, her breast in my mouth quieted me. I kept sucking, still crying, but held there, her hand in my hair, her voice cooing proudly over the top of my head.

The next two evenings after school I went straight back to Kaylee’s room and sat in front of the same camera.

Some of the names were new. A lot of them weren’t. BigDave88. TylerB. DaddyKen. Brad. I started recognizing who paid for the plug and who wanted me to talk dirty and who just sat in the chat calling me pretty. That was one of the parts that got under my skin. I was getting to know them. Anonymous men who wanted to fuck me, and I knew which one liked the sound of my voice and which one paid to see my cage and which one said goodnight like he was my boyfriend. I smiled for them anyway. I thanked them by name. When Kaylee ended the streams I still ended up against her chest, but it was never as bad as the first time. I had already learned to be a girl, now I was learning to be a whore.

Kaylee didn’t take me to her house after school on Thursday.

I got in the car in the frilly dress I had worn to school and only noticed the wrong turns after we passed the street we always took. “Where are we going, Miss Kaylee?”

“The salon, Miss Fiona,” Kaylee giggled. “We’re getting mani pedis with some of your cam money. I heard Nate’s asking you to prom tomorrow, and that Troy’s asking me at the same time. I want us looking pretty for our men, and for the pictures they’re definitely going to take with us.”

Our men. I looked down at my hands resting on my tiered skirt. Our men.

We sat side by side in the chairs and got matching light pink gel nails, fingers and toes, the same pretty shade on both of us. The tech kept telling us we were going to look so cute. Kaylee talked like it was the most exciting thing on earth: dress shopping, prom pictures, corsages, the whole thing. I watched the pink go on my nails and thought about standing next to Nate while somebody took a photo of us, my hand on his big arm like the delicate thing I was now, and my stomach went tight.

When she pulled up in front of my house that night she put the car in park and looked at me. “We need to dress sexy for school tomorrow. Sexy lingerie underneath too. You want to look good for your handsome man, right princess?”

I nodded, cheeks burning. “Yes, Miss Kaylee.”

She leaned over and kissed me. I kissed her back too hard, hungry for her in a way I could never be for Nate, my clitty immediately straining uselessly in the cage. We stayed like that for a little while, her hand on my waist over my dress, me smiling against her lips every time she kissed me again.

Then she told me to go inside.

I got out of the car and minced up the walk in my heels, still tasting her, still throbbing, already knowing what I was going to put on in the morning, more so for her than him.

The next morning, I sat at my vanity in some of my sexiest lingerie, the set Kaylee had once told me I looked like a lingerie model in.

My bra was red lace, dark and thin, with little floral embroideries stitched over the cups so the pattern sat right on the curve of my boobs. The underwire pushed them up and in until they looked perky and grabbable, the kind of breasts a guy’s eyes would go to immediately. My panties matched, the same red lace and the same flowers spreading over my plump ass and down between my hips, the back cut so high that most of my cheeks sat out of them, the front stretched tight over my clit. My body looked like a seductively wrapped present.

I leaned into the mirror and finished painting my mouth a bold crimson red. The same color as the lace. I was blotting the second coat when my bedroom door swung open.

“Hey, um, Fiona…”

My dad stopped in the doorway. His eyes went wide.

I gasped and covered my chest with both arms on instinct, my skimpily clad body on full display, my painted nails bright against my smooth skin. “I’m getting ready for school, Daddy!”

The word came out of me without any though. Daddy. It was automatic. It sounded so girly.

He looked away fast, already stepping back. “Sorry. I…sorry.”

The door shut hard.

I sat there with my arms still crossed over my bra, my face burning so hot it felt like I had a fever. He had seen me in my lingerie, delicate and vulnerable and sexualized as ever. My boobs sitting in the lace. My panties covering my demolished manhood. My makeup half done. And I had called him Daddy like I was his sweet teenage daughter. A son did not say squeal “daddy” from his vanity in his red lace lingerie. I stared at my face in the mirror, that crimson smear, and thought about him walking back down the hall with that picture in his head. My dad. Seeing me in my daintiest bra and panties getting ready to look sexy for my man to ask me to prom.

I finished my makeup quickly, barely able to focus.

I stood up and stepped into my skirt. It was a red plaid schoolgirl skirt, so short it stopped just under the curve of my ass, the hem brushing the lowest edge of my lace panties when I tugged it up around my waist. If I bent even a little the whole back of my pretty panties would show. I pulled on my cropped top next. It was tight enough that my boobs looked huge in it, shoved up by my bra, and that red lace sat faintly visible through the fabric, a shadow of red flowers and straps for anybody standing close. I stepped into my shiny red heels, packed my phone and lipstick into a little red leather purse, and padded to my own bedroom door like I was headed for the electric chair.

Downstairs my dad was waiting in the kitchen. He did a double take when I hit the bottom step. His eyes went over my skirt, my boobs, my midriff, my heels, my purse, and my mouth, looking horrified. I watched him take in how slutty I looked like he was struggling to process that was me.

“I’m um, sorry about before, Fiona,” he said. He sounded incredibly uncomfortable. “I’ll knock next time. Have a good day, sweetheart.”

Sweetheart.

“Thanks, daddy,” I mumbled, hating myself for calling him that again, unable to even look at him.

I walked out to Kaylee’s car with my heels clicking down the driveway and my skirt barely covering me, the word daddy still sitting in my mouth and my dad’s eyes still sitting on my boobs.

I spent the entire day at school feeling like I had left the house naked.

My red plaid skirt stopped just under my ass, so the stairs were a problem and the desks were a problem and standing in line was a problem. Every time I sat down I had to pin my knees together or the floral red lace of my panties showed, and every time I stood up I felt air on the backs of my thighs where a normal hem would have been. My cropped top shoved my boobs up until they looked huge, and my red bra was faintly visible through the fabric, flowers and straps visible to anybody walking toward me. My shiny heels clicked on every tile. Guys stared like they wanted to eat me. Not the quick glances I had gotten used to in my usual dresses, the hungrier kind that lingered and could be felt even when I walked past them. Girls did the other thing. Judgy little looks. Comments they did not bother whispering. One of them in third period said slut when I passed her row and a couple of people laughed. I kept my red purse against my hip and tried to walk like Kaylee had taught me, poised, in control, a confident girl who had chosen this, yet I still felt like I was under a spotlight the whole time.

Emily was the only one who made me feel good about how I looked in a way that wasn’t sexual. She grabbed my arm between classes and told me I looked so sexy it was actually unfair, and she meant it, which somehow made me blush and giggle when I thanked her, like that had been exactly what I wanted to hear. At lunch the girls at my table lost it the second I sat down. They wanted to see my nails. They wanted to see my lingerie. They said Nate was going to cum in his pants when he saw me. I smiled and thanked them and sat there with my skirt riding up on the cafeteria chair, listening to them talk about my body like I was a piece of art they were admiring.

By last period I was worn out from being looked at. I just wanted to go home and take the outfit off. Instead, I found Kaylee outside waiting for me in a tight pink minidress that clung to her the way my outfit clung to me, except she carried herself with confidence.

“I heard the boys are waiting in the hall on the second floor,” she squealed, already walking.

I minced after her, my heels ticking beside hers, my nerves starting in already.

On the stairs she went over the reaction I was supposed to give Nate: act super cute and excited, say yes of course, kiss him, make a big fuss about the bouquet and the sign. I nodded along and felt sick the whole time, dreading the moment I would have to perform like it had always been my dream to be asked to prom by a guy, hoping the second floor would be empty and knowing it would not be.

We turned the corner and found it was definitely not empty.

Nate and Troy were standing in the middle of the hall holding big glittery signs that said PROM? They also had bouquets of flowers in their other hands. A bunch of people had already stopped to wait and see our reactions. Some of them had their phones out. My cheeks were already burning, I knew this was going to be embarrassing.

Nate’s face lit up with pride when he saw me, like he knew this outfit had been for him.

They walked up to us at the same time. “Will you go to prom with me?”

Kaylee squealed yes before I could even get a breath out and jumped into Troy’s arms, kissing him passionately, her tight pink dress bunching in his hands. I had to watch it and pretend like I was happy for her.

I followed the script I knew was laid out for me.

I squealed yes, high-pitched and girly, as I stepped into Nate and kissed him like I meant it, my red lipstick on his mouth, my chest pressed to his, my short skirt riding up and visible to everyone in the hallway. People oohed and awed like it was adorable, making the whole thing that much worse. I had spent much of high school imagining what I would do when I asked a girl to prom, who it would be, how she would react. I never imagined myself wearing a miniskirt, getting asked by a football player before squealing yes and kissing him like I was head over heels for him. this was another one of those moments where I knew that even if I ever went back to being a boy, I would always remember it and know I could never be a man.

He put the bouquet in my hands. I took it the way Kaylee had told me to, emphatic, burying my face in the flowers with a big smile on my face. “Oh my gosh, they smell so pretty! Thank you!”

After what felt like a million photos of us with our prom dates, we finally gathered our flowers and our signs and started heading out with the boys.

Nate reached for my hand in the parking lot and I gave it to him, my bouquet tucked in my other arm, my miniskirt fluttering dangerously high in the breeze. Troy was holding Kaylee against him as they walked just ahead of us. Every time his hand slid lower on her dress I had to look somewhere else, still struggling to accept seeing her with someone who wasn’t me. But Nate’s fingers laced through mine were surprisingly grounding. For a second I almost felt like a regular girl just casually walking with her man.

They took us to a place near school and got a booth in the back. It was a late lunch, not far off from dinner time, but the four of us were hungry. Nate let me in first. I tugged my skirt down as I sat so I would not flash the whole restaurant, and he looked at me like maybe I had not done the best job.

“Cute panties,” he said with a smirk.

I glanced at the other tables, then back at him, embarrassed and hoping no one else saw the sexy red lace barely covering my most intimate parts. “Oh my gosh, Nate, this skirt is way too short.”

Kaylee snorted. “Don’t let her fool you, she loves the attention. She picked them out to look sexy for you Nate.”

I sat there, cheeks burning as the menus came. I ordered a pasta that looked filling while still being light enough not to make me bloat. Nate ordered a burger. Troy stole fries off Kaylee’s plate before his food even arrived and she smacked his hand, laughing. The vibe between the four of us felt easy, comfortable, less like the other dates I had been on and much more playful.

The conversation drifted back to the boys’ promposal, Kaylee asking a million questions.

Troy started going on about he almost dropped the sign in the parking lot. Nate said he sat in his car for ten minutes before walking into school with it, worrying that maybe he had gone a little over the top with the glitter.

“Yeah, it is a bit girlier than anything I expected from you, Nate,” I teased with a little smirk on my face.

“Says the one in the schoolgirl skirt,” Nate retorted playfully.

I felt my face turn pink and looked down at my skirt instead of answering, which made Kaylee start giggling. It dawned on me how ridiculous it was for me to tease anyone about being girly, nevertheless the football player who was taking me to prom.

Nate’s hand settled on my thigh under the table, right on the bare skin my skirt did not cover but should’ve if it was a normal length. I froze for half a second, then decided to just relax. I was safe with him, I knew that by now. He was a sweet guy who knew my secret and still really liked me. Even though he wasn’t exactly my type on account of the dick between his legs, I had experienced much worse.

His thumb began to move on my inner thigh as his hand crept higher beneath my skirt, sending that tingly feeling straight up my spine. As he got closer to my panties, my clitty did a helpless little twitch inside its cage, making me squirm in the booth. He smirked at me like he knew exactly what he was doing to me. It still brought me a ton of shame whenever a man was able to get me turned on like that, but I had gotten used to it. I was a sissy now, caged almost twenty-four-seven and conditioned to enjoy being touched like a girl. My reaction didn’t surprise me.

Watching Troy, or any man for that matter, with Kaylee was something I didn’t think I’d ever get used to though. He kept playing with the strap of her dress. He kissed her when she made a joke, dominant and smooth. It irked me that Troy, like other men I’d seen her with, were allowed to kiss and touch her whenever they wanted. On the other hand, I had to wait for her to kiss me, I could only ever touch her the way a girl would touch her partner or the way a baby would suckle her mom, and I needed permission for just about everything from her, down to what color i painted my nails. I wanted to be the man who took control, kissed her effortlessly, and touched her like a man touches his girl whenever I wanted to. But as I sat there in my red lipstick and my miniskirt with another boy’s hand on my thigh, I understood that wasn’t for me. I was a sissy, and I was at least very grateful to be her sissy and to have the special relationship that we did.

The topic of my transition came up midway through our meal. It wasn’t super tense or anything, but I definitely felt a bit awkward talking about it.

Troy nodded at my outfit. “I still can’t believe you’re the same person from the beginning of the year. No offense.”

“It’s okay,” I replied honestly, cheeks heating up a bit as I stared down at my pasta. “I can’t believe it either.”

Nate squeezed my thigh, clearly aware that I was a little uncomfortable. I appreciated that, he was really sweet and in tune with my emotions.

Troy held up his hands. “I’m not trying to be a dick, you know. I’m just saying, it’s wild sitting here with you looking like this and remembering the scrawny guy from gym class. It’s not like I care though; I’m not trying to be mean. You’re very pretty, I don’t mean anything negative by it, I’m just saying it’s crazy.”

“Thank you,” I mumbled awkwardly, both embarrassed by the conversation and grateful that he was at least accepting of me and wasn’t saying anything mean. It was of course still super humiliating to be sitting there with my male date while I was wearing a miniskirt, lipstick, and painted nails, wearing sexy lingerie for him underneath as well while I sat across from the love of my life on a date with her own man. I had mostly gotten used to that though. I never got to feel like a man anymore, because I wasn’t one. That had been stripped away from me. Now I was just grateful when I was treated like a lady rather than as a sissy to mock or a whore to take advantage of, even if I was dressed like a whore.

I began to lighten up a bit as conversation gradually shifted away from my transition and towards lighter topics.

Kaylee told the guys we had gotten our nails done the same shade of pink so we would match each other and look cute for them. Embarrassed by how girly that made me sound and not really knowing what to say, I held my hands up and wiggled my light pink gels like I was proud of them.

“That’s actually crazy,” Troy said, once again looking at me a bit intently.

“Why is it crazy?” I asked, my voice betraying the fact that I was getting annoyed.

“I just can’t get over it,” he said. “You used to be a regular dude. Now you’re saying you got your nails done so you could look cute for your man. It’s…cool.”

Nate shot him a look to stop, then draped his arm around me, smiling. “It’s very cool, and very cute. Fiona is the best.”

He leaned in and planted a soft kiss on my cheek, holding it for a second before pulling back.

I felt myself blushing again, smiling even though I didn’t want to. I made myself giggle a little, twirling a lock of my hair around my finger as I smiled up at him, not fully understanding why I was trying to be cute for him. “Thanks, Nate.”

I didn’t want him to stop treating me this way. That was the part that confused me most inside. I had spent the morning getting caught in lingerie by my dad. I had spent the school day getting called a slut and stared at in the hallway. All throughout I had hated it, merely forcing a smile through it because I had, for a while now, accepted that I was a sissy and that was my life now. This was different. I was being cute on purpose for Nate, craving his attention and his protective masculine energy and it was working. I liked how Nate looked at me when I talked. I liked it when he tucked my hair behind my ear and smiled at me. I still felt like I was a straight guy deep down and that I should not be dressed as a girl out on a date with a football player. But I couldn’t deny that his hand on me left me feeling tingly, warm, and safe in his presence.

By the time the plates were cleared we were still chatting, nobody was in a rush to leave.

Kaylee had her phone out, flipping through dresses, angling the screen so I had to look. “I’m doing red. Something that’s sexy but also classy. You should do pink; it fits your whole aura.”

“You don’t think the trans girl wearing pink is a bit cliche,” I responded, Kaylee and I exchanging a knowing look as I realized that I had for the first time just referred to myself as a trans girl. I felt a blush creeping back in as she smirked at me like this was some sort of small victory. I guess it was. Her and her mom had won. They turned me from a normal guy to a very feminine trans girl and I had pretty much accepted it.

“I think you’d look beautiful in a little pink dress,” Nate said with a smile.

I smirked at him, resting my hand on his which was on top of my thigh. “Something tells me you just want it to be short.”

“Easy access,” Kaylee teased. “Don’t worry, we’ll find you something that’s super pretty and still short enough to be sexy for your man here.”

Troy leaned back. “We’re still deciding on how to get there. A party bus would probably be more fun, but a limo is nicer for pictures. We could probably sneak drinks in either.”

“Party bus, definitely,” Kaylee said immediately.

“I don’t really have a preference,” Nate said. “What do you think, Fiona?”

I looked at the bouquet on the seat beside my purse, then at my pink nails resting on Nate’s under the table.

“I don’t really have a preference either,” I squeaked out, then smiled at Nate. “I just wanna make sure we get a bunch of cute pictures together.”

I wasn’t even sure why I said that. In reality the whole ordeal was probably going to be one of the most humiliating of my life. My parents were gonna see me all made-up and dressed like a princess while a football player led me off to one of my biggest milestones. It was as if as soon as we had sat down, my mind had shifted into be cute for Nate mode.

Nate smiled. “Me too.”

His hand slid a little higher on my thigh, now completely under my skirt, and to my surprise, I let him, spreading my legs slightly in a sort of unspoken submission to his advances. I couldn’t explain it, but I was really enjoying being Nate’s girl. It was humiliating, sure, but far less uncomfortable or unpleasant than how I had felt around any of the boys I had been with previously.

The arcade they brought us too next was louder and brighter than the restaurant, all flashing cabinets and that recycled-air smell of tokens and fried food. I had left my bouquet in the car because there was no way I was carrying flowers throughout the arcade. Nate paid while I stood there clutching my little red purse, feeling extremely exposed and vulnerable around so many people again. We all started off playing together, the four of us crowded around air hockey while Kaylee smashed the puck hard enough to make Troy yell when it hit his finger. I missed two shots in a row because I was reluctant to really bend over and get into the game, afraid that I would show the whole arcade my panties if I did. Nate came around behind me to fix my grip, his chest against my back and his hand covering mine on the handle. He joked that I was holding it like I was scared of it. I told him I was wearing a miniskirt in public and I was scared of everything, which made him laugh before he leaned down to kiss the side of my neck, quick and warm, eliciting a girly little giggle from me. It was super embarrassing to react like that in front of Kaylee who I pathetically still wanted to see me as somewhat of a man, but it was sweet and I couldn’t really be annoyed about it.

Two games later Kaylee and Troy drifted toward the photo booth and the racing simulators, leaving Nate and I alone.

Pinball was the first game we played together. He set my purse on the neighboring machine and stood behind me without even pretending it was about teaching me how to play, so the flippers were clicking under my pink nails while his lips were on my neck and his hands were on my waist.

“Nate…” I nearly moaned as he left a gentle trail of kisses down my neck, leaving a warm, tingly feeling spreading down my neck and spine.

“Yeah?” He replied in a husky voice against my ear.

“People can see us…” I squirmed a bit.

“I don’t care,” he said as he turned me by the hips and kissed me on the lips, pinning me against the cabinet so the glass edge pressed into my perky ass. His tongue was in my mouth as his hands slipped around and started to squeeze my ass, eliciting a soft little whimper I was embarrassed to have made.

A few minutes later a kid two machines over started playing, and clearly he was very aware of us, coughing and making other noises to get us to notice him and stop. I shoved at Nate’s chest, giggling and burning with shame at the same time.

“You’re so embarrassing,” I said in a tone that made me sound unserious.

He smiled at me. “You can’t get all dressed up like that for me and expect me to keep my hands to myself.”

I cringed a little as I thought to myself that he was right, I had chosen this. Kaylee told me to dress sexy, but I was the one who picked this slutty outfit out, and now I was the one acting head over heels for him. A few months ago, I would never have done this unless I was forced at every step of the way; I really was becoming more of a sissy by the day.

The basketball game was difficult only because I had to stand there shooting with my cropped top riding up every time I lifted my arms, my bra flashing every time the fabric rode up, while Nate barely shot at all and just stared at me like I was his dinner. When I actually sank three in a row he grabbed me from behind, his dick pressed up against my ass and both hands on my breasts as he kissed my neck again.

I looked around the aisle anxiously and whispered again unconvincingly, “Come on, Nate, I look like such a slut already…”

That didn’t stop him. He again spoke right up against my ear. “You’re letting me though…I think that makes you my slut.”

I hated that my clit twitched when he called me his slut, but it did, once again swelling up inside the panties I wore for him as he continued to kiss and grope me and I continued to let him.

Every time he backed me into a machine I kissed him, and every time his hand slid under the hem of my skirt I arched into his grip. It was humiliating, being groped by a man in an arcade while wearing a plaid micro skirt and a crop top that made my boobs look amazing, but my body was not on the same page as my pride. My clitty kept swelling against the plastic, a dull helpless throb that got sharper every time his mouth found mine. My skin felt oversensitive, the air-conditioning too cold and his hands too hot. After the third long kiss against a racing cabinet, I could feel my panties clinging to me, starting to get wet.

He put his forehead against mine and asked why I was being quiet. I told him I was trying not to make him cum in the middle of an arcade, and he chuckled like I had just made a joke and kissed me again.

We found a motorcycle game in the back, two seats molded onto fake bikes in front of a huge screen. I climbed on first, struggling to fix my skirt as I sat down, the cold vinyl on the backs of my thighs a constant reminder of my vulnerability. Nate swung on behind me with no space left between us, his chest sealed to my back, his hands covering mine on the handles. When he scooted forward I felt it, his hard, thick manhood pressing right against my ass through his jeans and my almost-nothing skirt, begging for entry to my tight boy pussy. I stared at the starting lights and did not move. He asked if I was good and I let out a soft “mhm,” because if I used a real sentence I was going to sound as uncomfortable as I felt. It wasn’t like I had no experience with hard dicks before, I certainly did, but this felt different, almost like my body was asking for it. That part made me more uncomfortable than the dick itself.

The race started and I twisted the throttle too hard as he laughed and switched his grip on to my hips and pulled me back onto him, which put his cock more firmly between my plump cheeks. The dying part of me that was still male wanted to lean forward. I pushed back instead, a small grind I could have blamed on the seat if he were stupid, but he was not stupid.

His breath hit my neck. “Fiona…”

“What?” I replied coyly, “I’m just playing the game.”

I did it again, slower, rolling my ass against his hardness while the bike on screen took a corner I was not watching. The shame was killing me inside; I was dressed like a slutty schoolgirl in public, grinding on a football player’s hard cock. As much as I yearned to be a man and stop what I was doing, it felt too good against me. My locked clitty was throbbing, my panties were soaked, and it even felt like my pussy was squeezing as though something were inside it, a sensation I had become familiar with from my time with the plug. I could feel the lace of my panties going slick against the cage.

“I can’t help it,” I whispered in a mock-innocent voice.

His hands flexed on my hips and helped me do it. We were barely steering as he basically dry humped me on the game. The finish animation played and neither of us got off the bike, the screen screaming CONTINUE? in huge letters while Nate’s hands stayed right where they were. I could still feel him, hard, aching for me. I pushed back one more time and looked over my shoulder, trying for flirtatious even though my face was on fire. “Is somebody a little excited?”

Nate groaned, deep and masculine. “I think you are too.”

I leaned my whole body back into him and turned my head, my ass against his dick, my mouth at his ear, and used the girliest, sexiest voice I had. “My panties are soaked right now.”

His hands tightened hard enough to leave imprints on my waist. “Do you want to go to the car right now?”

I couldn’t even form a word. I basically whined. “Mhm.”

He got off first and took my hand, pulling me down off the bike. I had to fix my twisted skirt with my free hand as he pulled me along. I felt the cool air on my wet lace as he led me through the machines toward the exit, not exactly rushing, but definitely not taking his time. Kaylee and Troy were at a claw machine near the door. Kaylee looked up, read the look on my face, and smirked like she knew exactly what was happening. My face burned bright red as I kept walking, humiliated and ashamed of what I was doing but still following him, because I wanted him more in that moment than I wanted to maintain my dignity and pride.

I climbed in first, my wet panties cold against my ass on the seat, and he followed, shut the door, and pulled me straight onto his lap so I was straddling him in the cramped backseat. My knees sank into the upholstery on either side of his hips. My short skirt rode up immediately. His hard cock was right there again, thick under his jeans, pressed to the soaked lace between my legs, and we were kissing before I had time to decide if I was going to go through with this.

It was not the cute hallway kiss from the promposal. He took control like he had been holding it in since he saw me in this outfit, one hand in my hair, the other already under my skirt, grabbing my ass over my panties hard enough that the lace dug into my cheeks under the pressure of his rough fingers. I made a needy little sound into his mouth as I ground down on him like a bitch in heat. Every grind made the wet fabric slide. Every grind made me more aware that I was the soft little bitch in the situation.

“Fuck, Fiona,” he muttered against my mouth, squeezing my ass again, both hands now, kneading it roughly, pulling me down harder onto him.

I kissed him back too eagerly, lipstick smearing, my tongue in his mouth once he opened his as if I had been waiting for his permission. My body had that same tingle, except now there was no kid two machines over coughing to make us stop. It was just us alone in the parked car. I was ashamed of how fast I got into it, how naturally I ground in his lap like a girl who wanted to get fucked. A few months ago this would have taken threats. Now I was rocking on him on purpose, my soaked panties dragging over denim, my hole fluttering like it expected to be penetrated, my clitty throbbing with nowhere to go.

He broke the kiss only long enough to hook his fingers under my top and pull it off over my head. My hair caught in it. My arms went up for him without me even thinking about it. He was in charge; there was no doubt about that. There I was just sitting on his lap in my red lace bra, the floral embroidery squeezing pushed-up tits that he had already been staring at all day. “Take your skirt off too.”

I had to climb off his lap to do it. The backseat was too small and my hands were shaking. The zipper and the tight waistband fought me, so he helped, tugging it down over my hips while I shimmy-stepped it off in my heels. It hit the floorboards in a little plaid pile. I was left crouched over the seat in just my bra, panties, and shiny red heels. He sat back and looked at me. Not glancing. Looking. A look that drifted from my mouth to my chest to the wet spot on the front of my panties. The kind of look a guy gives a girl he wants to bend over and fuck.

I felt it in my whole body, that sudden sense of vulnerability that I was a girl alone with a man who wanted me.

The silent staring was making my blush and squirm. I tried to make myself sound coy instead of panicked. “What?”

He didn’t hesitate. “You’re so fucking hot.”

He grabbed me by the waist and yanked me back onto his lap hard enough that I gasped, and then his hand cracked across my pantied ass. The smack was sharp through the thin lace. I squealed, high-pitched and girly, and he was already kissing me again, swallowing the sound, pulling me down so his still-hard cock mashed against the soaked crotch of my panties with only that thin scrap of fabric between us. I could feel how big he was compared to what I had in my cage. I could feel the heat of him. When I ground down, the wetness made it slicker, my ass flexing in his hands while he moved me like I weighed nothing.

That was when the urge hit, and it hit very clearly. I wanted his dick in my mouth.

Not because Kaylee told me to. Not because I needed to distract his roaming hands. Not because Miss Connery said I had to learn my place. I wanted it because I was a feminine, submissive little thing who wanted to please the man who made her feel like a princess and a slut at the same time. He made me feel safe and beautiful and protected and it had made me feel all soft and mushy around him. I wanted to please him. I wanted to submit to a real man who deserved my submission.

It ate away at me that I felt this way. Every time I gave Michael blowjobs it was because I had to. This was the first time the want was coming from me, the first time I was actually craving cock in my mouth.

I looked at him. His eyes were dark, mouth smeared with my lipstick, hands still locked on my ass like he was hanging on for dear life.

“I want your dick in my mouth, Nate,” I whispered. “Can I please give you a blowjob, baby?”

Nate looked like I had just said the thing he had been waiting for since he met me. He kissed me once, intense but brief. “Of course you can, baby.”

Baby did something to me. It should have felt embarrassing being called baby by a man. Instead it went straight down my spine and into my cage, another helpless swell, another pulse of wetness in my already dripping panties. I was his date, his slut, his baby, and my body did not argue with any of the three.

I slid back off his lap and down onto all fours on the seat, knees on the upholstery, ass up in the air. I went at his jeans like I was starving, popping the button, yanking down the zipper, helping him shove them down when he lifted his hips. His underwear tented obscenely. I hooked my pink nails in the waistband and pulled, and there it was, thick and flushed and wet at the tip, twitching in the dim car light.

It was around the same size as Michael’s, maybe a little bit bigger. It was definitely the biggest one I had ever had in front of my face and compared to my little one-inch clitty it looked like it belonged to a different species. I felt the heat radiating off of it. The smell was clean skin and sweat and raw masculinity. My mouth watered.

I skipped right over the pretty licking-and-kissing routine my mistresses had made me practice on the dildo. I went down on it immediately, lips stretching around the fat head, then further, taking him in a fast greedy bob that made him hiss. The second it filled my mouth something in my head shifted, like a deep sense of peace had come over me. Like my body knew it was right where it belonged. I was on all fours in lingerie in a parking lot with a football player’s cock on my tongue, and instead of the usual panic there was this confusing sense that I was doing the right thing.

I started sucking him for real, wet and sloppy, face down, ass in the air, the thin lace of my panties plastered to me as I focused hard on his rock-hard manhood. Every bob made my boobs bounce in the bra. Every time I sank lower my throat fluttered around him and my clitty throbbed in its cage like it was trying to participate and failing. I moaned on him because I could not help it and the vibration made his hips twitch. I looked up through my lashes with his dick still in my mouth, the sort of submissive eye meant to convey that I was his bitch and I loved it. I held it as I took him deeper. I kept going until my lips were at the base and my nose was in the hair at his stomach and my throat was full of him, and I just stayed there a second like I loved it.

On some level I did. That was the part I knew I was going to hate later. My panties were getting wetter the longer I had him in my mouth. My pussy kept squeezing and pulsing. My scalp tingled when his hand landed in my hair.

Then he started smacking my ass.

Not playful little taps. Real slaps across the lace, first one cheek, then the other, the sting blooming hot under his rough palm while I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock in my mouth. I whined around it as he spanked me, and the sound made him do it again. Another smack. Another whimper I could not hold back. I arched my back on purpose, pushing my ass up and back toward his hand, wiggling it like I wanted the next one, presenting it to him like I knew how sexy I was. The shame of my behavior sat right next to the pleasure of it. I was enjoying being spanked. I could feel myself tilting into each hit, his hand snapping back against my cheeks, his cock sliding over my tongue in the same rhythm. My whole body was lit up and dripping, lined up for him like this was what my mouth and my ass were made for.

I kept sucking him like a desperate whore, and the sound he made in his throat went straight through me and sent a shiver throughout my whole body.

Then he groaned, “I’m gonna finger your pussy.”

My eyes shot up to his with his dick still stretching my lips, panic setting in immediately. The minute he met my eyes I felt myself relaxing, a soft, compliant feeling taking over. My body was his at that moment, there was nothing to think about. If he wanted to put his fingers in my pussy, he would, the same way he had his hard cock in between my pretty red lips. I was his to use as he pleased.

He did not give me time to think about it. He stroked my hair and guided my head back down, his voice low and authoritative. “Don’t worry, baby. Just focus on my dick.”

I went completely submissive in that second, my mouth sinking back onto him as he guided me back down. My job was to suck cock, whatever he did was not for me to worry about. I watched him put two fingers in his mouth to get them wet, and then he reached his arm reached over my back to my ass. He hooked my panties aside, his fingertips quickly finding my hole and just playing there at first, circling and pressing, not inside me yet. I squirmed with his cock on my tongue and gasped around it, running my tongue around the head.

Then they slipped in, both fingers, slow, stretching me open in a way the plug never could. I inhaled hard around his dick and had to stay there a second, stuffed at both ends, my panties yanked to the side, my locked clitty leaking in its little cage. He started moving his fingers, curling them gently inside me, and the feeling was incredibly foreign even though I was no stranger to having something in my ass. This was not silicone or cold metal. This was a man fingering me, playing with a spot the plug had never quite hit, and my thighs shook while my mouth went sloppy on him and drool smeared around him.

I sucked him like I needed it after that, not the practiced dildo rhythm I had trained, just desperate, my lipstick gone, spit running down his shaft and onto his jeans. Every time his fingers curled in my boy pussy I moaned on his cock and took him deeper, both my holes opening up to him because my body had decided that was what I needed. He kept a steady pace in my pussy, in and out, that same spot again and again, while I bobbed and slobbered and looked up at him like he was the manliest man who had ever lived. I could tell he was loving this, feeling like a man, confident and fully in control in control with his jeans around his thighs and two fingers in his bitch while she was on all fours worshipping his cock like that was the natural order of the things.

I could not stay still. My hips kept pushing back onto his hand and then rocking forward so his cock hit the back of my throat and his fingers went deeper, the wet sounds of both things filled the car. My clitty was a leaking mess in the cage, pulsing in time with his fingers, useless and oversensitive, and my nipples ached against the glued on forms while the freshly spanked skin of my ass cheeks stung every time his wrist brushed it. I whined whenever he rubbed that inner spot just right.

He smiled down at me. “That’s it, baby. Just like that. You’re such a good girl.”

I hated how much those words turned me on. I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks and sucking his cock with a passion, keeping my back arched so he had an easy angle into my pussy. It got wetter and sloppier and more shameless, my thoughts narrowing to the heat and the stretch and the taste of him. I could barely process the fact that a real man’s fingers were in my boy pussy while I worshipped his cock. The male part of me wanted to tap out and remember I was supposed to be disgusted. The rest of me was dripping and obedient and chasing the next curl of his fingers, just wanting to be his good girl.

He talked to me through it in that same deep voice, telling me I was doing so good, telling me to keep my ass up, telling me my pussy was so tight, and every word made me sink further into the role I had asked for when I followed him to the car. I was the one in lingerie. He was the one with his fingers inside me. I was the one making those girly little sounds around a cock that actually worked. My jaw ached. My knees ached. My tight hole kept grabbing at him like it did not want to give his fingers back, and I let it, rocking on his hand while I drooled on his dick and tried not to think about Kaylee’s smirk at the claw machine.

The pressure started low and deep, not in the cage but behind it, the same full-body build I had gotten from Kaylee’s vibrating plug except this had a person attached. I started shaking for real, my breath coming in wet whines around his shaft, my pussy clamping down on his fingers in little helpless grabs. Nate felt it and sped up, still gentle but faster, hitting that spot like he knew I was close.

I completely came apart on him. My pussy clenched hard around his fingers and my whole body went violent with it, thighs locked, back bowed to the man inside me, a loud broken moan vibrating straight onto his cock while my clitty spurted inside the cage in weak little jets that soaked the front of my panties. It was nothing like a man’s orgasm, way more powerful, and it kept going, close to a minute of raw sensory overload with my mind smeared blank except for the stretch in my ass and the thickness in my mouth and the sound of myself coming like a slutty girl. I could not think. I could only shake and suck and take it.

Near the end of it his manhood pulsed and twitched on my tongue as he groaned. I did not think at all. I just sucked faster and greedier, chasing him through my own aftershocks. He exploded in my mouth while I was still trembling, hot pulses of cum hitting my throat. I swallowed all of it like I needed it to breathe, gulp after gulp, sealing my lips around him so none of it escaped. The taste was thick and salty and specific to him which I loved. I kept swallowing until he was done.

Afterward we just stayed there, his fingers still inside me wiggling lazily, keeping me open, his cock softened on my tongue while I continued to suck it on instinct, little nursing pulls like I did with Kaylee except this was a man I had just finished. I was dripping and half-naked, the panic completely gone. What was left was this quiet, heavy peace, the comforting feeling of being filled at both ends by him, used and held at the same time. Laying there with a man inside me, I understood it in my body instead of as a rule somebody had told me. This was why I was a sissy. Not the clothes by themselves, and not even the cage. This. Being the submissive one. Being the one with the pussy. Being the girl with a real man in her.

That night I barely made it onto Kaylee’s bed before my body gave out.

I was still overwhelmed by the day, makeup smeared, the taste of Nate somewhere under my toothpaste, my ass sore in a way that made every shift on her sheets remind me what I had done in his backseat. The second I started to line the afternoon up in my head, the promposal, the restaurant, the arcade, and the car, I felt that familiar crack opening, the one that always turned into me sobbing about not being a man. I shut it out. I did not have the energy left for another identity crisis. I just let myself go heavy in her arms, my face against her chest, a few tears slipping out anyway while I drifted, because even without thinking the thought all the way through I knew I was not going to wake up the same person who had walked into school that morning. I had been used like a whore by a real man and I fucking loved it.

I slept like a baby that night.

The next thing I knew Kaylee was standing over me in sexy pink lingerie, shaking my shoulder. “Wakey wakey, princess.”

I sat up in my sheer baby blue nightie and immediately stared at her like there was an angel standing over me. The lace clung to her the way lingerie was supposed to sit on a girl, her breasts full and perky in the pink cups, her stomach soft, her hips and ass filling out her panties like the set had been made for her. I could see her nipples through the lace. For a second Nate and everything that happened in the car felt like it couldn’t have been real. She was what I wanted.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I said, looking up at her like she was a goddess. “You look so beautiful.”

She smiled, leaned down, and kissed me on the lips. “Thank you, pretty girl. Now put your butt plug in and get dressed. We’re doing a special camming session today.”

I stood up, the nightie floating around my thighs, the cage a dull weight underneath it. “Special, Miss Kaylee?”

She giggled. “Yes, princess. Very special. Today I’ll be joining you on stream along with Layla and Samantha. Your fans have been asking to see you two girls play together, and Layla and I thought it could be fun if we joined you. Layla and I will be wearing face masks of course. Can’t have our faces being seen on camera, you know?”

I nodded. “Of course, Mistress.”

The irony was there immediately, completely unfair. I was the one whose face was on the account. I was the one who had to once again introduce myself as Princess Fiona to a chat room full of men so they could jerk off to me. I was the one who was going to be recognizable all over the internet before long if this continued. They got masks. I got to be recognized as an online sex worker. I understood it though. I was her inferior, it made sense.

She kissed me again, this time on the forehead. “Well, get dressed and do your makeup, you little slut. They’ll be here in twenty minutes. Your outfit is in the closet.”

I blushed, knowing she was referencing what I had done yesterday. “Yes, Mistress.”

I started walking toward her closet.

Twenty minutes later I was plugged and dressed, standing in the middle of Kaylee’s room trying not to look at myself too long in the mirror, because the costume made me feel ridiculous. It was a playboy bunny costume: a black strapless bodysuit, tight enough that my boobs made a clean sweetheart line across the top and the high-cut hips left most of my ass out, with a little white puff of a tail sitting right over the jeweled base of my plug. Black velvet ears stood up off a headband in my dark hair, which Kaylee had me put in a high ponytail with bangs swept down onto my forehead. She had me finish me with hoop earrings, heavy lashes, and bright red lipstick that made my mouth look like it belonged around a man. My light pink nails looked almost sweet against all that sexy black. The white pumps put me up on my toes, and I could feel the plug every time I shifted my weight, a thick reminder tucked under the tail, the cage making a faint shape at the front of the bodysuit if I arched at all.

Kaylee looked me over and smiled. “You look so cute. Strike a pose for me.”

I did the one that came out automatically, kicking my right heel up behind me and making a little heart with my hands in front of my chest.

“Too cute!” she squealed.

The doorbell rang and she was already heading out. “That must be the other girls. I’ll go get them.”

A moment later she walked back in with Samantha and Layla. Layla looked sexy and mean in the way she always did: red lingerie, dark lace, a balconette bra that pushed her breasts up into a soft heavy shelf, thin straps on her shoulders, matching high-cut panties with little straps over her hips, a garter belt, sheer stockings, her hair down. She did not need a costume. She just looked like the girl who owned the room. Together, her and Kaylee looked like goddesses, beautiful creatures meant to dominate and own the like of Samantha and I. Samantha was in a matching bunny costume, the same black strapless bodysuit, same ears, same white tail, same white pumps, except they had put a blonde wig on her. It was long and styled with bangs, and her makeup was done as heavy as mine with a red mouth, thick lashes, heavy blush, her nails also painted pink. She looked so shy and uncomfortable, which unfortunately for her only came off as coy and sexy in an innocent sort of way.

I forced my perky voice. “Hi, Miss Layla! Hi, Samantha!”

“Hello, sissy,” Layla said, looking me up and down. “Don’t you look adorable. Why don’t you two girls greet each other properly.”

We both knew what that meant. Samantha and I stepped in close and kissed, sweet and closed-mouth at first, then a little longer when we realized they were still watching, our hands on each other’s waists like two girlfriends who actually wanted it. Every time our bodysuits brushed I felt her shaking. Kaylee and Layla giggled.

“Alright, girls,” Kaylee said, already heading for the computer. “Let’s get started.”

She started showing Layla the account, the camera, the chat, the menu, and Samantha turned toward me the second their backs were angled away, her eyes wide and wet under the blonde bangs.

“I’m panicking, Fiona,” she whispered. “I don’t want to do this. She put a butt plug in my ass and it’s so uncomfortable. What do we do?”

I stroked her arms gently, the way Kaylee did to me when I was about to cry and kept my voice quiet enough that it would not carry. “Just try to relax, girl. Just follow my lead and it’ll be over before you know it. I promise.”

I smiled at her. Samantha gave me a shaky little nod, clearly unconvinced and petrified, her white bunny tail trembling when she breathed.

Kaylee pulled two chairs in front of the camera and pulled on a sparkly pink face mask as she sat down, Layla dropping into the other one in her red lingerie and a little black mask over the bottom half of her face. Layla pointed at the rug. “On your knees, bitches. Sit close together, close enough that your hips touch.”

Us bitches knelt side by side in our bunny suits, white pumps tucked under us, tails sitting on our thighs, plugs making both of us hold ourselves a little too carefully. Kaylee leaned forward and opened the room.

The names started flooding in immediately. BigDave88. TylerB. DaddyKen. Brad. New ones too. The TV on the wall showed all four of us, two masked girls in lingerie in the chairs and two submissive bunnies on the floor.

Kaylee smiled at the lens. “Hi boys! Miss Kaylee and Miss Layla here tonight. You already know Princess Fiona. This is her sissy girlfriend Samantha she was telling you about. Say hi, girlies.”

I put the perky voice on that I had gotten used to using.

“Hi everybody! I’m Princess Fiona. Thank you so much for coming back! I missed you all. This is Samantha. She’s a sissy like me, and she’s really nervous, so please be sweet to her, okay? And these are our mistresses. They’re being so nice letting us play for you tonight.”

Samantha’s voice came out thinner than mine. “H-hi. I’m Samantha.”

TylerB: Two sexy ass bunnies
DaddyKen: the blonde one looks scared it’s so cute
Brad: princess im so glad you brought a friend
BigDave88: is she had big a pussy as you Fiona?
CoachT: make them kiss
SissySarah: Fiona introduce the mean one she’s so sexy

Layla crossed her legs, stocking whispering. “The mean one can read your messages you little bitch. Speaking of little bitches, Fiona, tell them who I am.”

“That’s Miss Layla,” I gulped, looking at the camera because she flicked her fingers at it when I looked back at her. “She’s one of the beautiful girls from school who…who helped me learn my place as a sissy. She’s very pretty and she’s very smart. Please be respectful to her.”

Layla laughed as she pet my head. “Good girl.”

Kaylee leaned her chin on her hand. “They want to see your costumes. Spin girls. Both of you. Stand up.”

We stood. The heels made our movements dainty, even by our usual standards. I turned first, letting them see the strapless neckline, the high-cut hips, the white puff sitting over my plug, the faint shape of the cage at the front of the bodysuit. Samantha copied me a second later, blonde hair swinging, and the chat started tipping just for that.

MikeInOhio: spin again faggots
Anon4: look at those asses
NiceGuyRyan: Samantha youre so pretty!
DaddyKen: just paid $15 make the blonde twirl
TylerB: Fiona you look so slutty it’s turning me on

“I’m glad I’m turning you on, Tyler,” I forced. “Thank you, DaddyKen. Samantha, they want you to twirl again, girlie.”

Samantha gave me a panicked little look before she did it, a shaky spin that made her tail bounce. Layla reached out and smacked her ass as she came back around.

“Smile when you do it,” Layla said. “You’re not at a funeral.”

“Yes, Miss Layla,” Samantha whispered, and the smile she forced was worse than no smile. She was terrified of Layla in a way I never quite was with Kaylee

Brad: kiss
CoachT: just paid $30 kiss girls
SissySarah: youre both girls its no biggie

Kaylee read it out loud like she was already loving this. “You heard them. Kiss each other, sissies. Show them how much you love each other.”

I turned Samantha by the waist so we were facing the camera and kissed her, slow and passionate, one hand on her jaw and the other drifting down to her perky cheek.

When we broke apart we drifted back to our knees as Kaylee pointed at the floor again.

“Good girls,” she said. “Now ask the men what they want to see you girls do first.”

I looked up through my lashes at the camera, sweet and seductive.

“What would you boys like us to do for you?” I asked. “We’ll be good girls for you. We promise.”

Brad: let your mistresses decide
DaddyKen: yes let Miss Layla run it
TylerB: Turning their toys on
CoachT: punish these bitches
SissySarah: the girls should pick

The plugs buzzed to life inside us before Kaylee even finished reading the chat. Mine came on in a low familiar buzz that made my pussy clench around the jeweled neck and my knees shake. Samantha jerked like she had been electrocuted, a sharp gasp ripping out of her, both hands flying back toward her tail before Layla slapped them down.

“Ah…Fiona…” she whimpered, eyes wet with tears already. “It’s…it’s buzzing in me, it’s moving…”

“I know, honey,” I cooed, trying to save the moment. “But we need to be good girls and let these men play with our pussies.”

Kaylee put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed like she was proud of me as she spoke. “You boys want us to decide. Lucky us. I see somebody already turned on the toys. Say thank you, girls.”

“Thank you for playing with our pussies,” I whined like a grateful little bitch, because that was the language they liked.

Samantha tried but it came out completely broken. “Th-thank you.”

Layla crossed her legs. “Get up, girls. You’re gonna do some cute little bunny hops. Keep your feet together, hands up by your chests, and hop around the room. If I see you walking, I’ll beat your little fairy asses on camera.”

We shakily stood in our white pumps and held our hands up the way she wanted, pink nails tucked near our collarbones, and started hopping the best we could in heels with plugs buzzing inside us. It was exactly as degrading as it sounds and worse because of the heels and the buzzing. Every little bounce made the white tails jump and the plugs jolt inside us, our boobs jiggling against the strapless necklines, our cages tapping the front of our bodysuits. Samantha’s kept breaking rhythm, thighs shaking, mouth open, the first-time look of somebody who had only just learned what a plug felt like sitting still and was now finding out it could be incredibly intense when it was on.

Kaylee counted us around the pink rug. “Hop, hop, hop. Smile, Fiona. Samantha, hands up. You’re bunnies, not people…certainly not any kind of men.”

The buzz jumped a level. I hissed and kept hopping. Samantha cried out, high-pitched and startled, and she almost folded.

Layla leaned toward the camera. “Two locked up sissies hopping around like bunnies. Aww Samantha looks like she’s going to cry…that’s a brand new pussy, boys. Don’t worry, she’ll get used to it.”

BigDave88: lmaooo she can barely move
MikeInOhio: faster
NiceGuyRyan: Samantha looks miserable
TylerB: Fiona say I’m a cute little bunny

Samantha’s next hop was more of a stumble. I could see her whole stomach jump when the toy surged inside her. If this was truly the first time having her pussy stretched, I felt bad that it had to be like this.

Kaylee pointed at me. “Say it while you hop, Fiona.”

“I’m a cute little bunny,” I moaned, bouncing, voice bright because she would make me redo it if it came out flat. “I’m Princess Fiona and I’m a cute little bunny.”

Layla’s tone was harsh. “Samantha.”

“I’m a cute little bunny,” Samantha whispered, then moaned in the middle of it when the plug pulsed again. “I can’t…”

“Louder!” Layla snapped.

“I’m a cute little bunny, she whined, sounding like she was about to cry.”

Layla laughed. “Good girls. Now turn around and bend over bitches. Hands on your knees, feet apart. Shake those asses for the real men.”

We faced away from the camera and bent over, the high-cut bodysuits leaving almost nothing to the imagination. I could feel air on the undersides of my cheeks and the jeweled base of my plug buzzing under the cute little tail. Samantha’s thighs were trembling so hard the tail looked like it was shivering on its own. Kaylee reached over and flicked my tail. “Shake, princess.”

I did, little humiliating wiggles that made the plug grind inside me and the tail bounce. Samantha’s version was far worse, more twitching than dancing, until Layla slapped the back of her thigh. “Don’t be shy now. Your girlfriend’s putting on a show. Copy her.”

Anon4: plug prints are hot
DaddyKen: just paid $20 I want to see the sissies spank each other
CoachT: Fiona spank your girlfriend
Brad: hard

The toys throbbed in sync and Samantha whimpered out loud, forehead dropping toward his knees.

“You heard them, girls,” Kaylee said. “Fiona first. Start with ten. Count them. Thank her after, Samantha.”

I put Samantha on her feet, bent her a little by the hips, and smacked her ass where the bodysuit left her bare, the white tail jumping under my pink nails. Each slap drove the buzzing plug deeper into her. She yelped on one, actually sobbed on four, and by seven she was up on her toes in the pumps like she was trying to get away from what was inside her.

“Thank you, Fiona,” she managed at ten, voice a complete wreck.

“Your turn, Samantha,” Layla said. “Don’t tap her like you’re sorry. Punish her for being as big of a pussy as you.”

Samantha’s hands were shaking when she spanked me. The first two were nothing. Layla snapped at her and the next ones landed sharp over my own buzzing plug, and I made those same girly sounds I had made for Nate in the car, except now it was for the entertainment of a few dozen men. I counted. I thanked her. My ass was so hot and my clitty was swelling in the cage from being hit and from the toy.

Kaylee clapped once, delighted. “Good job girls! Now make out. And since you’re both obviously so horny, fondle each other’s clits while you do it. Show the boys that you’re not like them.”

We stood close. I took Samantha’s face and kissed her the way they wanted, open-mouthed enough to look passionate as our waxy red lips met. The bodysuits were thin. I could feel the hard little outline of her cage through the front of the costume, a little bigger than mine which was still tiny, and when I cupped it she jumped against my mouth, the plug still working her so hard she kept breaking the kiss to gasp. I made her do the same to me, guiding her hand to my locked clit as the chat went wild

TylerB: I cannot believe they used to be men
DaddyKen: princesses you are adorable
SissySarah: lucky girls

Samantha made a broken sound into my lips when I squeezed, her whole body jerking on the toy, and I felt my own clitty leak against the plastic as her painted fingers tightened on me. We stayed like that, kissing, hands on each other’s locked and useless parts, plugs buzzing on a stranger’s schedule, while Kaylee and Layla talked over us to the men, asking who was prettier, who kissed better, who was more pathetic, whose pussy was taking it worse.

The tips stacked so fast Kaylee did not even bother reading them one at a time.

DaddyKen: just paid $40 spank them while they kiss
CoachT: make them cry
TylerB: Miss L do the blonde

“Paid request,” Kaylee exclaimed, already standing. “Keep kissing girls. Hands on each other’s clits. We’re going to work those tails while you sluts play.”

We stayed standing in the pumps with our mouths joined together, and the first slap landed across my ass while Samantha’s lipstick was smearing across mine. Layla took her and Kaylee took me, and they did not tap us lightly. They spanked us open-handed over the thin black lycra and the buzzing plugs, so every hit drove the toys deeper and shoved us further into each other’s mouths. I grabbed Samantha’s clit hard and she grabbed mine, and the two things together, kissing her and getting beaten, made my eyes water almost immediately.

“Look at this,” Layla said to the camera, landing another one that made Samantha yelp into my mouth. “Two locked bunnies making out while their mistresses paint their asses pink. They need this.”

Samantha was already loud. The plug was still a brand-new kind of awful for her, and every spank turned the buzz into a jolt. She kept breaking the kiss to gasp, and Kaylee snapped at us to keep kissing, so I pulled her back in by the clit and kissed her through it, tasting salt because she had started crying. My own ass was going hot and tight, the skin under and around the high-cut bodysuit stinging, the tail bouncing when Kaylee’s palm found it.

MikeInOhio: harder
SissySarah: Fiona needs this
NiceGuyRyan: they’re crying
Anon4: princess can take it

The toys surged with the hits. I felt it in my hole, a thick electric grind that made my knees dip and my clitty leak in the cage, and Samantha shook so hard her hoop earrings winked in the light. Kaylee hooked two fingers in my tail and used it like a handle to keep my ass where she wanted it, spanking in a steady rhythm while she talked over us. “This is your Princess Fiona, boys. Say thank you, Fiona.”

“Thank you,” I whined against Samantha’s mouth.

Layla cracked Samantha again. “And this one still thinks she’s going to go back to being Sam. Tell them how your pussy feels, Samantha.”

“It won’t stop,” she sobbed, kissing me sloppy because she knew we had to keep kissing. “Please, Miss Layla, it’s too much.”

“It’s not,” Layla said, and spanked her anyway.

They kept going until my throat hurt from the sounds I was making and Samantha’s mascara was running under the blonde bangs. My eyes were wet too, not a performance cry, the real sting-and-shame kind that comes when you are in a bunny suit getting spanked for horny men’s entertainment while another sissy you used to be friends with is shaking in your arms. We were both tearing up, kissing through it, asses burning, plugs throbbing, when the next question popped up in a pile.

Brad: have they ever sucked each other’s cocks
CoachT: 69 the sissies
DaddyKen: just paid$50 
TylerB: tiny clits in pretty mouths

Layla read it and laughed, delighted. “No. They haven’t. That’s a great idea.”

Kaylee was already behind me, popping the little hidden clips at the crotch of my bodysuit and peeling the lycra aside so the pink cage sat out in the open under the camera, then doing Samantha next. Our two little cages looked ridiculous against the black bunny costumes and white tails. Kaylee and Layla had the keys. The cages came off with that familiar humiliating click, and what was left was worse than the plastic, two shrunken, barely there sissy clits, mine slick from leaking, hers even wetter, both of them trying to swell and not getting far. Two degraded pussies on full display.

“On the rug, ladies,” Kaylee said joyfully. “Sixty-nine time ladies. Fiona on top. And when you’re about to cum, you pull out and do it on each other’s faces. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, ever the obedient sissy.

Samantha just nodded, crying again as the reality of what was about to happen hit her.

I climbed over her on the pink rug, white pumps still on, ears still on, and lowered my mouth onto her tiny barely-hard excuse for a cock while she reluctantly did the same to mine. It was nothing like blowing Nate. There was almost nothing to take. I could fit all of Samantha on my tongue without even trying, the head still soft and leaking. The shame of that was almost worse because I knew that was how I must’ve felt in her mouth too. She made a defeated, whiney sound around me when I started bobbing. I felt her mouth on my own clitty, wet and clumsy and feeling amazing because I was so close already from the spanking and the plug. It dawned on me that this was the first blowjob I had ever received, and of course, it was not from a girl.

The toys kept pulsing. Every surge made Samantha buck up into my mouth and gag a little even though I knew there was not enough of me to gag on. I moaned on her because the combination of her tongue and the plug hitting that deep spot inside my pussy was scrambling me. Kaylee and Layla stood over us in their masks and lingerie and talked to the chat like we were a demo.

“Look how small they are,” Layla giggled. “That’s why they’re getting sucked by each other and not real women. Fiona, don’t pretend that’s a dick. Treat it like the clitty it is. Samantha, if you scrape her with your teeth I will make sure this is not the last blowjob you give this week.”

DaddyKen: pathetic
CoachT: holy fuck I’m about to cum
TylerB: they belong like this

The high setting on our plugs made Samantha scream around me. Her hips jerked and her plug made her convulse from the inside, while I held her ass and kept sucking through it. Kaylee’s heel was near my head and I could feel her watching. My own orgasm was coming fast, that same deep build inside me, my barely-hard clitty twitching on Samantha’s tongue, leaking onto her red lipstick. I pulled off her just long enough to gasp that I was close. Kaylee told me I knew what to do.

I yanked my hips back, stroked what little I had with two fingers, and came on Samantha’s face, weak spurts striping her cheek and the blonde wig and the corner of her open mouth. It looked sad and it felt enormous, my pussy clamping on the buzzing plug, my whole body shaking while the chat applauded like I had done something impressive.

“Your turn, Samantha,” Layla ordered. “Cum on her face, now!”

She pulled off me with a wet sob, barely having to touch herself, and came across my mouth and my cheek, even less than I had, warm and gooey and humiliating as it landed on my red lipstick. I kept my face there and let it paint me, bunny ears still on, tears still on my lashes, her taste mixed with mine, both of us trembling on the rug with our bodysuits unclipped and our plugs still going and our mistresses laughing to the men who had paid for it.

Kaylee snapped her fingers. “Get up. Both of you. Stand side by side and smile. Let them see your pretty faces!”

We stood on the pink rug in the unclipped bunny suits, white pumps planted, faces covered in cum, and turned toward the camera. Samantha’s blonde wig was crooked. My red lipstick was smeared. Both of our faces were wet with what we had just done to each other, thin streaks of cum on our cheeks and mouths, tears cutting through the blush and mascara. Kaylee told us to hold the smile anyway, so I did, the bright awkward smile barely faltering. I was a well-trained bitch.

The comments kept coming and Kaylee made us read them out loud.

TylerB: look at those sluts
DaddyKen: princesses loved it
Brad: I just busted the fattest load to the blonde’s face 
CoachT: good girls
Anon4: sissy facials cant beat it
NiceGuyRyan: Fiona you’re perfect
SissySarah: they both look perfect

“Look at those sluts,” I read, still smiling. “Princesses loved it. Just came to the blonde. Good girls.” My voice stayed soft and girly even as I trembled, and each line landed in my chest while the cooling mess on my mouth made me want to wipe it off, but I knew I was not allowed to.

Samantha whispered the next ones because Layla pointed at her, and her voice broke on the words used whore. Then another comment slid up.

BigDave88: wish I could’ve seen Samantha fuck Fiona
TylerB: next time
DaddyKen: she doesn’t belong fucking anyone

Kaylee leaned toward the camera. “Don’t worry, boys. Fiona will be losing her virginity very soon. And eventually I’ll have her getting fucked on stream.”

Layla laughed. The chat exploded. Samantha’s shoulder was against mine, both of us still smiling because nobody had told us we could stop, cum and tears shining on our faces under the lights.

Losing my virginity to a man. That was a whole new level, I had sucked cock, cum from a plug, been fingered, and pretty much become a girl in the social sense.  Still, somehow, I had kept that last line untouched in my mind, the idea that I would never actually be the one getting fucked. I had never imagined it as something that would happen to me. Now Kaylee had said it like it was already booked, and as I stood there in my bunny costume with Samantha’s cum on my mouth and my own drying on her cheek, totally degraded, it felt inevitable.

To Be Continued…
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