

Feminized by His Teacher and Her Daughter: Part 4

Fiona Learns Her Lesson

By Alexa Rose


[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 by Alexa Rose

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

For Adults Only (18+):
This book contains explicit material intended for mature audiences only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older.


I swished around the kitchen in my French maid uniform, the layers of black and white ruffles brushing against my smooth thighs with every careful step. The short skirt flared out and swayed in time with the exaggerated roll of my hips that Miss Connery and Kaylee had drilled into me for weeks now. My B-cup breast forms, the ones I had been wearing since Wednesday, bounced and jiggled naturally inside the tight bodice as I reached up to put away a clean plate. Their soft, heavy weight tugged at my chest with every motion, forcing me to adjust my posture constantly so I would not slouch. It still felt completely alien, like someone had grafted a woman’s body onto mine. I could not move the way I used to without them reminding me of their presence, shifting and pressing against the fabric, making every reach or bend feel unmistakably feminine.

The past week had been a nightmare at school. My friends and even many classmates who had barely spoken to me before Halloween kept bringing up that horrible day, their teasing comments following me from locker to classroom. A few girls who sat near me had started calling me girl in passing and chatting with me as though I belonged in their circle. My guy friends would not let up about my hair, shaped brows, pierced ears, or the long pink nails I was stuck with for the rest of the week before I finally got them removed after school on Friday. There was nothing I could do about my hair or brows, so the evidence of what I had become stayed visible. I felt permanently smaller in their eyes after they had seen me mincing around in that frilly pink prom dress, and the knowledge that I was the only one among them whose manhood was locked away in a tiny pink plastic cage made me feel even worse. I used to wake up hard every morning and feel myself stiffen multiple times throughout the day without even trying. Since Halloween on Tuesday, none of that had happened. Instead, whenever my body tried, it strained uselessly against the unyielding cage, producing only a dull, frustrated ache that left me feeling weak and hollow.

At home I had to try my best to pretend nothing was different, but my parents had started noticing things. My dad made several remarks about my hair and brows, and Mom mentioned how I seemed to be softening up my appearance lately. Each time I mumbled some excuse and changed the subject as fast as I could, but their curious glances left my stomach tight with anxiety. I was becoming someone else right in front of them, and every second spent hiding it felt more and more futile by the day.

Miss Connery’s voice drifted in from the living room, cutting through my thoughts. “Sissy, I could use a glass of wine.”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I replied automatically, my voice soft and polite in the trained feminine tone she expected.

I minced toward the wine cabinet, my heels clicking sharply against the tile floor. My breast forms bounced with each step, the skirt of the maid uniform swishing around my thighs in rhythm with the sway of my hips. The chastity cage shifted between my legs, a constant, snug reminder of how thoroughly even my body had been taken from me.

I poured the glass of wine with careful, practiced movements, the cool stem of the glass smooth between my slender fingers. I carried it gracefully into the living room where Miss Connery sat with her legs propped up, absorbed in her book. Gathering the ruffled skirt of my French maid uniform with one hand, I dipped into the curtsy I had been taught a few days earlier, my knees bending just so and my chest pushing forward slightly with the motion. “Your wine, Miss Connery.”

She glanced up, looking pleased, and took the glass from me. “Thank you, Fiona.”

Just then Kaylee came down the stairs. She looked breathtaking in a sexy tight red dress that clung to her hips and accentuated her waist, the neckline plunging enough to draw the eye while the hem rode high on her smooth thighs. Her makeup was done to perfection: bold, sultry eyes, perfectly contoured cheeks, and glossy red lips that matched the dress. Her hair fell in soft, voluminous waves. I stared, immediately enamored, my breath catching as a rush of old longing mixed with fresh shame flooded through me.

Miss Connery smiled warmly. “Well look at you, little miss thing. Going out with Max?”

The name hit like a slap. I cringed hard, my shoulders tightening on instinct. Max was a six-foot-two football player from our rival school that Kaylee had been going on a few dates with lately. Standing there in my frilly maid outfit, breast forms rising and falling with every breath, I could not escape the crushing jealousy and deep emasculation. A few months ago, I had walked into this house as Frank, confident I might have a real chance with her. Now I was nothing but her mom’s obedient slave girl, locked and feminized while she got ready for a night out with a real man.

Kaylee blushed. “Yes, he’s actually at the door.”

My heart nearly exploded in my chest. I turned quickly and started tottering back toward the kitchen on my heels, desperate to hide.

“Stop!” Miss Connery’s sharp command froze me in place. She smirked with clear mischief, an idea forming. “Fiona, go get the door for our guest.”

I looked at her in utter panic, my eyes wide with horror, but her expression stayed firm. “Now.”

My stomach knotted as I turned and walked timidly toward the front door, each step small and delicate. Kaylee’s giggles followed me, full of delight at my humiliation.

Just as I reached for the handle Miss Connery spoke again, her smirk deepening. “Oh, and Fiona… remember to curtsy. I also think it’d be cute if you greeted him as sir. What do you think, Kaylee?”

Kaylee sounded ecstatic. “Adorable.”

My face burned with shame as I slowly opened the door. I had to tilt my head up to look at Max. He stood tall and powerfully built, his broad shoulders and muscular arms filling out his casual shirt, exuding easy confidence and raw masculinity. Everything about him: his height, his strong jaw, his muscles, even his relaxed posture formed a brutal contrast to my own petite, girly frame trapped in ruffles and heels.

Max looked down at me, confusion crossing his face. To ashamed to hold his gaze, I dropped my gaze to the floor, gathered my skirt, and curtsied low. “Please come in, sir.”

Kaylee stood right behind me, giggling with open amusement. Max stepped inside and pulled her into a hug.

“Hey,” he said, sounding confused while Kaylee kept giggling against his chest. “Um, I didn’t know you had a maid.”

Kaylee giggled again. Miss Connery called out casually from the couch. “Hey Max! Yes, Fiona here is our sissy maid, right Fiona?”

The words crushed me. My voice came out in a humiliated mumble. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

Max stared at me, looking confused and a little shocked. “Sissy maid?”

Kaylee reached over and pinched my butt, making me flinch and nearly stumble in my heels. She giggled and squeezed Max’s arm. “I’ll explain in the car.” Then she turned back toward the couch. “We need to go, Mom. I’ll see you girls later!”

Max offered a quick “Bye” as Kaylee pulled him out the door, still bubbling with giggles and excitement. Miss Connery, still lounging on the couch, called after them lazily. “Bye, guys. Have fun.”

The door clicked shut behind them. I stood there frozen in the entryway, feeling utterly pathetic and emasculated. The image of Kaylee leaving with Max burned in my mind, her looking so desirable on the arm of a tall, strong man while I remained here dressed as a frilly maid. I blinked hard, fighting back the sting of tears threatening to spill.

Miss Connery’s voice broke the heavy silence. “Come sit with me, Fiona. I think we need to have a girl talk.”

I squeaked out a reply, my voice small and broken. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

I padded my way over to the couch, smoothing my skirt carefully beneath me and pressing my knees together demurely as I sat down next to her.

She smiled at me, almost maternally, and sat up a little straighter. “Now correct me if I’m wrong, princess, but do I detect a hint of jealousy?”

I nodded timidly, the truth too obvious to deny, but still not wanting to admit it. My cheeks burned as I stared down at my lap, the delicate lace trim of my apron mocking me.

Miss Connery let out a soft giggle. “Well, you shouldn’t be, honey. You’re becoming a very pretty girl. Trust me, before you know it you’ll be going on just as many dates as Kaylee is.”

Her words took a moment to sink in. I shifted on the cushion, the breast forms moving with me. “Um, no, Miss Connery. I’m not jealous of that.”

She smirked, clearly enjoying herself. “Oh? What are you jealous of then, cupcake?”

I looked down at my skirt and fidgeted with the hem, twisting the fabric between my fingers. My voice came out small and mumbled. “I guess… that Max gets to take Kaylee out while I’m serving as your maid.”

Miss Connery laughed, the sound loud and a little obnoxious in the quiet room. “Oh, Fiona. You’re going to have to get over that. No woman wants to date a sissy. Like all girls, Kaylee wants to date a real man who makes her feel feminine and soft, not someone who’s more girly and delicate than she is.”

I sat there fighting back tears, her words slicing deep. The truth in them stung worse than anything, settling heavily and making my throat tighten. I felt bitterness rose up too, a deep resentment that she had the audacity and cruelty to laugh at me and say no woman would date a sissy like me when she was the one who had done this to me. She had turned me into this frilly, emasculated version of myself, yet she spoke as if it were the most natural thing in the world for me, like I was born in panties and dresses. My fingers tightened on the hem of my skirt until my knuckles paled.

She stopped giggling and rested her hand gently on my knee, smiling down at me like I was a silly child who had said something adorable. Her voice turned soft and maternal again. “Come on, Fiona. You saw Max… did you feel like a man next to him? I mean, look at you…”

Tears welled up immediately, blurring my vision as they started to fall. My voice cracked as I forced the words out. “No, but… but you made me this way.”

Miss Connery kept her tone gentle and soothing, as if comforting a little girl. “That doesn’t change anything, honey. Max is a man and you’re not… but hey, that doesn’t make your relationship with Kaylee any less special. You’re one of her closest girlfriends and, beyond that, you’re her favorite toy. Max has things like muscles, charisma… a penis…” She giggled again, the sound sending another wave of crushing shame through me. “That you don’t. But Max doesn’t get to paint her nails, listen to her gossip about boys, or go dress shopping with her. Trust me, sweetie, you’re very lucky.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks more rapidly as she laid out my role for me. Every word chipped away at what little dignity I had left, leaving me feeling small, broken, and utterly pathetic. The contrast between Max’s strong presence and my own delicate, feminized body sat like a stone in my stomach. I could still picture Kaylee on his arm, laughing freely in that tight red dress, while I remained here trapped in ruffles and obedience.

Miss Connery gave me a moment, watching the tears fall, then spoke sweetly. “Alright, honey, it’s okay. Why don’t you run upstairs to fix your makeup and put on something pretty? That’ll make you feel better.”

I sniffled, my shoulders trembling. “Are we going somewhere?”

She smiled, clearly pleased by my politeness in how I asked. “Yes, honey. I think a little retail therapy would be good for you right now. Come on, chop chop, girly girl.”

Lacking any strength to resist, I stood up on shaky legs. I managed a weak curtsy, the motion automatic despite how empty I felt inside. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

I turned and headed upstairs, the heels clicking softly with each defeated step.

Twenty minutes later I came down the stairs, my makeup freshened and pretty with soft pink blush, carefully blended eyeshadow, and glossy lips that matched the outfit. I wore the pink dress Miss Connery had picked out for me at the store a few weeks ago. It was a bright, flouncy sleeveless number in vibrant pink with delicate ruffled straps that sat sweetly on my shoulders. The smocked bodice hugged my chest and waist snugly, accentuating the curve of my breast forms, while the multi-tiered ruffled skirt flared out playfully around my thighs, swishing with every movement. I had paired it with white heels that clicked delicately on the steps and carried a small white purse in my hand. I was ashamed at how I had had willingly chosen something so girly, but most of the clothes in my growing collection were either overtly girly like this or downright sexy, and girly felt like the safer, less humiliating option right now.

Miss Connery looked up from the couch and smiled warmly. “Look at you! You look so pretty, Fiona! Give me a twirl!”

My cheeks flushed the exact shade of my dress. I hesitated for a moment, then reluctantly obeyed. I turned slowly in place, the tiered ruffles of the skirt flaring outward and brushing against my smooth thighs while my breast forms shifted noticeably with the motion. The movement made me feel girly and small, a living doll performing on command.

Miss Connery stood up, still smiling with approval. We both walked outside to the car, my white heels clicking on the pavement and the light fabric of the dress fluttering around my legs with each step.

I followed Miss Connery through the mall, my white heels clicking sharply against the polished floor with every mincing step. Cool mall air conditioning raised goosebumps along my bare arms as I walked a half-step behind her, eyes lowered.

I kept thinking how easily I blended in now compared to that first trip here. Back then every stranger’s glance had made my heart pound with terror. Now, with my softer face, shaped brows, longer hair, and the way I moved, almost no one looked twice. The fact that no one questioned I was anything other than a pretty teen girl now sat like lead in my belly.

We stopped outside Victoria’s Secret. I looked up at Miss Connery, my voice barely above a whisper. “We’re buying more panties?”

She smiled. “Yes, Fiona. New panties and new bras to fit your new boobies. We’ll also get you some nighties. Won’t that be nice?”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I answered reluctantly, the words heavy on my tongue.

A very pretty saleswoman around Miss Connery’s age approached us with a warm smile. “Hi, my name is Kate. How can I help you ladies?”

Miss Connery replied smoothly. “Hi Kate, we’re just here shopping for my um, niece Fiona here.” She gestured toward me.

I forced my lips into an awkward smile, my cheeks already warming. At least she hadn’t exposed my secret.

Miss Connery continued. “Fiona’s currently in the process of becoming a girl.”

Kate turned to me, eyes bright. “Congratulations, sweetie!”

I managed another tight, uncomfortable smile. “Thank you.”

Miss Connery kept going. “We recently got her new breast forms that she wears pretty often, so we need to get her refitted for a bra. The ones she has now are pretty tight and don’t hold her so well. Then after we buy some bras and panties we were hoping to get her some cute nighties.”

Kate seemed genuinely excited. “Of course! Right this way, sweetie.”

I trailed after her into the changing room, my pulse quickening and my hands trembling slightly at my sides as I recalled my last bra fitting.

The small, brightly lit space felt far too intimate. Kate closed the door and spoke cheerfully. “Alright, Fiona. You can take off your dress and bra whenever you’re ready.”

My fingers fumbled with the zipper at the back of the dress. I hesitated, heat flooding my face and neck, then slowly shimmied the pink fabric down to the floor. The ruffles whispered against my skin as it came off, sending a shiver throughout my hairless body. I reached behind me and unhooked the bra, letting it slide down my arms.

I stood there in nothing but my tiny pink panties and white heels, arms hovering awkwardly near my chest, wanting desperately to cover my perky breast forms but knowing I shouldn’t. Cool air kissed my bare skin, raising goosebumps across my body and reminding me just how vulnerable I was standing there, half-naked, like a doll on display. I kept my gaze fixed on the floor, shoulders hunched inward.

Kate’s eyes widened for a moment. “Wow, they look so real. That’s amazing.”

I said nothing, cheeks burning hotter, staring down as if the tiles might save me.

She noticed and softened her voice. “Oh, no reason to be shy, sweetheart. We’re both girls here.”

I forced the corners of my mouth upward into a shy, strained smile, though my stomach twisted with discomfort and my legs felt unsteady.

As she wrapped the measuring tape around my bust, the cool plastic pressing against my skin, I risked a glance at the mirror. The reflection showed a very pretty, very shy girl staring back: a petite figure with womanly curves, perky breasts sitting high and firm on my chest, smooth skin, and a plump, rounded butt filling out the back of the delicate pink panties. My face, framed by styled hair, thin brows, earrings, and fresh makeup, looked convincingly feminine and delicate. The only thing breaking the illusion was the small, obvious tent in the front of my panties where the chastity cage sat, a humiliating little reminder of what I really was. The sight made my throat tighten and my cheeks burn.

When Kate finished she stepped back. “All done, sweetie. You can put your clothes back on… you’re a 32B by the way.”

I squeaked out a barely audible “Thank you.”

She stepped out. My hands shook as I quickly hooked the bra back on, the band digging slightly into my skin, then stepped into the pink dress and fumbled with the zipper again. The ruffles settled around my thighs once more, but the feeling of being exposed lingered.

I trailed behind Miss Connery and Kate for the next half hour, my arms gradually filling with more and more lingerie. They pulled item after item from the racks, holding them up for approval while I stood there nodding and forcing reluctant little smiles. Soft satin panties in pastel shades, lacy thongs that left almost nothing to the imagination, delicate bras in every fabric and color, each new piece added to the growing pile made my mood sink lower. The fabrics felt light and slippery against my skin whenever I adjusted the stack, a constant tactile reminder of how thoroughly feminine my wardrobe was becoming, as was my life. My cheeks stayed warm the entire time, the weight of the bras and panties in my arms growing heavier both physically and emotionally.

When the bra and panty selections finally came to an end, we moved on to the nighties. By the time they finished, my arms were loaded with five ultra-sexy pieces I prayed I would never have to wear in front of anyone.

The first was a vibrant pink lace teddy with intricate floral patterns, sheer enough to reveal everything underneath, complete with a tiny satin bow at the crotch and delicate spaghetti straps. The second was a deep emerald green babydoll made of delicate lace with a plunging neckline and a matching ribbon bow centered on the chest, the short hem designed to barely cover anything. Next came a turquoise babydoll with sheer lace cups and a flowing, chiffon-like skirt that would flutter with the slightest movement. Then a sleek black lace slip dress, form-fitting and semi-sheer with scalloped edges and thin straps that looked impossibly elegant and sexy. The last was a sheer black babydoll covered in tiny red heart patterns, completely see-through with matching G-string thong panties and tie details that screamed sex and vulnerability.

I carried the overflowing pile back to the register in silence, the soft fabrics brushing against my chest and arms, my face burning with shame at the thought of owning any of them.

In the car on the way back, the bags rustled at my feet as I sat carefully, smoothing my pink dress over my thighs. Miss Connery glanced over at me. “Are you hungry, Fiona?”

Starving after the long afternoon, I answered quickly without thinking. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She smiled. “Me too. Let’s go get something to eat.”

Her words landed with sudden regret. I wished I had kept quiet. It sounded like we were heading somewhere public now instead of straight home, and the idea of sitting in a restaurant dressed like this made my stomach twist all over again. I just wanted to go home.

We walked into the diner together, the scent of grilled food and coffee thick in the air. My white heels clicked against the tiled floor as I followed Miss Connery, the short pink dress swishing playfully with each step. The hostess smiled at us warmly. “You can sit wherever you like, ladies.”

I followed Miss Connery to a booth, my mind turning the hostess’ comment over. It felt almost normal now to be grouped in with girls and women, and that realization unsettled me deeply.

I smoothed my skirt carefully with both hands before sliding into the booth across from her, the vinyl seat cool against the backs of my thighs. We both picked up the menus, scanning the laminated pages to assess the options.

A few minutes later a waiter around my age approached the table. “Hey, ladies. My name’s Tim and I’ll be your server. Can I get you started with anything to drink?”

Miss Connery answered first. “A water for me.”

Tim turned to me. Remembering that guy at the grocery store who had figured out I was a boy, I kept my voice extra soft and girly. “An iced tea please.”

He held my gaze for a second longer than necessary, smiling. I felt myself blush and quickly looked away. “Alright, I’ll be right back with your drinks.”

As soon as he walked away Miss Connery smirked across the table. “You need to get used to that, honey.”

I blinked. “Get used to what?”

She chuckled. “Male attention.”

I blushed again, the warmth spreading down my neck. “Oh.”

She smiled knowingly. “Yeah, girl. Because trust me, you’ll be getting a lot of it. Just think about the way you used to look at Kaylee before she and I turned you into a sissy… that’s how boys look at you now.”

I sat there processing it, deeply disturbed by the thought as I contemplated it. I suddenly felt terrified to be sitting out in public in my flouncy pink dress, my smooth legs pressed together under the table, my new boobs peeking out from beneath my dress. My mind drifted back to how crudely I used to think about women, the vulgar fantasies that used to run through my head. Now the idea that guys, including Tim, might be imagining the same things about me: bending me over, fucking me, looking down as I sucked their cocks, made me feel incredibly weak and vulnerable, like I was their prey. The memory of how my friend Sam had looked at me on Halloween flashed through my mind, adding another layer of unease that made my skin crawl.

Just then Tim returned with our drinks, setting them down while smiling and glancing at me again a little too obviously. “Do you ladies know what you want to eat?”

Miss Connery answered for both of us. “I’ll have panini number fourteen, and she’ll have the chicken Caesar salad.”

I was incredibly annoyed at bitter that she had done that, I had been eyeing a panini or wrap. But I stayed silent, lips pressed together submissively.

Tim nodded. “Great choices.” He collected the menus. “I’ll be back with your food in just a minute.” He gave me one last smile before walking away.

Miss Connery looked at me with a mean little smile. “Gotta maintain your womanly figure for handsome boys like Tim.”

After dinner Miss Connery drove me home. The bags of new lingerie and nighties rustled at my feet with every turn, and my stomach knotted with anxiety the closer we got. It was still relatively early. My parents might still be awake and moving around the house. The thought of trying to sneak inside wearing this short pink dress and carrying armfuls of sexy feminine underwear made my palms sweat against the white purse in my lap.

When we pulled up outside my house I grabbed the heavy bag from the back seat, removing the pink teddy so I could wear it at Miss Connery’s house like she had instructed. I took a deep breath, steeling myself to dash inside and upstairs as quickly as possible.

Miss Connery’s voice stopped me. “Wait just one second, honey. There’s something we need to discuss. I’ve decided on some changes for you.”

I looked over at her nervously, my fingers tightening on the bag. “What changes, Miss Connery?”

She spoke calmly but firmly. “I’ve decided that from now on I want you already dressed as Fiona when you come over, except of course when you come from school.”

The words hit me like ice water, my chest heaving and my breath coming quicker. “But… but my parents…”

She cut me off sharply. “Will think you look so sweet in your little dresses and skirts if you’re not careful.”

She stared at me for a long moment, her expression daring me to push back. I felt the fight drain out of me. I lowered my gaze submissively to my lap, staring at the ruffles of my pink dress.

“Good girl,” she said, satisfied. “Now, there’s also going to be some changes when you’re at home. I expect you to start spending at least two hours a night dressed completely as Fiona, and to start sleeping in your nighties. And to make sure you do…” She reached into her glove box and pulled out a small nanny cam. “Take this inside and set it up in your bedroom. Any questions?”

I felt completely defeated, the weight of her new rules pressing down on me until my shoulders slumped. I had no real choice or power left. I just shook my head slowly, eyes still downcast.

She smiled victoriously, not having had to put up with any resistance. “Good girl. Now have a nice night. I’ll see you on Monday.” She chuckled softly. “Well, actually I’ll see you tonight sleeping in one of your cute little nighties, but you’ll see me Monday.”

I walked into school that Monday with the familiar sense of fear inside me, my steps small and timid. The new rules from Miss Connery had weighed heavily on me all weekend, leaving me no choice but to spend my nights as Fiona. As I walked down the hall, every glance from other students made me wonder if they could somehow tell what was happening to me.

Christina and Amy approached me from the side. Christina, tall and athletic with her blonde hair pulled back casually, wore a grey hoodie and matching sweatpants that made her look casual and confident. Amy walked beside her looking gorgeous and feminine in a maroon ribbed top and a short white skirt that showed off her legs, her long dark hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders.

Christina smirked. “Hey, Fiona.”

My heart hammered in my chest. I looked around anxiously, terrified someone nearby had overheard the name. “Turn around, little girl,” she ordered.

I glanced desperately at Amy, who smiled sweetly at me. “Just for a second.”

Nervous about whatever was coming, I turned my back to them, facing the lockers. Suddenly Christina’s hand reached into the back of my pants and yanked hard on the waistband of my satin lavender panties. I yelped sharply as the fabric wedged tightly between my cheeks, the smooth satin pulling painfully against my skin and the chastity cage.

As I frantically tried to tug them back into place, I noticed a small group of girls and guys nearby staring and laughing. My face burned at the humiliation. One of the girls called out loudly, “Cute panties!”

I looked over at Christina with pleading eyes, silently begging her to stop. She smirked cruelly instead. “Well, it looks like you’re wearing the proper underwear, but I think you could use a little makeup. Amy, don’t you?”

Amy smiled at me sweetly. “I think she already looks very pretty, but it can’t hurt.”

Christina pulled a tube of glossy pink lipgloss and a small compact from her purse and held them out to me. “Put on the lipgloss, Fiona… now.”

I glanced at the group to find them still watching and smirking, then back at Christina, desperately hoping for mercy. Her eyes narrowed. “If you prefer, I could have you show them your bra too? Maybe your chastity cage?”

My hands shook as I quickly opened the compact, staring at my reflection in the tiny mirror, and began coating my lips with the sticky, sweet-smelling gloss. The group laughed and made comments while Christina watched my emasculation with clear satisfaction. Amy stood beside her acting like this was completely normal, smiling encouragingly at me the whole time.

When I finished I tried to hand the items back, but Christina shook her head. “No, you keep them, sissy. And make sure you reapply a few times today if you don’t want to be punished.”

I lowered my gaze submissively. “Okay.” I felt like a complete pussy for not even trying to resist her, small and powerless.

Christina smiled. “Amy, can I borrow your perfume?”

“Of course,” Amy replied, handing it over cheerfully.

Christina sprayed several bursts around me, the sweet, floral scent settling heavily on my skin and clothes, surrounding me in an unmistakably girly cloud. Then they turned to leave. Christina called back loudly enough for the group to hear, “Have a good day, sissy!”

More laughter followed. Humiliated and burning with shame, I walked away as quickly as I could toward my locker, the glossy pink on my lips and the sweet perfume clinging to me very obviously.

The rest of the day dragged on in a haze of constant humiliation. I had to keep reapplying the pink lipgloss every couple of hours, the sticky sweetness clinging to my lips and making them shine noticeably under the classroom lights. Classmates who sat near me, the same ones I had spent the previous week desperately trying to convince I was still a normal guy after Halloween, teased me mercilessly. Whispers, giggles, and pointed comments followed me everywhere. “Why are you wearing lipgloss?” “You smell like a girl, dude.” Every time I caught my reflection I wanted to sink into the floor, the shiny pink a constant and visible reminder of my submission.

Lunch with my friends was the worst, not because of outright mockery, but because of the thick, awkward tension that settled over the table. The moment they saw me they zeroed in. “Why are your lips so shiny?” one asked. “And why do you smell like perfume?” another added. I did my best to laugh it off, mumbling that it was just a stupid joke that got out of hand, but their skeptical expressions made it clear none of them bought it. The conversation stayed stilted and uncomfortable. Then Ron looked at me directly and asked, “Wait… are you a faggot or something? I thought Halloween was just a joke.” The question hurt. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I desperately argued that I wasn’t, that it was all just a dumb joke and that Halloween was from losing a bet. My voice cracked as I grew more and more emotional, and I could feel the table’s discomfort grow heavier around me.

After what felt like the longest day of my life, I finally headed home, grateful that both Miss Connery and Kaylee were busy for once, so I didn’t have to go over. But when I reached the house my stomach sank. Both my parents’ cars were already in the driveway. I managed to quickly wipe the glossy pink from my lips before going inside, but the sweet floral scent of the perfume clung stubbornly to my clothes and skin. My mom noticed almost immediately, wrinkling her nose slightly as she asked in an awkward tone, “Um, Frank…are you wearing perfume?” My dad jumped in right away, trying to smooth things over and probably avoid any awkwardness. “It probably just rubbed off from that girl he’s always seeing, right son?”

I nodded weakly. “Yeah, I think so.” They let it go, but the awkward silence afterward made it obvious they didn’t fully believe the excuse.

After dinner that night, once I was alone in my room, I changed as required. I applied my breast forms, switched bras, and slipped into a soft blue cotton dress that hugged my body, the smooth fabric clinging to my skin and flaring out prettily around my thighs. I did my hair and makeup carefully, then stepped into a pair of heels. Feeling defeated, I walked directly in front of the nanny cam set up in the corner of my room and did a slow twirl, the dress swishing around me as I turned.

I locked my bedroom door with a soft click and sat on the edge of my bed, heart still racing from the day. I scrolled aimlessly on my phone, too anxious to play video games or turn on the TV. Every tiny creak in the house made me freeze, ears straining for footsteps on the stairs in case one of my parents came up.

Just as I was about to start changing, my phone buzzed with a text from Miss Connery: “Looking very pretty, Fiona! But your room is so ugly and boyish… we’ll have to do something about that. Go in your backyard and take some selfies: one laying on the grass with your pretty dress fanned out, one with a flower in your hair, and one with you blowing a kiss. You have 5 minutes.”

Pure panic surged through me, adrenaline flooding my veins and making my hands shake. The thought of sneaking through the house dressed like this terrified me. My parents were still downstairs. I considered refusing for a split second, but the fear of punishment and the ticking clock won out. I quickly slipped off my heels, carrying them in one hand so I could move quietly, my bare feet with their bright pink toenails cold on the floor.

I crept down the stairs on trembling legs, every heartbeat loud in my ears. From the bottom step I could see my parents sitting on the couch watching TV, their backs to me. I tiptoed past them as silently as possible, holding my breath, the soft cotton dress whooshing. The back door creaked softly as I eased it open, the sound deafening to my panicked mind. Once outside in the cool night air I quickly put my heels back on, the grass uneven beneath them.

I sat down on the lawn, girlishly fanning the white skirt of the dress out around me so it spread in a wide circle. I smiled softly at the phone, snapped the first selfie, and checked it. In the photo I looked like a cute, feminine girl reclining on the grass in a cute dress, my breast forms creating noticeable cleavage, legs tucked modestly to the side, makeup glowing under the outdoor lights, and the dress fabric arranged prettily around me.

Heart still pounding, I hurried across the yard toward the flower bed, struggling in the heels as they sank slightly into the grass. I picked a small red flower and tucked it behind my ear, then tilted my head coyly and smiled for the camera. The second photo showed me looking sweet and innocently girly with the flower accenting my styled hair, my coy expression and the soft lighting highlighting my smooth skin and pretty features.

For the final shot I puckered my glossy lips and blew a kiss toward the camera, capturing the pose. I sent all three pictures to Miss Connery as fast as I could, then yanked off my heels again and crept back toward the house, adrenaline making every shadow feel threatening.

Just as I approached the back door I spotted my mom in the kitchen tidying up. I ducked behind the wall instantly, hyperventilating, chest heaving as cold fear washed over me. I waited there for what felt like forever, almost twenty agonizing minutes, until I risked another glance and saw both my parents had gone upstairs to bed.

I slipped back inside, heels in hand, and padded silently up to my room. The second the door closed and locked behind me I let out a shaky breath, my legs weak. I checked my phone. Miss Connery had replied: “Good girl. Have a good night. P.S. Sheer black nighty and panties tonight.”

Exhausted and defeated, I removed the red dress, wiped off my makeup, and slipped out of my panties. I pulled on the matching sheer black G-string panties, the tiny fabric barely covering anything as it stretched over my chastity cage. Then I slid the sheer black nightie covered in little red hearts over my head. The delicate fabric whispered against my skin and settled over my breast forms, its transparency leaving almost nothing hidden. I climbed into bed, heart still thudding heavily in my chest, the events of the entire day replaying in my mind as I tried to fall asleep.

The rest of the week blurred together in a exhausting cycle of constant stress. At school the teasing never let up: whispers, giggles, and mocking comments about my Halloween costume, my lipgloss incident, and my increasingly feminine mannerisms followed me from class to class. The same classmates I had tried so hard to convince I was still normal after Halloween seemed to take special pleasure in reminding me otherwise. At home I spent every evening sneaking around in dresses and heels, heart pounding at every floorboard creak, terrified my parents would catch me. By Friday night I felt completely drained, the nonstop anxiety and shame wearing me down until I could barely think straight.

On Saturday evening after dinner I changed into a very frilly white dress Miss Connery had instructed me to wear. The layers of ruffles and lace made it poof out around my hips and thighs, the bodice hugging my breast forms tightly. I slipped on red heels that made my legs look longer and more delicate, grabbed a matching red purse, and did my makeup with soft eyes, rosy cheeks, and glossy red lips. I crept out of the house carefully, the cool evening air brushing my bare legs as I minced down the sidewalk in my own neighborhood. Every passing car or distant voice sent a fresh spike of fear through me, my cheeks burning at the thought of a neighbor seeing me like this.

When I reached Miss Connery’s house I knocked timidly, my hand trembling. Kaylee opened the door looking as stunning as ever in a fitted top that showed off her boobs and tight jeans that accentuated her ass. Her hair fell in loose waves, and her makeup was fresh and glowing. She smiled brightly. “Come in, sissy.”

I stepped inside, then froze the moment I saw Max standing in the living room. He looked tall, strong, and casually confident in a simple t-shirt that stretched across his broad chest. The contrast hit me like a physical blow. Here I was in a frilly white dress and red heels, delicate and made-up like a porcelain doll, while he stood there radiating natural masculinity. Next to him, dressed like this, I felt smaller and less like a man than ever. Jealousy burned hot inside me knowing he got to be with Kaylee while I had been reduced to this. Miss Connery’s words replayed in my head, mocking me. “No woman wants to date a sissy.”

Kaylee giggled at my reaction, clearly enjoying it. “Aren’t you gonna greet Max properly, Fiona?”

My face turned beet-red. I lowered my head, gathered the ruffles of my dress, and curtsied deeply, my voice coming out soft and girly. “Hi, sir.”

Max looked amused, a spark of excitement in his eyes at the power dynamic. “Hi, sissy.”

Kaylee waved a hand toward the stairs. “My mom’s waiting for you upstairs. Don’t worry, we’ll all hang out after, girl.”

I curtsied again, my movements dainty and practiced. “Yes, Miss Kaylee.”

I turned and began delicately ascending the stairs, the red heels forcing small, careful steps that made my frilly dress sway. Behind me I heard both of them laughing, the sound following me up each step and deepening the profound sense of shame and emasculation that settled heavy in my chest.

I knocked timidly and stepped into Miss Connery’s bedroom. Her face immediately lit up when she saw me. “Cute dress, Fiona. Take it off and get changed into what I have laid out for you.”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I replied softly, my voice already small. I unzipped the back of the frilly white dress and let it slide down my body, stepping out of it until I stood in nothing but my bra and panties. My skin prickled under the cool air as I walked over to the bed where the outfit waited.

It was nothing but the super slutty pink lace teddy from Victoria’s Secret and a pair of pink heels. The bodysuit was made of delicate, sheer pink lace with intricate floral patterns that barely covered anything. It had a deep plunging neckline that would expose most of my cleavage, thin spaghetti straps, and a high-cut bottom that would ride up between my cheeks like a thong. A tiny satin bow sat at the center of the crotch area. The fabric was so fine it was almost transparent in places.

Miss Connery spoke again. “Bra and panties off too, honey.”

My pulse quickened as I reached behind my back and unhooked my bra, letting it fall away. My breast forms sat exposed on my chest, their weight suddenly feeling heavier and more obvious. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and slid them down my smooth legs, the satin whispering against my skin. Standing completely naked except for the chastity cage between my legs, I picked up the pink lace bodysuit.

I stepped into it carefully, the delicate lace sliding up my legs and over my thighs. As I pulled it higher, the high-cut bottom wedged firmly between my cheeks, the tiny fabric pressing against my cage and leaving almost nothing to the imagination. The sheer lace stretched tight across my ass and hips, the floral patterns doing little to hide the smooth skin beneath. I adjusted the plunging neckline over my breast forms, the deep V exposing soft curves and making the forms look even more pronounced. The thin straps settled on my shoulders. The whole thing felt incredibly revealing and feminine, every movement making the lace shift and brush against my skin in a way that reminded me how slutty I looked. I slipped on the pink heels last, the straps buckling around my ankles and forcing my posture into something dainty enough to match my outfit.

I turned shamefully to face Miss Connery, awaiting further instructions. She smiled. “Cute! Now go do your makeup, sissy. I have a tutorial open on the computer.”

I nodded obediently, hating myself. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

I sat down at the vanity, the lace bodysuit riding even higher as I settled onto the chair. I wiped off the makeup I had on and then turned on the video and began following the steps exactly.

First came the primer, cool and silky as I smoothed it over my face and neck. Next I applied the foundation, blending it carefully until my skin had a smooth, doll-like finish that erased any trace of masculinity. I added pink blush next, sweeping it across my cheekbones in soft circles until my face looked flushed and coy. Then came the bright pink lipstick, the creamy color gliding across my lips and making them look fuller and more inviting. I moved on to my eyes, applying rose-gold eyeshadow in careful layers across my lids, blending it outward for a soft, shimmering effect. Finally, I carefully applied the false lashes, glueing them into place and then coating everything with heavy mascara until my lashes looked dramatically long and thick.

When I finished I looked up into the mirror. The girl staring back at me looked like a porn star. My face was soft and pretty with that perfect doll-like finish, the bright pink lips standing out boldly, the rose-gold eyeshadow giving my eyes a sultry, feminine glow, and the heavy lashes making every blink look exaggerated and coquettish. Combined with the slutty pink lace bodysuit that left my legs, hips, and most of my chest on display, I looked like a desperate, hyper-feminine plaything meant for some man to have his way with.

Just as I was about to stand, Miss Connery spoke again. “Put the earrings in too, Fiona, and put your hair up in pigtails with the pink hair ties.”

I obeyed shamefully. I slid the large hoop earrings into my ears, the cool metal brushing my neck with every tiny movement. Then I gathered my hair into two high pigtails, securing them with the bright pink hair ties. The style made me look younger and more innocent while the heavy makeup and revealing bodysuit made me look overtly sexual at the same time.

I looked in the mirror again and the shame hit even harder. The girl in the reflection was a confusing, emasculating mix of slutty and childishly innocent: big hoop earrings, bouncy pigtails tied with cute pink ribbons, heavy sultry makeup, and that tiny pink lace bodysuit riding up her ass and barely containing her breasts. She looked completely demure and feminine, like a hot young woman dressed to try to please a man. The sight sent an unwanted, confusing spark of arousal through me that made my cage tighten painfully. I stood up quickly, trying to shake the disturbing thought from my head, and minced over to Miss Connery where she lay on the bed. “I’m ready, Miss Connery.”

Her eyes lit up with clear excitement. “Yes you are. Follow me.”

I followed her out of the room on shaky legs, the pink heels clicking softly, every step making the lace bodysuit shift and ride higher. Horror flooded through me at the thought of Max seeing me like this. As we approached Kaylee’s room and I heard their voices inside, I whispered desperately, “Miss Connery, please…”

She cut me off harshly. “Don’t start with me, little girl. If you’d prefer, I could bring you to the mall like this.”

I hung my head in defeat, the threat settling over me like a heavy weight.

She smiled. “Great. Now when I open that door I want you to sashay in there as sexy as you can right behind me. If you don’t, there will be consequences. Do you understand?”

I nodded sadly. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She smiled wider and pushed open the door.

I sashayed into the room as femininely as I could manage, the pink lace bodysuit shifting and pulling with every tiny step. The thin straps dug slightly into my shoulders, the high-cut bottom wedged tightly between my cheeks, and the sheer floral lace left almost every curve of my body on full display. Max’s eyes went wide as he stared, his gaze traveling slowly up and down my nearly naked form. The intensity of his look made me feel incredibly vulnerable, like a gazelle being examined by a lion.

“Holy shit,” he muttered, voice thick with surprise.

Kaylee laughed brightly. “See? I told you… she’s super sexy.”

Miss Connery turned her attention to me, her smile sharp. “Yes she is.” She paused, letting the silence stretch. “Alright, Fiona. I know we’ve talked about this a few times so this shouldn’t come as a shock to you, but you need to get comfortable being looked at by men, and you also need to get comfortable flirting with men. Lucky for you, we have a man right here who’s agreed to help you out. Isn’t that nice?”

The realization of what was happening made me tremble. My stomach churned sickeningly as I glanced up at Max. He was staring at me like I was something to be consumed, his eyes dark with amusement and something hungrier. The thought of having to practice flirting with him while dressed in nothing but this tiny pink lace bodysuit made my legs feel weak and my throat tight.

Miss Connery must have seen the panic in my posture. “Well, I can tell you’re not in the right mindset yet, Fiona. Don’t worry, we’ll help you with that.”

Kaylee giggled beside Max. I stood there trembling, nervously anticipating what was coming next.

Miss Connery walked over to Kaylee’s bed and picked up a large, fluffy pink teddy bear. She placed it on the floor directly in front of the full-length mirror, then looked at me expectantly. “Get on your knees and straddle the bear, Fiona.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes. The humiliation of doing this in front of both of them, especially Max, was too much. “Miss Connery…”

Miss Connery snapped. “Now, Fiona.”

My legs moved almost on their own, carrying me over to the bear. I slowly lowered myself to my knees on the carpet, the lace of the bodysuit pulling tighter across my skin. I spread my legs and straddled the soft, plush toy, my knees pressing into the floor on either side of it. Max watched with a huge grin, his expression one of pure disbelief and enjoyment, like he couldn’t believe anyone would allow themselves to be reduced to this.

Miss Connery’s voice was laced with amusement of her own. “Good girl. Now ride the bear. Grind on him like you want him to get you pregnant.”

Kaylee and Max both burst out laughing as I cringed, the words made my face burn hot, a deep, mortifying wave of shame settling into my bones. I looked over at Miss Connery, who simply smirked and nodded. “You can start, sissy.”

With tears welling behind my eyes, I began to move. Tentatively at first, I rocked my hips forward, grinding my caged crotch against the soft fur of the bear. The lace fabric shifted and rubbed against my skin with every motion, the high-cut bottom pulling even tighter between my cheeks. I picked up the pace under her watchful gaze, gyrating more deliberately, my breast forms bouncing slightly inside the plunging neckline. The plush bear pressed back against me with every downward roll of my hips, the sensation degradingly intimate.

Miss Connery’s tone stayed light but commanding. “You can do better than that, sissy. Remember the bear is your boyfriend and you want him inside you.”

I obeyed, rolling my hips harder, thrusting against the toy in longer, more rhythmic strokes. The movement made the delicate lace scrape teasingly over my most sensitive areas, the tiny satin bow at the crotch shifting with each grind.

Kaylee cracked up. “Oh my God, you little slut. I didn’t know you had that in you.”

Miss Connery chuckled. “She’s in heat.”

They shared another laugh while I continued, my cheeks blazing with shame as I kept humping the bear in front of them.

Miss Connery spoke again. “Look at yourself in the mirror, Fiona.”

I looked up toward the full-length mirror. The reflection staring back at me was devastating. A slutty, ultra-feminine figure knelt there on the floor, pink lace bodysuit stretched tight over her body, the sheer fabric doing nothing to hide the curves of her breasts or the way the bottom disappeared between her smooth cheeks. Her face was made up garishly: bright pink lips parted slightly, rose-gold eyeshadow shimmering, long lashes fluttering with every embarrassed blink. My pigtails bounced cutely with each thrust, the big hoop earrings swaying. I looked pathetic and ridiculous, yet undeniably sexy in the most degrading way possible, a desperate girl lost in her own humiliating performance. The sight twisted something deep inside me, a confusing heat beginning to build despite the overwhelming shame.

Kaylee called out cheerfully, “Play with your boobs, Fiona!”

My hands moved almost automatically. I reached up and cupped my breast forms through the thin lace, squeezing and fondling them the way I thought a girl would. My fingers pressed into the soft, yielding material, thumbs brushing over the nipples as I continued grinding against the bear. In the mirror I watched myself doing it; the way my hips rolled, the way my boobs pushed forward into my own hands, the way my pigtails swayed, and my glossy lips stayed parted. The visual was overwhelming. The more I looked, the more the deeply confusing arousal grew. I strained weakly inside my pink cage, a frustrating, insistent pressure building between my legs that only deepened the humiliation. The girl in the mirror looked hot, and the fact that she was me made everything feel impossibly wrong and intensely shameful at the same time. I didn’t know why it was turning me on so much, but I couldn’t deny it was.

A soft whimper escaped my lips as I continued grinding against the bear, my caged cock pulsing uselessly inside the tight pink lace, straining desperately but unable to harden. The frustrating pressure only grew with every roll of my hips, the plush fur pressing back against the dampening fabric between my legs.

Kaylee giggled, her voice bright with delight. “I think she’s starting to really get into it.”

Max stared, dumbfounded, his mouth slightly open. “Yeah…”

My face burned hotter than ever. I could feel the flush spreading down my neck and across my chest as I kept moving, deeply embarrassed and confused by the way my own body was betraying me in front of them.

Miss Connery grinned with clear satisfaction. “I think so too. Moan and whine some more, little girl.”

Intensely humiliated, my whole body felt feverishly hot as I obeyed. Soft, breathy moans began slipping from my glossy pink lips with each forward thrust of my hips, the sounds girlish and needy. The more I moaned, the more excited Kaylee and Miss Connery became, their giggles turning giddy and encouraging. Max, meanwhile, shifted awkwardly on the bed, looking turned on but trying to hide it, his eyes locked intently on me the entire time.

Kaylee approached, still giggling, and brought her hand down on my ass with a sharp smack. The sting bloomed across my cheek through the thin lace, making another little whimper escape me. “Yeah, you like that, don’t you, slut?” She spanked me again, and again, each slap landing with enough force to make my cheeks jiggle and sting warmly. The sensation mixed with the grinding, the lace rubbing against my skin, and the visual in the mirror creating an overwhelming sensory storm. I watched myself in the reflection: pigtails bouncing, hips rolling shamelessly, hands still fondling my own breasts through the sheer fabric, while Kaylee’s hand kept connecting with my ass. The stinging heat spread, adding to the confusing throb in my cage.

Miss Connery walked over and towered above me, her presence making me feel even smaller and more pathetic. She took out her phone and started recording, the small white light blinking as she pointed it down at me. She smirked. “Thank him for fucking you, Fiona.”

Tears welled up again. My voice came out in a near-whine. “Thank you for fucking me…”

Kaylee cracked up. Miss Connery corrected me firmly. “His name is Daddy, Fiona. Now say it right.”

I whimpered, the words tasting bitter. “Thank you for fucking me, Daddy…”

Kaylee spanked me again as Miss Connery recorded with a cruel smirk on her face. “Repeat after me, Fiona: Thanks for putting me in my place, Daddy. I’m just a pretty little faggot who needs your big cock.”

A single tear rolled down my cheek, cutting a warm trail through my makeup. It felt like my dignity was melting away, yet I was so turned on. I repeated the words in a shaky, breathy voice while staring at my reflection. “Thanks for putting me in my place, Daddy. I’m just a pretty little faggot who needs your big cock.”

I kept going for several more minutes, moaning and whining softly as I massaged my breasts and ground rhythmically against the bear, my eyes locked on the degrading sight in the mirror. The pink lace bodysuit clung damply to my skin now, the high-cut bottom wedged tightly, my pigtails swaying with every movement.

Eventually Kaylee reached down between my legs and rubbed the dampened crotch of the teddy, her fingers pressing against the cage through the lace. She giggled. “I think someone’s little pussy is wet.”

Miss Connery smiled. “Good. She’s ready. Fiona, you can stop now.”

I was incredibly relieved as I started to stand, legs shaky, still painfully aroused but grateful to be done.

Miss Connery snapped. “I did not say get up.”

I quickly dropped back down to my knees, looking up through my long lashes submissively.

Miss Connery smiled. “Be a good girl and crawl over to Max. Then ask him if you can climb on the bed with him… make it as sexy as you can.”

Shamefully I lowered myself onto all fours. I crawled across the floor as sexily as I could manage, arching my back and pushing my ass high in the air, the pink lace bodysuit stretched tight and leaving nothing hidden. I looked up at Max through my lashes. He looked like he was about to explode, his face flushed and his breathing heavy.

I sat back on my calves, hands resting delicately in my lap. In a soft, sexy, whiney voice I asked, “Can I get on the bed with you, Max?”

Max just nodded, looking completely taken aback. I shakily stood up and climbed onto the bed, my body trembling from the overwhelming mix of humiliation, lingering arousal, and fear of what they would make me do next.

Miss Connery gestured toward Max where he sat on the edge of the bed. “Go on, Fiona. Flirt with him. Do your best.”

I sat there trembling beside him in the tiny pink lace bodysuit, barely able to look at him. My voice came out small and shaky as I tried to flirt to Max. “H-hi… you look really good today.”

It sounded terrible, awkward and forced. My cheeks burned as Kaylee and Miss Connery both laughed.

Kaylee shook her head. “No, sweetie. Softer voice, tilt your head a little, and touch his arm when you flirt. Try again.”

I shifted closer to him on the bed, the mattress dipping slightly. I tilted my head, letting one pigtail fall forward, and lightly rested my dainty fingers on Max’s bicep. The muscle felt hard and warm under my touch, a stark contrast to my slim body. “Hi Max… you look really strong,” I squeaked, trying to make my voice breathier.

Max’s eyes stayed locked on me, dark and hungry, which only made my stomach twist tighter. Miss Connery corrected me again. “Giggle a little after you say it. And bat your lashes more.”

I tried over and over, each attempt more humiliating than the last. They made me practice tone, light touches on his chest and arms while we sat together on the bed, the way I shifted my weight to lean into him, the soft giggles I forced out after every line. Max never looked away, his gaze traveling over my exposed skin and the areas where the lace barely covered me. The contrast between his tall, muscular frame and my petite, pink lace-clad body made me feel smaller and more powerless with every correction. I was nothing but a timid, feminized doll trying desperately to flirt with a real man while two women directed my every move. My ego was in shambles, but I had no choice.

Eventually the coaching paid off. My voice came out softer and more naturally flirtatious. “You’re so tall and strong, Max… it makes me feel so tiny next to you,” I said, giggling softly as I traced a finger down his muscular chest. I batted my lashes and pouted my lips, letting my pride go..

Max’s breathing had grown heavier. Kaylee suddenly giggled and pointed. “Look, Max is hard.” A clear tent had formed in the front of his pants.

The blood drained from my face. I felt super vulnerable and powerless, my own equipment locked in a little pink cage as I sat there half-naked beside him on the bed, staring at his bulging manhood. Max blushed but managed an awkward smile. “She…she looks like a hot girl…”

Kaylee giggled. “That’s okay. She is.”

Miss Connery’s voice was firm. “Fiona, straddle Max like you did the bear. Max, lay down on the bed.”

Panic flooded through me, but I reluctantly obeyed. Max lay back on Kaylee’s bed as I climbed up and straddled his lap, lowering myself until I was sitting directly on him. His hard, thick cock pressed firmly against the back of my panties, the heat and size of it unmistakable through the thin lace as it nestled right between my plump cheeks. My hands rested on his broad chest, feeling the steady rise and fall of his breathing and the solid muscle beneath my palms. The contrast was crushing: his powerful, manly body underneath me while I straddled him in delicate pink lace, pigtails framing my made-up face, completely submissive and feminine. The difference between us could not be more clear, it was obvious that he was the only man in the room.

Miss Connery and Kaylee began instructing me again. “Start moving your hips, nice and slow. Roll them like you’re trying to please him.”

I began to grind on his lap, the hard length of him rubbing against me with every circle of my hips. It was intensely sensory:  the heat radiating through the fabric, the way his cock twitched and pressed upward trying to enter me, the friction making the lace pull tighter against my own caged and still aching penis. My breast forms bounced softly in the plunging neckline as I moved.

“Play with your boobs while you dance for him,” Miss Connery laughed. “Toss your hair and moan for him. Tell him how big he feels.”

I was on the verge of crying again, but I obeyed, cupping and squeezing my own breasts through the lace while I rolled my hips in wider, more sensual circles. I tossed my pigtails over my shoulder and let out soft, breathy moans. “Oh… you’re so big, Daddy…” The words felt degrading as they left my glossy lips, but I kept moving, my ass grinding back against his hardness while they watched and directed every detail of my body language.

The whole experience left me feeling completely objectified, like nothing more than a sexy little toy performing for their amusement. Max’s hands stayed at his sides but his eyes never left me, dark with lust, making me feel even more powerless and emasculated.

Eventually Miss Connery ended it. “Alright, you can stop now, sissy.”

I climbed off him immediately, legs trembling. The lingering heat and ache between my cheeks and the dampness in the lace made every movement feel weak and shaky.

Kaylee smiled brightly. “Congratulations, princess! You just made a real man hard and nearly made him cum! You should feel proud.”

I took one look at Max’s face, smug and satisfied, his erection still obvious, and the tears I had been holding back finally spilled over. My shoulders shook as I wept quietly, overwhelmed with shame at what I had been made to do and at how I had gotten turned on by my own slutty appearance.

Miss Connery chuckled, clearly amused. “Alright, alright. It’s over, sissy. Go put your dress on over that and then I’ll drive you home. I’m sure these two want to be alone anyways.”

I tottered out of the room on shaky heels, the pink lace still riding high and the frilly dress waiting. As I left, the realization hit me hard; I had probably just gotten Max turned on and warmed up so he could fuck Kaylee. The thought made me feel even more pathetic and used, a pretty but a disposable little cuckold for my owner’s daughter.

I sat in the passenger seat on the ride home, the white dress pulled over the slutty pink lace bodysuit. The fabric clung damply to my skin, and every shift in the seat reminded me of the lingering ache and heat between my cheeks. I sniffled softly, trying hard not to cry again as the memories replayed: the way I had ground on Max, moaned for him, felt his hard cock pressing against me while they all watched. I didn’t want to do it, but I had no choice.

Miss Connery glanced over with a satisfied smile. “It seems like you have a natural talent with boys, Fiona. I’m impressed.”

I said nothing, just stared down at my heels and the way my hands rested delicately in my lap, wallowing in the heavy shame that pressed down on me.

She continued casually. “Don’t worry, pretty girl. You’ll have plenty of opportunities to refine that talent and build new… um… skills.”

The implications troubled me deeply. I whimpered, my voice small. “But Miss Connery… I’m not gay… I don’t like boys.”

She laughed as if I had said something ridiculous. “Of course you do, Fiona. You’re a sissy.”

I thought back to the feeling of Max’s thick, hard cock pressed firmly between my cheeks through the thin lace, the heat and size of it, and cringed. “No… I really don’t.”

Her tone turned a bit harsher. “If I say you like boys, then you like boys, Fiona. And that’s the end of it. And trust me, sweetie, if you ever wanna get out of your cute little cage again, you will learn to love boys.”

The words settled over me with resolute finality. I felt completely trapped and defeated, my shoulders slumping as I stared out the window, the streetlights blurring slightly through the tears I struggled to hold back.

As she pulled up to my house she said, “Say it.”

I mumbled weakly, “I love boys…”

She snapped, “Like you mean it!”

I forced my voice higher and more girlish, the words enthusiastic and fake. “I love boys!”

She chuckled, clearly amused. “Good girl. Now go inside and relax for the night. You’ve earned it. We’ll talk about getting you some more male attention soon.”

I replied pitifully, “Yes, Miss Connery,” feeling sick to my stomach about this latest development.

As I started getting out of the car she added, “Oh, and it’s already pretty late. I wouldn’t bother to change unless it’s into a nightie, you know?” She chuckled again as I nodded and closed the door.

I tottered toward the house on shaky heels, trying to focus on being quiet as I sneaked inside. My mind kept racing, panicking and ruminating about everything that had happened tonight and the terrifying new reality Miss Connery had just revealed about me getting more male attention in the future. The weight of it all made me sick as I carefully crept upstairs, hoping my parents were already asleep.

To Be Continued…
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