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I sat in the backseat in silence, squirming around uncomfortably. My skin still tingled everywhere, hypersensitive and impossibly smooth after hours at the salon, every tiny shift in posture reminding me just how tender I was after my first waxing. Up front, Miss Connery and Kaylee chatted excitedly, their voices giddy as they went over details for tomorrow, going over about how perfect I was going to look. I kept my gaze fixed on my lap, the hot pink acrylics on my fingers catching the passing streetlights in sparkly little flashes that made my stomach clench tighter the longer I stared.

The whole afternoon replayed in my mind on a loop. Kaylee had dropped me off right after school while I was still in my regular guy clothes, but she had insisted that I applied bright red lipstick and carried my stupid little pink purse inside. “When you get inside, introduce yourself as Fiona, you have an appointment in ten minutes. Oh, also make sure to use your girl voice, or I’ll know, I know the women here well…” she whispered with a sweet smile before letting me out and driving off. I stood outside the salon for a long minute, heart hammering, before forcing myself through the door.

The receptionist had looked up with a big, bubbly smile the moment I approached. “Hi, I’m… Fiona,” I had managed in that soft, high-pitched tone I had practiced so much, my face burning as the words left my red-painted lips. She hadn’t even blinked, just treated me like any other client and led me straight back. As I walked past in my baggy guy clothes with that ridiculous purse swinging from my shoulder, I felt the stares from the women waiting in the main area, some curious, some giggling subtly behind their hands.

In one of the private back rooms, the waxing technician had me strip completely. I hesitated for a moment, then complied with shaking hands, folding my clothes neatly before lying face-down and ass-up on the table, completely exposed and vulnerable. The first rip of the wax strip elicited a sharp gasp out of me, my whole body jerking against the paper covering. She stayed professional at first, but I caught her smirking each time I winced or let out a muffled whine. When she had me flip over, her eyes flicked downward and she gave way to another little smirk. She continued to work methodically over every inch of me until my skin felt raw and then impossibly plush, every trace of hair gone, leaving me smoother than I had ever been.

After that came the eyebrows. The warm wax, the precise strips, the threading that followed, I had lain there clenching my jaw for at least twenty minutes while she shaped them into thin, arched lines. When she finally held up a mirror, the sight caught me completely off guard. My face looked unmistakably different, softer and more delicate, the brows framing my eyes in a way that screamed feminine even without any eye makeup. My stomach sank, already imagining how obvious they would be at school and how long it would take them to grow back, if they even could.

I dressed again as quickly as possible, the lavender bra and panties sliding over my tender skin with an unfamiliar silkiness that made me pause for a second. But the ordeal wasn’t over. They led me out to a salon chair in the main area under the open gazes of more women, draping a cape around me before removing my shoes and socks. My feet went into warm, scented water while my hands rested on the attached table. Then, for what felt like hours, three women worked on me at once: one trimming and layering my hair with quiet snips and brushes that left it feeling softer and fuller around my shoulders, the other two chatting to each other in Spanish as they shaped my nails into long, oval hot-pink acrylics embedded with tiny crystals that glittered under the bright lights, matching my toenails. The stylist working on my hair kept up a constant stream of conversation about her dating life, asking me questions I answered softly while trying not to look around at the other clients who were definitely watching. She asked if I had a boyfriend of my own and when I said no, she teased that I definitely would soon, a hot blush creeping all the way down my neck as I realized that if she didn’t already know I was a sissy, she definitely thought I was a very feminine gay boy.

By the time they finished working on me, my nails looked dramatically feminine: long, glossy, hot pink ovals with sparkling crystals catching the light with every movement, making even the simplest gesture feel dramatic and delicate. My hair had more noticeable layers now, falling in a way that would be impossible to pass off as anything masculine. And my eyebrows…as I sat in the backseat, ruminating, I instinctively lifted a hand toward them, only for the long nail on my index finger to brush my forehead first. The strange new length and weight of it caught me off guard. I pulled my hands back down quickly, resting them in my lap where I could see them clearly. Touching anything felt different, awkward, the tips clicking lightly together when I tapped my fingers together. They looked so glamorous, so obviously girly, and the thought of everyone seeing me with them tomorrow filled me with dread.

Miss Connery and Kaylee kept talking happily up front, completely at ease. I tried to breathe steadily, staring at the passing houses outside the window, but the anxiety about tomorrow kept building, intense and unrelenting, mixing with the lingering embarrassment of every moment in that salon.

I nearly gasped as the car pulled into the mall parking lot, a knot building deep in my gut at the sight of the familiar stores. The memory of my last trip here rushed back, getting fitted for lingerie, shopping for bras and panties, and getting laughed at by a group of attractive women who overheard Miss Connery call me a sissy. My smooth, hairless skin still prickled under my clothes from the waxing, while my sparkly pink nails clicked nervously against each other in my lap.

“Um… why are we here, Miss Connery?” I asked timidly, my voice coming out soft and girlish without me even trying. A month and a half of training had already done a number on me.

Miss Connery glanced back at me in the rearview mirror, her lips curving into a mocking smile. She pitched her voice high and breathy, all exaggerated femininity as she mimicked me. “You’ll see, little girl.” Kaylee burst out laughing beside her, and I shrank back against the seat, knowing that wasn’t far off from how I sounded now.

I followed them out of the car and across the parking lot with my head down, the pink purse slung over one shoulder, my hands buried deep into my pockets.

Miss Connery stopped suddenly and turned around. “Fiona, stop walking like a man.”

“But I’m not wearing heels or a dress, Miss Connery,” I protested quietly.

“Don’t talk back to me,” she snapped. “Wearing pants doesn’t make you a man. Now walk like a lady.”

I adjusted my stride, trying to move with smaller, more careful steps and a slight sway in my hips the way she had taught me. My hands stayed in my pockets at first, trying to hide my new nails, but Miss Connery’s anger flared up again. She stepped close, sliding the purse strap down from my shoulder to the crook of my arm and yanking both hands out of my pockets. She positioned my arms just so, one hand lightly supporting the purse, the other relaxed and graceful at my side. “And if I catch you with your hands in your pockets, making a fist, or in any way acting ungrateful for your new manicure, I promise we’ll get your nails done like this every week.”

“Sorry, Miss Connery,” I murmured, the words slipping out apologetically.

I kept walking behind them like that, arms held in the delicate way she wanted, the purse dangling from my elbow with my pretty pink nails on blatant display. The posture felt mortifyingly effeminate, every movement drawing attention to how different my body looked and felt now.

Thankfully the mall was late-evening quiet, with only a handful of people scattered around, but I still felt extremely self-conscious with every step.

As we passed the food court, where a small group of teen girls sat eating, Miss Connery stopped and turned to me with a giddy smirk. “Touch up your lipstick, Fiona.”

Kaylee giggled beside her. I reached into my purse with shaky fingers, pulling out the lipstick and compact. The mirror reflected my thinner brows and layered hair as I uncapped the tube and carefully applied the color to my lips, trying to ignore the giggles from the nearby table. The waxy feel coated my lips as I tried to move as quickly as possible without smudging and having to redo it.

We continued through the mall until we reached a quiet jewelry store. The salesgirl behind the counter looked up casually. “Hi, how can I help you ladies?” Her smile faltered slightly as her eyes landed on me and lingered, clearly worried she may have offended me, but she recovered quickly. Miss Connery stepped forward, gesturing at me. “We’re here to get her ears pierced.”

The girl turned her attention back to me, overcompensating with bubbly energy. “Of course! Come sit down, sweetie. I love your nails, by the way!”

I blushed deeply and glanced down at the long, sparkling pink acrylics on my fingers. “Thanks,” I mumbled, lowering myself into the chair.

She picked up the piercing gun with a gentle smile. “It will only sting for a second, sweetheart.” The quick, sharp pops came one after the other in each earlobe, leaving a faint throbbing feeling behind. Kaylee looked like she was barely holding back laughter, while Miss Connery wore a satisfied little smirk.

“What do you say, Fiona?” Miss Connery prompted.

“Thank you,” I managed shamefully.

“You’re very welcome, sweetie,” the girl replied.

The three of them spent the next twenty minutes browsing the displays, picking out earrings, necklaces, and bracelets while I stood there shifting uncomfortably under the bright lights. By the time we left, pink studs gleamed in my freshly pierced ears, and Kaylee carried a small bag filled with the rest of the new jewelry.

When they finally pulled up in front of my house to drop me off, Miss Connery turned in her seat. “Be at my house tomorrow morning by six, Fiona.”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I replied, the anxiety about school tomorrow building intensely as it was brought back to my attention.

I slipped out of the car and snuck inside as quietly as I could, scampering up the stairs to my room.

I woke up early the next morning with a heavy pit in my stomach, the kind that made every breath feel shallow and tight. Sleep had barely come the night before, just fragments of restless tossing where my new nails kept catching on the sheets and the new studs in my ears pressed uncomfortably against the pillow. The house was quiet, and my mind wouldn’t stop spinning with images of what today would bring: walking the halls in a prom dress, everyone seeing me, my friends losing all respect for me the minute they laid eyes on me. I lay there for long minutes, heart thudding against my ribs, seriously considering just staying in bed and facing whatever punishment I got for skipping school. But the blackmail, the album of photos and videos they had collected since, the undeniable control they had over me left no real choice. My manicured hands trembled as I finally forced myself up and dressed in plain clothes over the bra and panties I had slept in, the smooth glide of fabric over my hairless skin only deepening the nausea already churning inside me.

The walk to their house felt endless. Cool morning air brushed over my bare arms and neck, raising faint goosebumps on the newly waxed skin, while every dainty step made me hyper-aware of the slight sway they had drilled into my movement, becoming unconscious by this point. My thoughts kept looping back to the salon, the mall, the way my reflection had looked with those arched brows and sparkling nails. By the time I reached the front door, just before six, I stood there for several long seconds, pulse racing, one last desperate urge to turn and run testing my obedience. I lifted my hand and knocked timidly instead.

Miss Connery opened the door wearing a pretty but minimalist cat costume: black ears perched in her hair, simple dark makeup accentuating her eyes, and a sleek black outfit that hugged her figure. She smirked down at me with that menacing glint. “Come in, Fiona.”

I stepped inside, the familiar scent of their home wrapping around me like something both soft and suffocating.

She closed the door and walked by me casually. “Strip, sissy. Bra and panties too.”

My fingers shook as I obeyed, struggling to take off my shoes and socks with my new nails, then delicately peeling away my shirt, pants, and finally my lingerie until I stood completely naked in the entryway. The cool air kissed every inch of my smooth, hairless body, making me feel smaller and more vulnerable than ever. Miss Connery looked me over, her gaze settling on my chilly, shrunken penis, and snickered softly. “Oh, Fiona… you really were meant to be a girl, weren’t you, honey?”

The words sank in deep. I dropped my gaze in shame, instinctively moving my hands to cover myself, the long pink nails with their embedded crystals only making the gesture feel even more coy and girly.

Just then Kaylee came down the stairs, looking stunning and confident in her police costume: a fitted dark blue dress uniform that showed off her ample cleavage with a shiny badge, belt, and cap that framed her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. The moment she saw me she started giggling, her eyes lighting up with amusement. Miss Connery smiled at her daughter. “I know you said it was small, Kaylee, but there’s barely anything there.”

Kaylee approached, still giggling, and gently took my wrists, pulling my hands away. She looked down with open delight. “Aww, I know… she’s so tiny. I love it.”

The shame of once again having my size mocked burned through me, hot and unrelenting, as I stood there feeling completely emasculated as I stared at the floor. What made it worse was that it didn’t even sound like they were joking or teasing me. It was more like they really thought I had a cute, useless little penis. That stung.

Miss Connery stepped forward and knelt in front of me with a big strip of nude-colored tape. Before I could even react, she grabbed my balls and pushed them up inside me with practiced efficiency, then pulled my penis back firmly between my legs, smoothing the tape into place until everything sat flat and seamless. I stood mortified, my most private parts being handled so clinically, the sticky pressure of the tape, and the way it erased my manhood sending a shiver up my spine. When she stood up, she patted the now-smooth front gently. “No more penis for you, Fiona.”

Kaylee giggled again, leaning in closer. “It almost looks like she has a vagina. That’s awesome.”

I looked down, completely disturbed by the sight of a smooth, feminine mound where my manhood used to be. It left me feeling even more naked and fragile than being naked did, the vulnerability settling deep into my bones. They both noticed my reaction and laughed, the sound light and casual, as if they hadn’t just taken away something integral to my identity as a man, before leading me into the kitchen.

A makeshift makeup station waited there: a mirror, an array of cosmetics, two shiny white boxes, and some jewelry pieces laid out neatly. The soft morning light filtered in, giving the whole setup an almost intimate, boudoir-like glow against the polished counters.

Kaylee’s voice bubbled with excitement. “We got you a gift for your big day, Fiona.”

I barely found my voice. “Um… what is it?”

She opened one of the boxes with a flourish and lifted out two ultra-realistic breast forms in my exact skin tone, soft, weighted silicone with natural texture, jiggle, and subtle veining that made them look disturbingly lifelike. “Your new boobs!”

The sight hit me like ice water, my blood running cold and my throat closing up instantly. I had never imagined they could actually change my body, never pictured myself with breasts on my body like I was really a woman. I suddenly couldn’t swallow, left horrified as I stared, my mind reeling at how far they were taking this.

Miss Connery was clearly savoring my reaction. “Kaylee, those are her regular ones,” she said, reaching for the second box. She opened it to reveal an identical pair but significantly larger. “These are the ones she’ll have on today. I figured D cups would be a bit much day to day since you’re so petite, but they’re perfect for Halloween!”

Kaylee grabbed my wrist and guided me toward the chair, her touch light but insistent. “Sit down, girly! Are you excited to be a woman?”

I sat there naked on the chair, the cool kitchen air raising goosebumps across my smooth, hairless skin. Miss Connery spread glue across the backs of the larger breast forms, the faint chemical scent mixing with the soft floral notes of the makeup laid out nearby. She stepped close and pressed them firmly against my chest, the cool, heavy silicone molding to my skin with a realistic, yielding texture that felt wrong pressed up against me. “Hold them in place, little miss.”

My hands came up to grab them, long pink nails gleaming as my delicate looking fingers cupped the heavy forms and held them to my chest. The weight pulled downward gently, warm from her hands. I looked down at the sight: my soft, painted hands cradling two full, perky breasts on my petite, feminized body the same way girls coyly covered themselves to preserve their modesty. Below the boobs was a soft, smooth mound that looked very much like a pussy from my vantage point. I had to do a double take, the shame burning through my dignity as I processed that the womanly body I was looking down at was my own.

“Alright, little lady, I’ll be right back. Hold on to your boobs until they dry,” Miss Connery said, already heading upstairs. “Kaylee, you should start her makeup.”

“Finally,” Kaylee replied with a bright smile. She picked up a bottle of foundation and began dabbing it across my face, the cool liquid smoothing over my skin in even strokes that left a flawless, poreless finish. The brush whispered against my cheeks and jaw, blending everything into a soft, feminine canvas. Meanwhile I sat there, unable to take my attention off of the breast forms’ weight in my hands, their realistic texture pressing back against my palms, while my mind raced with panic about walking into school with D-cup boobs, everyone staring and laughing at me. The tuck between my legs felt snug and strange, a constant reminder of the restriction and emptiness where my penis used to be.

Kaylee moved on to blush, sweeping warm pink powder high on my cheeks. She giggled like she was about to tell a joke. “So, Fiona… it must be strange having boobs and no penis. Um…how are you liking it?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement.

“It… it’s strange,” I answered shamefully, my voice soft and high.

She giggled again, blending the blush until my cheeks glowed. “You’ll get used to it, girlfriend. Trust me, you’re much better off like this. Your little thing wasn’t much of a cock to begin with, and you look so sexy with boobs.”

Fighting back the hot sting of tears building behind my eyes, I mumbled a quiet “Thanks.” It was hard to not be hurt by her words, the more she said them the more I was starting to really believe I wasn’t man enough down there.

She switched to eyeliner next, the fine tip gliding along my lash line with precise, tickling strokes that made me blink rapidly. I sat there ruminating about my friends seeing me, about the whispers and laughter that would follow. As if reading my thoughts, she had me close my eyes and started on the eyeshadow, layering deep purples and shimmery pinks that I could feel building in intensity while the forms began to feel like they were attaching to my chest. “I can’t wait to see what your friends think about your new boobs.”

Miss Connery had come back down without me noticing. “I bet by the end of the day little miss Fiona is gonna have her pick of boyfriends.”

I cringed hard at their words, my anxiety and panic intensifying as Kaylee added, “Oh, she definitely will with tits like these.”

I stayed silent, panic and shame swirling together while she finished my eyeshadow and carefully glued on heavy false lashes. The dark mascara coated them in thick strokes, lengthening and darkening until they felt dramatically heavy. “You can open your eyes now.”

My lashes fluttered dramatically at the top of my vision as I did, catching sight of Miss Connery standing over me with a satisfied look and Kaylee smiling excitedly. Kaylee picked up a lip liner and leaned in to begin overdrawing my lips as I instinctively pouted.

She grinned at my girly, obedient instinct to pout for her. “Fiona, you are a literal princess.” She filled my lips in with a bold, creamy pink lipstick, then layered on glossy shine that left them plump, shiny, and slightly sticky. “Done!”

She gently pulled my hands away from the breast forms. “Come check yourself out, girl. You can let go, they’re definitely dry now.”

I released them hesitantly. The forms stayed firmly in place, full and perky on my chest, blending seamlessly with my skin. Kaylee helped me stand, and then I walked timidly between her and her mom toward the full-length mirror across the room. With every step the heavy breasts jiggled and bounced softly, the motion foreign and deeply emasculating. The tight, smooth tuck between my legs made it even worse, no penis swinging, just a tight flatness that made my thighs feel closer together. My body felt delicate, soft, and womanly, like I had been stripped of all masculinity and power.

When I finally stood in front of the mirror, the reflection made me gasp and sent a horrified chill down my spine. A petite, completely feminized figure stared back: smooth, hairless skin glowing under the lights, a plump, rounded butt, two large, natural-looking D-cup breasts sitting high and perky on my chest, their soft weight shifting with my breathing and their pink nipples protruding out, and worst of all, no manhood between my legs. Just a skin-colored piece of tape that gave the illusion of a vagina from how tight it was pulled. My face looked stunningly pretty and overdone: flawless foundation giving a porcelain finish, rosy blush on high cheekbones, dramatic and glittery purple-pink eyeshadow blended into smoky wings, thick false lashes framing wide doe-like eyes, and plump, glossy pink lips parted in shock. My layered hair framed it all with soft bangs, the pink studs in my ears catching the light, while my long oval hot-pink nails with crystals gleamed on my fingers and toes. There was no trace of masculinity left. Even completely naked, I looked completely female: sexy, demure, petite, and curvy, like a meek young woman presenting herself for the first time to her man. The sight confused and disturbed me deeply, I was staring in the mirror and seeing a completely different person, a beautiful, curvy naked woman with her pink lips parted tenderly. In truth, I found myself attractive, sexy even, which made the whole thing that much more disturbing and painful. I visibly shuddered, the sight too much for me to process without breaking down. Seeing myself like this was more emasculating than any dress, skirt, or panties could ever be.

“Welcome to womanhood, sissy,” Miss Connery cheered, like this was something she expected me to be happy about.

Tears welled up immediately, spilling down my cheeks rapidly. Kaylee rubbed my lower back tenderly. “Don’t cry, Fiona. You look beautiful…you are beautiful.”

Miss Connery rolled her eyes. “You used the waterproof makeup, right, Kaylee?”

Kaylee nodded at her mom. “Yeah, she’s good.”

Miss Connery smacked my butt firmly but not too painfully, the sharp sting making me jolt forward. “Enough. Come on, sissy. This is you now, whether you like it or not. Now get it together before you get another spanking.”

Sniffling and blinking away tears as fast as I could, my huge lashes fluttering like butterflies attached to my face, I mumbled, “Sorry…sorry Miss Connery.”

Kaylee smiled warmly. “Come on, pretty girl. Let’s get you dressed.”

She led me over to the kitchen table, my bare feet padding softly on the cool floor, the heavy breasts on my chest jiggling with each step. She picked up a pair of frilly pink panties in a delicate, sheer magenta fabric with ruffled lace edges and a silky smooth front panel and squatted down, holding them open like I was a delicate little girl who could not dress herself. I stepped in one foot at a time, the soft material whispering up my smooth, hairless legs. She pulled them snugly over my hips, the lace trim settling high on my waist and leaving no sign that there was anything other than a vagina between my legs. Her fingers brushed the smooth panel and she rubbed it gently. “You see how much better your panties fit without your little penis getting in the way.”

I nodded shamefully, dejected, the flatness there making me feel weak and powerless.

Miss Connery approached holding the dress. It was absurdly over-the-top girly: a shiny pink satin bodice with intricate white lace overlays across the cups and waist, off-the-shoulder ruffled sleeves trimmed in fluffy pink marabou feathers, and a massive, multi-layered tulle skirt that poofed out dramatically in shades of pink. The sight of it made fresh tears prick at my eyes again, I couldn’t believe I was really going to have to wear this to school. It wasn’t like I was just dressing like a regular girl for Halloween. This was an ultra-feminine sissy dress, and I knew that no one who saw me wearing it would ever look at me the same again.

Miss Connery held it open while Kaylee helped me step into the center. They worked it up my body together, the cool satin sliding over my hips and the bodice molding tightly around my new breasts, leaving a generous amount of cleavage exposed. The feathery sleeves rested lightly on my upper arms, the dress mostly held up by the fullness of my D-cup chest. “Just keep an eye on it, princess,” Kaylee smirked. “You don’t want to pop a boob out.”

“Okay,” I replied softly, still adjusting to the way the poofy layers brushed and tickled my thighs, the constant rustle and sway of the skirt making every small movement feel exaggerated and dainty.

Miss Connery knelt and slipped my feet into sparkly pink stiletto heels, glittery ankle-strap sandals with delicate crisscross straps encrusted in fine pink sequins that caught the light with every tiny shift, tall slender heels, and a thin ankle buckle that fastened with a dainty click. The height instantly shifted my posture, forcing my weight forward onto the balls of my feet. Kaylee steadied me as I took a few cautious steps around the room. The heels clicked sharply on the floor, each one sending the heavy breasts jiggling softly in the tight bodice and making the enormous tulle skirt bounce and swish playfully around my legs. The sense of emptiness between my legs combined with my new boobs, delicate heels, and the layers of tulle and satin swishing around me left me feeling incredibly fragile and delicate, like I had been transformed into a feminized spectacle. It reminded me of the feeling a bride must feel when she walks down the aisle, layers upon layers of lace, satin, and ruffles swishing while everyone watches.

Miss Connery corrected my walk calmly, “You need to retract your back more Fiona, you need to adjust for the weight of your new boobs, stick them out proudly when you walk.” They both giggled as I tried to obey, the forms suddenly feeling even more obvious and my posture even more womanly.

Once I had the hang of it, they led me back to the chair. I struggled to smooth the massive poofy skirts beneath me before sitting and carefully crossing my legs, the layers fluffing up around me like a cloud of pink tulle. They started to add the finishing touches. While Miss Connery worked on my hair, teasing it into soft, voluminous waves with a few strategic pins, Kaylee lifted my skirts and applied two super-girly temporary tattoos of matching pink butterflies high on my thighs, the kind of thing a young girl would get for herself. She swapped my simple pink studs for longer, dangling crystal earrings, sparkling cascades of clear and pink stones that brushed coolly against my neck and jaw with every head movement. She fastened a delicate pearl necklace around my throat, the cool strand resting lightly in my cleavage with a single luminous pendant nestled between my breasts. White lace gloves, delicate and semi-sheer with intricate patterns, were slid over my hands, the soft fabric hugging my wrists and fingers while leaving my long sparkling pink nails exposed through the sheer fabric. Finally, she spritzed me with sweet, sugary perfume that settled heavily on my wrists, neck, the inner curves of my breasts, and the hollow of my throat before tucking the bottle and some of the makeup she had used into a small sparkly pink purse with a thin gold chain strap and shiny satin finish.

When she was done with my hair, Miss Connery placed a delicate tiara on my head, a sparkling pink and silver piece with heart-shaped accents and a central pink gem that nestled into my hair with a light but unignorable weight. “All done. Now you really are a princess.”

They helped me stand again and led me back to the mirror. The full reflection stopped me cold. A petite, hyper-feminine prom queen, or maybe a princess, stared back: large, perky D-cup breasts spilling softly over the top of the shiny pink satin dress, framed by fluffy marabou and white lace, the dress nipping in at my waist before exploding into layer after layer of voluminous pink tulle that floated around my thighs. My legs looked long and smooth in the glittery pink heels, the little butterfly tattoos peeking out playfully beneath the hem of my mass of skirts. Delicate white lace gloves covered my hands, the bright pink of my sparkling nails peeking through, the dangling crystal earrings swayed gently beside my face, the pearl necklace gleamed in my cleavage, and the pink princess-like tiara sparkled atop my head. The bright makeup made my face look stunningly pretty and feminized: dramatic sparkling eyes, rosy cheeks, plump and glossy pink lips, all framed by soft, layered hair reaching an inch or two above my slender shoulders. There was nothing masculine whatsoever, only a dainty, coquettish, frilly girl with big boobs who looked ready to either be rescued by her knight in shining armor or taken to her prom night by her boyfriend. The sight overwhelmed me to my core, everything that made me a man tucked away, hidden, or painted over, everything that made me Fiona highlighted in exaggerated, excruciating, painfully emasculating detail.

Miss Connery’s voice cut through. “You better not start crying, sissy.”

I sniffled, blinking hard. “I’m sorry, Miss Connery. I won’t.”

Miss Connery looked me over with satisfaction. “Good girl. Now listen up because we need to get going soon.”

A sick wave of nausea and fear crashed through me, my stomach twisting sharply as the reality of walking into school like this hit me like a ton of bricks. It felt like it was becoming harder to breath, my heavy breasts, poofy dress, and the million little accessories on me only making it harder.

She continued in a firm, no-nonsense tone. “I expect you to be on your most ladylike behavior today. That means walking, talking, and acting like Fiona. All day. No exceptions. Are we clear?”

Shaking as I tried to catch my breath, I managed a weak reply. “But… but how do I explain all this?”

Miss Connery looked indifferent. “You can say you lost a bet to Kaylee. You can make up whatever details you want. That’s not my problem. Understood?”

Quivering and unable to find my voice, I nodded.

She added, “And I expect you to keep up with your makeup today. I want touchups multiple times a day. Do you understand?”

Fighting back tears, I whispered, “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She smiled. “Good girl. Now grab your purse and let’s go.”

The five-minute car ride felt like five hours. I sat in the backseat clutching the small sparkly pink purse in my lace-covered hands, the heavy breasts bouncing with every bump in the road, the voluminous tulle skirt rustling constantly around my thighs as I squirmed anxiously. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat, dread building with every passing streetlight as I anticipated the stares, the whispers, the total loss of respect. The inability to even feel my own penis between my legs made the whole thing that much worse, like my body wasn’t even my own anymore and I had nothing male to cling to.

When we pulled into the school parking lot I was shaking so badly I couldn’t make myself open the door. Miss Connery glanced back. “Kaylee, be a doll and help the little princess out.”

Kaylee came around and offered her hand with a sweet smile. I grabbed my sparkly purse, the thin gold chain slipping over my wrist, and tentatively stepped out as gracefully as I could, the tall heels forcing small, careful steps. The cool morning air brushed over my bare shoulders and legs, making the feathers on my sleeves flutter and the tulle skirt rustle. Kaylee hooked her arm through mine, guiding me forward as I moved unsteadily between them, hyper-aware of every sensation: the jiggle of my breasts in the tight bodice, the swing of my earrings, the weight of the dainty tiara perched on my head, the way the glittery heels clicked so girlishly with each step, the constant rustle of the massive pink skirt. I felt impossibly vulnerable and humiliated, self-conscious to the point of feeling like I might faint. I didn’t feel like a man at all, and I knew that as soon as my classmates saw me, they wouldn’t see me as one either.

As we walked inside, other students definitely stared at my hyperfeminine costume. A few whispers and giggles floated through the hallway, but no one seemed to recognize me as a guy yet. Christina, dressed as a sexy construction worker in a tight plaid shirt and short shorts with a fake tool belt, and Amy, looking adorable as a sexy schoolgirl in a short plaid skirt and blouse, approached us super excitedly.

Amy squealed, clapping her hands and jumping up and down. “Oh my God, Fiona! You look like an actual princess! That dress is so pretty, and your makeup is literally perfect. And those nails! You’re glowing!”

Christina chuckled, circling me slowly. “Look at you little girl. Finally, everyone gets to see you the way that we do. Nice tits, by the way.” She reached out and gave them a firm squeeze, the sudden groping eliciting an uncomfortable jolt and gasp. It stung at my pride to realize that I could now say I’d had my breasts felt up but couldn’t say I’d felt up a girl’s. “Aw, don’t be so nervous, sissy. Everyone’s gonna love your new look. Who knows, maybe you’ll get a prom date, I’m sure the guys will be very interested in your new figure…”

A mixed group of guys and girls who had been staring at me since we walked in overheard and wandered closer. One of the girls, a tall brunette I didn’t recognize dressed up as a witch, smiled at me. “I love your costume, that dress is gorgeous! You’re a guy, right?”

Remembering I had to act like Fiona, I responded in my soft girly voice, cheeks burning. “Yes… I um, I lost a bet to my friend Kaylee here. So as punishment, I have to dress and act like a girl all day.”

The girls exchanged looks and started giggling. Another one, a gorgeous Latina in a soccer jersey, smirked at me like she was about to burst out laughing.  “A bet, huh? You sure went all out for a bet…shaved legs, painted nails, fake boobs, totally normal for a bet. You even walk, talk, and carry yourself like a girl…or at least a very feminine gay boy.”

One of the guys standing with them, a tall guy dressed as a cowboy that I thought I recognized from the football team, laughed. “Stop, this is obviously not a bet. You even flail your wrists when you talk like a little fag. And those tits? Come on.”

The Latina girl added mockingly, “Bet her boyfriend loves them…well, happy Halloween princess. Hope you enjoy your little sissy fantasy.”

They wandered off laughing before I could conjure up a response, leaving me red-faced and on the brink of tears. I could already tell this was going to be the most embarrassing day of my life. Kaylee and Amy wrapped their arms around my cinched waist kindly. Kaylee leaned in near my ear, whispering sweetly. “Don’t worry about them, you’re doing great, Fiona.”

Christina, however, looked thrilled by my public humiliation. She leaned in with a cruel grin. “I’m so glad everyone’s getting to see what a pretty little pussy you are.”

The bell rang, jolting me out of my frozen state. Christina grinned wickedly. “Have fun in class, girly boy.”

Kaylee gave me a sympathetic look. “I meant what I said: you’re doing great, Fiona. Just relax and before you know it the day will be over.”

The girls walked away, leaving me standing alone in the bustling hallway. My heart beat fast as I hurried to my locker, the tall glittery heels forcing tiny, mincing steps that made the massive tulle skirt swish and bounce around with every movement. My heavy breasts jiggled noticeably in the tight satin bodice, the off-the-shoulder feathers tickling my bare shoulders. I clutched my books tightly against my forms to cover them, the pressure only emphasizing the soft, prominent curves, and kept my head down, avoiding the growing stares and whispers as I swished down the hall to first period like a fairy princess.

I slid awkwardly into my seat, struggling to arrange the voluminous pink skirt so it didn’t flare up too wildly, then crossed my legs tightly at the knee in the most elegant way possible to avoid flashing my frilly panties. The chair felt hard but well cushioned beneath my lace and tulle covered butt. I opened my book and pretended to read, but my cheeks burned as students kept glancing over, whispering and giggling. While many were in costumes, especially the girls in cute or sexy outfits, none were nearly as over-the-top girly as me. No one else had their boobs spilling out like this, drawing constant eyes. I fidgeted constantly, trying to pull the bodice higher, but the large forms made any adjustment obvious and futile, only drawing more attention.

The girl behind me, a cute Asian girl in a sexy sailor costume, leaned forward and whispered, “I love your costume.”

Blushing furiously, I murmured, “Thanks.”

“So how long have you been a crossdresser?” she asked, her voice carrying just enough for a few nearby students to hear and giggle.

I cringed, whispering back, “I’m not. I just lost a bet to Kaylee Connery. That’s why I’m doing this.”

She giggled softly. “Right…well, you’re very good at crossdressing for someone who’s not a crossdresser. I love your little tiara!”

For the rest of class, she kept whispering questions about my boobs, how long the makeup took, my hair, my nails, while I sat there cringing, adrenaline spiking every time I noticed nearby students overhear and snicker. The constant feminine sensations: the rustle of tulle, the weight and bounce of my breast forms, the delicate click of heels when I tapped my feet, only deepened the emasculation, making me feel like a spectacle on display. Every part of me was soft, yielding, and decorative.

In the next class people were more polite at first, mostly stealing glances, until I heard some giggles and one girl kindly leaned over. “Hey, you might want to pull your dress strap up…your boob is out.”

The blood drained from my face as I realized one of the straps of my dress had slipped, a hint of the realistic pink nipple on my breast form peeking out. Mortified, I ruffled around noisily in my seat, the tulle flaring and rustling loudly as I adjusted myself, drawing even more eyes. Midway through class my phone buzzed. It was a text from Kaylee: “Hey prom queen, hope you’re having a good day. Make sure sometime between now and the end of class you touch up your lipstick. xoxo” Then immediately after she texted me again: “I have a friend in your class and will know if you don’t. xoxo”

I felt myself trembling. Being dressed like this was already drawing enough attention, the last thing I wanted to do was start applying makeup in the middle of class. Trying to be as low-key as possible, I slowly unzipped my sparkly purse. I pulled out the compact and bright pink lipstick, quickly but carefully applying it to my already very pink lips in the tiny mirror. The teacher, an older woman who loved cracking jokes, suddenly spoke up. “Frank, if you wouldn’t mind waiting until after class to put your face on, I’d appreciate it. But trust me, sweetie, that’s already enough lipstick.”

The whole class burst out laughing. I blushed bright red, the humiliation nearly overwhelming me as I quickly put everything away. The teacher looked a bit thrown off, like she felt bad, probably realizing this was really embarrassing for me.

The next two classes passed in a haze of continued humiliation. Students whispered and giggled, others asked what this was all about and rolled their eyes at my “lost a bet” explanation, while a few girls fussed excitedly over how pretty I looked. Every rustle of the skirt, every bounce of my breasts, every brush of the earrings kept the adrenaline and self-consciousness at a fever pitch. By the end of fourth period, I was completely humiliated and even more horrified by what lunch with my friends would bring.

Before I could escape the classroom, a few of the theater girls in female superhero costumes stopped me. “Can we get a picture? You look amazing! You’re so brave for doing this.”

One of their friends snapped a photo after I responded very coyly, “Thank you,” my voice soft and girlish as I clutched my purse in front of me. The moment the picture was taken I darted out of the classroom as quickly as my heels and poofy dress would allow.

I approached the lunchroom doors and the panic hit so hard my vision tunneled. My chest tightened painfully beneath the heavy breasts, each rapid breath making them shift and press against the tight satin bodice. The tulle skirt rustled loudly with every tiny step, the glittery heels clicked too sharply on the tile, the tiara felt like a thousand pounds on my head, and the sway of the crystal earrings suddenly felt overwhelming. I was once again hyperaware of the restricted feeling between my legs, the emptiness, the extra space reminding me that I was less of a man. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t let my friends see me like this. Heart hammering, I turned sharply and started tottering away down the hallway, not even sure where I was going, just desperate to escape.

Kaylee and Christina caught up quickly. Kaylee’s voice was calm but firm. “Where are you going, Fiona?”

I stopped, shaking so badly I could barely stand still. My voice came out winded and broken. “I can’t go in there. I can’t let my friends see me like this. Please, don’t make me.”

Christina chuckled under her breath. Kaylee gently hooked her arm through mine, the gesture deceptively sweet as she turned me back toward the cafeteria. “Oh stop. You know you have no choice, Fiona. But don’t worry, we won’t let you go in alone.”

My stomach twisted violently as they guided me inside. The noise of the crowded lunchroom hit me like a brick, laughter, clattering trays, conversations that seemed to hush and shift as people noticed me. My legs felt weak in the heels. Every step made the massive pink skirt bounce and sway around my thighs, the off-the-shoulder feathers tickling my bare skin, my long nails inside the lace gloves clutching on to my sparkly purse like a shield.

They led me straight to my usual table while I tried to steady myself for the worst moment of my life. Mike and Ron burst out laughing the second they saw me. Sam’s mouth fell open. Kyle just stared, eyes wide. None of them were in costume, which somehow made my ridiculous, hyper-feminine prom queen outfit feel even more humiliating if that was possible.

Christina stepped forward with a confident smile. “Hey guys. What do you think of your friend Fiona?”

Sam recovered first, voice strained. “Fiona??? What the hell is going on, man?”

Ron was still composing himself, pointing openly. “This is fucking crazy. You have actual tits!”

Kyle shook his head slowly, still in shock. “You… you really look like a girl. Like, completely.”

My throat felt like it had closed, I couldn’t find the strength to muster any words. The way they were looking at me, no respect, no dignity, like I was some ridiculous spectacle hurt most.

Kaylee giggled beside me, the sound light and sweet. “Doesn’t she? She lost a bet to me the other night, so now she has to be Fiona for the whole day.”

Mike leaned back in his chair, grinning. “What was the bet? Who’s got bigger tits or who could get a guy’s number quicker?”

The whole table laughed. The sound cut through me like a knife. I stood there frozen, cheeks burning, the heavy breasts rising and falling with every shaky breath, the tulle skirt rustling every time I shifted my weight. I wanted to cry, but I knew that would only make me look more pathetic.

Kaylee smiled suggestively. “It was a…private bet. And she’s being very brave about following through with it.”

Sam looked over me more carefully, almost timidly. “So… how did you even make him look like this? He looks completely like a girl. I mean… this is insane. The hair, the makeup, the boobs… everything.”

Christina’s eyes lit up with cruel amusement from the way he was staring. She turned to Sam with a teasing grin. “You think she’s hot, Sam? You wanna fuck her?”

The guys erupted in laughter again. My face burned hotter than before. I stared down at my lace-covered hands, the long pink nails with crystals sparkling even through my gloves, too ashamed to meet anyone’s eyes. Even joking about him fucking me made it clear that in the eyes of everyone there, I was not a man. Sam looked embarrassed, rubbing the back of his neck.

Christina’s expression shifted, like she’d just thought of something even better. “Wait! Do you guys want to see how she did this? I’m sure Fiona would be very happy to show you.”

The guys all immediately said yes, leaning in with eager, amused interest.

Before I could react, Kaylee and Christina were already leading me out of the cafeteria. My legs moved on autopilot, the heels clicking loudly, the skirt swishing and bouncing with every step. The guys followed behind us, their voices carrying down the hallway.

“Dude, look at how he walks,” Ron said to Mike, laughing. “He swishes his hips like a girl and everything.”

Mike added, “Even the way he holds that little purse. This is wild. Do you think he’s gay? Or maybe trans?”

I kept my head down, trembling, fighting hard not to cry as they led me farther from the lunchroom. I had spent years trying to come off as a cool guy, building solid friendships with these guys but still somehow always being the butt end of the joke. After this, I knew whatever respect I held in their eyes was gone, replaced by the image of me looking pretty in pink.

The girls led me into one of the women’s locker rooms, which was always empty in the middle of the school day. The moment the door closed behind the guys I felt extremely vulnerable. I stood there trembling in the middle of the feminine space, not knowing what was going to happen or what they were going to do. My heart hammered wildly, making the heavy breasts rise and fall noticeably in the tight satin bodice with every shallow breath. The tulle skirt rustled softly around my thighs, the glittery heels making my legs feel long and unsteady, the dangling crystal earrings brushing my neck, and the tiara feeling somehow like the most obvious signal of my femininity. The guys, Ron and Mike especially, looked at me like I was a toy for their amusement, the look a predator gets in his eyes when he sees helpless prey.

Christina grinned at the guys. “So…you wanna see her tits?”

My eyes shot over to Christina immediately, my lashes fluttering wildly as I prayed they would say no.

Ron joked immediately, elbowing Sam. “I think Sam does.” Sam blushed uncomfortably, shifting in place, which only made the whole thing worse for me. My blush spread from my neck up into my cheeks, burning with intense shame as I realized that he was really acting strange around me, almost like he thought I was hot. The idea that one of my friends might actually find me attractive was horribly emasculating, my stomach twisting as I remembered the joke Christina had made earlier about him fucking me.

Kaylee looked at me sweetly, her voice soft. “Lower the straps a little so your friends can see your new breasts, Fiona.”

Mike chuckled mockingly. “Yeah, show us your breasts, Fiona.”

My hands shook badly as I obeyed, the lace gloves sliding over my soft skin while I coyly slipped the feathery off-the-shoulder straps farther down my arms. Both of my large, perky boobs spilled fully into view, the cool locker room air brushing over the sensitive skin of my upper chest and making me shiver. I stood there exposed, cheeks flaming, unable to meet anyone’s eyes as all four guys stared at my feminized body, completely dumbfounded and speechless for a long, agonizing moment.

Christina smirked. “They look so real, don’t they?” She stepped forward and squeezed them firmly, the sudden movement making me flinch and bite my lip hard, eliciting another laugh from her and the guys. “They feel completely real too. See for yourself.”

I remained frozen in place, almost like I had been paralyzed, completely helpless and objectified, my body submitting on instinct as Mike and Ron stepped forward first. They reached out eagerly but awkwardly, their hands groping and lifting the heavy forms, squeezing them with curious roughness while I trembled, fighting the sting of tears at the corners of my eyes. Sam and Kyle joined more hesitantly, their gentler touches like I was a delicate flower somehow making it worse as I stood there on the verge of breaking down, the constant manhandling like I was a whore only deepening the raw emasculation. It wasn’t just that they would never see me as a man after this; I wasn’t sure how I could ever see myself as a man after standing passively in a pink prom dress while my friends groped me like I was a woman.

Kyle finally pulled his hand back, voice uncertain. “This is crazy, dude… Do you feel like a girl?”

In a broken, high-pitched whisper I managed, “Kind of.”

Mike laughed. “No shit, you have a woman’s body and you’re dressed like a fairy princess.” His words were a crushing blow to my dignity, my shoulders hunching slightly as tears welled up.

Christina lifted the front of my dress, revealing the frilly pink panties and the girly butterfly henna tattoos on my thighs. “Speaking of a woman’s body, check this out.”

Ron’s eyes widened. “Holy shit, what happened to your cock?”

Kaylee answered sweetly, almost matter-of-factly. “It’s tucked away. We wanted her to feel like a lady, and ladies don’t have penises.”

Mike blurted out, “Apparently not,” and they all laughed again, the sound echoing off the lockers and making my face burn even hotter.

After a bit more teasing and laughter Kyle noticed how close I was to breaking down in tears. “Hey man, we’re only fucking with you. You’d do the same in our shoes.”

Trying to be kind, Mike added, “Yeah, take it easy…by the way, I didn’t know you and Kaylee were so close.” He winked at me.

Kaylee smirked. “Oh, we’re very close.”

I felt a rush of genuine gratitude toward her for spinning it that way, my shoulders relaxing just a fraction as it gave me the tiniest sliver of dignity to cling to amid the humiliation.

They led me back to the cafeteria. I was still deeply humiliated, but I felt a little steadier as I settled down at the table with my friends. They asked if I was dating Kaylee or if I thought I had a real chance, Ron adding in how hot she was. The teasing continued, but it shifted more toward me being whipped or desperate for her since I let her do this than about my appearance. Strangely enough, none of them brought up my walk, mannerisms, or the girly voice I used in the locker room. I hoped that meant they were past it and were just thinking this was just me desperate to please Kaylee, nothing deeper.

When lunch ended and I stood up to leave, Mike lifted the back of my skirt and smacked my ass pretty loudly. The loud crack echoed and they all cracked up again, making me blush furiously and remember how vulnerable I was and how girly I looked dressed like this. Overall, though, I felt like I had dodged a bullet and was incredibly grateful to Kaylee. Don’t get me wrong, the incident in the locker room was brutally humiliating, and I was sure they saw me differently now just as I had lost some sense of pride and respect for myself, but at least they thought it was all for a gorgeous girl.

The next few classes passed in a hazy blur of anxiety and humiliation. Even though some small part of me felt relieved that my friends hadn’t turned on me completely, I couldn’t stop replaying the locker room over and over, the way my friends had groped my breasts so aggressively like I was a toy, their mocking laughter, the way they had stared in disbelief at my flat, pantied crotch. Every time the memories flashed through my mind my shoulders would hunch involuntarily, a shiver running down my spine.

Most of the guys in my classes snickered openly or made teasing comments whenever I walked in or shifted in my seat. Some of the girls were brutal, whispering loudly about how ridiculous I looked or how obvious it was that I was enjoying it. Others were surprisingly nice, complimenting the dress or my makeup in passing, which somehow made the whole thing feel even more confusing and embarrassing. In one class, a guy sitting behind me kept reaching forward to cup my breast forms each time the teacher turned around, his hands squeezing quickly before pulling away. Every grab made my body tense and jolt, the forms bouncing slightly as the surrounding girls, clearly the ones he was trying to impress, giggled behind their hands. I sat there rigid, cheeks burning, fighting the urge to curl in on myself while my hands trembled in my lap.

When I finally reached Miss Connery’s class I was already exhausted, the constant adrenaline leaving my legs shaky in the tall heels. She spotted me immediately as I teetered to my desk, the massive pink skirt swishing loudly. With a mocking smile she said, “Well, look who’s finally getting in touch with her feminine side.”

The class erupted in laughter. I shrank into my seat, the tulle fluffing up around me as I crossed my legs tightly, wanting to disappear.

Miss Connery held up a hand, still smiling. “I’m only joking. Honestly, I think it’s quite brave of you to follow through on the bet you made with my daughter. The two of you have been getting quite close lately, haven’t you?” Her tone carried just enough implication to make a few more chuckles ripple through the room, but it also took some of the sharper edge off the teasing. I was genuinely grateful for that.

I sat there the rest of the period, heart still racing, the weight of the breasts, the rustle of the dress, and the lingering memories of my friends’ hands keeping the humiliation and embarrassment simmering just below the surface.

After school, I sat in the backseat of Christina’s car with Amy beside me, Kaylee in the passenger seat up front. The ride back to Kaylee’s house felt endless. My body was still buzzing with leftover adrenaline from the entire day: the constant rustle of the massive pink tulle skirt against my thighs, the heavy bounce and sway of my breasts in the tight satin bodice with every turn of the car, the glittery heels pinched uncomfortably after hours on my feet, and the delicate brush of the crystal earrings and pearl necklace against my skin. I kept replaying everything in my head: the stares in the hallways, the groping hands in the locker room, my friends’ laughter, the way Mike had lifted my skirt and smacked my ass. The memories made my lips quiver shamefully, my hands trembling in my lap as I clutched the sparkly pink purse like a lifeline.

Kaylee turned around in her seat. “So, Fiona, do you think your friends bought the whole ‘us dating’ thing?”

I answered shakily, my voice still girly but clearly worn down. “Yes… I think so… Thank you, Kaylee.”

She smiled. “You’re welcome, princess.”

Christina laughed from the driver’s seat. “Bought it or not, they watched you prance around in a prom dress, makeup, and a tiara, then they felt you up and saw your cute little panties. I promise you, Fiona, none of them will ever see you as a real man again. You know that.”

Something inside me cracked. My vision blurred as hot tears spilled down my cheeks, my shoulders shaking with silent sobs that quickly turned audible. The heavy breasts heaved with each ragged breath, the tulle skirt trembling around my legs, the lace gloves growing damp where I pressed them to my face. Amy immediately slid closer and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a gentle hug. “Shush, it’s okay, Fiona. It’s okay. They don’t need to see you as a man. If anything, I’m sure they’ll be sweeter and gentler with you now that they’ve seen your softer side.”

I knew she was trying to be nice but basically telling me that my friends were going to treat me like a girl now only made things worse. Christina chuckled.

Amy glanced up toward the front. “Come on, Christina, she’s been through enough today.”

Christina shrugged as she kept driving. “She’s fine.”

Kaylee turned around in her seat and smiled warmly at me as I continued to cry, her voice soft and cooing. “Hey, Fiona… I’m really proud of you. And I bet my mom will be too. You were such a good girl today.”

I hated how much those words actually comforted me, a small, warm flicker cutting through the pain. It showed me just how pathetic I was to be so deeply conditioned, how much I craved even the smallest scrap of approval from them. My sobs eased slightly, though the tears kept falling.

As we pulled up to Kaylee’s house I started trying to collect myself, sniffling hard. Amy gently wiped my tears with a tissue from her bag. “Is my makeup okay?” I asked in a small, shaky voice.

Christina chuckled condescendingly as she got out of the car, and I suddenly felt pathetic for asking. Amy smiled sweetly. “Don’t worry, pretty girl, it’s perfect.” They both slid out, leaving me to follow on unsteady heels.

I sat on the couch with the girls a few minutes later, badly shaken but no longer crying. The glittery heels pinched my feet after the long day, and I was incredibly grateful to be sitting down away from all my classmates. Miss Connery arrived home, clearly overjoyed, her eyes lighting up the moment she saw me.

“There she is! So, how was school today, little girl?” she asked knowingly.

I sat there in deep shame, cheeks burning, unsure how to respond as the memories of the groping, the laughter, and the stares flooded back.

Miss Connery then grabbed a large bowl, filled it with candy, and plopped it squarely onto my lap. “You can take care of trick-or-treaters, right, Fiona?”

Already emotionally exhausted, I couldn’t believe that she was making me do this after such a humiliating day, I whispered quietly, “Can I change?”

She looked mock-confused. “Why would you want to change, honey? You look so pretty in your costume. I’m sure all the other little girls will love seeing a prom queen while they’re trick-or-treating.”

Just then the doorbell rang. Miss Connery looked at me expectantly. I stood up dejectedly, the tulle skirt rustling loudly and the heavy breasts bouncing as I dragged myself to the door.

“Attitude, Fiona,” she warned. “The kids are going to want to see an upbeat, happy-looking prom queen. I expect you to act like one.”

Christina chimed in emphatically and cheerily, “Yeah, smile, prom queen.”

I forced a bright smile, my glossy pink lips stretching as I minced over to the door in the tall glittery heels. Opening it, I greeted the kids in a cheerful, sing-song voice. “Hi there! Happy Halloween!”

A little girl in a princess costume looked up at me with wide eyes. “I love your dress!”

Hating myself as I did, I responded very girlishly, my tone almost like a Disney princess’. “Why thank you! I love yours too!” Kaylee, Christina, and Amy cracked up in the background.

As I handed out the candy, I noticed a few of the kids’ dads staring openly at my cleavage, their eyes lingering on me like they were starving and I was their dinner. My face went bright pink, feeling vulnerable and small as I realized that I was turning these older men on.

This continued for the next few hours. Every time the doorbell rang I had to mince over, heels clicking, massive skirt swishing and bouncing, forcing myself to maintain the bubbly, upbeat prom queen act, complimenting the kids’ costumes with exaggerated girly enthusiasm and bashfully accepting compliments on my own. “Oh my gosh, you look amazing!” I would force myself to say, voice high-pitched and sweet, while inside the constant performance, the stares from the dads and older brothers, and the strain of my heels left me emotionally and physically drained. By the end of the night, I was completely exhausted from acting like a bubbly girl all evening, being humiliated constantly at school, and tottering around in heels.

When Amy and Christina eventually left and Kaylee went up to change, Miss Connery looked at me. “Sit down on the couch, Fiona. I want to have a talk with you.”

I sat down demurely on the couch, carefully crossing my legs at the ankles so the massive pink tulle skirt wouldn’t flare up too wildly. The glittery heels still pinched my feet, and I wanted nothing more than to change. I desperately hoped the conversation would simply be praise for how well I had done today and being told I could finally go home.

Miss Connery sat across from me, stern as always but with a warm expression on her face. “You did really well today, Fiona. I’m proud of you. You carried yourself like the perfect little lady and you obeyed Kaylee and I no matter how embarrassed you were. You were a good girl.”

I hated myself for the way my cheeks flushed with warmth and a strange flicker of happiness bloomed in my chest at her words. I hated myself for how deeply submissive she and Kaylee had trained me to be. My hands fidgeted in my lap, the long pink nails clicking softly together.

Miss Connery smiled. “I got you something as a reward. I’ll be right back with it.”

“Thank you, Miss Connery,” I said, feeling a little more upbeat than I had all day as she walked away. Maybe the humiliation had finally paid off in some way.

She returned with a sleek black shopping bag and pulled out a black satin and white lace sexy French maid dress, holding it up with a sweet smile as though she genuinely expected me to be happy about it. My excitement deflated instantly. The dress was short, frilly, and blatantly slutty, with a low-cut bodice, a tiny white apron, and layers of petticoat. It looked like something a girl would wear in bed for her boyfriend. After everything I had endured today, this was my reward? Upset and bitter, I felt tears prick at my eyes again.

“Um… is that a French maid costume?” I asked sadly.

Miss Connery beamed. “No, Fiona. It’s your sissy maid uniform!” She laid the dress out on the couch beside me and pulled out the rest: a white lace headband, a matching white lace choker, a frilly white lace apron, and shiny black high heels, arranging them neatly next to the dress.

Before I could think of something to say, she continued. “You proved yourself today, Fiona. You proved that even though you’re not a woman yet, you’re certainly not a man anymore.”

I opened my mouth to protest but thought better of it. Miss Connery caught my reaction immediately. “Do you disagree, sissy? Do you think a man would do everything you did today? Do you think a man would be sitting here in a frilly prom dress with his nails painted and a little tiara on his head, waiting obediently to be dismissed?”

I reflected back on the day for a second: the groping, the stares, the bubbly prom queen act, the way everyone had treated me, and worst of all, the way I had carried myself like a shy, feminine young lady throughout it all. Tears welled up in my eyes as I realized she was right. I shakily mumbled, “No.”

She clapped her hands excitedly. “Exactly! You’re not a man, Fiona, you’re a sissy. And as a reward for your transformation, I got you this new uniform so you can remember what you are whenever you wear it to serve me and Kaylee. I know this is still really hard for you right now, but I promise eventually you’ll wear your uniform with pride.”

After a long pause where I fought hard against the urge to cry, I managed a quiet, “Thank you,” not knowing what else to say.

Just then Kaylee reemerged down the stairs, changed into her pajamas. “Aww, you gave her the uniform? I can’t believe I missed it!”

Miss Connery smiled at her. “Well, at least you got here in time for her second surprise.”

My eyes went wide. “Second surprise?”

Miss Connery smirked softly. “Stand up and lift your dress, honey.”

I shakily obeyed, standing up gingerly and gathering the massive layers of pink tulle in my hands, lifting the skirts high. Both women giggled at the sight, driving home just how pathetic I already felt. Miss Connery grabbed the black bag and dropped to her knees right in front of me, disappearing under the mass of pink fabric. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat as I felt her fingers hook into the waistband of my panties and slide them down my smooth legs, the lace whispering against my skin and making me wince. Then she slowly peeled away the tucking tape. My penis and balls fell free, the sudden release after hours of tight confinement sending a rush of vulnerable sensitivity through me.

Kaylee giggled. “There she is.”

I blushed furiously, the heat spreading across my face and chest. Then I felt Miss Connery’s hands again as she grabbed my balls and started pushing them through what felt like a tight ring, the pressure firm and invasive. Next came something cool and hard sliding over my penis, encasing it completely. I heard a distinct click that sent a jolt of panic through me. She stood up, jingling a little pink key in my face. “All done.”

Kaylee and Miss Connery giggled as I stood there with my panties around my ankles, frantically sifting through the layers of tulle to see what she had done. There it was: my penis locked in a tiny hot pink plastic cage, looking as small and feminine as ever. The rigid plastic hugged me tightly, the ring behind my balls snug and unyielding, every tiny shift already making me acutely aware of how trapped and helpless it felt. I grabbed at it desperately and tugged slightly, gasping sharply at the immediate, stinging pain the attempted removal caused. The women laughed again, the sound echoing my deepening shame.

“What did you do to me?” I cried frantically, voice cracking.

Miss Connery answered very calmly. “Isn’t it obvious? I locked your little clit away in chastity.”

In a panic I said, “Why? How am I supposed to… you know…”

Kaylee finished for me with a giggle. “Jerk off?”

Miss Connery continued, “You’re not, sweetie.”

I was in full blown hysterics. “What do you mean I’m not? All guys…”

She cut me off firmly. “You are not a guy, little miss. We just discussed this. You’re a sissy, and sissies don’t jerk off or have penises. They have cute little clits like yours. Don’t worry, you’ll get occasional releases for being a good girl, but don’t expect them regularly.”

I started to cry again, the tears spilling down my cheeks as I dropped my skirts and stared at the ground. The tiny pink cage felt so constricting and foreign between my legs, a constant, humiliating reminder of just how trapped I was with every subtle movement.

Miss Connery spoke very calmly. “I know this is a lot to process, Fiona. Take a few minutes to collect yourself, then go upstairs and change out of your costume and into one of your regular dresses. Then Fiona will drive you home.”

The car ride home was mostly silent besides the soft music Kaylee played and my occasional sniffling. I sat in the passenger seat still fully dressed as a girl, now in a blue dress, the fabric soft snug against my skin, the weight of the breast forms a constant, heavy reminder on my chest. The tiny pink chastity cage felt snug and restrictive between my legs, an emasculating, unyielding presence that kept pulling my thoughts back to how trapped I was now. Kaylee reached across and took my hand in hers affectionately, her thumb rubbing gently over my long, sparkling pink nails.

“It’s a shame you had the gloves on all day. Your nails are so pretty,” she said sweetly.

I looked down at them, the long oval shapes gleaming with hot pink polish and tiny embedded crystals that caught the passing streetlights. My voice broke. “How am I gonna get them off for school tomorrow? And my boobs!”

Kaylee soothed, “Oh, don’t be a drama queen. We’ll get the nails removed this weekend. Besides, your friends already believed your excuse for the costume. It’s not like you’ll have to make up another excuse. And you can come by tomorrow morning and I’ll help with your boobs.”

I sniffled. “I guess…” I tried not to recall or think too much about the brutal day I had, the fact that my manhood was locked away, or that I was once again about to walk into my house dressed fully as a girl, hoping my parents were asleep.

As we pulled up to my house I started crying again, the flood of memories breaking through alongside the fear that after today, no one would ever respect me again. Kaylee rubbed my back tenderly through the blue dress. “Shush, it’s okay, Fiona.”

“Nothing’s gonna be the same after today,” I cried.

She paused for a moment, as if thinking of what to respond, then said, “No, it isn’t. But you’ll be okay. I’ll make sure of it.” She cupped my chin and turned my face to look at her, very seriously. “I promise you, Fiona.”

I nodded submissively, staring through my watery gaze into her certain one as she held my face. She smiled at me almost maternally and I softly smiled back, feeling strangely calm as I stared back at her. With her other hand she reached over to stroke my hair softly and said, “Now who’s my good girl?”

Blushing and averting my gaze shamefully, I whispered, “Me,” almost without thinking, feeling pathetic the moment the words left my pink lips.

Kaylee leaned in and gave me a kiss on the forehead, quick but loving, making me feel a bit more relaxed. She leaned back, smiling at me. “Now go be a good girl and get some sleep. You’re gonna need it, princess. We’ve got big plans ahead for you. ”

Staring back at her the way a puppy stares at its owner, I mumbled, “Yes, Kaylee,” holding the gaze a second longer before dropping it submissively and slipping out of the car obediently. As I walked up the walkway to my house, feeling completely exhausted and diminished, I tried not to think about what she meant by big plans.

To Be Continued…
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