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I walked through the school doors on Monday morning with my shoulders hunched and my steps hesitant. The usual swagger I used to carry felt stripped away, replaced by a constant, skin-crawling awareness of every layer I had on underneath. My baggy Nike hoodie hung loose over my frame, the hood pulled up slightly, while my sweatpants and plain t-shirt tried their best to hide everything underneath. But I could still feel the light blue satin bra cups cradling my chest, the smooth straps resting on my shoulders, and the matching panties hugging my hips and ass with every shift of fabric. The material was cool and slippery against my freshly smooth skin, a constant reminder that refused to let me forget Friday night.

My eyes darted around the hallway as I moved toward my locker. I kept tugging at the hoodie, praying the thick material would conceal any outline or indent the bra might leave on my chest if someone looked too closely. The thought of a casual bump, a stray glance, or even the way my arms brushed against my sides made my stomach twist tighter with anxiety. All weekend I wore my new satin lingerie, and all weekend it had felt foreign and wrong against me. Friday had left me so rattled that Saturday morning I had simply put on a fresh set without even considering disobeying, my hands moving on autopilot. When Kaylee showed up a few hours later and demanded every last piece of my boy underwear, I handed it over in submissive silence. Sunday left me with nothing else, the bra a cautious choice that proved wise when Miss Connery’s texts started coming in, each one demanding new photos of me posed in the lingerie.

I reached my locker and fumbled with the combination, my fingers clumsy. I kept my head down, trying to make myself small. They were checking today, I was sure of it, and the idea of Kaylee or her mom pulling me aside in front of anyone made my pulse race.

Then I caught sight of Kaylee walking down the hall toward me. She moved with that easy confidence she always had, her blonde hair swaying. Beside her were her two best friends. Amy was the one on the left, with long, dark wavy hair cascading over her shoulders, striking dark eyes, and pouty lips curved in a confident smile. She wore a fitted black crop top that showed off her toned midriff and a short red skirt that hugged her hips and thighs. Christina walked on Kaylee’s other side, with long, wavy light brown hair with blonde highlights, bright expressive eyes, and a warm, glowing smile. She was dressed more casually in a loose black hoodie and grey sweatpants, arms crossed casually, but the outfit still highlighted her curvy figure. Both of them were popular, gorgeous girls, the type every guy wanted to be around and impress.

My heart hammered harder. I kept my eyes on the inside of my locker, pretending to search for a book, but every nerve in my body stayed locked on their approaching footsteps. I silently begged that Kaylee would keep whatever this was between us and not say or do anything that might expose me right here in front of them.

Kaylee spoke a little too loudly. “Good morning, Fiona.”

My head snapped up and I looked around frantically, my pulse spiking as I scanned the hallway for anyone who might have overheard. Heat flooded my face while my shoulders drew in tighter, trying to disappear inside the oversized hoodie.

All three girls giggled at my reaction. Kaylee smiled sweetly. “Relax, they know.”

I stared down at the floor, my cheeks burning as the weight of their knowing eyes pressed on me. The fact that these two pretty, popular girls now knew exactly what I was wearing underneath my baggy clothes made my throat tighten. “I thought you weren’t gonna tell anyone,” I mumbled, voice low and shaky.

Kaylee tilted her head. “Well, this isn’t just anyone, cupcake. These are my best friends. Now we need to check that you’re wearing the proper underwear. Do you wanna strip here or come with us to the ladies’ room?”

Shame curled up inside me, realizing that this was actually happening. “The ladies’ room,” I answered reluctantly, barely above a whisper.

Amy’s voice turned teasing. “Cuteee, your first trip to the ladies’ room!”

Christina added with mock sweetness, “Adorable.”

I followed them down the hall with my head lowered, every step feeling like it was leading me to electric chair. My mind raced with anxiety at the thought of someone noticing the four of us heading to the bathroom together. Once we slipped into a more secluded ladies’ room and confirmed it was empty, Kaylee locked the door behind us with a soft click that echoed in the tiled space. My stomach dropped.

“Strip, sissy,” Kaylee ordered.

My face burned as I slowly pulled off my hoodie, then my t-shirt. The light blue satin bra came into full view, the delicate straps and cups hugging my smooth chest. Amy and Christina burst out laughing while Kaylee stood there with a deeply amused grin, arms crossed.

Christina shook her head. “No fucking way.”

Amy laughed harder. “I literally love this.”

Kaylee looked at me expectantly. “Pants too, Fiona.”

My hands trembled as I pushed my sweatpants down, stepping out of them until I stood there in nothing but the light blue satin bra and panties. The cool air of the bathroom brushed over my exposed skin while the girls’ eyes roamed over me. Laughter filled the small space again, loud and unrestrained, and I felt my shoulders hunch inward, my arms twitching with the urge to cover myself as the full force of their gaze settled on the delicate lingerie clinging to my slender body.

Christina pointed. “His underwear is wayy girlier than mine. This is insane.”

Kaylee corrected her with a smirk. “Her underwear.”

The girls chuckled again. Amy stepped closer, running her hand lightly over my side and down to my hip. I shivered hard at the touch, my skin tingling where her fingers traced.

“Her body is actually really feminine without the body hair,” Amy said a little too casually for my liking. “She’s got a pretty narrow waist, soft skin, and she’s even got a pretty nice bubble butt.”

Christina leaned in with a grin. “Not to mention her penis is barely making a dent in those panties. Feeling chilly, Fiona?”

All three of them cracked up, the sound bouncing off the tiles while I stood frozen, heat flooding every inch of my face and chest as two new beautiful girls laughed at the size of my manhood.

Kaylee’s voice cut through the laughter. “Alright, Fiona, you’ve been a good girl so far. Now show us your pedicure and then you can go to class.”

My hands shook as I bent down and peeled off my socks, revealing the sky-blue polish on my toes. The color looked so obviously feminine, especially being that it matched my bra and panties.

Christina stared. “Jeez, Kaylee, this is really crazy.”

Kaylee let out an excited little squeal. “I know!”

Amy smiled and acted like I had chosen this. “Yesss girl. Now point them forward all elegant like a ballerina.”

I glanced at Kaylee pleadingly, but she only nodded calmly. “You heard her, Fiona. Do it.”

Reluctantly, I pointed one foot forward, toes elegantly extended toward them the way a ballerina might. More laughter erupted from the girls.

Kaylee waved her hand. “Alright, princess, you can put your clothes back on. Pretty good for your first pedicure. Remember to meet me by my locker at the end of the day. You’re coming over after school.”

Not knowing what else to say and desperate for this to end, I managed a quiet, “Okay.”

I started pulling my clothes back on as fast as I could. Kaylee unlocked the door and the three of them walked out, still giggling. I scrambled frantically to finish dressing, heart pounding at the thought of someone else walking in and seeing me like this.

My morning classes passed in a haze of tension. I sat rigid in my seat, unable to fully relax no matter how much I tried to slouch like usual. Every small movement made the satin lingerie shift against my skin, the smooth cups of the bra pressing gently with each breath and the panties clinging to my hips. When I leaned forward to write notes, I became hyper-aware of the silky fabric at my lower back, convinced the guy behind me might catch a glimpse of my panties if my hoodie rode up even slightly. When I leaned back, the cups of the bra felt like they might leave visible indents under the hoodie, so I kept adjusting it with small, anxious tugs. My body stayed tense, shoulders tight and legs shifting restlessly the entire time, but no one seemed to notice anything unusual. I made it through without incident, though my palms stayed damp and my throat dry.

At lunch I joined my usual group at our table, keeping my head down as I picked at my food. One of them immediately commented on my hair. “Why’d you cut it like that, dude? Looks kinda feminine.”

I had tried to pull it into a man bun earlier, but the short length and the way the bangs framed my face refused to cooperate. It still looked soft and delicate no matter what I did. Heat crept up my neck as I shrugged and mumbled an excuse about the barber misunderstanding what I wanted over the weekend. They laughed a little and dropped it after a minute, moving on to other topics, but the pit in my stomach only grew heavier. Even without knowing about the lingerie underneath, they had noticed something was off. The realization bothered me as I left the cafeteria, my steps heavier than before.

My last class was math with Miss Connery. I walked in with my heart already racing, shoulders hunched and eyes fixed on the floor as I took my usual seat near the back. Just being in the same room as her made my skin prickle with fear, every memory from Friday flooding back in sharp flashes. Surprisingly, she taught the lesson with her usual brisk efficiency, barely glancing in my direction the whole time. I started to breathe a little easier, thinking I might actually get through the period untouched.

Then, midway through, she spoke casually in front of the entire class. “Frank, aren’t you hot in that hoodie? Why don’t you take it off?”

Panic surged through me instantly. My face burned and I felt every eye in the room turn my way even though most probably hadn’t. My fingers gripped the edge of the desk as I shook my head, voice coming out small and unsteady. “Oh um, no I’m okay Miss Connery.”

She held her gaze on me for a beat longer, a subtle, sly smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth as she watched me squirm. Then she shrugged lightly and continued with the lesson like nothing had happened. The rest of class dragged by normally, but my pulse refused to settle until the bell finally rang.

I gathered my things and headed toward my locker with a shaky wave of relief washing over me. The day was almost over, and I had somehow avoided exposure. But as I rounded the corner, the feeling evaporated. Kaylee, Christina, and Amy were already waiting by my locker, chatting casually. My shoulders sagged and a fresh knot formed in my gut as the dread of whatever afternoon they had planned settled over me.

They chatted casually as I approached, and without much conversation they led me out to Kaylee’s car. The ride to her house passed in tense silence on my end while the girls talked and laughed in the front. As we stepped inside the familiar entryway, a heavy pit formed in my stomach. The scent of the house and the sight of the hallway brought everything from Friday rushing back: the blackmail, the transformation, the shopping, the rules that now controlled every layer I wore.

“Alright, Fiona,” Kaylee said brightly, “strip down to your bra and panties. You’re not wearing boy clothes in this house.”

I hesitated, fingers twitching at the hem of my hoodie as memories of exposure flooded in. Before I could fully decide, Christina stepped right up to me. She was noticeably tall and had a strong, athletic build that made her presence feel imposing as she looked down at me.

“You heard her, Fiona,” she said emphatically, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. “It’s girl time.”

The way she loomed over me stung my ego, a girl physically backing me down like that, intimidating me. My pride twisted painfully, but my hands moved anyway, pulling off the hoodie, then the t-shirt, the socks, and finally stepping out of the sweatpants until I stood there in just the light blue satin bra and panties. The cool air of the house tingled against my bare skin, the delicate fabric clinging to my chest and hips.

Amy reached out and gave my butt a quick, playful smack. The sudden sting made me flinch hard, my body jolting forward as Kaylee giggled behind her.

“Alright, sissy,” Kaylee continued, “go to my mom’s room and kneel on the floor facing the door.”

I blinked. “Kneel?”

“Yes, Fiona, kneel,” she replied firmly. “That’s how my mom wants you. Should I tell her you’re being a bad girl?”

The threat landed heavily. Not seeing any way out, I swallowed and muttered, “No.”

Kaylee’s face lit up. “Then go quick, sissy!”

I turned toward the stairs, but Christina stepped in front of me, blocking the way with her taller frame. Her expression turned more serious. “If we come in there and catch you not on your knees, you’re gonna regret it. Got it, bitch?”

Too prideful to answer out loud, I simply hung my head, the reluctant submission unspoken but obvious as I shuffled past her and up the stairs. Each step made the satin lingerie stretch and slide softly against my smooth skin, the bra straps tugging lightly at my shoulders and the panties hugging my ass with every movement. I felt ridiculously exposed and delicate climbing the stairs like this.

I reached Miss Connery’s door and opened it nervously. The room looked surprisingly normal: neat bed, simple furniture, soft lighting, nothing that screamed the kind of control she had over me now. That ordinary appearance only made the situation feel more surreal. I lowered myself slowly onto my knees on the floor, facing the door, my bare skin pressing against the carpet. My hands fidgeted in my lap as I waited, the position making me feel small and pathetic, every second stretching out while I knelt there in nothing but delicate blue lingerie, heart thudding dully in my chest.

The light blue bra straps dug gently into my shoulders with every small shift, and the cups held my chest in a soft, constant embrace that made me acutely aware of how exposed and delicate I looked. The cool air of the room brushed over my smooth legs and arms, raising faint goosebumps as I fidgeted, my painted toes curling against the floor. Every second stretched out, the vulnerability of kneeling here in nothing but lingerie sinking deeper.

Footsteps and giggles approached from the hallway. The three girls walked past, peering in at me. Christina chuckled. “Look at that. What a little pussy!”

Kaylee’s voice dripped with condescending sweetness. “Aww, what a good little girl you are, Fiona.”

They giggled again and continued down the hall, leaving me burning with shame, my head bowed lower as the words echoed in my ears.

Time dragged on until I finally heard the front door open downstairs. My stomach tightened into a hard knot, pulse quickening as Miss Connery’s heels clicked across the floor below and then up the stairs. Each step grew louder, building the anxiety until the bedroom door swung open. She stood there in her work clothes, tall and composed, a strict expression on her face mixed with clear amusement as her eyes swept over me kneeling in the lingerie. A superior little smile played on her lips, like she was savoring the sight of her obedient project.

“Well, well,” she said, closing the door behind her with a soft click, her tone rich with dominant satisfaction. “Look at you, Fiona. Good afternoon, sissy.”

I swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper. “Good afternoon… Miss Connery.”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly entertained, that amused smirk deepening. “Try that again in a more ladylike voice, Fiona. You don’t use that boy tone in this house. Try to speak from your mouth instead of your chest, raise your pitch, and add more inflection at the end of words and sentences. Like this.” She demonstrated, her voice exaggeratively light and feminine. “Good afternoon, Miss Connery.”

My cheeks burned hotter. I tried again, voice cracking awkwardly. “Good…good afternoon, Miss Connery.”

She laughed softly, a superior, delighted sound as she stepped closer, towering over my kneeling form. “Oh that’s adorable, Fiona. Much better, but we have work to do. Higher, softer, from the front of your mouth. Add a little lilt at the end. Repeat after me: Miss Connery, I’m your pretty little sissy.”

I shifted on my knees, the satin sliding against my skin as I tried to push past the humiliation and focus on my task. “Miss Connery… I’m your pretty little sissy,” I managed, forcing the pitch higher and trying to soften it.

She crossed her arms, watching with clear amusement. “Again. Sweeter this time, Fiona. Like a sweet little girl who knows her place.”

“Miss Connery, I’m your pretty little sissy,” I repeated, voice lighter, cheeks flaming.

“Better,” she said, circling me slowly with that dominant, satisfied air. “One more time with more enthusiasm, like you mean it. Tilt your head a little and smile.”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I echoed, lips trembling into a small, forced smile as I tilted my head, “I’m your pretty little sissy.”

She nodded, clearly pleased. “Very good, princess. From now on you will always speak to me in that voice. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I answered softly in the new tone, the words feeling foreign and humiliating on my tongue.

Her smirk never wavered. “Excellent. Now get up off your knees and sit at the vanity. It’s time for your first makeup lesson.”

I rose unsteadily, the lingerie shifting with me as I moved to the vanity chair. The mirror reflected back my nearly naked body in the delicate blue set: dainty shoulders, narrow waist, smooth hairless legs, and the way the panties hugged my hips made my form look petite and unmistakably feminine. Miss Connery stood behind me, fully dressed and in complete control, her presence making the contrast sting sharply.

She picked up various products and began walking me through each step with patient, superior instruction. “Start with foundation, Fiona. Dab it on like this, then blend gently with your fingers or this sponge. Smooth, even coverage. Girls want flawless skin.”

My hands trembled as I followed her instructions, the cool cream spreading across my face while I watched myself in the mirror. The sight of me carefully applying makeup in lingerie made my chest ache with deep, pathetic resignation.

“Too heavy on the cheeks,” she corrected, leaning in with an amused smile. “Blend more, darling. Like this. Again.”

I wiped it off and tried once more, the sponge moving in small circles under her watchful eye.

She leaned in to inspect my work. “Better. Now blush. Just a light touch on the apples of your cheeks. Smile for me so you know where to place it…there, good girl.”

I forced a small smile, applying the color as she directed, feeling the warmth spread across my face both from the product and the burning shame of obeying so passively and being called good girl so normally.

She continued her lesson. “Eyeshadow next. Soft neutral first on the lid, then a little shimmer blended upward. No, not like that…gentler strokes, Fiona. Use your ring finger for blending. Yes, like that.”

She corrected me repeatedly, her voice amused and dominant but patient as she guided every movement. “More precision on the outer corner. Perfect, now mascara. Coat the lashes slowly, wiggle the wand. Don’t clump them, sissy.”

Each adjustment reminded me how unnatural this felt, how vulnerable I was sitting there in satin underwear learning to do my makeup while she remained fully clothed and authoritative.

She seemed pleased with how it had come along so far. “Lip liner and gloss now. Follow your natural lip line carefully. There, press your lips together. Lovely.”

I did as told, the glossy taste sweet on my mouth as I stared at the increasingly feminized reflection staring back. By the third full redo she finally stepped back, inspecting me with a satisfied nod. “Much better, Fiona. It’s decent for your first real try. Look at yourself.”

In the mirror I saw how pretty I looked already, soft features enhanced by the foundation and blush, eyes looking bigger and more defined with the shadow and mascara, lips glossy and pouty. My body, clad in the dainty lingerie looked petite and feminine, narrow waist flaring slightly at the hips, smooth skin glowing, the bra and panties completing the image of a delicate girl. The realization that I had done this to myself sent a wave of deep shame and discomfort through me, my shoulders hunching slightly as I sat there exposed and compliant.

“You’ll be getting much better at this very soon,” Miss Connery added with a superior smile. “We’ll practice every day until it becomes second nature.”

She then reached over to the bed and picked up a small pile of clothes, handing them to me with that same superior, amused expression. “Put these on, Fiona.”

I took the items with trembling hands. The first piece was a pink pleated miniskirt. I stepped into it, the soft fabric whispering against my smooth thighs as I pulled it up. It barely covered the bottom curve of my ass, the hem sitting high and leaving my legs completely exposed. The satin panties underneath peeked out slightly with even the smallest movement.

Miss Connery smirked. “You can thank Kaylee for giving these to you, Fiona. They’re from when she was like fourteen, so she’s outgrown them. But they’re perfect for a little girl like you.”

I looked away shamefully, saying nothing as I pulled on the tight white girls’ t-shirt with a shiny pink sequin heart on the front. The material clung to my torso and the bra underneath, outlining the cups clearly and making my chest feel even more prominent.

Miss Connery then turned me away from her so she could work on my hair. Her fingers combed through the short strands, gathering them into two pigtails secured with bright pink hair ties. Each tug on my scalp sent little jolts through me, and I kept catching glimpses of myself in the vanity mirror. The pigtails bounced lightly with every adjustment, framing my pretty, made-up face and making me look even more like a petite teen girl with soft features, glossy lips, big eyes, narrow shoulders, and a tiny skirt riding high on her smooth, hairless legs. The reflection screamed innocent and playful, a boy reduced to this dainty, feminized doll.

She then grabbed a pair of white heels, much higher than the ones from Friday. Wordlessly she helped slip my feet into them, giggling softly as her thumb brushed over my sky-blue painted toenails. The height immediately made me feel unbalanced, my ankles wobbling as the arches strained and the shoes forced my posture to shift, pushing my chest and butt out slightly.

She walked across the room and turned, standing with perfect poise. “Walk over to me, Fiona.”

I took shaky steps, the heels clicking loudly on the floor, my body swaying unsteadily as the short skirt swished around my thighs and the pigtails bounced with each movement.

“Smaller steps, Fiona. Dainty,” she instructed, her voice laced with amusement.

I reached her and she demonstrated, strutting elegantly across the room. “Watch me. Tiny steps, one foot in front of the other. Hips swaying, upper body and hands soft and fluid. Keep your back arched, and your chest and butt out.”

I tried to mimic her, feeling utterly ridiculous as the heels forced tiny, mincing steps and the skirt swished playfully with the sway of my hips. She had me practice for what was probably close to twenty minutes, offering constant corrections with a chuckling, dominant tone. “Smile, Fiona. Smaller steps. Stick your butt out more. Sway your hips  a little more dramatically…yes, like that. Good girl.”

With each lap my girly strut improved, the movement becoming more natural even as I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me. The constant glimpses I caught of myself in the mirror showed a petite, early teen girl in pigtails and a tiny pink skirt practicing her walk, and every time I saw it I felt more pathetic.

By the end she nodded approvingly. “Good progress, Fiona. Now I want you to walk across the room, pivot at the door, and walk back as ladylike as you can, smiling like you’re on the runway. When you reach me I want you to put your hand on your hip, shift your weight into it like you’re posing, then do a cute little giggle and say ‘Hi, I’m Fiona, do you like my new outfit?’”

My cheeks burned and every ounce of dignity I had left screamed at me not to, but I reluctantly did it, voice high and sweet. The heels clicked with each dainty step, the short skirt swishing around my thighs, pigtails bouncing against my shoulders as I swayed my hips and forced a bright smile. Reaching her, I placed a hand on my hip, shifted my weight, let out a soft, girlish giggle, and said, “Hi, I’m Fiona, do you like my new outfit?”

She made me repeat it over and over, chuckling the whole time as she offered corrections. “Bigger smile. More hip sway. Good, now give me the cutest giggle you can manage. Again, princess.”

Each repetition made the routine feel horribly natural, the constant movement of the tiny outfit and the sound of my own high voice deepening the ridiculous, pathetic feeling that settled heavily in my stomach. Eventually I got it down.

She grinned, clearly amused. “Great. Now follow me.”

I timidly followed her out of the room and down the hall to just outside Kaylee’s door, heels clicking with every dainty step. She stopped and looked at me expectantly. “Walk in there and do exactly what you just practiced.”

Feeling deeply embarrassed about doing that again in front of three hot girls my age, I asked in a small voice that slipped back into my old tone, “Do I have to?”

Her eyebrow shot up angrily. I immediately switched back to the girl voice, cheeks burning. “Sorry, Miss Connery.”

“Now,” she said firmly. “And remember to smile and sway those hips.”

As I walked into Kaylee’s room the girls’ faces lit up with delight. I felt like there was a spotlight on me, every inch of me in the girly outfit burning under their gaze. The heels forced tiny, swaying steps that made the pleated skirt flare and brush my thighs, the pigtails bouncing with every movement as I performed the full walk, hip pose, giggle, and line. “Hi, I’m Fiona. Do you like my new outfit?”

The girls cracked up, squealing and laughing hysterically. As their laughter filled the room I glanced over at Miss Connery, who stood grinning with amused approval, like I was a puppy who had just performed the cutest trick.

The next day after school I was brought back to their house once again. This time Kaylee left shortly after we arrived, heading out with her friends and leaving me alone with Miss Connery. She ordered me to strip down to my lingerie, a lacy red bra and panty set that felt even more delicate and sexy than the last. The intricate lace clung lightly to my smooth skin, the bra cups hugging my chest with every breath and the panties riding high on my hips as I sat at her vanity in just the set and the white heels. For hours she had me practice makeup, correcting every brushstroke and blend with her amused, superior tone until my hands stopped shaking quite so badly and the look in the mirror became passable. The constant sight of my own feminized reflection, glossy lips and defined eyes, only deepened the sinking, trapped feeling in my stomach. She didn’t allow me to put any other clothes on afterward, keeping me in nothing but the revealing lingerie and heels.

She then taught me how to do women’s laundry, walking me through sorting, washing, and handling her delicate items before leaving me to tackle Kaylee’s. The washer hummed as I moved on to other chores: dishes in the kitchen sink, the warm soapy water splashing against my bare thighs, then tidying counters and floors. The most degrading part came when she had me kneel in front of her while she casually watched television. My knees pressed into the carpet as I carefully painted her toenails, the brush trembling in my fingers, the sharp smell of polish filling my nose while I stayed silent and compliant in my red lace set, painting her nails like an obedient servant girl.

When her toes were finally dry she dismissed me to fold Kaylee’s laundry. I carried the basket to the living room and began folding her bras, panties, stockings, and nighties. The surrealness of standing in my teacher’s living room, folding her gorgeous daughter’s delicate panties while I stood there dressed in my own made my mind race with feelings of shame. Every guy in school wanted to fuck Kaylee, and as far as I knew, some had been successful. I, by contrast, was standing in her living room made-up and wearing my own heels and lingerie, doing her laundry like I was her maid. I couldn’t have felt any less like a man, and I ruminated on how I could have ended up in this situation.

Once everything was neatly folded I lifted the heavy basket and began walking toward the stairs. The combination of the big basket I was holding and the high heels I wore forced even tinier, more unsteady steps as I did my best not to fall. Every click of the heels and bounce of the basket was an exercise in balance and caution.

Just as I reached the bottom of the stairs Kaylee walked in with Christina and Amy. Their faces lit up with shock and delight before they burst into obnoxious laughter.

“Oh my God, your mom actually made him into a maid!” Christina exclaimed.

“I love that for her,” Amy added, giggling. “So cute! So domestic.”

Kaylee smirked. “Good job, Fiona. Keep up the hard work and one day you’ll make a great housewife.”

The next two weeks continued in the same humiliating pattern. Every day after school and on weekends I was brought over, stripped down to whatever bra and panty set I was wearing that day, and made to practice makeup, hair styling, nail painting, girl talk, and feminine movement for hours. The list of my new “sissy maid duties” grew longer and more emasculating: laundry, cleaning bathrooms on my knees, vacuuming in extra-high heels, hand-washing delicates, and serving the women drinks or snacks. The constant sensory reminders never let up: the click of heels on hardwood, the swish of tiny skirts or the tug of lingerie against smooth skin, the weight of pigtails or the waxy feel of lipstick. At school each day brought fresh anxiety as I tugged at my baggy clothes and avoided eye contact, terrified someone would notice something off. My friends also became increasingly suspicious of me, regularly pointing out that my hair looked feminine, I smelled fruity, or I was carrying myself in a more effeminate way.

By the end of the two weeks, I had become decent at transforming myself into and carrying myself like a young lady, even if I remained a shy and petrified one. I had also amassed a decent collection of hand-me-downs from the girls, especially Kaylee, so I never ran out of new outfits to wear when I came over.

One day after school I arrived at the house with Kaylee. Miss Connery wasn’t home yet, but I already knew my responsibilities by heart. Without being told I slipped into her bedroom, stripped down to the lacy lingerie I had on underneath my boy clothes, and put on the red floral dress she had laid out for me on the bed. The dress had short puff sleeves that sat delicately on my shoulders, a fitted bodice with a sweetheart neckline, and a flowing skirt that flared out at my hips, the bright red fabric covered in a dainty white floral pattern. It clung softly to my torso while the skirt swished lightly against my smooth thighs. I stepped into the red heels waiting beside it, the height immediately cueing my posture to shift back into Fiona mode as I flounced over to the vanity. Sitting there in the dress and heels, I began my makeup routine, starting with foundation before carefully sweeping a fluffy brush across my cheeks to blend blush in soft, circular motions, building a flushed and youthful glow.

Miss Connery walked in partway through, standing behind me. I caught her reflection in the mirror, smug and satisfied, as she watched me continue applying the blush, then move on carefully coating my lips with bold red lipstick. Just as I was finishing with my hair, styling it as best I could, she stepped closer, her voice bright with excitement. “I bought some new makeup and heels for you, Fiona!”

I forced a girly tone and a small smile, feigning excitement the way I knew she expected. “Really? Thank you, Miss Connery!”

That feigned excitement died quickly as she explained. “I bought them so you can start practicing your makeup, walk, and movement at home too. No more wasting time when you’re not here.”

I hesitated, a flicker of resistance rising. “But… at home? What if…”

Her expression turned stern instantly, eyes narrowing. “You will do as you’re told, sissy. No arguments.”

I shrank back immediately. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She continued, clearly pleased with my quick submission. “I’ll be expecting nightly videos if you’re dismissed from my house before nine. And you’re going to download this voice app right now.” I watched as she took my phone and installed it. “I’ll send you phrases to practice. You record yourself saying them and send them back. The app will rate your performance. I expect daily improvement.”

The new rules hit me like a punch to the gut, anxiety twisting tight in my stomach as I thought about sneaking around my own house in heels and makeup. Over the next week that anxiety proved justified. Every night I found myself tiptoeing into the quietest corners of the house where my parents wouldn’t hear, changing into one of my new pairs of heels, turning on a makeup tutorial and doing my best to replicate it, and then setting up my phone to record me as I sashayed around the room and repeated the humiliating lines Miss Connery had sent for me. The click of heels on the floor, the heavy and hard to remove makeup on my face, and the humiliating sound of my own lilting voice made my heart race with fear of getting caught. Yet I had no choice but to continue. I realized with a pitiful pang that outside of school I was now spending more time as Fiona than Frank. Meanwhile, most of my classmates were spending their senior year with girlfriends, friends, and parties.

I could see it working. In that single week I made more progress than in the entire two weeks before. The movements started to feel less forced, some of them almost automatic. One afternoon in math class I accidentally responded to Miss Connery in my girl voice. The entire class giggled, but thankfully they seemed to brush it off as a voice crack. The close call left me trembling with anxiety for the rest of the day, wondering whether I had just exposed myself, but I kept my head down and stayed silent for the remainder of class. Thankfully, no one ever brought it up again.

That Saturday early afternoon I sat on the couch at Miss Connery’s house, already dressed in the little pink skater dress they had chosen for me. The soft fabric hugged my torso while the pleated skirt flared out around my thighs, swishing with even the smallest shift of my legs. I had just finished all my chores: laundry folded, floors vacuumed, everything put away, and now I was carefully painting my fingernails a bright pink, the brush gliding smoothly over each nail while the sharp chemical scent of the polish filled the air. Kaylee and Amy sat on either side of me, watching closely and offering pointers.

“Make sure you do thin, even coats, Fiona,” Kaylee said sweetly. “And let them dry properly between layers or they’ll smudge.”

Amy leaned in, her voice light and instructive. “I love that your nails are matching you dress and your shoes, girl! You want to think about the whole look, you know? Makeup, nails, jewelry, outfits, shoes, purses, they all have to fit together. Like if you’re wearing pink, maybe soft rosy blush and a glossy lip that matches. It pulls the whole feminine vibe together.”

I kept my head down, cheeks burning as I applied another careful stroke, the cool wet polish clinging to my nails. The dress rode up slightly on my thighs, the pleated skirt brushing against my smooth legs and the pink lace panties underneath, a constant reminder of how vulnerable and dainty I felt. Every word they said about coordinating my “feminine look” made the humiliation sink deeper, like I was a younger girl they were mentoring on navigating fashion as a young woman.

The front door opened and Miss Connery walked in, her heels clicking confidently across the floor.

She took one look at me on the couch in the pink dress, nails half done, and smiled with clear satisfaction. “Oh, you’re all done with your chores, perfect timing. Today’s a big day…you’ll be doing your first daytime public outing today, Fiona. We’re going to a few stores where you’ll have to try your best to pass as a girl and actually interact with people.”

Adrenaline flooded through me instantly. My brush slipped, leaving a small smudge on my skin as my hands started trembling. The thought of going out in broad daylight like this, in a pink dress, heels, makeup, everything, made my stomach twist violently.

Kaylee and Amy’s faces lit up with pure excitement. “Oh my God, I’m so excited!” Kaylee squealed. “This is going to be so fun!”

Amy clapped her hands giddily. “She looks adorable! This is the perfect day to do this!”

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged, voice shaking. “I can’t… not outside like this. Please don’t make me.”

Miss Connery’s expression stayed firm, her tone leaving no room for argument. “You will do this, Fiona. No more hiding in the house. It’s time to test how well you’ve been learning. Now finish your nails, we’re leaving soon.”

I sat there silently, the pink polish drying on my fingers while the dread settled heavily in my stomach, knowing there was no escaping what was coming.

After my nails dried, Miss Connery handed me a small pink shoulder bag that matched the dress perfectly. I slipped the strap over my shoulder, feeling the light weight bounce against my hip as we climbed into the car. The short drive to the grocery store felt endless. When we parked, I stared out at the busy lot, my stomach knotting.

“Um, why are we here, Miss Connery?” I asked in my trembling girl voice, already dreading the answer.

“Because I need to go grocery shopping, sissy,” she replied calmly. “And because this is a great chance for you to demonstrate what a feminine little lady you’re becoming in front of a bunch of different people.”

Amy giggled. “I don’t think you want to disappoint her, Fiona.”

Kaylee turned around from the front, smiling brightly. “She won’t.”

My heart hammered as we stepped out of the car. The pink skater dress swayed around my thighs with every step, the pleated skirt brushing my smooth legs while the pink heels clicked loudly on the pavement. The shoulder bag bounced gently against my side, a constant reminder of how I looked. I tried to walk as femininely as possible: smaller steps, hips swaying slightly, back straight but shoulders relaxed, yet every movement felt forced and ridiculous because of how much I was overthinking it.

As we walked into the store I glanced around in horror, convinced every person would stare and clock me immediately as a boy in a dress. My pulse raced and my hands felt clammy on the strap of the little pink bag. Thankfully no one really looked my way, which brought a small wave of relief, but that relief quickly twisted into deeper shame and disturbance as it dawned on me that I had become so convincingly feminine and maybe even pretty that no one even second-guessed I was anything but a teen girl in a cute dress.

We moved through the aisles, the cool air of the store brushing over my bare legs and making the dress flutter lightly. Kaylee and Amy suddenly spotted a guy about our age browsing snacks. They giggled and nudged Miss Connery.

“It should be him,” Amy whispered excitedly.

Miss Connery smirked and nodded. “I agree, Amy. Go talk to him, Fiona.”

I started to panic, voice trembling. “I can’t… please, I…”

She looked at me very calmly, but her tone was ominously firm. “If you’d prefer, I could tell everyone in the store you’re a sissy boy. Or maybe I could set up on a dating app, would you like that?”

Defeated and petrified, I swallowed hard. “What do I say?”

Amy smiled like she was offering advice to a little sister, “Just be your sweet little self, Fiona. Maybe pay him a compliment.”

Kaylee added excitedly, “Yes, definitely compliment him. Be a little flirty, you know. Nothing crazy. Just try to act natural and be cute.”

“I don’t know how,” I whispered frantically.

Miss Connery gave me an intense stare. “Fiona. Take a deep breath.”

I did, the air catching in my chest as the dress tightened slightly around me.

Her voice stayed firm. “Now go.”

I turned and sashayed over as confidently as I could fake in the pink heels, feeling terrified and super embarrassed, trying desperately not to panic. I focused on carrying myself as femininely as possible: dainty steps, gentle sway of my hips, soft posture, sweet smile, while the pleated skirt swished around my thighs and the bag bounced at my side. The guy was looking at different snacks and didn’t seem to notice me until I was right there. I stopped awkwardly, heart pounding.

“Hi,” I said, trying my best to sound natural and cute, though my voice came out higher and shakier than I wanted.

He looked up, clearly interested and checking me out. “Hey, how you doing?”

I swallowed, forcing a small smile even as I felt completely uncomfortable. “Um, I just wanted to tell you that you looked really good. I um… I um, I like your beard.”

The guy smiled at first, but toward the end of my compliment my voice cracked slightly, slipping into something less feminine. His expression shifted to something awkward and suspicious. My heart began to pound even faster as it became obvious that he was realizing I wasn’t everything I appeared to be. I panicked.

“Well have a nice day,” I mumbled quickly, turning on my heels and click-clacking back to the girls as fast as my heels would allow. Miss Connery, Kaylee, and Amy were all clearly watching, trying hard to stifle their laughter. Kaylee was even recording on her phone.

I was mortified, cheeks burning as I rejoined them. Kaylee and Amy complimented me between giggles. “That was amazing, Fiona!” Kaylee said, barely containing her laughter. “So brave,” Amy added, clearly amused even though she was trying to be encouraging.

Miss Connery smirked at me victoriously, eyes sparkling with satisfaction.

As we continued walking through the aisles finishing the shopping, I kept my head lowered, hoping desperately that I wouldn’t have to interact with anyone else. The dress, the heels, the sway I forced into my steps, everything felt like a spotlight on my shame. I hated the way he had looked at me, hungry, the way someone looks at a juicy steak. I also realized, with a sinking feeling, that whether I liked it or not I was going to have to get much better at acting and appearing as a girl if I wanted to avoid further embarrassment like this.

After Miss Connery paid for the groceries, we all headed back to the car. I slid into the back seat, the pink skater dress riding up my thighs as I settled in, the pleated skirt bunching softly beneath me. The pink heels felt tight on my feet and the strap of the little pink shoulder bag pressed against my shoulder. I stared out the window in silence, shame burning through me as the encounter replayed in my head. Visually I had passed so easily as a girl, it seemed like he wanted me, to talk to me, flirt with me, maybe even more. To him I was a pretty, feminine girl in a cute little pink dress that he wanted to pursue. But my voice had cracked, my mannerisms had faltered, and that guy had clearly realized I was not a girl. The idea of what he must think of me now made my stomach twist. I really was going to have to work harder on my voice and movements, even if I hated every second of it. Knowing that I was putting this much effort and care into sounding and acting like a girl only made the humiliation worse, but I knew I had no other options.

Miss Connery glanced at me in the rearview mirror, almost like she could read my mind. “You’re going to have to continue improving, Fiona, or we’ll have to find more public ways to motivate you.”

Eventually the car pulled up outside a girly boutique store. My anxiety spiked again, heart pounding as I realized I was going to have to go out again into another public space.

They all got out, and Miss Connery looked back at me expectantly. “Let’s go, Fiona.”

I hesitated for a long moment, then grabbed my purse with a trembling hand and slinked out of the backseat. I followed them toward the entrance, feeling utterly miserable and already dreading whatever they had planned inside.

When we got inside the boutique I looked around nervously, taking in the racks upon racks of girly clothes: frills, pastels, short hemlines, and shiny fabrics everywhere. There were many pretty girls and women shopping, some close to my age, but thankfully no one I recognized from school. My heart still pounded with fear, I knew they were going to make me interact as Fiona again.

Miss Connery gathered us around. “Alright ladies, here’s the deal. We’re each gonna pick out one outfit for our little Fiona and then she’s gonna model them for us. If they fit and she looks pretty in them, I’ll buy them.”

Both Kaylee and Amy squealed excitedly. Kaylee turned to me with a bright smile. “That’s so sweet! What do you say, Fiona?”

I swallowed hard, forcing the words out even though I felt more like crying. “Thank you.”

We split up. Kaylee and Amy wandered off together, giggling as they browsed, while Miss Connery led me over to a section filled with particularly girly dresses. The styles were sweet and little-girlish, lots of ruffles and soft colors, which would be bitterly humiliating but at least not outright slutty. I stood there uncomfortably, shifting in my heels as Miss Connery sifted through the racks, holding various dresses up against me. I kept glancing around nervously, terrified someone might notice our strange dynamic.

Miss Connery’s expression darkened. “Fiona, if you want to keep acting like a miserable bitch I can make this experience miserable for you. Would you like that, young lady?”

I shook my head quickly, voice small. “No, Miss Connery.”

She smiled. “Good. Then put a smile on that pretty face and start getting excited about your potential new outfits. Pick some out.”

For the next ten minutes I forced myself to act super enthusiastic, gushing over frilly, ruffled dresses with her. My voice stayed high and girly as I held them up. “Oh, this one is so pretty,” I gushed, trying to sound genuine despite how embarrassed I was at how I was being forced to act.

Eventually I picked up a pink dress with delicate ruffles along the neckline and a smocked bodice that flared into a short, tiered skirt. I held it against myself. “This one is really cute… it looks so pretty.”

Miss Connery giggled, clearly amused. “Well since you like it so much, princess, you can try it on, and I’ll buy it for you.”

My expression faltered for a second as I took in just how girly it was. “Ohhh… thanks.”

She smiled victoriously, like she was rubbing it in. “You’re very welcome, Fiona. Now let’s go meet up with the other girls and see what they picked out.”

I followed behind her self-consciously as I carried the super feminine dress in my arms, grateful that no other women in the store seemed to be paying much attention.

When we reached Kaylee and Amy, their faces lit up, especially Amy’s. “Hey girl! Oh, that looks cute!” She handed me a tight red ruched dress with thin spaghetti straps and a deep plunge neckline, laying it over the pink one. “I can’t wait to see you in these.”

I cringed every time she treated me like I was really a girl. It was almost as if she really thought I wanted this.

Kaylee looked like she was barely holding back laughter as she added a sage green two-piece set on top, a ruched off-the-shoulder crop top with long sleeves and cutouts, paired with a matching tight mini skirt. “And this… this is gonna look so sexy on you, Fiona.”

The incredibly skimpy, revealing outfit made my stomach drop even further. It was the kind of thing her own mother probably wouldn’t let her own, though I was sure it wouldn’t be a problem for me.

Miss Connery smiled. “Alright, girly girl. Here’s what you’re gonna do. I want you to change into the outfits one by one, then come out and model them. Make sure you do your sexiest, most confident runway strut, then give us a little twirl and tell us all how much you love the outfit and why.” Kaylee and Amy giggled. Kaylee added, “Ohh, and make sure to include why each one makes you feel feminine and pretty.”

I stood there mortified, nerves creeping back in at the thought of strutting and gushing about how pretty the clothes made me feel in the middle of the store. As I hesitated, Miss Connery leaned down close to my face, her voice low and vicious. “And if you’re thinking of refusing or you do a shitty job, we could arrange to have you model them for your mommy and daddy. Would you like that?”

Terrified, I caved instantly. “No, Miss Connery.”

She looked satisfied with my terrified submission. “I didn’t think so. Now go, sissy. And don’t disappoint me. You better do a good job.”

I nodded weakly, hands trembling as I was led toward the dressing rooms, hoping desperately that no one else in the store would pay attention to this humiliating little display.

I stepped into the dressing room on shaky legs, the pink skater dress slipping off my body and pooling at my feet. The cool air hit my nearly naked skin as I pulled on the tight red ruched dress. The thin spaghetti straps settled on my shoulders, the deep plunge neckline exposing a humiliating amount of my flat chest while the ruched fabric clung tightly to every curve of my torso and hips, the short hem barely covering the top of my thighs. In the mirror I saw a pretty girl in a slutty red dress that matched her bold lipstick: smooth legs, narrow waist, the material stretching and highlighting every feminine line they had forced on me. I felt a sense of deep emasculation as I stared at the reflection, fidgeting with the hem unconsciously before I caught sight of my pink nails and stopped. I took a deep breath, forced my pouty bright red lips into a sweet smile, and minced out of the dressing room, the tight dress stretching and shifting with every step, the fabric rubbing against my skin in ways that made me feel even more vulnerable.

Miss Connery stood right outside, clearly amused as she held her phone up to record me. Kaylee and Amy cheered and catcalled loudly.

“Work it, girl!” Kaylee whooped. “Look at those hips!” Amy added with a laugh.

I sashayed over with small, swaying steps, forcing my hips to roll dramatically. I did a girly little twirl, the short hem flaring slightly as my smooth thighs brushed together. The shame burned hotter as I forced the words out in my highest, softest girl voice.

“I just love this dress so much. It makes me feel so pretty and feminine… the way it hugs my body and shows off my figure makes me feel so sexy. And I love the color, it matches my lipstick which makes me feel really cute and coordinated.”

The girls lost it. “Oh my God, she’s so into it!” Kaylee squealed.

“Such a diva!” Amy added dramatically.

Miss Connery just kept recording with that satisfied smirk of hers.

Just as I finished, a group of three very pretty college-aged girls stepped closer, looking confused after clearly having witnessed the whole performance. They were giggling awkwardly. “What’s going on here?” one of them asked, eyes wide with amusement.

Miss Connery smiled proudly and answered matter-of-factly. “This is our sissy, Fiona. My daughter and I are turning her into a girl.”

The women erupted into loud laughter. “No way! This is hilarious!” one squealed. “She’s actually pulling it off! She looks like a girl.”

Miss Connery gestured to me. “Introduce yourself, Fiona.”

I stood there trembling, voice barely above a whisper but still feminine. “Hi… I’m Fiona.”

They cooed over me, clearly enjoying the situation. “You’re so lucky they’re doing this for you,” one said. “I know so many weak boys who have no shot at ever becoming real men. If only they could all realize that and become sissies like you…you look so pretty as a girl! Trust me, Fiona, these girls are doing you a favor.”

Another leaned in as I blushed shamefully at the other’s comment. “So how does it feel being a sissy? Do you like it? It seems so natural for you.”

I answered shamefully, cheeks blazing as the words left my mouth. “It… it feels really different.”

The questions kept coming, each one making the humiliation intensify as I stood there in the tight red dress, Kaylee and Amy giggling behind me and Miss Connery watching with clear enjoyment. Every answer felt like another piece of my pride being stripped away.

Finally one of the girls asked. “Can we watch the rest of her little fashion show?”

Miss Connery nodded. “Of course you can. Go change into your next outfit, sissy.”

I retreated to the dressing room on trembling legs, trying not to obsess over the emasculating comments the girls had made about me, and the fact that I now had to model more dresses for them. I slipped out of the red dress and pulled on the pink one. The smocked bodice hugged my chest tightly while the ruffled straps sat on my shoulders and the tiered skirt fluttered around my thighs. In the mirror I saw a sweet, frilly little girl, soft and delicate. The shame deepened as I forced another smile and pranced back out.

The college girls, along with Kaylee and Amy, cheered and encouraged me as I made my runway walk. I did another humiliating little twirl, the tiered skirt bouncing.

“I love this dress too… it makes me feel so girly and cute with all the pink ruffles and the way it moves when I walk. It makes me look and feel like a princess.”

The group erupted. “You are a princess!” one of the girls screamed.

“Such a girly girl!” Kaylee added, laughing.

Miss Connery continued recording.

Amy grinned. “Now try on mine, Fiona!”

Back in the dressing room my hands shook badly as I changed into the sage green two-piece set. The off-the-shoulder crop top with its cutouts and ties left a huge strip of my midriff bare, while the matching ruched mini skirt sat high on my hips. The long sleeves felt soft, but the overall look was blatantly slutty, so much so that I could barely face myself in the mirror. The humiliation was overwhelming now, my composure cracking as I minced out again and did another little twirl.

The women cheered louder.

“I really love this outfit… it makes me feel so sexy, especially the way it shows off my waist and makes my legs look long.”

The laughter and commentary grew even more intense. “Look at her showing off that body!” one girl teased.

“Such a little slut!” another laughed.

Miss Connery finally spoke, proud and amused. “Good job, Fiona. You did well. And as a reward for being such a good girl, I’m gonna get you all these outfits you love so much!”

The women erupted in excited cheers. I stood there timidly, voice cracking as I tried not to get emotional. “Thank you…”

That was all I could say without breaking down crying. I had been pushed further than I ever expected.

After changing back into my pink skater dress, the college girls insisted on a photoshoot right there in the boutique so they could remember me. I stood there posing awkwardly while they directed me: hand on hip, little twirls, sweet smiles, my face burning hotter and my tears welling up with every flash of the camera. The dress swished around my thighs, the heels pinched my feet, and the shoulder bag felt heavier than ever as I forced myself to look cute for them. By the time Miss Connery paid for the three new outfits, my pride was in ruins. I felt like a complete pussy, reduced to modeling clothes and gushing about how pretty they made me feel in front of beautiful strangers, strangers who said I was a weak boy with no chance of ever being a man and that I was a natural sissy. I hated myself for having gone along with it.

Back at Miss Connery’s house I sat in the living room, my legs crossed demurely as I awaited my dismissal.

Miss Connery looked at me with clear satisfaction. “You did a great job today, Fiona. Now you’re ready for a real test.”

My blood ran cold. I couldn’t handle anything else, not after that. “What…what does that mean, Miss Connery?”

She smiled wider. “Well as you know, Fiona, Halloween is coming up next week, and most of the students dress up. And you, little miss, will be dressing up as a prom queen. Isn’t that exciting?”

Kaylee and Amy erupted with excitement. “Oh my God, yes!” Kaylee squealed. “She’s gonna look so cute in a big poofy dress!”

I felt my stomach drop completely. The idea of going to school dressed as a prom queen, of everyone seeing me like that, made me genuinely nauseous. My hands started shaking in my lap. I thought I might faint.

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged, voice cracking, too desperate and exhausted to make any effort to remain composed. “Don’t make me do this. Today was already too much. I can’t… I can’t go to school like that.”

She remained firm, unrelenting. “You can and you will, Fiona. It’s the perfect opportunity to show everyone what a pretty girl you’re becoming without them knowing the full picture. They’ll just think it’s a costume.”

“Right…because plenty of straight boys dress as prom girls,” teased Kaylee.

“Well, Fiona’s no straight boy, Kaylee,” added Amy with a playful smirk, “she’s a lady.”

They both burst out laughing while I sat there with my world collapsing around me. My emotions had been building a day, and now they were hitting a breaking point.

I shot up out of the chair, almost falling forward in my heels. My voice rose, trembling. “No, I’m not doing that! Today was humiliating enough! You can’t make me go to school in a dress. I’m not doing it, this is way too far. You fucking…”

A sharp slap across my face cut me off, the sting blooming painfully on my cheek. Before I could react, Miss Connery dragged me over to the couch. She sat down and yanked me across her lap, flipping up the short pink skater dress and exposing my panty-covered ass as I kicked and squirmed helplessly.

“Get off me!” I cried, voice breaking.

She held me firmly in place. “The harder you fight, the harder you’ll make this, sissy.”

I kicked and flailed wildly across Miss Connery’s lap, trying desperately to twist free, my legs scissoring in the air and my arms pushing against the couch cushions. The pink skater dress was already bunched up around my waist, leaving me completely exposed. But her grip on my waist was iron-tight, her thighs strong and unyielding beneath me. No matter how hard I struggled, I couldn’t get away.

She tutted softly, almost like she was disappointed in a child. “Bad, bad, girl…one day you’ll understand why I had to do this.”

Her hand came down hard on my pantied ass with a loud smack. The sharp sting exploded across my skin, making me wince and gasp. Another smack landed, then another, each one harder than the last. The thin panties offered almost no protection, the heat building quickly as my ass started to throb. I bit my lip, trying to hold back any sound, but the pain kept growing with every firm slap.

“Please, Miss Connery!” I begged frantically, voice cracking. “I’m sorry! I’ll be good, please stop!”

She continued spanking me steadily, her palm connecting with my sore cheeks again and again. “Not yet, Fiona,” she said calmly, almost sympathetically, as if she really believed this was for my own good.

The pain intensified until I couldn’t hold back anymore. Hot tears spilled down my cheeks as I started crying openly, kicking my legs pathetically in the air. I looked up through blurry eyes at Kaylee and Amy standing nearby. They watched with cool but sympathetic expressions, the way adults look at a child being punished. The humiliation of being spanked in my little pink dress like this in front of them made the tears flow harder.

Miss Connery’s hand kept falling. “Still feeling like a man, Fiona?”

I sobbed, voice high-pitched and broken. “No, Miss Connery.”

She spanked me again, harder. “Are you a man, Fiona?”

I sniffled, unable to answer at first. Another sharp smack landed, forcing a girlish squeal out of me. “No! No! I’m not a man! I’m definitely not a man!”

She chuckled softly and rubbed my sore ass lightly with her palm, the touch making me flinch hard against the burning sting. “Then what are you?”

Tears streamed rapidly down my face. My pride crumbled completely as the words left my mouth in a defeated, shaky whisper. “I’m a sissy.”

Kaylee’s voice came from above, almost like she was holding back a laugh. “So…sissy…what are you gonna be for Halloween?”

I answered sadly, my voice thick with defeat. “A prom queen.”

Miss Connery wound her hand back. “Doesn’t seem like you have the attitude of a prom queen.”

Desperate to avoid another spanking, I broke even further, the words tumbling out pathetically. “No, no, I’m sorry! Please, I’m really excited to be a prom queen for Halloween! I can’t wait to try on my new dress! Please, I’m so excited!”

Kaylee, Amy, and Miss Connery all giggled at my pathetic display. Miss Connery gave my ass a couple of playful but still stinging taps. “Good girl. Good girl. You can get up now.”

I crawled off her lap on trembling limbs, sniffling and breathing heavily. I slowly stood up, gingerly fixing the pleated skirt of my pink dress as it fell back into place over my sore, burning ass. The fabric felt unbearable against the tender skin, every small movement sending fresh reminders of how I had been completely and utterly dominated.

Miss Connery looked at me with calm authority. “Run upstairs and fix your makeup, then you can head home, little girl.”

I stared at her in horror as the words sunk in. It was still broad daylight. My parents were probably home. Even walking the streets like this, in a pink dress, full makeup, and heels, would be horrible. I couldn’t go home like this. She stared back at me, daring me to challenge her. My mouth opened but no words came out. I had no courage left, no strength to fight her. I turned and ran upstairs, tears still drying on my cheeks as I hurriedly fixed my makeup in the bathroom mirror, the reflection of the conquered, tear-stricken girl staring back at me only making everything worse.

When I came back downstairs Kaylee offered me a warm smile and handed me my pink purse along with the shopping bag full of new outfits. “Here you go, Fiona.”

I squeaked out a soft, girly little “Thank you.”

She ushered me gently toward the door. The walk home was only two blocks, but it felt like miles. The pink skater dress swished around my thighs with every dainty step in the pink heels, the little purse bouncing on my shoulder and the shopping bag rustling in my hand. The cool afternoon air brushed over my bare legs and the makeup I had just reapplied felt heavy on my face. I kept my head down, heart pounding, desperately hoping none of the neighbors were outside or looking through their windows. Every car that passed made me flinch, terrified someone I knew would recognize me. Thankfully the streets were quiet, but the fear never eased.

As I drew closer to my house my anxiety spiked higher. I prayed my parents’ car wouldn’t be in the driveway. But there it was. Both cars. My stomach twisted sickeningly. I kicked off the heels as quickly as I could and stuffed them into the shopping bag, then crept up to the window and peeked inside. My parents were both in the kitchen, laughing and cooking dinner together. This might be my only chance. I sprinted inside, the dress fluttering wildly around my legs and flashing my panties as I raced up the stairs before they could come to the door.

Halfway up I heard my mom’s voice call out. “Frank?”

I answered without thinking, my voice instinctively coming out girly and soft from being in Fiona mode. “Yes, Mom. Be down in a minute.”

I cringed hard at how feminine it sounded, praying she hadn’t noticed as I slammed my bedroom door shut and locked it. My hands shook violently as I stripped off the pink dress, the fabric whispering against my skin one last time before I tossed it aside. I attacked the makeup next, wiping frantically at my face while my mind raced with thoughts of Halloween next week. The pink nails on my fingers caught my eye as I scrubbed. Panic surged as I scrambled through my drawers, desperately searching for the nail polish remover and hoping I still had some left. I prayed my parents wouldn’t notice anything before I could fix it all. I felt like crying again as I once again thought about Halloween, but there weren’t any tears left. This couldn’t be my life.

To Be Continued…
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