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I walked into school the Wednesday before Thanksgiving with my head down and my steps careful and small across the familiar scuffed tiles. Casual chatter bounced off the lockers and voices overlapped in excited bursts as I solemnly made my way to my locker. At least the long weekend started after today. A few days away from these hallways felt like the only thing keeping my legs moving forward.

The past weeks had ground me down further. Christina had pulled me aside three more mornings to quickly apply makeup to me, the slick sweetness of the gloss coating my lips and the light floral mist of my perfume drawing more attention to me each time. The stares from classmates had grown bolder, their eyes lingering on the arch of my brows or the effeminate sway of my hips. My friends kept their distance now, conversations dying into awkward pauses whenever I approached, their glances sliding away like they no longer knew what to make of me. A few girls in my classes had stopped pretending to be nice altogether. Their quiet giggles and knowing looks followed me between periods, cementing the idea that Halloween had revealed to them what I really was.

Nights at home brought their own tightrope walk. I moved through my room on tiptoe, every soft click of my heels against the floor sending my heart racing as I strained to hear any sound from the hallway. The airy feel of my sheer nighties and the persistent weight pressing on my chest served as constant, silent reminders I could never fully set aside.

The time at Miss Connery’s house was the worst. Kaylee and Max were officially together now, his tall, solid frame lounging around the house constantly like he owned the place. Seeing him pull her close, the same girl I had pictured myself with when this all began, always left a painful, heavy ache low in my stomach. But it was Miss Connery’s orders that made it unbearable. Whenever Max appeared I had to brighten up, my voice going soft and sweet, complimenting his arms or his smile, forcing playful little exchanges while I did my best to act cute for him. Three more of those humiliating sessions had followed, each one stripping my dignity lower and lower. Straddling his lap, rolling my hips in slow circles while the thick, insistent heat of his cock nestled firmly between my butt cheeks through thin lace, my own locked penis trapped uselessly as I moaned the words they fed me. The worst part about it was the way Max looked at me now, like I was a cute little thing he desperately wanted to fuck, and each time I sat down on his hard cock was throbbing proof of that being exactly how he felt.

I reached my locker and closed it with a soft click; the sound lost under the hallway noise. Kaylee and Christina approached then for their usual morning panty check. It was pretty pointless now that I only owned female underwear, more of symbolic ritual to start off each day by cementing their dominance and emasculating me. Kaylee looked effortlessly pretty as usual in her nylon floral dress, the fabric swaying gently around her legs with each step. Christina walked tall and commanding beside her in jeans and a fitted sweater.

“Bathroom time,” Kaylee nearly sang, not breaking stride as she continued down the hall.

Christina glanced back, smiling at me. “Now, pussy boy.”

A few students nearby had caught the exchange. Their amused grins and curious stares followed me as I dropped my gaze, cheeks flushing hot, and scampered after the girls like I was their obedient pet. Behind me their voices rose in giggles and muttered comments, the words unclear but the tone obvious enough to make it clear they found me amusing and pathetic.

I followed Kaylee and Christina into the girls’ bathroom on the second floor, my heart hammering against my ribs as the heavy door clicked shut behind us.

As soon as the door closed, Christina crossed her arms and smirked. “You know the drill… bra and panties, faggot.”

I swallowed hard, hating it every time she called me that, but never quite finding the strength to stand up for myself. My voice came out nervous and small. “But you didn’t lock the door.”

Kaylee giggled, tilting her head. “Well then you better be quick, little girl.”

My hands shook as I stripped off my shirt, then shoved down my sweats, sneakers, and socks, leaving everything in a messy pile. I stood there exposed in my hot red satin bra and panty set, the smooth, shiny fabric cool and slippery against my skin. The bra hugged my chest with its delicate lace trim and tiny bows at the center, while the matching panties sat high on my hips, the satin clinging snugly to my cage with its tiny, useless little bump and leaving my smooth, hairless legs and bright red toenails fully on display. I stared down at those glossy red nails, wishing the floor would swallow me, desperately hoping no one would push the door open.

Kaylee circled me slowly, her eyes lighting up. “Cute! I love the red on you, so sexy! Strike a pose for me, Fiona.”

I quickly placed one hand on my hip and shifted my weight, cocking my hip out in a practiced feminine pose, my cheeks burning as I silently begged for this to end so I could cover up before anyone walked in.

Just then the door swung open. My heart stopped and it felt like ice flooded my veins as Emily stepped inside, the petite, very cute Asian girl who sat behind me in first period. Her long, straight black hair framed a delicate heart-shaped face with soft doe eyes and naturally pink lips. She looked shocked for a second, then her expression softened into gentle surprise.

She had been the one asking all those questions about me crossdressing on Halloween, and after that day she was always treating me like I might actually be exploring something. I had tried so hard to convince her it was just a one-time thing, but now everything I had said was crumbling right in front of her while I stood there practically naked in shiny red satin.

Emily tentatively stepped closer, a soft giggle escaping her. “Oh my gosh, Frank…”

Christina grinned like she was savoring every second. “Oh, she prefers Fiona.”

Emily’s voice stayed gentle and sweet, like she was talking to a fragile little girl. “Fiona, you look so cute in those… but I thought you said you weren’t a crossdresser?”

Kaylee jumped in smoothly. “Oh, she tells everyone at school that because she’s still too embarrassed to be herself here, but she’s working on that, right Fiona?”

I was completely mortified, my skin burning the same shade as my lingerie. I managed a weak reply. “Um, yeah…”

Emily gasped softly, her eyes wide with gentle understanding as she heard my girl voice. “I should’ve known… Well, you look very pretty, Fiona. But um… why are you posing in your underwear?”

Christina laughed lightly. “She was dying to show off her new set and pedicure, weren’t you, princess?”

Hating how easily Emily seemed to accept it all, how she looked at me with those tender eyes like I was a delicate little thing that needed protecting, I forced the words out. “Um, yeah… I wanted to show them off.”

Emily giggled again and reached out to gently touch my arm, her fingers warm and careful against my bare skin. “Well, you should remember to lock the door next time.”

I forced a small, embarrassed smile, my face on fire. Kaylee cooed, “Aww, you’re so sweet, Emily. I’m so glad you got to see Fiona. I know she’s been wanting some more girlfriends she can be herself around.”

Emily smiled at me tenderly, her voice soft and encouraging. “I’m glad too. You’re beautiful, Fiona. I hope we can hang out soon.”

I forced another polite smile, my throat tight. “Yeah… definitely.”

She stepped in and gave me a warm, careful hug. The press of her body against my mostly bare skin covered in nothing but the flimsy lingerie felt vulnerable and exposing. Then she pulled back with one last gentle look. “I’ll let you get changed in peace. I’ll see you in first period, Fiona.”

I managed a shaky reply as she turned to leave. “See you in a few…”

As soon as the door closed behind her I frantically started yanking my clothes back on, blinking hard to hold back the sting in my eyes while Kaylee and Christina cracked up, their laughter echoing off the tiles.

Once I was dressed I headed straight for the door, but Christina grabbed my wrist and yanked me back with surprising strength. “Where do you think you’re going, bitch? You haven’t been dismissed yet.”

For a second I felt like I might tell her off, completely furious about what had just happened. But it drained away almost instantly as I looked up at her, leaving me feeling pathetic and weak for how quickly I had submitted. She noticed my shame and smirked. “Good girl. Now look up.”

She pulled out a tube of mascara. My voice cracked. “Please don’t…”

But as she grabbed my chin to steady my face I obediently tilted my head back, letting her apply the mascara until my lashes were long, dark, and fluttery. She capped it and handed the tube to me. “Such a pretty little girl. Now don’t let me see you without those lashes done today or there will be consequences.”

I glanced pleadingly at Kaylee, but she just smiled reassuringly. “You’ll be okay, Fiona. Now go to class.” She opened the door and gave my butt a playful swat, ushering me out into the hallway.

I made my way to first period on unsteady legs, the new weight of the mascara on my lashes making every blink feel coquettish and very noticeable. When I stepped into the classroom Emily was already in her usual seat behind mine. She looked up as I approached and gave me a bright, knowing smile.

“Heyy,” she said softly, her voice warm and gentle.

I felt heat rush into my face. “Hey, Emily.”

Class itself was boring, a blur of the teacher’s voice and scribbling notes, but Emily kept leaning forward to whisper to me between instructions. Her tone stayed sweet and excited, like we were already close girlfriends gossiping. The way she now spoke to me was deeply unsettling, fully believing I wanted this, treating me like one of the girls. At one point she whispered closer, her breath tickling my ear. “I’m going to a wedding in a few weeks, and I just cannot find the right dress.”

Not knowing what else to say, I whispered back, my voice small. “Oh, that’s annoying.”

She brightened immediately. “Maybe we could go shopping together? I could use another girl’s opinion.”

My cheeks burned hotter as I quickly glanced around the room, praying no one had overheard. “Um, yeah… sure.”

The rest of the morning classes dragged by in relative quiet. I caught a few curious looks aimed my way, mostly from girls who seemed to zero in on my long, dark lashes, but thankfully no one said anything mean or teased me outright. Still, every glance made me want to shrink smaller in my seat.

When the bell finally rang for lunch I took a deep breath in the hallway, trying to steady the nervous flutter in my stomach. I would have to sit with my friends again and come up with yet another excuse for why I was wearing makeup. As I walked into the cafeteria I told myself they might not notice, but deep down I knew that wasn’t true.

I sat down at our usual table in the cafeteria, and the moment my tray hit the surface the guys went quiet. All of them stared at me with weird, uncomfortable expressions. The silence stretched out, thick and excruciating, until Ron finally spoke in an almost annoyed tone. “Why are you wearing mascara?”

I opened my mouth quickly, desperate to smooth it over. “It was just another joke by Kaylee. She made a bet with me again and…”

Mike cut me off, his voice flat. “Oh, come on. That’s bullshit.”

Kyle leaned back, shaking his head. “Yeah… and we know you’re not dating her. She’s with that guy Max.”

My chest tightened as I began to feel cornered. I leaned forward, words tumbling out faster, my voice cracking with urgency. “No, seriously, it’s not what it looks like. She just keeps messing with me because she like me. I’m not… I swear I’m not doing this myself. It’s all just stupid pranks and bets.”

They weren’t buying it. Ron gave a short, disbelieving laugh. Sam looked a little more sympathetic but still distant. I kept going, lie after desperate lie spilling out, my hands gesturing wildly as I tried to pull them back to seeing me as one of the guys. But their faces stayed cold, eyes sliding away like they didn’t want to hear it.

At one point Sam spoke up quietly. “You know you can just say if you’re gay or like…trans or whatever.”

Ron chuckled. “Yeah, come on. Don’t try to tell me you’re not a fag. You even move like one.”

Kyle nodded. “You do walk really girly now.”

Mike added, “And you flail your wrists when you talk like a chick.”

The words hit like punches. My eyes stung fiercely as I fought back the tears, throat closing up so tight I could barely speak. “I’m not gay,” I mumbled, voice small and broken.

Ron just chuckled again. “Sure.”

The guys turned back to their conversation without me, talking around me like I wasn’t even there. The exclusion burned worse than anything they had said, like the conclusion was final: I was no longer one of the boys. My vision blurred as hot tears finally spilled over. I shoved up from the table and rushed out of the cafeteria toward the men’s bathroom, shoulders shaking as I tried to hold it together until I was out of sight.

I locked myself in a stall and let the sobs come hard, my whole body trembling. Everything I had tried to hold onto with my friends was now gone. They didn’t respect me anymore. None of them saw me as a guy. They all thought I was gay or trans or some pathetic in-between thing. The realization that I had let this happen with minimal resistance crushed me as I cried into my hands, the sound muffled against the cold metal walls. Minutes passed before I could pull myself together enough to stop shaking.

I crept out of the stall, relieved to find the bathroom empty. In the mirror I saw that my face was a mess, black streaks of mascara running down my cheeks. I grabbed paper towels and wiped everything off as best I could, my hands still trembling. Just as I turned to leave I remembered Christina’s warning. I couldn’t go back out without it.

Feeling completely pathetic for obeying even in a time like this, I pulled the tube of mascara from my pocket and leaned close to the mirror. My reflection stared back at me: red-rimmed eyes, blotchy cheeks, an effeminate girly boy desperately trying to fix his lashes so he wouldn’t get in trouble. Two guys walked in right then and froze, watching me carefully brush the product onto my lashes until they were long, dark, and fluttery again. They exchanged quick looks and made faces at each other, one muttering something under his breath. My cheeks burned as I kept going, stroke after careful stroke, hating how natural the motion felt now, how broken I had been that I would stand here in the boys’ bathroom doing my makeup in front of my classmates rather than risk Christina’s, my female bully’s anger. I capped it, slipped it back into my pocket, and hurried out with my head down.

Outside the bathroom Kaylee was waiting with a soft, sympathetic look on her face. She stepped forward immediately and rubbed my arms in slow, affectionate strokes. “What happened, Fiona? Christina saw you run out of the lunchroom crying.”

I explained everything in a shaky, halting voice, fighting not to break down again as the words came out. She listened the whole time, her touch warm and comforting, never pulling away, her eyes full of gentle concern that made me relax just a little despite everything.

When I finished she pulled me into a big, enveloping hug. “Aww, poor baby.” Her arms wrapped around me securely, one hand gently rubbing my back in soothing circles. The warmth of her body and the soft scent of her hair felt surprisingly safe and comforting, like a small anchor in the middle of the storm. “You know I’m really proud of you, Fiona.”

I sniffled against her shoulder. “Why are you proud?”

She pulled back enough to look at me, smiling softly, her hands still resting on my arms. “Because after all that you still remembered to fix your makeup. You’re such an obedient girl.”

She hugged me again and I sank into it, feeling strangely happy that she was proud of me despite the fact that it was for demonstrating what a broken little pussy I was. She pulled back once more, still smiling warmly. “You don’t have to worry about lunch anymore. You’ll sit with me, Christina, and our friends from now on.”

I nodded, grateful on the surface. “Are you sure they won’t mind a guy sitting with them?”

She gave me an almost pitying look, her voice gentle. “Oh sweetie, none of them really see you as a guy…they all think you’re gay. I wouldn’t worry about that though. Just use your Fiona voice and act like your usual girly self and I’m sure within a few days you’ll have a bunch of new girlfriends.”

The shame inside burned intensely, melting away whatever scraps of dignity I had been clinging to. A bunch of the hottest girls in school thought I was a feminine gay boy without me even speaking to them, that was just the vibe I gave off now. And worse, sitting with them meant confirming that, fully giving up my old life, letting everyone see me as Kaylee’s girly gay best friend instead of fighting to keep even a shred of my old place with the guys. The thought made me want to start bawling again, yet I couldn’t bring myself to argue or sit alone. I agreed anyway, ashamed of myself for how quickly I accepted the emasculating option. Just then the bell rang. Kaylee pulled me into one last hug, whispering softly against my ear, “You’re okay, princess. You’re okay. Now go have a nice rest of your day, okay?”

I nodded meekly. “Okay.”

I headed off sadly toward my afternoon classes, shoulders slumped and the weight of losing my friends pressing down harder with every step.

I woke up the next morning relieved that there was no school, the house quiet except for the distant clatter of pans from the kitchen. For a brief moment it felt almost normal, but that relief evaporated quickly as I remembered Thanksgiving dinner. I hadn’t spent this much uninterrupted time with my parents since before my feminization had started. Hiding the changes over a few quick minutes was one thing. Hours at the table with them watching was something else entirely.

I spent the whole afternoon and dinner on edge, my stomach in knots. Every time I reached for something I tugged at the hem of my shirt, making sure the outline of my bra didn’t show through the fabric. I kept my voice deliberately low and rough, forcing my old masculine cadence even though it felt fake and almost unnatural now, and I sat stiffly, fighting the urge to cross my legs or gesture with my wrists.

My parents seemed different too. They kept glancing at me with these long, intent stares, their voices softer and more careful when they spoke to me, like they were circling some delicate subject they didn’t quite know how to bring up. The awkwardness made my skin crawl. I answered in short, grunted replies, terrified that any slip, a higher note in my voice, a delicate movement of my hands, would give everything away. By the time the plates were cleared I was exhausted, grateful beyond words to finally excuse myself and slip back into my room.

I closed the door behind me and dropped onto the bed, letting out a long, shaky breath as the tension in my shoulders finally started to ease. Only a few minutes later my phone buzzed on the nightstand. I picked it up and read the text from Miss Connery: “Happy Thanksgiving Fiona! I hope you had a nice dinner with your family, but now your services are required. Come to my house in uniform and be ready to work. You have 45 minutes.”

I sprang up in a panic, heart slamming against my ribs. Forty-five minutes. I wouldn’t have enough time.

I frantically stripped off my shirt, socks, pants, and bra, the cool air of my room raising goosebumps on my smooth skin as I moved. I squeezed glue onto the backs of my breast forms and pressed them firmly to my chest, holding them in place with both hands while my pulse thudded in my ears. As I paced anxiously around the room in nothing but my black lace panties, the delicate fabric shifting against my hips with every tight step, I caught my reflection in the mirror. The sight made me freeze, shoulders hunching as I took in the terrified sissy in the mirror, pacing around in his panties as the realistic boobs began bonding to my frame. The fact that they completely controlled me to the point of getting me to do this in my own room suddenly hit me hard, leaving me nauseous as I wondered how I had let my life come to this.

Once my breasts were securely bonded I pulled out a black lace bra that fit them perfectly and hooked it on with practiced ease, the satin straps settling snugly on my shoulders and the cups cradling the added weight. Next I grabbed a pair of sheer white nylon stockings from my panty drawer and sat on the edge of the bed, rolling them carefully up my smooth legs, the silky material gliding over my skin, my red toenails peeking through the sheer fabric. I stepped into the satin black maid dress with its frilly white lace trim, the soft material sliding coolly over my body as I struggled to lace it up tightly in the back, fingers fumbling and slipping from nerves.

I let my hair fall into its natural cute feminine style, pinned on the white lace maid cap headband, and fastened the matching white lace choker around my throat, the fabric pressing lightly against my skin. Then came the makeup, bold and sexy the way I knew they required for uniform service: a flawless doll-like foundation, heavy blush brushed onto my cheeks, thick dark mascara lengthening my lashes, smoky eyeshadow blended across my lids, and a coat of bright red lipstick that left my lips plump and glossy. I slipped in my bigger gold hoop earrings, the weight tugging gently at my lobes, and sprayed myself liberally with sweet cotton candy perfume, the sugary scent wrapping around me in a thick, feminine cloud.

I checked myself one last time in the mirror. The reflection that stared back showed a sexy little French maid with a pronounced hourglass figure, perky breasts spilling from the low neckline of her satin dress, the white lace apron and trim accentuating every curve, long fluttery lashes framing smoky eyes, glossy red lips slightly parted, and the choker and hoop earrings completing the look. It unsettled me to realize how quickly and expertly I could turn myself into a man’s wet dream.

My phone showed I had only twenty minutes left. I grabbed my little black purse, stuffed in my makeup, phone, and a few necessities, and slung it over my shoulder. I picked up my black stilettos with my other hand and crept toward the staircase. My parents were sitting with their backs to me, watching TV in the living room. Heart hammering with fear of discovery, I tiptoed down the stairs as quietly as I could, every creak making me freeze in place. I reached the front door, quickly opened it, and mumbled “See you later” before immediately slipping out and slamming it shut behind me.

I sprinted a few houses down in just my stockings, the nylon whispering against the sidewalk, then stopped to slip on my stilettos. Checking my phone again, I saw I had only four minutes left. Panic surged as I realized I might not make it. I started running as fast as I could in the heels, their height forcing short, dainty little steps with my hips swaying dramatically from side to side, my purse bouncing against my hip, and my hands flailing at my sides. The satin dress swished loudly around my thighs, the lace trim brushing my stockinged legs and almost certainly flashing my panties, and the heavy breast forms bounced with every hurried stride. I felt utterly mortified running so femininely through my own neighborhood dressed like a slutty maid, but I had no choice if I wanted to make it on time.

I arrived at their house panting, chest heaving, with only one minute to spare. Nervously, I knocked on the door.

I stood there on the porch in my full maid uniform, heart still racing from the run, when Miss Connery opened the door wearing a classy red knee-length dress that made her look elegant and in complete control. She smiled down at me with that familiar look of amusement. “Well, hello, Fiona. Just in time.”

I dropped into a deep, demure curtsy, fanning out the satin skirt of my dress as I lowered myself. “Hi, Miss Connery.”

She ushered me inside. The moment I stepped over the threshold my stomach dropped like I had just swallowed a stone. Kaylee sat looking beautiful in a soft pink dress that made her look like a dream, but she was perched comfortably on Max’s lap. He wore a navy blue button-down and khakis, his strong arms around her waist possessively as he whispered something in her ear that made her giggle and lean into him. The sight left me feeling jealous and emasculated. That would’ve been the kind of boyfriend-girlfriend moment I had dreamed about with a pretty girl like Kaylee, back when I was still a normal guy trying to hook up with her. As I stood there in a frilly maid outfit watching a real man had her whisper in her ear and hold her, I wondered if that would ever be me with any girl. Judging by the way things had been going, that didn’t feel like reality for me, I was probably more likely to wind up on some guy’s lap than with a girl on mine. The thought burned through me, leaving me feeling sorry for myself.

Miss Connery noticed my reaction immediately and of course had to dig the knife deeper. “Go say hi, sissy.”

I minced over to them on my stilettos, hips swaying in that graceful feminine way that left me feeling small and cute, the lace trim of my dress swishing with every step. I stopped in front of them and curtsied again, keeping my eyes lowered. “Hi, Miss Kaylee. Hi, Max.”

Kaylee barely glanced at me, still nestled against Max’s chest. “Hey, Fiona,” she said with a light giggle, already turning her attention back to him.

Max gave me a brief, almost condescending smile but quickly went back to murmuring to Kaylee. The casual dismissal made me feel so small and inferior, like I was nothing more than a cute little girl who was bothering the adults during their private moment.

Miss Connery clapped her hands once. “Alright, sissy. I was kind enough to bring all the dishes, glasses, and silverware into the kitchen. All I need you to do is wash them and then clean up the kitchen and the dining room table. When you’re done, come assume the waiting position by Kaylee. Any questions?”

“No, Miss Connery,” I replied softly.

She was already headed back to the couch. “Alright, Fiona. Get started.”

I curtsied once more but she wasn’t even looking, which made the gesture even more demeaning. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

I headed into the kitchen, the click of my heels on the tile echoing my submission with every step. As I stood at the sink washing plates and glasses, the warm soapy water running over my hands and the weight of my breast forms shifting in the tight bra with each scrub, my place felt inescapably obvious. I wore ultra-girly outfits and served the real men and women while they enjoyed themselves. I was not an equal to anyone in this house. While Kaylee sat on Max’s lap giggling and kissing him, making him feel every bit like the man he was, I pranced around the kitchen cleaning up after them. Every laugh I heard from the living room twisted the knife of jealousy and emasculation further. I wiped down counters and the dining table with careful, elegant movements, constantly aware of how my dress rode up my thighs and how the choker felt snug around my neck. The whole time I felt utterly pathetic, a feminized servant with no dignity or self-respect.

When I finally finished I minced back into the living room, the sway of my hips and the bounce of my boobs in the low-cut dress making me feel even more girly and submissive, Kaylee was still on Max’s lap, the two of them making out passionately. Shame ate away at me as I dropped gracefully to my knees beside them, folding my hands in my lap in the proper waiting position, the lace of my skirt’s hem brushing my thighs. I stayed there demurely, eyes down, listening to the soft sounds of their tender kisses as I reflected on what I could not have.

When they finally pulled apart, Kaylee looked down at me with a pleased little smile. “All done with your chores, girly?”

“Yes, Miss Kaylee,” I mumbled quietly.

She reached out and pet my head like I was a puppy. “Such a good girl.”

Just then Miss Connery walked back in. “Are we ready, guys?”

Kaylee looked at Max excitedly. “I think so.”

He nodded. “I’m good to go.”

“Great!” Miss Connery said. “Let’s get started.”

Kaylee slid off Max’s lap so he could move to the couch and sit down. Miss Connery turned her attention to me, tilting my chin up with her fingers so I had to look at her. “Fiona… how do you think Max looks tonight?”

I glanced over at him. He looked handsome and well put together sitting there, broad shoulders filling out his shirt, the complete opposite of the frilly sissy kneeling on the floor in stockings and heels. The contrast drove home my place even harder. There was only one man in the house, and it wasn’t me, that much was obvious. I wasn’t gay, but knowing I had to play the part, I forced my voice into a breathy, extra-girly tone and twirled a lock of my hair around my finger. “He looks really cute.” I added a coy little giggle that felt humiliating to produce, hating myself for it the moment it slipped out.

Kaylee cracked up. Miss Connery smirked. “Then go flirt with him, Fiona.”

I hated that I had to do this again, but I knew I had no choice and that I had better do a good job. I was at least grateful I didn’t have to do it in just lingerie this time.

I stood up slowly, smoothing down the satin skirt with delicate hands, the lace trim brushing my thighs as I forced a flirty smile onto my glossy red lips. My hips swayed with practiced, sexy confidence as I sauntered over to Max, the click of my stilettos and the gentle bounce of my breasts making every step feel like a sexy little performance. When I reached him I reached out and took his large, strong hand in my smaller one, making seductive eye contact as I coyly climbed onto his lap, straddling him. The contrast was overwhelming: his solid, masculine thighs beneath me versus the smooth nylon of my stockings and the frilly dress riding up my hips. Sometimes, all of this still didn’t feel real.

“Hey, handsome,” I purred, my voice breathy and seductive.

Max’s hands slid down to rest on my waist. “Hey, Fiona.”

I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders, leaning in close enough to smell his cologne, staring deep into his eyes even though that was the last place I wanted to look. “Did you miss me, daddy?”

Max flushed, looking completely caught off guard by how forward I was being. I had been trained well. Before he could respond I felt him growing hard beneath my ass, his thick cock pushing up against the thin satin of my dress and panties. I gave a coy little smile. “Ohh, it feels like you did.” I playfully wiggled my butt against his growing manhood, making him groan low in his throat. Miss Connery and Kaylee both cracked up laughing behind me, Kaylee exclaiming, “I can’t believe how good she is at this!”

Heat flooded my cheeks as I thought about what I was doing, but I pushed it down and slipped back into the performance. I stroked Max’s hair with one hand while resting the other on his firm chest, feeling the steady thump of his heart as I softly ground down on his throbbing cock. A high-pitched little groan escaped my red lips, the sound so convincingly needy it made my skin crawl. “Soo daddy, do you think I’m sexy?”

His hands slipped lower to cup my ass, the firm squeeze making me flinch ever so slightly before I recovered and kept grinding in slow, sensual circles. Max groaned again. “Yeah… I do.”

I continued the motion, maintaining deep eye contact, occasionally letting out soft, breathy groans and whines that sounded disturbingly natural. It all felt surreal, like I was watching myself from outside my body. I couldn’t believe this was me, the same person who had once tried to hook up with Kaylee, now expertly grinding on her man’s cock for her entertainment, my body moving with the feline sensuality of a porn star.

Then I heard clapping behind me. I glanced back to see Kaylee applauding with delight while Miss Connery held up her phone, clearly recording the whole thing. She lowered the phone and smiled. “Bravo, Fiona. Well done. You’re ready to start picking up boys of your own now.”

My stomach sank as I sat there, Max’s rough hands still cupping my ass and his hard cock pressing insistently against me, dreading the thought of having to do this with even more guys.

In school on Monday, I was just about to head into the lunchroom when Kaylee appeared beside me. “Hey, pretty girl.”

I glanced around nervously, my face heating up fast as the casual greeting flared my nerves. “Hey, Kaylee.”

She pulled out a tube of lipgloss, smiling sweetly. “Soo…Christina and I were talking, and we think it’d be really cute if you started wearing some subtle makeup every day. Just so you can feel pretty when you’re at school. How does that sound?”

The days when I was forced to wear makeup at school were always a nightmare, filled with constant staring at best and torment at worst. The thought of this becoming my new daily reality instantly put a pit in my stomach. Putting on makeup every morning before class felt like another permanent step away from who I used to be. “Please, Kaylee, I’d really rather not.”

She waved it off casually. “Oh stop, Fiona. Don’t be negative.” She pressed the tube into my hand. “Now put it on quickly so we can eat, girl!”

The word “girl” rang out loud enough that several students turned their heads. I cringed as I quickly uncapped the gloss, applying it as discreetly as I could while people walked by smirking and staring. The sticky sweetness coated my lips and made them shine, another public marker of shame I couldn’t hide. When I finished I handed it back, fingers still unsteady.

“Good girl,” she said brightly. “Now remember to apply some makeup every morning. It could be lipgloss, a little blush, mascara, or whatever you’re feeling like that day. Now let’s go eat.”

I followed her into the lunchroom with small, timid steps. Glancing over at my old friends’ table sent a sad pang through my chest. I had lost that easy belonging, that sense of being one of the guys. The casual laughter and joking around over there felt so far away now, and the realization that I no longer fit in that world stung deeply. Now I was being led to Kaylee’s table like it was where I belonged.

As we approached, Kaylee leaned in with a giggly whisper. “Remember, they all think you’re gay. Act like it.”

When we reached the table full of girls, Christina announced loudly, “Hey girls! Fiona, I love your lipgloss.”

My face burned as I forced my voice high pitched and girly. “Thanks, Christina.”

One of the girls, Crystal, a gorgeous brunette with big boobs and a very big ass, smiled warmly. “Fiona, it’s so nice to meet you! We’ve heard so much about you!”

I kept the effeminate tone and gestured softly with my hands. “Oh my gosh, it’s so nice to meet you too, Crystal. I love your earrings by the way!”

And just like that I was pulled into their circle, forced to keep up my feminine persona in front of about a dozen of the hottest girls in school. They saw me as a very feminine gay boy now: soft, pretty, harmless, and knowing that killed me. These were girls who might have once looked at me like I was a guy worth checking out. Instead, they chatted with me like one of the girls, no trace of attraction in their eyes, and that quiet erasure of my masculinity cut deeper with every friendly smile.

Christina and Kaylee watched with satisfied little smiles as I girlishly introduced myself around the table and kept the conversation going. Eventually the talk turned to boys. Christina leaned in with a smirk. “I know his arms got huge!” She turned to me. “What do you think, Fiona? Would you sleep with Chris?”

My cheeks burned furiously as I forced an appropriate answer in my soft, girly voice. “Um… maybe… he does have a really nice body.”

The girls reacted as if it was the most normal thing in the world and kept the boy talk going, pulling me right into it. I sat there nodding and adding little comments, all while feeling completely detached from any version of myself that had ever felt like a man. As I turned to look over my shoulder, the contrast between my femininity and the way my old friends were laughing with each other left me quietly reeling inside.

When lunch finally ended I walked out between Kaylee and Christina, feeling utterly pathetic. Kaylee smiled at me. “You see, Fiona? You fit in so much better with the other girls than you did with your old friends. You blended right in.”

Christina chuckled. “Oh my God, I cannot imagine being you, Fiona… you are literally so broken it’s not even funny. How do you even respect yourself being such a pussy?”

I fought hard not to cry right there in the hallway, my throat tight. Kaylee nudged her. “Aww, don’t be mean, Christina. She’s very brave.”

In a small, broken voice I muttered, “Thank you.”

After school I stood at my locker gathering my things while Kaylee waited beside me, ready to take me back to her house for another evening of maid service. Just then Emily approached. She looked very pretty today, her long straight black hair falling smoothly over her shoulders, eyes bright, and a gentle smile on her pink lips. “Hey Fiona, hey Kaylee.”

We both turned. “Hey Emily,” I said, keeping my voice soft.

“Hey Emily, what’s up?” Kaylee asked.

Emily shifted her bag on her shoulder. “Well, I was just wondering if you girls wanted to come over and hang out… I don’t know, maybe play some Xbox at my house.”

Kaylee smiled sweetly. “I wish I could, but I actually made plans with my boyfriend. But I’m sure Fiona would love to.”

I was caught off guard. “Oh…I thought I had to do that thing for your mom, Kaylee.”

Kaylee waved it off. “Oh no, she wouldn’t want you to miss a chance to hang out with one of your girlfriends. Go have fun.”

Emily’s face lit up. “Aww that’s so sweet of her.” She reached out and grabbed my hand. “Come on Fiona, I’ll drive us.”

The car ride passed quickly with Emily chatting excitedly the whole time, talking a mile a minute about school, her job, and random gossip. I was honestly happy and relieved for once. Most days were spent either being humiliated in full ultra-feminine character or sneaking around my house in dresses, heart pounding in terror of my parents. Still, I was deeply embarrassed at how easily I was slipping into the girly boy role without anyone forcing me this time. I kept my responses engaged, laughing at her jokes and nodding along, all while my mind kept circling back to how pathetic it felt to be choosing this performance on my own. It was embarrassing how naturally the softer tone and little giggles came now, like my body had already accepted this version of me. Part of me wanted to stop, to say something that sounded more like the old me, but the fear of blowing my cover and facing even worse humiliation kept the words locked away. I knew it would be far more humiliating if I were to tell her the truth about me being a force feminized sissy.

When we opened the door to her house, her mom came out from the kitchen. She was a very pretty Asian woman who didn’t look a day over thirty, with sleek dark hair, warm eyes, and a graceful figure. “Hey girls. Emily, who’s your friend?”

She took a closer look at me and her expression shifted to apologetic surprise. “Oh, I’m sorry honey,” she said, making my face burn hot. “It’s just with your hair you um…never mind. It’s just that Emily doesn’t usually have boys over…”

Emily giggled. “Relax Mom, she’s about as much of a boy as me, right Fiona?”

I forced an awkward smile, my cheeks still flushed as I tried to ignore the truth of her comment.

Her mom recovered with a gentle smile. “Oh Fiona,” she said, emphasizing the name, “I’m so sorry for the confusion, sweetheart. Please let me know if I can get you girls anything. Nice to meet you, honey.”

As Emily took my hand and pulled me toward her room I squeaked out, “Nice to meet you too.”

We got to her room, a cozy, typical eighteen-year-old girl’s space that leaned a little girlier than average. Soft pastel walls, string lights draped around the mirror, a fluffy pink rug underfoot, posters of cute idols and bands, and a bed piled with decorative pillows.

Emily went straight to her closet and pulled out a short white cotton dress. It had delicate puffed sleeves, a fitted bodice with subtle smocking, and a full, flouncy skirt that ended mid-thigh, the fabric light and breezy with tiny eyelet lace details along the hem. She held it up excitedly. “Do you want to get changed? I think we’re about the same size and I figured you’d be dying to get out of those boring boy clothes.”

Trying to think of an excuse, I hesitated. “Um, no, it’s okay. I don’t want to get your clothes dirty.”

She waved it off with a laugh. “Oh, don’t be silly, you won’t.” She handed me the dress. “I’ll grab you some cute socks and then you can do your makeup. Wait… can I do it?!”

Seeing how genuinely excited she looked, her eyes sparkling, I reluctantly nodded. “Um, sure.”

She squealed and gave me an unexpected hug, squealing, “I’m so excited!” and not wanting to seem off I forced a girly little: “Me too!”

As she started rummaging through her sock drawer I asked, “Um, where should I change?”

She turned around holding a pair of pink socks with white bunnies on them. “Here is fine, as far as I’m concerned we’re both girls here and it’s not like I haven’t seen you in your panties before.”

Uncomfortable but not wanting to show it I forced a giggle and said okay. I then slowly stripped out of my clothes, feeling pathetic as it dawned on me that I was in yet another hot girl’s room in a bra and panties. What could an eighteen-year-old guy think of himself if the only two times he was invited into a pretty girl’s room, he wound up in panties and dresses?

Emily turned to watch me change. “Wow, those do look really cute on you, I wish I had a butt like yours.” It stung that a hot girl was saying she wished her body was as feminine as mine. What made it even worse was that I did have a plumper, girlier butt than hers.

Staying in character I said, “Stoppp you have such a nice body,” as I stepped into and pulled up the dress and tied it in the back.

Emily smiled, “You’re the sweetest Fiona.”

Once I had the socks on she led me over to her vanity chair. I sat down gracefully, smoothing my skirt and crossing my legs at the knee which made Emily giggle.

As she excitedly took out her foundation she said, “You know you’re pretty effeminate at school, but you’re so, I don’t know…ladylike when you’re all dressed up, its just like Halloween!”

As she did my makeup we chatted girlishly the whole time. “So, what’s your favorite foundation brand right now?” she asked as the cool liquid smoothed over my face. “I’ve been loving this one because it gives such a natural glow without feeling heavy. What about you, Fiona?”

I replied softly, trying to match her energy while the shame of voluntarily engaging in such feminine conversation burned inside me. “I’ve been really into the dewy ones lately. They make everything look so fresh and glowy. I actually really like the one you’re using.” The brush moved in gentle circles as she blended, the sensation oddly soothing even as my mind reeled at how willingly I was playing along and how natural it was to talk makeup with “another” girl.

She giggled. “Same! I love how it lasts all day no matter what you do. You have such good cheekbones for makeup by the way; it’s like you were born to be a girl.

I smiled awkwardly, not really knowing how to respond to that.

She continued, “Sooo…how long have you wanted to be a girl for? Like, when did you first start feeling that way? I’m so curious because you seem so natural at it.”

I cringed at my response as it came out in a sing-song voice, almost like I was telling the truth. “A while now… it just felt more right to be feminine, you know? Like the clothes and the way people see me made more sense than trying to force the other stuff.”  

As the blush brush swept across my cheeks, I wondered to myself how much of that answer was true. I certainly didn’t want to be a girl, but acting like a man was beginning to feel more and more unnatural.

“I get that, it would almost be like me trying to be a boy, I can’t imagine. Oh! Speaking of boys, when did you know you liked them?” she asked, leaning closer as she worked on my eyes. “Was there a specific moment or guy that made it click for you?”

I forced a light laugh, my voice girly as my face and neck burned with shame over the story I made up. “Probably around the time I hit puberty… there was this one guy in my class who just caught my eye and it kind of clicked. He was just soo cute.” Every word deepened my emasculation. No real man, straight or otherwise, would be sitting here in a dress, getting his makeup done as he gossiped about his first male crush. I already knew it beforehand, but it was crystal clear in that moment that I would never be a man in her eyes. There was no coming back from this.

The mascara wand brushed near my eyes as she said, “Same here! I remember being boy crazy around that time and, girl, let me tell you, it was confusing but exciting! Also, you look so pretty already, I’m literally jealous.”

I replied sheepishly, “Thank you…you’re really sweet for doing this.”

The eyeshadow and lipstick followed, the creamy texture gliding over my lips as she kept complimenting, “This color is perfect on you! You look so pretty! I bet as soon as you come out of your shell, all the boys are going to notice you. You’re going to have so many boyfriends.”

I cringed at the thought, hoping the day never came, but knowing deep down that it probably wasn’t far away.

When she finished she said, “One second,” and grabbed a pink bow from her dresser and put it in my hair, then added some small hoops in my ears. She sprayed me with perfume and announced, “All done! How did I do?”

Looking in the mirror I saw that my makeup looked a bit over the top girly: flawless porcelain foundation, rosy blush on my cheeks, long dark fluttery lashes, soft pink eyes, glossy bright pink lips, a childish looking pink bow in my hair, and the small hoops in my ears, but it was nothing I wasn’t used to. I was back to my ultra feminine self, the short white dress hugging my petite body and the skirt flaring out around my thighs. Trying not to ruin her excitement even though it killed me inside, I squealed, “Oh my gosh I look so pretty! You did a great job!”

Emily looked super happy and excited, like she was really proud of herself for helping me transform. “I’m so glad you like it! I just wanted you to feel more like yourself, you know.”

As much as that comment dug deep as I thought about how this was the version of myself I was getting more used to, I was grateful for how sweet she was being to me, especially given how much cruelty I had gotten used to lately. I suddenly felt a rush of emotion and jumped up, giving her a big hug. “Thank you, Emily.”

As we spent the next few hours playing Call of Duty on her bed, controllers in hand and snacks scattered around us, I found myself actually having fun. There was still that persistent undertone of shame threading through everything as I realized where I was, how I looked, and what I was doing, all by my own choice. Every time I giggled along in my lilting girly voice or chatted about boys, fashion, and school gossip with the same feminine attitude I had been trained to use, a quiet voice in the back of my mind reminded me that no matter what I told myself after this, I would always be a sissy. But I also really enjoyed hanging out with Emily. She was kind and funny, sharing a lot of the same interests as me: games, music, the same silly humor. She was beautiful too, her body petite and her face gorgeous, but every time I tasted the sweet lipstick on my lips, felt my smooth thighs rub together under the airy skirt, or heard my own voice rising in that feminine tone while talking about how cute some boy in class was, I tried to push that thought out of my mind. I knew I had no chance with her, or any girl for that matter. That part of being a sissy always nagged at the back of my mind, but there was no sense in ruminating, I was having a great time.

The more I found myself just leaning into the “girlfriends” dynamic between us, the more I found myself laughing, having fun, and actually connecting with Emily. We trash talked each other during the game, her competitive side coming out in the most fun, nonconfrontational way, and I caught myself relaxing into the easy back-and-forth. By the time I left, I was as happy as I had been in a long while, grateful that I had made an actual friend rather than just another mistress who treated me like a toy for her amusement.

As I lay in bed that night, it dawned on me that I had more fun today and felt safer and more comfortable hanging out with Emily as a girl than I did with my old friends as a boy. The thought troubled me, making me reflect on what that said about me and what kind of man would prefer girl time to guy time. I knew I had been changed, softened, but the reality of how deeply that change had taken root was still deeply disturbing. Still, as I drifted off to sleep I was very happy about the way it went and grateful for my new friendship with Emily.

The rest of the week continued as usual, but having Emily as a friend made school significantly better. She was someone I could relax and be myself around, albeit my girly self. In truth, now that I was spending lunch with the girls instead of with my old friends, and now that Emily had become my only real friend outside that group, I pretty much was always my girly self. The only real interactions I had where I was acting like Frank were with my parents, and those were few and far between, quick conversations at dinner or in the hallway where I had to consciously lower my voice and stiffen my movements.

By the time the weekend came I had barely spent any time talking or acting like a man. When I did, I had to make an intentional effort to suppress the feminine behavior that had become automatic to me. The way my hands wanted to gesture delicately, the way my voice wanted to rise softly, the way my hips wanted to sway when I walked, it all felt more natural now than anything masculine, even though I hated it and still very much wanted to be a man. For that reason, it was deeply disturbing to me that being a sissy had become more natural to me than being a man, but scarily, I saw no end in sight. The changes had sunk in so deep that fighting them felt exhausting, and the small moments of relief I found in Emily’s easy friendship only made the thought of acting like a man and blowing it seem more outlandish.

On Friday after school, Kaylee took me to get a mani-pedi with her in matching bright pink. It was always extra humiliating when I was made to do girly stuff like that in public while still in boy clothes, but after spending so much time interacting with women who already saw me as a sissy I found that I had almost gotten used to it. Any male pride that used to be disturbed by being perceived that way had mostly been crushed by now. The nail tech’s sly smirks and the other women in the salon giggling barely even registered as unusual anymore, which somehow made the whole experience more unsettling than if it had still felt completely foreign. It was like I had gotten used to being seen as something less than a man.

When we got back to Kaylee’s house I glued on my breast forms, did my makeup, and changed into my maid uniform before getting to work cleaning for her and her mom. After a few hours of maid service Miss Connery looked up from the couch and said, “Alright sissy, you’re done for now. Go upstairs so Kaylee can change you.”

I dipped into a careful curtsy, head bowed as I lowered my eyes in deference. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

I minced upstairs to Kaylee’s room, the click of my heels softened by the carpet, and found her looking sexy in a tight red dress that hugged every inch of her womanly body, her makeup done heavy and glamorous like she was going out. The low neckline showing off her prominent breasts and the way the fabric clung to her ass made her look like she belonged somewhere far more adult than this house. I curtsied again, the motion automatic now. “Hi, Miss Kaylee.”

She teasingly curtsied back at me and mimicked me in a breathy voice. “Hi, Miss Fiona.” Her mockery always did a great job of reminding me that even compared to her, a very feminine high school girl, I was a very girly little thing.

She ushered me toward the clothes laid out on her bed. “Get changed, girly girl.”

I took off my heels, maid dress, choker, and headpiece, standing there in just my bra and panties, the cool air of the room brushing over my bare skin. I stepped into the tiny white pleated skirt she had laid out which to my horror was the shortest I had ever worn, the soft fabric barely covering the bottom of my panties and flaring out enough to flash them with every small movement. Then I pulled on the soft black cropped top. It was tight and short, the low scoop neckline pushing my breast forms up and making them look huge, the hem stopping well above my midriff, so a wide strip of my bare stomach showed. Finally, I slipped on the white heels, the thin straps hugging my feet and lifting me onto my toes. The whole outfit left me feeling exposed and fragile, the short skirt and crop top making every breath and shift of weight feel provocative and slutty.

I looked up at her. She smiled and beckoned me closer with a curved finger. “Let me do your hair, princess.”

I stepped over and turned around, sitting on the edge of the bed between her legs as she took two pink hair ties and started fixing my hair into pigtails. Sitting between her thighs while she gathered and secured the two bouncy pigtails made me feel like a little girl, the gentle tug of her hands as she sectioned my hair heightening the sense of being her submissive little doll. When she finished she giggled excitedly. “All done, little girl.”

I meekly muttered, “Thank you.”

“You’re very welcome, Fiona,” she said, turning me around to face her and taking my hands in hers. “Now do you know why I’ve dressed you up so cute?”

Nervous as I began to anticipate something was up, I answered, “Um… no.”

She gave me a tender look, almost sympathetic. “Well, you remember how me and my mom told you that you were ready to start picking up boys?”

My eyes went wide and my pulse began to race. “No, Kaylee…no, please don’t make me.”

She grabbed my chin, steadying it so I had to look up at her, and spoke very calmly. “Fiona, enough. Whether you like it or not, tonight you are going to go to a party with me and get your first kiss from a boy, and believe me, girlfriend, you better act like you love it.”

Just then the doorbell rang. Kaylee’s expression perked up as she let go of my face and stood. “Perfect. The girls are here to pick us up.” She tossed me a little white purse. “Let’s not keep them waiting, Fiona.”

When we got downstairs Christina and Amy were already inside chatting with Miss Connery. Christina looked striking in a tight blueish purple dress that hugged her tall athletic frame, the fabric clinging to her curves and stopping mid-thigh. Amy looked soft and feminine in a fitted reddish maroon dress that matched her lipstick and accentuated her petite but curvy figure, her hair falling loosely around her shoulders. Both of them looked effortlessly sexy, the kind of girls who turned heads without trying.

As soon as they saw me they both started freaking out.

Amy’s eyes lit up. “Oh my God, Fiona, you look so cute! That little outfit and the pigtails… it’s like sexy but still kind of innocent. I love that for you!”

Christina smirked, looking me up and down. “Yeah, but that skirt is so short you’re gonna flash your pussy the second you sit down. Careful, faggot.”

Christina’s comment made my shoulders hunch inward, the short hem of the skirt suddenly feeling even more inadequate under her gaze.

Miss Connery stood up, a smirk already on her face. “Speaking of her pussy,” she chuckled as she approached me, “did she tuck?”

Kaylee’s eyes widened. “Ohh, good idea, I didn’t think of that! I’ll get her key.”

Miss Connery waved her off. “Don’t worry, honey. I have mine.” She took a small key out of her pocket and looked at me. “You know the drill, sissy.”

I raised the hem of my tiny skirt while all the girls giggled. The cool air hit my bare thighs and made me hyper-aware of how little fabric stood between me and their eyes. Miss Connery squatted down in front of me. She shimmied my panties down, revealing the little pink cage that had been locked on me for over a month. The metal lock clicked as she unlocked it and carefully took it off.

My penis came back into sight for the first time in weeks, and I immediately gasped at how different it looked, leaving me horrified about what had happened to my body. It looked tiny and shriveled, soft and useless against my smooth skin. The sight of it made all pride still left inside me collapse. I had almost forgotten what it looked like, and seeing it now, so small, so emasculated, felt like being shown proof of everything that had been taken from me. Proof that I was truly no longer a man. My stomach dropped. My hands started to tremble at my sides. After a long moment of silence, Amy was the first to giggle, then Christina and Kaylee joined in, the three of them cracking up while Miss Connery looked up at me with a cruel smile and wiggled her pinky mockingly.

Kaylee stepped forward to inspect it, leaning in close. “I can’t believe how tiny it is. We might need to get her a smaller cage.”

Miss Connery nodded. “Ohh, we definitely do. This is a penis-sized cage…” She reached out and held my shrunken penis between her two fingers, lifting it slightly so everyone could see before flicking it down dismissively. The girls cracked up even harder. “…and this is not a penis.”

I was shaking. My throat tightened as I forced the words out, voice thin and cracking. “Is this…is this permanent?”

Before Miss Connery could answer, Christina cut in, still smiling. “It doesn’t really matter, does it, little girl? It’s not like you’ll ever be using it with a woman…”

The casual certainty in her voice hit harder than any insult. It wasn’t just that they were mocking me, it was that they had so casually decided what my body was for, and it had nothing to do with being a man. Miss Connery held back a chuckle and started to tuck and tape me carefully. The cold sensation of the tape against my skin made everything feel even more real and final. Every press of her fingers and the tight pull of the tape seemed to seal something shut. “She’s right, Fiona. You’re worrying about the wrong things. Focus on the real men who have actual dicks and you’ll be a much happier girl.”

As she finished she pulled my panties back up and told me I could drop my skirt. I let the hem fall, but seeing my manhood so utterly diminished stayed with me, a final, permanent kind of erasure. My vision blurred at the edges as Miss Connery stood and said, “Now have fun, girls, and make sure to take lots of photos and videos of her first kiss.”

They answered together, “We will,” as Kaylee took my hand and led me outside toward the car.

When we arrived outside the party my heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. This was going to be the most intense social outing I had ever been forced into, the thought of being recognized by anyone from school made me sick to my stomach. As we all sauntered up to the door I tried to calm my breathing, but every step in the tiny white skirt and click-clacking heels only made me feel more panicked. I was on the verge of a full panic attack by the time we stepped inside.

Once we were through the door I stayed nearly glued to Kaylee’s side, following her like a lost puppy as I looked around at dozens of my classmates drinking and laughing. Every familiar face sent another jolt of fear through me. I kept my head slightly lowered, hoping the pigtails, outfit, and makeup would be enough to keep anyone from looking twice. I was suddenly very grateful I had learned to carry myself like a girl.

We settled into an empty corner of the living room with our drinks. A few minutes later Crystal and two of the other girls we sat with at lunch approached. Crystal looked gorgeous as always, sexy and confident, with her silky hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders and a dramatic figure that drew eyes even without her tiny dress. Jamie had a sharper, more polished beauty, her makeup precise and her posture carrying the same alpha-female energy that made other girls step aside. Tiffany was softer in appearance but no less self-assured, her smile bright and her body language easy and in control. All three of them carried themselves like they owned the room. I, by contrast, felt like a little girl who was owned by the people in the room, and probably carried myself accordingly.

The girls exchanged greetings and hugs while I stood slightly behind Kaylee, clutching my little white purse in front of me like a shield and hoping they wouldn’t notice me. Of course, Christina didn’t let that last more than a few seconds. “Hey, so do you guys remember Fiona from lunch?” she asked, already smiling.

Crystal tilted her head. “Yeah, why?”

Christina gestured toward me. All three of them turned, their expressions shifting into pure shock.

Not knowing what else to do I forced an awkward smile and squeaked out, “Hi guys.”

The girls rushed up to me almost immediately.

“Oh my God,” Crystal nearly screamed, eyes wide. “Fiona? You look… wow.”

Jamie leaned in closer. “You’re like so pretty. Like, actually pretty. I would never know you were a boy.”

Tiffany reached out and gently touched one of my pigtails. “And you put your hair up in pigtails? So freaking cute! You look more like a schoolgirl than you do at school.”

I stood there blushing and nervous, responding as naturally as I could while my eyes kept darting around the room, terrified someone else was overhearing. Every compliment landed with a strange double edge, simultaneous validation of how well I had been trained and was passing mixed with the quiet shame that came with being so thoroughly accepted as one of the girls. “Thanks… I, um, Kaylee helped.”

Amy stepped in to rescue me, voice lower. “Let’s not blow her cover, girls. She’s actually kind of on a mission tonight.”

Kaylee nodded, clearly enjoying how embarrassed this all made me. “Yes she is. Tonight she’s gonna get her first kiss from a boy.”

The three of them squealed in unison. I tried to force an excited little smile even though every part of me wanted to cry. It was bad enough that I had to get dressed up all slutty and kiss a guy, the idea that the hottest girls in school were now going to watch me made my skin crawl. It felt like a very final public confirmation that whatever masculinity I once had was gone. As far as everyone from my friends to all the girls were concerned, I was a sissy, and I had no choice but to play along and prove them right.

Jamie tilted her head. “So Fiona, did you have your eye on anyone?”

I looked around tentatively, not wanting anything to do with any of the guys there looking the way I did. “Um… I don’t think so.”

Tiffany grinned. “What’s your usual type?”

Christina interjected before I could answer. “Oh, she’s always gushing about tall guys with lots of muscles.”

Crystal giggled. “Aren’t we all? We need to find her a football player.” She scanned the room, then pointed discreetly. “And I think I see one. What do you think of Tom?”

I followed her gaze. Tom, one of the linemen from the team, was standing across the room talking to one of his buddies. He was tall, jacked, and handsome, the epitome of everything I was not. In fact, the contrast between us was almost painful. He looked like everything I used to tell myself I was still capable of being. As I stood there in a crop top and a miniskirt that barely covered my pretty panties, my dainty manicured hands clutching my little purse, it felt like him and I were a different species.

Kaylee squealed. “Oh my gosh, Fiona, he’s almost exactly your type. You need to go talk to him.”

Terrified and wanting nothing to do with this, I muttered, “Um… but what if he recognizes me from school?”

Tiffany tried to reassure me. “Girl, everyone here is from school. But trust me, no one is gonna recognize you looking like that.”

Christina smirked. “She’s right, you know. No one could ever think you were a man.”

Kaylee smiled and acted like all of this was perfectly normal. “Yeah exactly, just tell him you’re my cousin from another school. Trust me, he won’t think twice about who you are in that outfit.”

Christina chuckled. “With that skirt all he’s gonna be thinking about is getting in your panties.”

Humiliated and afraid but seeing no way out, I reluctantly accepted my fate. “Okay… what do I do?”

The girls all jumped up excitedly. Crystal put a hand on my arm. “You don’t need to do anything, Fiona. He’s the man. Let him come to you and make the move.”

That particular piece of advice gave me an uncomfortable, vulnerable feeling that left my stomach fluttery. Being told to just stand there passively and wait for a real man to come take the lead and win me over felt like another quiet confirmation of how far I had fallen. The idea that my role was to be the one pursued rather than the pursuer left me feeling weak and submissive. I was the pretty little thing waiting to be taken, conquered, won, not the other way around.

Kaylee nodded. “Exactly. Just keep standing here with us and drinking your drink. Try to look over and catch his eyes every few minutes. When you do, smile for a second then look away all shy. Guys love that sort of thing.”

Tiffany added, “Exactly. You want to trigger his masculine energy and make him feel like the hunter.”

I hated that, but I knew that was how it worked. I would have to amp up the coy, girly, coquettish little act I had trained for. In truth, the more time went on, the less it felt like an act.

Over the next fifteen minutes the girls chatted casually about school and gossip while I tried to remain calm and join in as I sipped my drink. Throughout the conversation I kept looking over at Tom with wide, doe-like eyes. Every time we made eye contact I forced a small smirk, then batted my lashes and looked away coyly. The nervous blush that rose in my cheeks only seemed to sell the act better. Each glance exchanged left me feeling more like a sissy than the last. Every time he looked back I felt a little tingle of vulnerability, like I was offering myself up for inspection, knowing he was checking me out.

Eventually I saw him start walking toward us. My heart pounded as I suddenly felt smaller and more ridiculous than ever standing there in my little skirt, not knowing what to do with myself. I felt like a deer in a mini skirt and dainty heels being pursued by a hunter.

The girls all noticed Tom approaching and started to excitedly whisper good luck as they walked away. Kaylee winked at me. “You got this.” Amy gave me a soft smile. Christina just giggled under her breath as she looked at me, excited to watch my emasculation unfold.

Tom walked up with easy confidence, tall enough that I had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. He looked down directly into them and smiled, the kind of smile that belonged to someone who was used to getting what he wanted and knew he was in control of the interaction. I was petite and powerless by comparison, the image of pure passivity waiting to be acted upon. My eyes dropped almost automatically as I shifted awkwardly in the heels, an instinctively submissive reaction to his dominant presence.

“Hey,” he said, grinning casually. “I don’t think we know each other.”

My voice came out in a nervous, high-pitched squeak. “Um… I don’t think so. I’m Fiona. Kaylee’s cousin from out of town.”

“Tom. Nice to meet you.” He extended his hand. I bent my wrist and placed my smaller hand in his limply, my fingers soft against his larger, firmer grip like my body already knew exactly what it was supposed to do.

“You know, Fiona,” he said, still looking at me like he was already pleased with himself for how this was going, “you look beautiful tonight.”

I truly felt like prey: small, soft, and already claimed by the way he was looking at me. I knew how boys thought; I knew that in some part of his mind he was hoping to fuck me. Every instinct screamed to pull away, but I knew I had to flirt back and get the kiss. I let my training with Max take over.

I blushed and reached up to play with one of my pigtails, twisting one of them around my pink-painted fingers. “Thank you… I was hoping you’d think so.”

Tom looked pleased. “Do you wanna come sit with me over by the couch? I’d love to get to know you better.”

I looked up at him through my lashes. “I’d like that.”

He took my hand and led me across the room. As we walked I made eye contact with the girls still watching from the corner, my face burning with shame. The public nature of it all, being led by the hand in this slutty outfit while they witnessed every step of my fall from anything resembling manhood was almost too embarrassing to bare. Being watched by Kaylee was particularly demeaning as she stood there with her arms crossed and a triumphant look across her face, watching me be led away to the most emasculating experience of my life which she had orchestrated. In that moment I truly understood the degree to which her and her mother owned me, the masters of my appearance, body, personality, public image, social circle, and now my sexuality.

The couch was full, so Tom sat down on an armchair next to it. Almost instinctively I climbed into his lap, catching him slightly off guard with how seductively I did so.

“You don’t mind, do you?” I cooed softly.

“Not at all.” His voice was lower now. One of his hands settled around my waist while the other rested on my upper thigh, holding me possessively. The warmth of his palm against my bare skin sent a chill up my spine, my body feeling particularly sensitive and delicate. Sitting in the tiny miniskirt made any kind of modesty nearly impossible; the fabric rode up easily, and the proximity of his hand to my panties left me feeling extra vulnerable. I was suddenly very glad I had been tucked.

“Holy shit,” Tom said, looking down at me. “Not to be crude, but you really have a fat ass. You feel so good on my lap.”

The comment stung. I forced a performative little giggle and shifted so I was straddling him properly, one hand coyly running over the solid muscle of his chest while the other squeezed his bicep. “Well…I’m glad you like it.”

I felt a distinct pulse beneath me and realized I was getting him turned on. The thick, unmistakable hardness of him pressed up against the thin barrier of my panties, pressing up against my ass and my own crushed, flattened excuse for a penis. Another soft giggle escaped me as I gave a cute, teasing wiggle of my cheeks like I had done with Max before. “Banana in your pocket?”

Just as the words left my mouth Tom leaned forward and kissed me, catching me completely off guard. I had never trained for this part.

Reluctantly, I started kissing him back. The feeling of another man’s mouth against mine was completely surreal: the firm pressure of his lips, the faint scrape of stubble against my soft, carefully made-up cheeks, the sticky sweetness of my own lipstick mixing with the faint taste of whatever he had been drinking. Everything about it felt wrong and overwhelming at once. My mind raced with shame and embarrassment the entire time, a constant rumination over what I was doing that I had to keep shoving down so I wouldn’t break down emotionally. Tom’s mouth opened and his tongue slipped inside me, exploring with confident, unhurried strokes. I kissed him back, our tongues meeting and sliding against each other in a slow, wet rhythm. The gentle intimacy of the moment left me trembling in his lap, a humiliating experience I never imagined myself having.

I tried to calm the spiral of thoughts by telling myself I was already here and the only way through was to just go with it and get it over with. I also realized that in some small, pathetic way it was a relief that since I got to play the girl role, I didn’t have to lead or worry about taking charge of the situation. I didn’t have to be the one deciding what came next. I could simply let him guide the pace and respond to it: soft, passive, submissive, following the pressure of his mouth and the way his hands guided my body. I let him take control completely, reacting naturally to every shift of his lips without initiating anything of my own.

The whole time I could feel the thick heat of him pulsing beneath me, the hard length of his cock pressing up against my tender cheeks as if it was begging to enter me. The contrast between our bodies was brutal. My own penis stayed limp and shriveled, taped flat and completely useless beneath my pretty panties, while his was thick and insistent and growing harder by the second. Every time he shifted or I moved even slightly, I felt the unmistakable evidence of how differently our bodies worked now. Every poke and pulse seemed to mock me and remind me what I was not.

As the kissing grew more passionate and aggressive, his hands slid down and began to knead and massage my ass over the miniskirt. The firm, powerful pressure of his fingers sinking into my soft ass caught me off guard and made a soft groan slip out of me into his mouth before I could stop it. What disturbed me most was that it felt surprisingly good, too good, almost like a tingly kind of warmth that was radiating throughout my entire body. The shame I felt from my reaction was almost as jarring as the physical sensation itself. Then, to my complete and utter horror, I felt heat starting to build between my own legs. My penis tried to swell against the tape and failed miserably, leaving only a dull, trapped ache that slowly grew damp. The realization that making out with a guy was making me wet was crushing. My own body was reacting like a girl’s: soft, tingly, and wet, while his was hard, pulsing, and powerful. It was like even my own body knew I wasn’t the man here, knew I had no use for my penis, and instead chose to feminize my reaction. I knew part of it had to come from being locked up for so long, from the way every other source of stimulation had been taken away until my body started looking for new ones. The moment Tom’s hands had started working my ass I had felt it and knew something was different.

I was reeling. If I let myself think about any of it for more than a second I knew I would start to cry right there on his lap in front of everyone. So, I forced myself to stay in the moment the only way I knew how: by giving in further and executing on everything I had been trained on. I kissed him back more passionately, grinding down against the hard ridge of his cock in time with the firm squeezes and massages of his hands. Soft, girly whines and gasps kept escaping into his mouth every time one of his fingers slipped a little too close to the edge of my panties. The sounds I made were mortifying, they didn’t even feel like they belonged to me, but they came out anyway.

Tom was clearly getting more excited. His cock throbbed harder beneath me as his hands finally slipped under the short hem of my little skirt. The sudden touch of bare skin on bare skin made me gasp again. His palms and fingers played over my soft, rounded cheeks, the only barrier left a thin strip of panties that did almost nothing to protect me. I felt ultra vulnerable, completely open, completely exposed, like he could take me at any minute. Whatever control I still thought I had dissolved. I stopped trying to hold anything back and simply let him kiss me and touch me like he wanted, like I was his toy to do with as he pleased.

Time stretched. What felt like an hour of wet, increasingly hungry kissing and groping passed while my mind stayed locked in that same loop of shame, confusion, and reluctant physical response. Eventually I felt a girl’s hand wrap firmly around my wrist. I pulled back from the kiss, lips still parted and slightly swollen, and looked up to see Kaylee standing there looking triumphant. Behind her the rest of the girls were hanging back a little, phones raised, clearly recording.

“Your mom called, Fiona,” she said happily. “We need to go.”

Mortified and still half-dazed, but also desperately grateful for the escape, I managed a soft, “Oh… okay.” I climbed off Tom’s lap on shaky legs, the short skirt riding up as I moved, and awkwardly mumbled, “Nice to meet you,” before Kaylee took my hand and started dragging me away.

I spent the entire car ride back curled up in the back seat of the Uber with my head in Kaylee’s lap, trying so hard not to cry over what I had done. Her fingers stroked through my pigtails in slow, affectionate passes while I pressed my face into the soft fabric of her dress, the short white skirt riding up around my hips and flashing my delicate panties to the uber driver. I couldn’t stop replaying what had just happened. The way I had climbed into Tom’s lap without being told. The way I had ground against the thick heat of his cock like it was the most natural thing in the world. The way my body had gotten wet and aching while a real man kissed me and groped me in front of half the school’s hottest girls. Every time the memory surfaced I felt softer, weaker, more permanently broken. They also had videos now. Multiple classmates of mine now had proof that I wasn’t just dressing up as a joke on Halloween, proof that I was a boy-crazed sissy who got off on being treated like a slut by a football player. The thought made tears finally spill over.

When we finally walked through the front door Miss Connery was already waiting up, looking eager and proud. The moment she saw me her face lit up. “I’m so proud of you, Fiona! Kaylee sent me the videos. You were such a good girl!”

I sniffled, voice thick and shaky. “Thank you.”

Kaylee wrapped her arms around me from behind, resting her chin on my shoulder. “I think our little girl earned herself a reward, don’t you, Mom?”

Miss Connery’s smile widened. “Absolutely. Fiona, lift your skirt.”

Desperation cut through the fog of shame. After a full month of denial, the simple possibility of being allowed to cum made my hands move before my mind could catch up. I lifted the tiny pleated skirt immediately, exposing the smooth front of my panties. Miss Connery dropped to her knees in front of me without hesitation. She hooked her fingers in the waistband and pulled them down, then carefully peeled away the tucking tape. The sudden release of pressure made me gasp. My penis, soft and shriveled and still looking much smaller than I remembered, fell free into the cool air of the living room. Looking down at it hanging there, pale and useless after so long locked away, after being ground against a real man’s cock, it made my breath catch and my hands started to tremble at my sides. This was what was left of me.

Kaylee’s hands pressed down on my shoulders. “Get on your knees, pretty girl.”

I sank down onto the carpet without arguing, the short skirt pooling around my hips, my bare thighs pressed together. Miss Connery looked down at me with pride. “Do you want to cum, slut?”

My voice came out small and meek. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She giggled. “Then grab your clit and get started.”

Heat flooded my cheeks and spread down my neck as I looked up at them. Both of them were watching like this was a show, Miss Connery standing in front of me, Kaylee standing slightly to the side with her arms crossed and a satisfied little smile. There was nowhere to hide. I wrapped my fingers around my penis. It felt so much smaller than it used to, the skin hypersensitive after a month of being locked away. The first stroke sent an intense, almost electric jolt through the tip that made my thighs twitch. Every slow pull of my hand massaged the oversensitive skin gently, a hot, tender friction that was somehow both too much and not nearly enough. It felt amazing in a raw, desperate way, but it killed me that it refused to get hard the way it once had. It swelled a little, thickening slightly in my hand, but stayed soft and incomplete, never reaching a real erection. The failure of my own body made me want to cry again.

Kaylee giggled like my failure was exciting to her. “Wow, you were right, Mom. She really can’t get hard anymore.”

Miss Connery nodded like she was discussing the weather. “Yep. That’s what happens when it can’t get hard for so long. If you don’t use it, you lose it. It would go back to normal eventually if we left her unlocked… but obviously that won’t be happening. It’s not like she needs it anyway.”

I kept stroking, eyes fixed on the floor between my knees, trying not to hear them. Trying not to think about how they were talking about my penis like it was a broken, useless toy I was no longer entitled to. Trying not to panic at the proof that something fundamental had changed about me. Still, the pleasure stayed electric and consistent, building in slow, uneven waves that made my hips hitch and made me moan and gasp despite myself, every stroke of my softened manhood a reminder of how far my body had drifted from a man’s.

Just as the sensation started to build, Kaylee jolted, “Wait, I have an idea!” She pulled out her phone, opened Instagram, and pressed it into my free hand. “Now she has something to jerk off to.”

The screen showed a shirtless photo of Tom on the beach, broad shoulder, defined abs, and easy confidence. That was not what I wanted to see. My stomach clenched so hard I almost lost my rhythm. Looking at him while I touched myself felt like crossing a line I could never uncross. Jerking off to a man made me gay, and it seemed like that was what they wanted. Miss Connery and Kaylee both laughed.

Miss Connery’s voice was soft but firm. “You better not take your eyes off him, Fiona. And you know what? I think it would be super cute if you moaned his name.”

It was incredibly degrading. Every part of me wanted to refuse. But a month of denial had left me so desperately pent-up that my pride didn’t stand a chance. I stared at the picture of Tom’s bare chest and forced the words out on a shaky moan. “Oh… Tom…”

Kaylee wasn’t satisfied. “Come on, sissy. You can do better than that.”

I was already climbing toward the edge, my swollen little penis pulsing in my hand with every stroke. Something inside me finally gave way. I let the last scraps of pride go and started moaning louder, the words tumbling out between broken breaths. “Oh, you’re so hot, Tom… holy shit, your body is so sexy…”

Both women cracked up, clearly enjoying me debase myself. Miss Connery ran into the kitchen to grab something, calling back over her shoulder. “What about his cock that you were so eagerly grinding against?”

A high, desperate whine escaped me. “Oh Tom, your cock is so big… I love it so much…”

The orgasm hit me hard and explosively. My whole body locked up, thighs trembling, free hand dropping the phone and clutching at the carpet as wave after wave of intense, body-shaking release tore through me. Miss Connery had already returned to the room and come back with a clear glass. She held it under me just in time to catch every pulse of cum, the thick white strands landing wetly against the glass while I shook and whined through the peak.

I collapsed back onto my calves, chest heaving, still half-dazed when she lifted the glass to my lips. I didn’t understand what was happening until the first warm, salty rush of cum hit my tongue. The taste was thick and bitter and unmistakably humiliating. She tilted the glass steadily, giving me no choice but to swallow. Each mouthful forced down my throat felt like another layer of surrender, the warm liquid coating my tongue and sliding down while tears welled up and spilled over. When she finally pulled the glass away, cum was smeared across my swollen, glossy lips and dripping slowly down my chin in sticky strands.

Kaylee picked up her phone and stepped in front of me, opening it to the camera. “Smile.”

The shutter clicked several times, capturing me on my knees, skirt up, panties down, cum and makeup smeared across my face, my penis shrunken back to its diminutive new size.

I sat there in a degrading haze, between the humiliation and the intense, post-orgasm overload, I struggled to form a single coherent thought. Miss Connery took a cold, damp rag and cleaned my penis off with clinical care, wiping away the last traces of cum before sliding the little pink cage back into place and locking it with a soft click. The familiar weight and restriction settled over me again with dread.

Kaylee suddenly gasped, looking down at her phone. “No way! Good news, sissy! Tom wants to hang out with you over winter break. He just texted me to get your number.”

Miss Connery’s smile brightened, like everything was going according to plan. “That’s great, Fiona! Now you can return the favor.”

Still lost in the aftershock and the sensory overload as my cum began to dry on my lips, cheeks, and chin, I managed a confused, “Return the favor?”

She stroked my hair once, almost gently. “Well, he just made you cum, sweetie. It’s only right that you return the favor.”

To Be Continued…
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