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I sat at the mirror touching up my lipstick when I heard my phone chime. My soft pink glue-on nails made dainty little taps against the glass as I opened it and immediately cringed.

It was Tom. “Hey Fiona, I was thinking about you today and was hoping now that winter break started we could make plans to hangout again soon. Let me know when you’re free.”

Reading his message pulled the humiliating memory of the party back into focus: the press of his aggressive mouth, the invasive feel of his manhood poking against my body, the phones of all my new “girlfriends” held up while they watched and recorded. Ever since that night I had been required to text him almost every day, acting like I was into him. Miss Connery was logged into my iCloud and I knew she read my texts, so every message had to sound flirty.

I typed the reply with soft little clicks of my long pink nails. “Hey Tom, can’t wait to see you again?? Maybe after the holidays when I’m a little less busy, ttyl❤️”

The second I hit send I started to feel a little worried. My message wasn’t exactly dry, but maybe it wasn’t flirty enough either. I hoped Miss Connery wouldn’t see it and get angry with me.

Another message came through before I could dwell on it. It was from Emily. “Hey girl, I’m outside”

I answered “coming” and stood to check myself one last time in the mirror before running out.

My reflection stopped me cold.

My hair was swept into an elegant updo, soft tendrils left loose around my face. My makeup was precise and luminous: shimmering gold and bronze across my lids, long dark lashes, softly contoured cheeks glowing under the light, and full glossy lips the color of dusty roses. My strapless pink tulle dress hugged my waist before blooming outward in layers of airy fabric, delicate three-dimensional flowers scattered across the bodice and cascading down the full skirt. My soft pink nails matched the flowers. A single strand of pearls rested against my collarbone. Crystal earrings dangled, catching every small movement.

I looked like a princess.

The girl staring back at me was beautiful and feminine in a way that still felt impossible to believe had ever been male. I stared at the soft lines of the slender neck and shoulders, the way the dress shifted when I breathed, the elegant polish of every detail, it was surreal that this was the same body that had once belonged to Frank. What made it worse was knowing I had done this to myself willingly today. No one had ordered me to dress like a fairy princess; I did this on my own. Emily had asked me to get all dressed up with her, and I had gone with her the day before, tried on dresses, and after she declared that she loved it on me, I had chosen this one. I had transformed myself into this vision of graceful femininity without being forced, and the knowledge of that felt like a mark against the case for me being any kind of man as I stared at the mirror.

Emily had invited me to a girls’ night, a nice dinner and a play in the city. As much as I hated having to act like I wanted to be a girl in front of this gorgeous girl from class who believed it completely, I really enjoyed my time with her. I was finding that I would take any chance I could get to hang out with her. It was always a reprieve from the usual intense degradation and servitude I had unfortunately grown used to. What I hadn’t anticipated was Emily insisting that we get all dressed up for the occasion, leading to the impromptu shopping trip yesterday for everything I had on now.

I sprayed myself with the expensive perfume we had bought together, the soft elegant scent settling against my throat, chest, and wrists. I packed a little pink clutch with the bottle and a few pieces of makeup I might need for touch-ups later, then closed the clasp.

As I carefully descended the stairs I felt incredibly grateful that my parents weren’t home. At least I didn’t need to sneak out again. The full skirt whispered against my legs with every careful step.

I reached the car and pulled the passenger door open. Emily was already inside. We both let out the same bright, high-pitched “Hi!” Mine came out a little too loud at first, the way it always did when I forced it into that register.

She looked beautiful. Her long light blue gown was soft and full, the bodice fitted perfectly around her breasts and the skirt spilling over the seat in gentle folds. Her makeup was soft and elegant: soft shimmer across the lids, long lashes, a light flush on her cheeks, glossy pink lips that caught the overhead light when she smiled.

I lowered myself into the seat carefully, gathering the pink tulle so it wouldn’t catch, then swung both legs in together and shut the door. The second I was settled the familiar girly tone slipped back into place without me having to think about it. “Oh my gosh, Em, you look so pretty! I love that dress on you!”

The words came out bubbly and high-pitched, the exact cadence I had learned to use with her. We leaned in for a quick hug. Her perfume mixed with mine, something lighter and more floral than the one I was wearing. The soft press and squish of her boobs against mine beneath the layers of lace and tulle we were both wearing serving as a physical reminder of our relationship as two girlfriends, nothing more. I pulled back a second later than I meant to, suddenly very aware of how the contact had felt.

Emily started the car and pulled onto the road. The longer we drove the easier it got. Her company always took some of the edge of being a sissy off. We talked about the play, about the restaurant menu we’d looked at online, and what we might order. I kept my voice in the same soft, bright register the whole time, matching her without having to force it as hard. We genuinely clicked.

About half an hour later we turned into a parking garage right next to the restaurant and the theater. We grabbed our purses and stepped out. Emily linked her arm through mine right away, and we started walking toward the exit with the short, careful steps our high heels required.

The sidewalks were packed. People moved past on both sides. Every time someone glanced over I felt hyperaware of myself: a pretty girl in a princess style gown, the soft swish of tulle, the light click of my heels, my free hand automatically keeping the full but airy skirt from catching the breeze. The way I was holding myself, the way I was moving, all of it was being read the same way by everyone who looked: as a graceful, delicate young lady.

Emily noticed I’d gone quiet and gave my arm a little squeeze. “Hey, you look gorgeous. Stop worrying.”

I smiled at her. The reassurance didn’t change much, but the kindness still registered.

Inside the restaurant the ambiance was cooler and quieter: low lighting, polished wood, soft conversation, the occasional clink of glass. A few older women in the waiting area turned as we walked in. One of them smiled. “I just have to say, you girls look gorgeous.”

Her friends nodded and made little sounds of agreement.

I followed Emily’s lead, mimicking her exact reaction. I blushed a little, smiled, clutched the sides of my skirt, and did a small pivot that made the tulle flare just enough to be performative but not dramatic. Our voices came out bright and sweet together. “Thank you!”

We checked in. The hostess gathered two menus and led us to a booth tucked into the corner. The high back of the seat blocked most of the room. I slid in and let the skirt settle around my legs, the noise and the open space suddenly farther away as we settled in peacefully.

She set the menus down, told us to enjoy our meal, and walked off.

Emily reached across the table, took both of my hands, and squeezed them tight, her voice rising into an almost-squeal. “I can’t believe we’re here!”

I squeezed back and did my own cute little squeal in the same bright, high-pitched register, doing my best to meet her energy.

The waitress appeared at the edge of the booth, notepad already in hand. She smiled at both of us the same way. “Can I start you girls off with something to drink?”

Emily ordered a sparkling water with lemon. I matched her without thinking, the instinct to let her lead me coming automatically. “Same for me, please.”

She wrote it down and left. The second she was gone Emily leaned in, eyes bright. Her cleavage fell forward too, drawing my eyes for a second before I looked back up to her face.

“Okay so I’ve been meaning to tell you about this guy,” she said excitedly. “Remember the one from my tinder I mentioned last week? We finally hung out again last weekend.”

I kept my hands folded on the edge of the table, pink nails catching the low light as I responded brightly showing interest. “Oh my gosh, really? Tell me everything.”

Somewhere deep down a small, shameful comparison tried to surface. Emily was talking about an actual guy, someone who got to touch her and take her out as himself, as a man, while I while relegated to the position of her sissy girlfriend. I pushed it down before it could show on my face and kept my expression open and eager.

“He’s so cute,” she said, already smiling at the memory. “He’s tall, kind of quiet at first, but once we started talking it was easy. We got coffee and then just walked around for like two hours. And then…” She bit her lip, glancing around like someone might overhear. “We ended up back at his place.”

I made the appropriate little gasp, soft and girly. “No way. Did anything happen?”

“Yeah.” Her voice dropped. “We hooked up. It was really good. Like… really good.”

I nodded, smiling the way a best friend was supposed to smile, even though the comparison still nagged at me. “Oh my God, Em. I’m so happy for you! Was he sweet about it or like… rough?”

“A little of both?” She laughed under her breath. “He kept checking in, which was nice, but once things got going he was really into it. I’ve been texting him every day since. I think he really likes me.”

“He better,” I said, tilting my head sweetly. “You’re literally perfect. What’s his name again?”

“Jordan.” She said it like she already liked the sound of it. “He’s a junior in college. Plays intramural soccer. He’s also kind of a nerd about history which is weirdly hot.”

I kept asking the questions I thought another girl might ask, how he kissed, how big he was, whether he was a good texter, if she thought it was going somewhere, letting her talk while I nodded and made soft little sounds of excitement. Every time I opened my mouth the same high, bubbly tone came out, the one that made me sound exactly like the girl she thought I wanted to be. The longer I stayed in it the more the performance felt stuck to my skin, like I had forgotten how else to act.

The waitress returned with our drinks, set them down carefully, and asked if we were ready to order. Emily got the salmon. I ordered the same pasta dish I’d looked at online earlier. Once the menus were gone and we were alone again, Emily immediately shifted toward me, practically vibrating. “Okay enough about me. Your turn. You’ve been talking to Tom, right? How’s that going?”

My fingers tightened slightly around the cold glass. “It’s… going. We’ve been texting a lot.”

“And?” She drew the word out, grinning. “You still thinking about that kiss?”

I forced a little smile, blushing as I looked down at the table for a second before answering. “Yeah. I mean… it was my first one with a guy, so of course I am.”

“Was it good?” She leaned in further. “Like, butterflies good or just okay?”

The memory of his mouth, his hands, and his erection tried to surface. I kept my eyes on the condensation sliding down my glass. “It was… a lot. In a good way, I think. He was really confident. I didn’t really know what I was doing but he kind of just… took over.”

Emily made an excited little gasp. “That’s so nice. Did you like the way he took over? Some guys are weirdly gentle, and some are just like…men.” She demonstrated a firmer grip on the air.

“He was more on the firm side,” I said, my voice staying steady even though my throat felt tight. “I could feel how strong he was, especially when he was squeezing my butt. It made me kind of nervous but also… I don’t know. It was exciting I guess.”

She nodded like that was exactly the answer she expected. “Are you guys gonna hang out over break?”

“He texted me earlier actually. He wants to.” I took a small sip of the sparkling water just to have something to do with my hands. The bubbles felt intense on my tongue. “I told him maybe after the holidays when things are less busy.”

“You should go,” she advised immediately. “He’s cute, you’re cute, it’s perfect. Has he said anything flirty since the party?”

I showed her the texts, the ones Miss Connery made sure stayed flirty, while Emily scrolled like it was the best thing she’d seen all week.

After a while she tilted her head, expression turning more curious than teasing. “Okay real question. If you guys did end up hooking up… like actually having sex… do you think he’d put it in your butt?”

The question landed so casually that for a second I just stared at her. The restaurant noise around us suddenly felt farther away. I was suddenly super aware of the soft tendrils framing my face, the crystal earrings dangling by my neck, the warm breast forms that had begun to feel like a part of my anatomy rising and falling with each breath, the restriction of the little cage under the soft fabric of my dress, and the frilly pink mass of tulle pooled around my legs. The picture she had of me in a relationship was crystal clear now: a soft girl who got bent over and fucked. The image disturbed me and I couldn’t get it out of my own head. It gave me goosebumps as I realized that in reality, if anyone was going to get bent over and fucked between me and Tom, it was going to be me.

I looked down at my hands in shame. “I… don’t know. I don’t think I’m ready for anything like that.”

“That’s fair,” she said, still gentle. “No rush. I’m just saying, that’s probably how it would go, right? I just don’t see you doing the fucking, you know?”

I gave a tiny nod of my head, understanding completely why she felt that way but being hurt by it nonetheless. “Yeah. I guess that’s how it would be.”

She watched me for a second longer, then asked the next question just as lightly. “Have you ever thought about like… wanting a vagina eventually? Or at least hormones or maybe getting surgery?”

My stomach turned. The idea of of losing my penis permanently and becoming a girl terrified me, I had never even considered that could happen. I felt myself shivering in fear as I kept my eyes on the tablecloth, praying that no matter what happened, that never would.

“I haven’t really thought about it,” I replied carefully. “I don’t think I’d ever want to go that far.”

Emily’s expression softened immediately. She reached across and rested her hand over mine. “Hey. I’m sorry if I’m making you uncomfortable. You don’t have to figure any of that out right now. You’ve got a good life already: friends you can be yourself around, a cute boy who’s interested in you. That’s more than a lot of people have. You can just… be a girl and enjoy it without rushing the rest.”

I nodded, making myself smile despite still feeling disturbed by everything she had brought up. “Yeah. Exactly. I can just… enjoy being a girl.”

My words felt like they were a complete lie. The life she was describing: girlfriends, a boy who probably wanted to fuck me, it all fell so far from anything I had ever wanted that it was hard to keep the smile from slipping.

The waitress returned with our plates then, setting them down carefully and asking if we needed anything else. Once she left, the heavier questions drifted away. Emily started talking about the girls I sat with at lunch now, asking if I was getting close with any of them or if we were just cordial. We moved on to talking about the movies we’d watched together on her laptop the week before, then somehow ended up on video games and which ones still held up. The conversation stayed light and easy on the surface, the same soft voices and girly giggles, but the earlier questions lingered in my mind the whole time we ate.

After dinner we walked the short distance to the theater, the voluminous skirts of our dresses brushing against each other every few steps. The lobby was warm and crowded, people in nicer clothes than usual for a weeknight. We found our seats just as the lights started to dim.

It was the first play I’d ever been to. The stage was closer than I expected, the actors’ voices carrying easily without microphones. The story was strange and funny in a way that kept catching us both off guard. Emily would lean over and whisper something under her breath about a character’s ridiculous costume or the way one of the actors kept overdoing their lines, and I’d whisper back that I was thinking almost the exact same thing a second later. We kept doing that the whole time: silly little comments, quiet laughs we tried to muffle against our hands, the same reactions landing at the same moments. By the intermission I felt comfortable again, the earlier conversation pushed a little farther back as we slipped into our usual dynamic.

When the final bows finished and the house lights came on, we stayed in our seats a minute longer than most people, still talking about the ending. Emily drove me home after that.

She pulled up in front of my house and put the car in park. For a moment she just sat there with her hands on the wheel.

“Hey,” she said quietly. “I’m really sorry about earlier. If I made things weird with all those questions… are you mad at me?”

I shook my head right away. “No. I’m not mad. I had a really good time tonight.”

I wasn’t mad. As uncomfortable as those questions were, I knew she meant no harm by them; she cared about me and was probably my only real friend.

She looked relieved. We leaned across the console and hugged, our boobs once again squeezing together against the soft fabric of our dresses. When we pulled back she kissed my cheek, quick and sweet, and I did the same to her before I got out.

The house was dark. I locked the door behind me as quietly as I could and went straight upstairs. In my room I sat at the vanity and started taking everything off, the long pink nails first, then the makeup, wiping until my face was bare again. Stripping down to my panties, I slipped into one of the nighties Miss Connery made me sleep in and slipped under the covers.

Even in my exhausted state the earlier conversation wouldn’t stay out of my head. Every time I closed my eyes the images came back: Tom fucking me, his hard cock slipping into my ass the way Emily had so casually assumed, the thought of a body that matched the performance of Fiona permanently, real breasts, a vagina. They kept rising up no matter how many times I tried to turn over or focus on something else.

A few days later Christmas morning arrived. I woke early, took of my breast forms and changed out of the nightie as quickly as I could, and headed downstairs in ordinary clothes. The tree was lit beautifully, a small pile of presents waiting underneath.

I sat on the floor and started opening them while my parents watched. The gifts weren’t exactly girly, but they weren’t the kind of things an eighteen-year-old guy usually got either. An eyebrow grooming kit. A few skincare products. A new laptop in a soft teal blue. I thanked them for each one, keeping my voice even despite my discomfort. They both smiled too wide and asked questions that felt careful, like they were testing the air around me, hoping they’d chosen right and watching every small reaction I gave.

We had dinner together that evening. After the plates were cleared my parents finished packing the last of their bags. They were leaving for a two-week business trip to Asia and wouldn’t be back until after the new year. I walked them to the door, wished them a good trip, and locked it behind them once their car pulled away.

The house went quiet. I stood in the entryway for a moment, the silence settling around me. Part of me was so glad to have the place to myself and not have to worry about sneaking around. Another part kept dreading the familiar buzz of a text from Miss Connery telling me to come over and serve her. Surprisingly, I never got that text.

I went upstairs, put my breast forms back on, changed into a red dress, did my makeup, and spent the rest of the day moving between the couch and my room. Video games. Background television. A book I’d started weeks ago. The quiet stretched on without interruption. By the time I climbed into bed that night the earlier tension had loosened. Winter break might actually be kind of nice.

The next morning, I woke to loud, insistent banging on the front door. My heart jumped hard against my ribs before I was even fully awake.

I got out of bed and hurried down the stairs, the short nightie lifting and billowing around me with every step. Halfway to the door I slowed, suddenly aware of the thin fabric and the obvious sight of my realistic boobs under it. I probably couldn’t pass as a girl without makeup, and even if I could, I was half naked. I crept to the side window and carefully pulled the curtain back to see who it was.

Miss Connery and Kaylee stood on the porch, both holding several shopping bags. I was relieved that it was them and not someone else, but I still knew them showing up at my house could spell humiliation for me.

I opened the door.

“Merry Christmas, Fiona,” Miss Connery exclaimed as she stepped inside without waiting. Kaylee followed right behind her, giving me a quick hug.

“Merry Christmas,” I answered, voice filled with dread. I shut the door and turned to face them. “I… I wasn’t expecting anyone. Is everything okay?”

Miss Connery set her bags down by the stairs. “Everything’s fine. I know you said your parents are gone for the next two weeks, so I decided it would be a perfect opportunity for you to spend that time as Fiona.”

I had half-expected something like this but hearing it out loud still made my stomach drop. I looked at the bags again. “What’s all of that for?”

Kaylee’s smile widened. “Well, if you’re going to be a girl for two weeks, you should have a girl’s room.”

I led them upstairs without arguing. Inside my room Miss Connery pointed at the dresser and closet. “Start gathering every piece of boy clothing you own. Put them in these black bags. Once that’s done we’ll make the space a little more gender appropriate.”

I hesitated, glancing at the black garbage bags and wondering if I would ever get my clothes back.

She noticed. “Oh, relax, sissy. You’ll get your ugly boy clothes back before your parents come home.”

I opened the first drawer. T-shirts, jeans, hoodies, everything that still felt like Frank’s, came out one piece at a time. I folded them carefully at first, then just started stuffing them into the black bags as the pile grew. Miss Connery and Kaylee sat side by side on the edge of my bed, watching.

“This is going to be so much better for you,” Kaylee said, swinging her legs. “You’ll see.”

Miss Connery nodded. “Exactly. Something appropriate for the young lady you’re becoming. No more pretending this is still a boy’s space.”

I kept working while the two of them chatted casually. Every shirt I removed felt like another small piece of me disappearing. After a while I heard Kaylee mention a party tonight.

I turned nervously. “Party?”

“Just a small Christmas thing here tonight,” Miss Connery said. “We invited Christina, Amy, and Max. Nothing big.”

The thought of Max walking into my house bothered me in a way I couldn’t quite explain. I think it was the fact that I knew with him here, he was the man of my house, not me. At least it wasn’t a larger group, I told myself. I finished the last of the boy clothes and tied the bags shut.

Miss Connery stood. “Good girl. Now take down those posters.”

I pulled the old ones from the walls: band logos, a couple of sports prints, things that had been up for years, and set them aside in a neat stack. From one of the bags, they handed me the replacements: several large prints of shirtless male models with chiseled abs and tight pants, pretty butterfly and floral designs in pastel colors, and a framed painting of a girl leaning toward a mirror, carefully applying lipstick with the words “Put on your big girl panties and deal with it,” printed below.

Kaylee giggled as I held up one of the male models, horrified that I had to put this up and look at it every day in my own room. “We figured you’d like looking at those, you know? Since the last time you got all excited and came was to a similar picture.”

I cringed at her words and at the sight of the pictures but obediently hung each one where they told me to. The shirtless models went above the dresser. The butterflies and flowers filled the empty spaces on the side walls. The lipstick painting went directly across from the bed so it would be the first thing I saw in the morning. Every time I stepped back the room already looked less like mine.

Next came the bedding. They handed me silky pale-pink sheets that felt cool and slippery between my fingers, and a Barbie comforter covered in soft pastel illustrations of the doll and her friends, clearly meant for a little girl. I stripped the old set, the familiar cotton sliding off the mattress in a heap, and replaced it piece by piece. The new fabric whispered against fingers as I smoothed it down. When I finished, the bed looked like it belonged to someone else entirely, maybe a five-year-old girl.

Kaylee unrolled a thick, plush pink rug and centered it beside the bed, the fuzzy material sinking under my bare feet when I stepped on it. Then she dumped an armful of stuffed animals onto the new comforter: pale bears, a floppy-eared rabbit, a couple of pastel unicorns with glittery horns. She pointed at them. “Organize those from cutest to least cute.”

I sorted them slowly, placing each one with careful hands while they watched me perform the humiliating task. It was bad enough that they treated me like a girl, but now they were treating me like I was child. Still, the cutest ones went against the pillows, and the rest formed a neat little row down the side. I felt pathetic the entire time.

Finally, Miss Connery handed me a bag of framed photographs and told me to place them around my room. The frames were all deliberately girly: hearts, soft pink borders, little rhinestones that caught the light. I took them out one by one.

The first showed me in the French maid uniform, mid-curtsy, eyes lowered in submission. I set it on the nightstand reluctantly.

The second was me in the backyard blowing a kiss toward the camera, the dress and makeup I was wearing super clear since it was a selfie. I put it on the dresser and had to look away for a second, unable to believe I was doing this to myself.

Next was a photo of me giving Max a lap dance, my hands on his shoulders, face turned slightly away. Kaylee giggled when I hesitated with it. “That one can go right by the bed, so you remember the first time you felt a real man’s cock get hard for you every morning when you wake up.”

I placed it shamefully, hating that I would have to wake up to that every morning. The next one was possibly worse, or at least more degrading: me in my slutty pink teddy, straddling Kaylee’s pink teddy bear, hips down, mouth open as I massaged my breast forms and moaned.

Miss Connery let out a little giggle. “Very dedicated practice. That one deserves a good spot.”

There was a photo of me modeling a pink dress in the mall, the college girls who joined us visible in the background watching. Then one of me at the vanity doing my makeup, concentration clear on my face. I set a photo of me kneeling while Kaylee looked down at me imperiously while petting my head on the bookshelf. The spanking picture went beside it: me bent over Miss Conner’s lap, her hand raised, my face bright red and streaked with tears and ruined makeup.

The last frame was the worst. It was me straddling Tom’s lap at the party, his hands under my tiny white pleated skirt, fingers clearly gripping my ass while we kissed. I stared at it longer than the others, the memory of how it had felt colliding with the permanent way it now sat in a heart-shaped frame like it was one of my fondest memories.

Kaylee leaned in to look. “That’s my favorite. You two looked so cute together.”

I set it on the far corner of the dresser and stepped back.

Miss Connery walked to the vanity, peeled the backs off a set of sparkly pink letters, and arranged them face-down on the surface. “Now for the finishing touch. Spell out Princess Fiona across the top of the mirror.”

I picked up the letters one by one and pressed them into place spelling out Princess Fiona in the sparkly pink letters. The glitter caught the light every time my hand moved. When the last letter was stuck I stood there staring at the words I had just put up myself.

Miss Connery stepped back and looked around the room. “All done. Wow. Your room’s so cute, Fiona. Much better suited for a young lady like yourself. What do you say, little girl?”

I stood in the middle of it and let my eyes move slowly across everything. I looked over at my new soft pink bedding with the little girl styled Barbie comforter pulled neat. Stuffed animals were lined up by the pillows in the order that I had determined was cutest. Pictures of flowers, butterflies, and shirtless male models littered my walls. Framed photos of me in every humiliating pose and situation covered the surfaces: curtsying, blowing kisses, grinding, kneeling, being spanked, making out with Tom’s hands on my ass, documenting almost every step of my feminization. Sparkly letters spelling Princess Fiona above the mirror seemed to mock me, like a final declaration that this space was no longer male. The black bags of my old clothes sat by the door as proof of that.

The room didn’t look like mine anymore. It looked like the room of the hyperfeminine girl they had been turning me into, and it killed me to know that I had helped them do it step by step. My hands hung uselessly at my sides. I couldn’t find anything to say.

I looked at the floor. “Thank you.”

Miss Connery’s smile was slow and satisfied, like my thanking her was a confirmation of just how broken and well-trained I was. Kaylee crossed the room and pulled me into a tight, excited hug. “You’re so welcome, Fiona! Now go get yourself freshened up. We have a few errands to run before the party tonight.”

Thirty minutes later I was sitting in the back seat of the car, the soft red satin of my minidress cool against my skin. Matching shiny red heels were snug on my feet, a red lace headband held my hair back, and a small red purse sat in my lap. My makeup was done too, pretty and polished in a way that made my face look complete. Miss Connery pulled into the familiar parking lot of the salon that I had gone to the day before Halloween and put the car in park.

“You have an appointment,” she said. “We’ll be back to pick you up in a few hours after we finish setting up for the party. Be a good girl and enjoy!”

I stepped out carefully and walked inside. The same girl was at the counter. She looked up, recognized me, and her whole face brightened. “Fiona! Hi! You look so pretty today. Oh my gosh, your hair’s gotten so long since last time.” She came around the desk a little, still smiling. “I love the red on you.”

I managed a polite smile. “Thank you. I’m actually here for another appointment.”

She smiled brightly. “Of course, good for you. Right this way, honey.”

She led me down the short hallway to the waxing room and opened the door. “You can go ahead and undress. The aesthetician will be right in.”

The door closed behind her. I stood there hesitating for a second, then started taking everything off. The satin dress slid down my arms and pooled at my feet. I stepped out of the heels, unhooked my bra, and pulled my panties down. The air in the small room felt cooler against bare skin. When I turned, the full-length mirror caught me completely off guard, just like last time.

A petite girl with a sexy body looked back: soft perky breasts, a narrow waist, long legs, hair falling past my shoulders in loose waves, my makeup perfect. The only thing that stood out was the small pink chastity cage locked between my legs, degrading and obvious against my otherwise feminine shape. I let out a quiet breath and looked away.

I climbed onto the table on my stomach, arms folded under my cheek, and waited.

The door opened a minute later. The waxing girl was young and friendly, already smiling as she pulled on gloves. “Hi, Fiona. We’re doing everything from the waist-down today, right? And brows after?”

I nodded against my arms, dreading this. “Yes.”

She started with the backs of my legs. The warm wax went on thick, then the cloth, then the sharp pull that left my skin stinging and clean. She worked methodically up my calves and the backs of the thighs. As she approached my ass, I began to feel nervous and vulnerable. I had to stay still while she spread the wax across the soft skin of my ass and between my cheeks, then pressed the cloth down and ripped it away in quick, precise motions. Each strip left the skin raw and completely smooth. I kept my face turned into my arms and focused on breathing through it, the feeling of lying there completely open while a stranger worked so close making my body tense the entire time.

She had me turn over once the back was finished. That was when her eyes flicked briefly to my breast forms and then down to my pink cage. She didn’t comment, but the pause was long enough to notice before she continued across the front of my thighs, shins, and the tender area around my cage. Every strip left the skin burning and me wincing.

When she finished the body work she cleaned the last traces of wax and had me sit up. “Brows next.”

She shaped them with the same steady focus, thinning and lifting until the arch was sharp and deliberate. When she was done she held a small mirror up for me. The face looking back was noticeably prettier. The thinner, higher brows framed everything in a way that made the rest of my face look even more feminine. They would be almost impossible to pass off as normal male brows later. I stared for a second, then handed the mirror back.

While I redressed in my panties, bra, and red satin dress, I decided there was no point dwelling on it. Everyone already suspected I was a sissy. Probably even my parents. There was nothing I could do about the brows now.

I walked out to the main floor in my click-clacking heels and was led to a manicure station. The chair was comfortable. I sat back and let my hands and feet rest on the supports while the two nail technicians started working. The soft whir of the files mixed with the cool wipe of cleaner as they carefully shaped each nail and toe. They built the longer acrylics onto my fingers until they were long and smooth, then they applied the bright red polish in thin, even coats until my finger were glossy and unmistakably feminine.

While everything dried I kept looking down at my hands and the matching color on my toes. The long red nails caught the overhead lights dramatically and made my fingers look glamourous and eye-catching. It was strange how normal the sight was starting to feel, how little resistance was left when I looked at them. Like this was just what my hands looked like now.

By the time the last coat was fully set, Miss Connery’s car was waiting outside. I thanked the women at the desk as I learned the appointment had already been paid for, then gathered my purse and walked out. The heels clicked softly against the salon floor as I minced toward the door.

I slid back into the car and immediately noticed how differently they both looked. Kaylee had changed into a tight red bodycon dress that clung to every perfect curve, the fabric smooth and shiny under the overhead light. Her makeup was heavier now: darker liner, fuller lashes, and a glossy red lip that matched her dress. Miss Connery sat in the driver’s seat in a tailored red pantsuit that hugged her full hips and breasts, the jacket cut to show a soft V of skin at the neckline. Her makeup was polished and sharp, with defined brows and a deep berry mouth that made her look even more composed than usual.

When we pulled up to my house the living room had already been transformed. Small plates of sandwiches, crackers, cheeses, and sliced meats sat neatly on the coffee table beside a couple of wine bottles. A few extra Christmas decorations had been put up, garland along the mantel, extra lights around the tree. Miss Connery set her keys down and turned to me. “Alright, sissy. I know you haven’t eaten yet and must be hungry. Run upstairs and get changed into the dress we brought for you, then you can pick a little bit before the other girls get here. You’re off the hook with Max. He had other plans come up.”

My relief was obvious enough that my shoulders dropped. “Yes, Miss Connery,” I said, and gave a small curtsy without thinking.

Kaylee smiled. “I’ll come with you. I wanna help with your makeup.”

We went upstairs together. The second I stepped into my room the pink bedding, the stuffed animals, the framed photos, and the sparkly letters above the mirror all hit me at once. I had almost managed to forget what they had done earlier. Kaylee giggled at the look on my face and gave my butt a playful swat. “Go get dressed, girlfriend.”

A short, slutty Miss Claus dress was laid out across the Barbie comforter, deep red velvet with thick white fur trim along the off-shoulder neckline and the hem of the tiny flared skirt. A shiny black belt and a large red satin bow sat beside it. Kaylee dropped onto the bed and watched me with an amused expression. “You can keep those heels on, Barbie. They go with your outfit.”

I shimmied out of the red satin dress under her watchful gaze, the fabric whispering down my legs, then stepped into the Miss Claus one. The velvet was soft and a little heavy against my skin. I fastened the black belt around my waist and pulled it tight until it cinched everything in, giving me an hourglass figure. Then I sat at the vanity and pinned the red bow into my hair so it sat high on one side.

Kaylee’s voice brightened. “Oh my God, Fiona, you already look so cute. I love it. Now for your makeup I want you to go with something simple but sexy, but also kind of innocent, you know? Lots of pink blush, bright red lipstick, smokey eyes, and false lashes.”

“Okay,” I said, and started carefully removing the makeup I was already wearing. Once my face was clean I blended a fresh layer of foundation and began dusting on the pink blush. Kaylee watched me the whole time. “Soo… how do you like your new room, Fiona?”

I felt shame as I glanced around what was effectively a little girl’s bedroom. “Um… it’s nice.”

She giggled. “That’s sweet. You know, I understand how hard these past few months have been for you, but you’re doing a great job.”

The unexpected praise was unexpectantly pleasant. It was nice to hear her acknowledge how hard they had been on me and that I was handling it like a champ. I hated to admit it, but it also just made me all fluttery in general whenever she or her mom were proud of me, even though I hated what they were doing to me. I mumbled a quiet thank you and started working on the eyes, building the soft smoky shadow the way she had asked. She kept talking while I focused on the mirror. “Seriously, I never thought you’d take to being a sissy so quickly. Sometimes it feels like you were never a man at all.”

I didn’t answer. The comment stung at my pride and the memory of the man I had considered myself to be before this had all happened as I glued the false lashes in place and carefully blended the edges.

She spoke again, softer this time. “Don’t worry, girly. Before you know it you won’t remember what it’s like to be a man at all… and you won’t even want to.”

I kept my eyes on the mirror and finished applying my bright red lipstick, but the thought stayed with me, whether she might actually be right. Sometimes it already felt like being a guy was a distant memory.

A few minutes later everything was done. I leaned closer to the glass and checked every detail. The red velvet dress with its white fur trim and tight black belt, the shiny heels, the big red bow in my hair, the soft pink blush high on my cheeks, my smoky eyes framed by the long lashes, and my inviting red mouth. The overall effect was deliberately sweet and slutty at the same time. I turned my head slightly, checking the angles. “I think I’m ready, Kaylee.”

She hopped off the bed, walked up behind me, and rested both hands on my slender shoulders. Our eyes met in the mirror. “Oh, you’re definitely ready, princess.”

A few hours later the doorbell rang. Kaylee looked over from the couch. “Get that, pretty girl.”

Miss Connery added, “Be festive and sweet, Fiona.”

I smoothed the front of the short red velvet dress, adjusted the big bow in my hair, and walked to the door in the shiny heels. When I opened it I dropped into a bright curtsy, the white fur trim fanning out around me. “Merry Christmas, ladies! You both look so pretty.”

Amy stood there in a tight dark-green mini dress that hugged her curves and showed a deep V of cleavage, her long dark hair falling in soft waves over one shoulder where her boobs were nearly completely out. Christina was beside her in a low-cut red top and fitted green jeans, blonde hair loose and shiny. Both of them held several bright, girly gift bags with tissue paper spilling out the tops.

Amy stepped in first and pulled me into a warm hug, the way she always did. “Aww, hi Fiona. You look adorable. Merry Christmas.”

Christina hugged me next, but her smile had that familiar cruel edge. “You do look really pretty, Fiona. It’s actually crazy. I bet a year ago you never would’ve thought that would be your last Christmas as a boy… and now look at you.”

I kept the smile on my face but felt my stomach tighten as I stepped aside to let them in.

They settled onto the couch with Miss Connery and Kaylee, everyone hugging and immediately launching into how their Christmases had gone. Miss Connery glanced over at me. “Pour us some drinks, sissy.”

I went to the kitchen, gathered five wine glasses, and carried them back out. One by one I poured and handed them over, dropping into a small curtsy each time. When I reached Amy she took the glass, then caught my hand and turned it so the long red acrylics caught the light. “Oh my God, girl, your nails are gorgeous!”

One look from Miss Connery told me exactly how I was supposed to respond. I splayed my fingers forward with limp wrists and let my voice jump into a high, excited squeal. “Oh my gosh, thank you! I just got them done!”

Miss Connery watched me for a second longer, then said, “Pour one for yourself too, Fiona.”

I curtsied again. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

I poured the last glass, sat demurely on the edge of the couch beside the girls, and crossed my legs at the knee. For the next half hour, the conversation stayed was actually pretty pleasant: school gossip, what everyone had gotten for Christmas, plans for the rest of break. The wine warmed my chest and loosened me up. The longer I sat there the easier it became to answer in the same soft, bright tone they used, to laugh at the right moments, to lean in and add little comments like I belonged in their circle and wasn’t the group bitch. By the second glass I wasn’t thinking as hard about how I looked or how I sounded. I was just one of the girls on the couch.

Eventually the talk drifted to a party a few weeks earlier when a girl from school who had tried to dance sexy ended up looking completely ridiculous. Everyone was laughing. Kaylee wiped under her eye and said, “Even Fiona could’ve done better than that.”

Miss Connery’s mouth curved into a slow, mischievous smile. “I bet she could.”

All three girls turned the same look on me at once and started giggling. Heat rushed straight to my face and down my neck. I already knew what was coming.

Kaylee stood and connected her phone to the speaker. Amy hopped up and killed the overhead lights, leaving only the soft multicolored glow of the Christmas tree. The opening notes of “Santa Baby” filled the room.

“Come on, Fiona,” Kaylee called. “Get up and show us what you’ve got.”

Christina clapped. “Dance, sissy. Don’t be shy.”

I stood on unsteady legs, the short velvet skirt brushing the tops of my thighs. My face already felt hot. I started moving timidly, slow, hesitant shifts of my hips, hands hovering awkwardly at my sides. The girls immediately started calling out instructions between laughs.

“Move your hips more!”

“Run your hands up your body!”

“Shake your ass, girl, come on!”

I followed each one, the wine making it a little easier to obey. My hands slid up over the soft velvet, across the white fur trim, and into my hair. I rolled my hips deeper, then turned and gave a small shake of my ass. The more I committed the louder they got. Miss Connery was smiling behind her glass. Amy was laughing and cheering. Christina kept yelling for me to go harder. Kaylee looked so proud of me for being able to move like that. Somewhere in the middle of it the embarrassment started mixing with something else, an actual bit of fun as they reacted every time I put more into it.

Kaylee stood up, stepped behind me, and set her hands on my hips. She guided me while I danced, sliding her palms up my sides, then cupping my silicone breasts through the velvet. I leaned back into her without thinking. And a second later I bent forward, hands on my knees, and started grinding against her the way the music seemed to ask for. The girls erupted.

“Yes!”

“Oh my God!”

“Look at her!”

My face burned, but I kept going. Kaylee laughed against my ear, then reached down, flipped my short skirt up, and exposed my lace-covered butt cheeks underneath. She started smacking them in time with the beat while I kept grinding. Each sharp little slap made my face burn hotter than my ass the girls cheer louder. It was no doubt humiliating, but the wine and the attention and the way they were all cheering made it impossible to stop. They were happy with me, and that felt good.

When the song finally ended I stayed bent over for a second longer, breathing hard, face the exact bright red of my nails. Then I straightened up. The girls were still clapping and laughing. I could feel the smile on my own face even as the heat refused to leave my cheeks.

After the song ended the girls took turns getting up to dance, each of them moving like it was the most natural thing in the world. Amy’s dark hair swung around her shoulders as she rolled her hips in the tight green dress, completely at ease in her own body. Christina laughed and shook her ass in the jeans, calling out for someone to film her. Even Miss Connery stood up at one point, and the whole room, including me, freaked out and cheered while she moved with slow, confident rolls of her hips.

“Look at you go, mom!” Kaylee squealed.

“Miss Connery’s got moves!” Amy shouted.

I clapped along with them, the wine making it easier to join in, even as the contrast between how naturally they all occupied their bodies and how carefully I had to manage mine became increasingly obvious. By the time everyone finally collapsed back onto the couches the wine bottles were lighter and all of us were properly drunk.

Miss Connery looked around with a happy, satisfied expression. “Alright, girls. I think it’s time to give Fiona her gifts. What do you think?”

They rushed to gather the bright bags and boxes, voices overlapping with excitement. Miss Connery pointed toward the tree. “Put them over there, girls. Fiona, go sit down by the tree, honey.”

I smiled, the expression sitting uncomfortably on my face. The wine had me in a decent mood and the dancing had been fun in a twisted way, but I already knew humiliation was coming. I knelt on the floor beside the tree, smoothed the short velvet skirt over my thighs, and decided the only way to make it through without them turning on me was to act extra giddy and enthusiastic so I wouldn’t sour the mood. The alternative was worse.

Amy pointed at a shiny pink bag. “Mine first! Open that one.”

I forced my voice up into a bright, bubbly register that felt completely fake given the tightness in my chest. “Oh my gosh, I can’t wait to see what it is!”

I reached into the tissue paper and pulled out a tiny, slutty pink nightie. Soft sheer fabric with delicate lace cups that would barely contain my breast forms, thin straps, and a short hem that would basically leave my ass on display, plus a matching pink thong so small it was basically a scrap of lace. Still, I squealed the way they expected. “Oh my gosh, I love it! Thank you so much, Amy!”

I stood and hugged her. She squeezed me back, warm and genuine. “I’m so glad you like it, Fiona. I thought the pink would look so pretty on you.”

Kaylee and Christina giggled behind their hands. Miss Connery just smirked like she’d expected exactly this performance.

Kaylee bounced in place. “Okay, okay, me next!”

She pointed out her bag. Inside were three new makeup palettes in soft pink packaging and a rose-gold hair curler. I held them up, turned them so everyone could see, and poured on the thanks. The whole act made me feel exactly like the sissy I was so ashamed to be. Every excited word out of my mouth about my new makeup or hair curler seemed to carve my dignity a little smaller. “These are so great, Kaylee. Thank you. I can’t wait to use them!”

Miss Connery’s expression sharpened with intense expectation. She pointed to a tiny white box under the tree. “My gift’s right there, Fiona.”

I opened it carefully. Nestled inside on a little cushion was a pink plastic chastity cage even smaller than the one I already wore. White lettering across the front read Princess Fiona’s Pretty Clitty. My face went hot and my stomach dropped at the same time. The idea of how small my penis would shrink if it was kept in something that small felt both humiliating and genuinely frightening. A cage that size wasn’t just restriction, it was the complete eradication of my manhood. The girls burst out laughing at whatever expression I was making.

Miss Connery’s voice stayed sweet. “Well? What do you think of your gift, Princess Fiona?”

I swallowed and forced the necessary words out, my voice shaking as I held the tiny device in my hands. “Um… I love it. Thanks, Miss Connery.”

She smirked. “I figured you would. We both agreed you wouldn’t need your clit anymore, so it only makes sense to shrink it down and make it even smaller and cuter, right? This one’s barely an inch.”

The thought of a one-inch penis sat in my stomach like a stone. I answered defeatedly, hating myself for not standing up to her in that moment. “Right.”

Christina’s voice was eager and cruel. “Well…what are you waiting for, Fiona? Aren’t you gonna ask her to put it on?”

Tears stung the backs of my eyes as I realized there was no way out of this. I blinked hard and managed to keep them from falling, but the pressure stayed. “Could you… put it on for me, Miss Connery?”

She smiled like I’d just asked for something adorable. “Of course I can, sissy. Come here.”

I walked over with my head lowered and handed her the tiny cage. I lifted my short skirt without even needing to be told. The girls all leaned in to watch as Miss Connery tugged my panties down, unlocked the old cage, and slipped the new one on. It was definitely snugger, but not tight. If anything, it fit me better than the last one. My stomach tightened and my heart raced as I realized that I must already have a one-inch penis. I couldn’t believe they had already shrunk me down to so little, and now I was probably going to shrink even more. My heart and hopes sank as she locked it with a soft click that seemed louder than it should have been. “Turn around and show the girls your new cage, Fiona.”

I turned, face burning with shame. They all made soft “ooh” and “ahh” sounds, then started touching it.

“Oh my gosh, it’s tiny,” Kaylee said as she flicked the little pink tip, making me wince.

“Look how cute it is though,” Amy cooed as she pinched it softly between two fingers, looking at it like it was adorable.

“Princess Fiona’s pretty clitty is right…that is not a dick…” Christina added matter-of-factly, lining her pinky up against it and laughing at how much smaller it was.

When Miss Connery finally let me pull my panties back up and drop the skirt, Christina clapped her hands. “Alright, my turn. That’s my gift, sissy. You’re gonna love it.”

I padded over, already dejected, and picked up the bag she pointed at. I didn’t even look inside, I just reached in. My fingers closed around something thick and plastic. When I pulled it out I was holding a big, black, very realistic dildo. I gasped and dropped it on the carpet. The girls cracked up.

Miss Connery laughed too, then her tone turned a shade more serious when she saw I wasn’t saying anything. “What do you say, Fiona?”

I hated myself for how broken I was, for the fact that I was about to thank the girl who constantly bullied me for gifting me a dildo. “Thank you… for the dildo.”

Christina grinned. “Well if you like it so much, sissy, why don’t you try it out?”

My eyes flicked to Miss Connery. She didn’t even hesitate. “Now.”

My voice cracked. “Please…”

“Fiona.” Her voice stayed pleasant but firm. “We’re having a good night. Unless you want to be spanked until your ass matches your nails, suction that dildo to the wall and kneel in front of it.”

One tear slipped down my cheek. I sniffled, bent down, and picked the toy back up. The sight of it in my hand felt obscene against my delicate red nails. I walked to the nearest clear stretch of wall, dropped to my knees on the carpet, and pressed the thick black base against the paint until the suction held. It stuck out at face level, realistic veins and all, the head pointed straight toward my mouth while the girls watched from the couch in the soft glow of the Christmas tree. I stayed there on my knees in my slutty little dress, the new tiny cage snug between my legs, staring at the thing that apparently now belonged in front of my face.

Miss Connery’s voice stayed calm and pleased. “Good girl. Now pretend like it belongs to a big strong man you want to make happy and give it a nice little kiss.”

The girls giggled behind me while I sat there processing her instruction. Submitting to her authority, I leaned forward on my knees. The thick black head was right in front of my mouth. I pressed my red lips to it once, soft and quick. The silicone was smooth and slightly warm from being handled. Tears already blurred my vision and slipped down my cheeks as I kissed the big black head.

“Longer,” Christina jeered. “Like you love it.”

I kissed it again, holding the contact this time. The taste was clean and neutral, but the act itself felt incredibly degrading. Kaylee made a soft delighted little sound. “That’s it. Now lick it. From the balls all the way up.”

I opened my mouth and dragged my tongue along the underside, slow and deliberate the way she wanted. The surface was ridged with realistic veins. Each pass of my tongue made the humiliation sting worse than the last. It made it worse that I was doing this in my own home, a place where I was supposed to still have some control.

Amy’s voice came next, gentle and encouraging. “You’re doing so great, Fiona! Keep going! Lick all around the head. That’s it, nice and thorough.”

I circled the head with my tongue, coating it in my saliva. Tears kept falling, dripping off my chin onto the velvet of the dress. My red lipstick was already starting to smear against the black silicone.

Miss Connery spoke again. “Good. Now suck just the head. Slow. Use your tongue while you do it.”

I took the head into my mouth. The stretch was immediate. I sealed my lips around it and moved my tongue underneath the way she had said. The girls made soft approving noises. Someone’s hand, Kaylee’s, I think, settled on the back of my head, not pushing, just resting there, stroking my hair as if to affirm I was doing a good job.

“Deeper,” Christina said. “You can take more than that, faggot. You know you want to.”

I slid further down. The thickness filled my mouth and pressed against the back of my tongue. I tried to keep my breathing steady through my nose. Saliva was already starting to gather.

“Stroke it while you suck,” Miss Connery instructed. “Match the rhythm of your blowjob.”

I wrapped my fingers around the base and started moving my hand in time with my mouth. The long red nails were such a contrast against the black shaft. Every up-and-down motion of my head on the huge cock made the little cage between my own legs shift slightly between my legs. The contrast felt deliberate and cruel.

Kaylee’s hand pressed a little firmer. “Moan for him. Let him know you like having him inside you.”

I forced a soft sound around the toy. It came out wet and broken. The girls laughed quietly.

“Again,” Christina ordered. “Louder.”

I moaned louder, the vibration running through the silicone. Tears kept coming; I couldn’t stop them anymore. My jaw was starting to ache. The taste of the toy mixed with the salt of the tears that had reached my lips.

Christina took over guiding my head for a while, setting a deeper pace. “Look at you go. You’re actually getting good at this.”

“She has potential,” Miss Connery agreed. “She’s very natural at these sorts of things.”

The words landed like stones as I wondered if they were true. I kept sucking, kept stroking, kept making the sounds they wanted. Every time I tried to pull back even a little, a hand on my head reminded me to stay. My throat started to protest. Spit ran down my chin and dripped onto the white fur trim of the dress. The bright red lipstick was ruined, smeared around my mouth and onto the toy.

They kept me there through several more rounds of instructions: slower, deeper, more tongue, stroke faster, moan again. I obeyed each one. The longer it went the more the dignity and pride I clung to simply gave out. The shame of the situation nearly disappeared. There was only the thick weight of the plastic cock on my tongue, the ache in my jaw, the tight little cage making me even less of a man, and the sound of their voices talking about me like this was the most obvious thing in the world for me to be doing.

When Miss Connery finally said, “That’s enough,” I pulled off with a wet popping sound and stayed on my knees, breathing hard. Tears covered my face. My lips felt swollen and sticky. My lipstick was everywhere. My throat was raw.

Miss Connery looked down at me with quiet satisfaction. “She has a lot of potential as a cocksucker. I think we all saw that.”

Kaylee nodded, still smiling. “Oh, totally. She’s going to be so good at it.”

Amy’s voice was softer but no less certain. “I guess it’s kind of inevitable at this point, right?”

Christina laughed. “Yeah. Look at her. That bitch was made for it.”

I stayed kneeling, staring at the carpet, the toy still standing upright in front of me like proof. Everything they said felt true in the worst way. There was barely any fight left to resist them. If they told me to suck a cock tomorrow, I would probably end up on my knees with a cock in my mouth. I was completely at their mercy, weak and powerless, and they knew it.

Miss Connery turned to Kaylee. “Why don’t you take her upstairs and get her ready for bed? She can wear her new nightie.”

Kaylee stood and offered me her hand, her expression turning sympathetic. “Come on, sweet girl.”

I put my hand in hers. She helped me to my feet and led me toward the stairs the way someone might lead a child who was scared to go to bed alone, her fingers warm around mine while the others watched us go.

Kaylee sat me down at the vanity and carefully wiped away what was left of the ruined makeup. The cold cotton felt good against my burning face. Once my skin was bare she helped me out of the Miss Claus dress and into my new pink nightie and thong. The sheer fabric and lace cups settled lightly over my breasts, the short hem barely covering the top half of my ass. The matching thong slid into place, the thin strip of lace riding up between my cheeks before being swallowed completely.

She led me to my new Barbie bed and held the pink comforter back while I climbed in. The thong pulled tighter with every shift of my hips. I settled onto the silky sheets, the stuffed animals lined up along the pillows exactly where she had made me place them earlier.

Kaylee sat on the edge of the mattress and pulled the covers up to my chest, tucking them in around me with slow, careful hands.

“There we go,” she said softly. “All cozy.”

She stayed where she was, one hand coming up to stroke my hair in long, gentle passes. I turned slightly toward her without thinking, the side of my face resting against her thigh.

“You did really well tonight,” she murmured. “I know some of it was hard, but you did it. My brave little girl…”

Her fingers kept moving through my hair. The room was quiet except for the soft sound of her voice and the distant noise of the others still downstairs. The lace of the thong stayed wedged uncomfortably up my ass, a constant reminder of where and who I was.

I didn’t answer. I just stayed there against her, letting the slow strokes of her hand pull me under. Eventually the weight of everything that had happened settled over me like the pink comforter itself, and I fell asleep still leaning into her side.

A few days later I was back at Miss Connery’s house in the French maid uniform, the short black skirt and white apron settled around me gracefully. I knelt on the living-room carpet in front of her chair, her bare foot resting in my lap while I worked my thumbs slowly along the arch. She had a book open in one hand and barely seemed to notice me except for the occasional wiggle of her toes that told me to keep going.

My phone chimed on the coffee table.

Before I could reach for it she leaned over, picked it up, and unlocked the screen. A small smirk pulled at her mouth. “Ohh… it’s your crush, Tom.”

My hands went still on her foot. I watched her open the message and start reading it out loud in a pleased, almost mocking voice. “Hey Fiona, are you free tomorrow night? You should let me take you out to a movie, how’s seven thirty?”

My pulse jumped so hard I could feel it in my throat. Miss Connery’s smile widened as her thumbs moved across the keyboard. She read her own reply aloud as she typed it. “That sounds great, Tom! Can’t wait to see you again, heart-eyes, I’ll text you my address tomorrow.”

The send tone sounded final. I sat back hard onto my calves, the little white apron pooling between my knees, as my words came out thin and shaky. “But Miss Connery… I don’t want to go on a date with a guy. I’m…I’m not ready.”

She looked up from the phone, the mild annoyance clear on her face. “Fiona, whether you like it or not, you are a sissy now. Sissies date manly men like Tom to remind them what they’re not. Period.” She set the phone down with a soft click. “Now run upstairs and get changed. We’re going shopping for your first date. Trust me sweetie, if you were a man your first date wouldn’t be with one, and I wouldn’t be taking you dress shopping for it.”

An hour later I stood in the middle of a boutique at the mall wearing a frilly pink dress that stopped high on my thighs, the soft fabric brushing my legs every time I shifted. Miss Connery held a pleated denim miniskirt up against my waist, tilting her head as she considered it.

“This could work,” she said. “You’ve got that white blouse with the little collar, and the light blue one. Either would look cute with this. Or we could find you something new to go with it.”

I barely heard her. Across the store, near the racks of tops, I saw them.

Hannah and Layla. Two girls from school who were worse bullies than any guys I knew of, both gorgeous but athletic enough to overpower and dominate many of the smaller guys at school, including me.

Hannah’s long blonde hair was pulled into a loose, effortless ponytail that still looked perfect. She wore a fitted casual top that showed off her perky D-cup boobs and light-wash jeans that sat low on her hips. Everything about her was polished in that careless way popular girls managed. Layla stood beside her, dark hair straight and shiny down her back, a simple but flattering top tucked into her jeans. Both of them were the kind of girls who ruled the hallways at school: sharp-tongued, always in a pack, the ones who could make someone’s week miserable if they chose to. They had a reputation for zeroing in on anyone who stood out the wrong way and not letting go until the whole school was in on the joke. I even heard they took a guy’s clothes last year and left him tied to the flagpole outside. I suddenly felt nauseous.

My whole body locked up. I ducked behind Miss Connery so fast the frilly skirt flared out, probably flashing my panties at the other ladies behind us.

She turned, following my gaze, and then looked back at me with mild amusement. “Why are you hiding? I’m sure they’d love to see you.”

“Please,” I whispered, voice already shaking. “Please don’t. Miss Connery, please…”

She ignored the rest and raised her voice cheerfully. “Hey, girls!”

Hannah and Layla both looked over. Recognition flickered, then curiosity. They walked toward us, eyes already sliding past Miss Connery to the timid girl in the pink dress who was practically hiding behind their teacher’s leg.

“Hi, Miss Connery,” Hannah said, smiling in that bright, practiced, almost bitchy way.

“Hey,” Layla added, her gaze lingering on me a second too long.

They made small talk for a minute: Christmas break, how crowded the mall was, whether Miss Connery was enjoying the time off. Every few seconds one of them flicked another look at me. I kept my eyes on the floor, shoulders drawn in, hands clasping my purse tightly in front of my frilly skirt. My legs felt unsteady in the heels.

Eventually Hannah nodded toward the clothes Miss Connery was still holding. “What are you shopping for?”

Miss Connery smiled like she had been waiting for the question. “Oh, we’re shopping for a first-date outfit for Fiona here. Tomorrow’s her first date. You girls remember Fiona from school, right?”

My heart pounded so fast it felt like it might burst. I stared at the carpet, unable to meet either of their domineering gazes. Both girls looked me up and down slowly, taking in the dress, my mannerism, the way I was cowering.

Miss Connery’s voice stayed light and almost playful. “Maybe you know her as Frank. She actually sits in the row next to you during my class, Hannah…she was dressed as a prom queen for Halloween…”

For a second neither of them spoke. Then Hannah’s mouth fell open. “Wait…what?”

Layla’s eyes went wide. “No way. That’s…Frank?”

“Why is he dressed like that? I thought Halloween was some weird dare thing with your daughter?” Hannah asked, still staring.

Miss Connery answered as calmly as if she were explaining a homework assignment. “She’s a sissy. Kaylee and I are turning her into a girl.”

The two of them looked at each other, then back at me, and the shock started shifting into open amusement. “Are you serious?” Layla said, already smiling.

“Completely,” Miss Connery replied. “Fiona, say hello like a proper little lady.”

I forced my eyes up for half a second, dropped into a small curtsy, and managed a tiny, terrified, “Hi.”

Both of them cracked up immediately. “Oh my God, he curtsied,” Hannah said, laughing. “He actually curtsied like a maid.”

Layla covered her mouth, still giggling. “That’s so pathetic. I didn’t realize you could break a boy to this degree, you basically cut off his balls.”

Miss Connery waited until their laughter died down a little. “Fiona will answer any questions you have, girls.”

Hannah tilted her head, still grinning. “So, Fiona, how long has this been going on?”

“A few months,” I mumbled, voice barely above a whisper. My hands stayed twisted together in front of me. I couldn’t even seem to stand up straight.

Layla’s smile turned crueler. “And you’re just… okay with this? You let her dress you up and take you shopping like a girl? Don’t you feel like a pussy?”

Again, Miss Connery’s quiet stare made me speak, even though I wanted to run away and hide. “I…I have to be. And yeah, I guess I do feel like a pussy…”

Hannah laughed under her breath like my situation was hilarious. “So tomorrow you’re going on a date with a guy? Like an actual date?”

I nodded once, eyes back on the floor.

“Who?” Layla asked, clearly enjoying every ounce of my shame.

“Tom,” I whispered.

“Football Tom?” Hannah’s voice jumped with delight. “You’re going out with Tom?”

Layla’s eyes lit up. “Does he know you’re a fag?”

Miss Connery answered that one for me. “He thinks she’s a girl. And we’re going to keep it that way.”

Hannah let out a soft, incredulous laugh. “Oh my God. He’s taking out a sissy and has no idea. That’s insane. She should get surgery if she’s gonna keep dating boys, Miss Connery...you know, so she could please them better.”

Miss Connery responded like Hannah had just suggested the most mundane thing. “Oh she’s got years before she makes a decision like that Hannah…besides you’d be surprised, a lot of men like sissies, they make them feel more manly and confident.”

My heart pounded in my chest at her response, hoping she was just teasing me and wasn’t actually serious about me being a sissy that long term.

Layla leaned in a little, still smiling. “So, girly boy, do you wear this stuff at home? I imagine you practiced walking and talking like that a lot.”

I answered meekly, my voice coming out in the same girly tone she was referencing. “Yes…a lot.”

“Do you ever wear boy clothes outside of school?” Hannah asked, her tone turning more openly mocking.

I answered honestly. “Sometimes, but not much anymore.”

Layla shook her head, clearly entertained. “This is the best thing I’ve heard all year. Frank from class is out here in a pink dress shopping for a date with Tom.”

Hannah looked me up and down again, slower this time. “You’re actually really convincing. If I didn’t know, I might not have guessed at all.”

The questions kept coming, and the tone got meaner with each one. How often I wore panties. Whether I still wore them at school. If I got hard when they made me do things. How my chastity worked. Whether I liked being a sissy. Every time I hesitated, Miss Connery’s look forced an answer. My voice stayed small and flat. My shoulders stayed curled inward. I could feel both girls watching the way I held myself, the way I couldn’t meet their eyes, and I knew exactly how I looked to them, someone they would never see as a person worthy of respect again, only as a toy they now owned.

Eventually Hannah checked her phone and sighed, still smiling. “We really need to get going. It was soooo nice to see you, Fiona. I can’t wait to see you in school.”

Layla chuckled, the sound low and menacing. “Yeah. Neither can I. This is going to be so much fun.”

They said goodbye to Miss Connery, gave me one last slow once-over, and walked away. Their laughter started the moment they thought they were out of earshot and only got louder as they headed for the exit.

I stood frozen beside the rack of skirts, listening to it fade. The idea of walking into school after this was absolutely crushing. They weren’t just going to tease me. They were going to hunt me down in the hallways, pull other people in, and take every opportunity to humiliate me as publicly as they possibly could. I could already picture them cornering me by the lockers, voices carrying, phones out, the way people would stop and stare. My throat tightened hard. I kept my head down and focused on breathing so the tears wouldn’t spill in the middle of the store.

Miss Connery picked up another denim skirt from the rack and spoke as if nothing important had happened. “Well, that was nice. Now let’s find you the perfect outfit for your man, cupcake.”

The next day Miss Connery and Kaylee arrived a few hours before my date. The moment they walked into my room Miss Connery told me to strip. I took everything off and stood there while she unlocked my new cage and set it aside. Kaylee had already pulled out the tucking tape. They worked quickly and efficiently, pressing everything back and smooth until the front of me was completely flat. Only then did they hand me the lingerie Kaylee had apparently bought me the day before.

I stepped into the black sheer thong first, the delicate red floral embroidery soft against my skin, then fastened the matching bra. The thin straps settled over my shoulders and the sheer cups cradled the breast forms perfectly. When I sat down at the vanity and looked at myself properly for the first time, the reflection unnerved me.

The black mesh and red flowers sat against smooth, hairless skin. The breast forms gave me a soft, busty chest that the sheer fabric did nothing to hide. My waist looked narrow above the tiny thong that showed no hint of manhood beneath it. Long legs, polished red toes, the gentle curve of my hips, everything about the body in the mirror looked feminine, soft, and sexy. The kind of body that was meant to be admired, led, and touched. I sat there longer than I needed to, taking in the way the lingerie clung and revealed, before I finally reached for the foundation.

I started on my makeup carefully. The long red acrylics made every movement slower and more deliberate than I was used to. I did my foundation first, then the careful work around the eyes. Kaylee sat cross-legged on my Barbie bed scrolling through her phone, glancing up every so often.

“A little more on the outer corners,” she called out. “Make them smokier.”

Behind me Miss Connery worked a curling iron through my hair in steady sections. The heat near my neck made me hold still.

“Are you nervous, Fiona?” she asked.

I nodded once, eyes on my reflection.

Kaylee spoke without looking up from her screen. “That’s totally normal. Every girl is nervous before her first date. But try not to be. It’s not like you haven’t already kissed him before, you know.”

I kept blending the shadow, trying to focus on the shape of the wing instead of the way my heart was jumping in my throat. The longer I sat there the harder it became to keep my thoughts quiet. Eventually they spilled out.

“I just don’t know how to act,” I said. “You taught me how to flirt, but I can’t just flirt the entire time.”

Miss Connery met my eyes in the mirror. “You don’t have to. Just be yourself, princess. By this point you’re more girl than boy, so just be yourself and let your feminine personality shine through. Hopefully you’ll naturally click with him.”

I stared at the half-finished eye makeup and wondered whether she was right, whether there was less masculinity left in me than I wanted to admit, whether the girly girl who hung out with Emily or the slut who grinded on Tom had started to feel natural because she was.

Kaylee set her phone down and stood. “Exactly, Fiona. Just be yourself. And if you want some more specific advice… be cute.”

I turned slightly. “Be cute?”

“Yes, girl. Be cute.” She walked closer. “Giggle at his jokes. Touch his arms. Bat those pretty lashes. Do whatever you can to make yourself seem small, soft, and extra girly. You know, be submissive. Show him that he’s in charge. Guys love that stuff. It makes them feel more dominant and manly.”

The advice resonated as true but still made me cringe as I thought about it. The idea of emasculating myself even further to make a guy feel more like a man put a pit in my stomach. I would have to sacrifice whatever dignity I had left to make Tom feel more dominant. How pathetic, how degrading.

I finished my eyes, then the soft blush, then the bright red lipstick that matched the embroidery on my bra and panties. Miss Connery set the last curl and pinned a small white bow into my hair. Kaylee stepped in with a pair of tiny heart earrings and fastened them one at a time.

Miss Connery rested her hands on my bare shoulders as we both looked at the mirror. Soft curls framed a face that looked doll-like and sexy with a touch of innocence: winged liner sharp and dark, long lashes, a gentle flush high on the cheeks, and a full, glossy red mouth. The black sheer lingerie with its red floral embroidery clung to the curves of my breasts and narrow waist, the tiny thong leaving my hips and thighs completely exposed. My hair fell in loose waves around the little white bow, the heart earrings catching the light every time I breathed. Everything about my reflection was delicate, soft, and deliberately inviting, the kind of pretty that was meant to be taken, conquered, and dominated.

“You’re gorgeous, Fiona,” Miss Connery said. “Just imagine how turned on you would’ve been if a girl looked like this for you back when you were straight.”

The comment cut deeper because it was true. I could remember exactly how I would have reacted, that particular reaction not even possible for me anymore given my one-inch cage. Now I was the one sitting here in the slutty lingerie and the sultry makeup, getting ready to offer that version of myself to a real man. A noticeable blush rose under my foundation.

“What if he touches me?” I asked quietly. “Like… what if he touches my boobs?”

Miss Connery chuckled. Kaylee answered first. “You let him, girl! It’s not like you won’t be touching him too.”

I turned toward Miss Connery with a look that was close to pleading. She didn’t soften.

“Yes, sissy. I already told you, Tom is the reason you got your last orgasm. Tonight you are going to return the favor. I don’t care how you do it, but before the movie ends, you better make him cum.”

Kaylee added, almost cheerfully, “Mhm. And Christina will be sitting a few rows behind you to make sure you go through with it.”

I sat very still. The thought of what I was expected to do in a dark theater made it hard to take a full breath. While my own pathetic excuse for a penis was tucked snugly away beneath sheer panties, immobilized and useless, I would be expected to make Tom cum.

Miss Connery broke the silence. “Well, you can’t just sit here ruminating all day. He’ll be here soon.”

They dressed me quickly in the outfit we had bought yesterday. I put on the black top first, then the tiny pleated denim miniskirt that sat high on my hips and flared with every step. A light-wash cropped denim jacket went over my shoulders. They skipped the heels for a pair of white girl sneakers I almost never wore. Kaylee sprayed a soft floral perfume along my neck and wrists, then handed me my pink purse.

She guided me back to the full-length mirror, already grinning. “Look at you. You’re so cute. Tom’s gonna explode in his pants before you even get the chance to do it for him.”

I stared at the finished version of myself: the short pleated skirt that barely covered my ass, the black top that made my boobs look bigger, my curled hair with the girly little bow, my red lips and careful makeup. This was how I would remember my first date. Not as an eighteen-year-old guy excited to take out a pretty girl. I was the pretty girl, a very pretty one.

Miss Connery and Kaylee pulled out their phones and started taking pictures, telling me to tilt my head, to smile with my eyes, to put one hand on my hip. I posed the way they wanted while my stomach stayed tight and uneasy. They kept gushing over how the outfit looked, how the makeup came out, how lucky Tom was.

Then the doorbell rang.

“He’s here!” Kaylee called as she looked out the window.

Miss Connery gave me one last look and nodded. “Go on. Good luck, pretty girl.”

Kaylee’s voice followed me as I left the room. “Remember, cute and girly.”

I walked down the hall trying to keep my steps even. The little pleated skirt bounced in sync with my boobs with every timid step. At the door I stopped, breathed in once, put on the brightest smile I could manage, and opened it. “Hey, Tom.”

He was standing there in a dark hoodie and jeans, taller than I remembered, shoulders filling the doorway. His hair looked a little messy in a way that seemed intentional. When he saw me his eyes drifted over the whole outfit: my short skirt, jacket, my made up face, my cute little bow, and he smiled like I was the most adorable thing he had ever seen. “You look beautiful, Fiona.”

He leaned in naturally and kissed me on the lips, quick but tender.

My face burned right away. “Thank you…you look cute too.”

He smiled at me as he asked, “Ready?”

I nodded coyly, still blushing and smiling. “Yeah.”

His hand settled low on my waist as he walked me outside. His hand was heavy and sure, fingers spread against the back of my denim jacket possessively, like he had every right to guide me. Thinking about Kaylee’s advice, I leaned into the contact, let my hip brush his, and put a little extra sway into my walk so that my skirt would swish back and forth cutely with my hips. I looked up at him through my lashes. “You smell really good.”

He glanced down, looking pleased. “You do too.”

At the car he opened the passenger door and held out his hand. Mine looked dainty when I set it in his. He helped me in like it was the most natural thing in the world. I pressed my knees together, smoothed the short skirt down as far as it would go, and then sat down and swung my legs in together. It was mostly for the sake of modesty, but I also knew I looked cute a girly. My purse rested on my lap as he closed the door carefully.

On the drive we talked about our winter breaks so far, nothing important, just how the days had gone. I kept my voice extra soft and high-pitched, giggled when he said something even mildly funny, and kept my body angled toward him. My ankles stayed crossed. My hands stayed quiet on the purse, displaying my bright red nails. Every time I spoke I couldn’t help but think about how light and feminine my own voice sounded next to his. When he reached for his water bottle I noticed his forearm looking solid and veiny under his sleeve. I kept myself small against the passenger door, skirt riding up a little whenever the car turned, and kept giving him the soft smiles and short, bubbly answers that made me feel less like an equal and more and more like an excited child.

When we got to the theater he came around again, opened the door, and took my hand to help me out. This time his fingers closed all the way around mine. He kept holding my hand as he led me across the parking lot. Inside the lobby there were other people our age, groups of guys, pairs of girls, a few couples. I felt the breeze from the air conditioner under my miniskirt and the warmth of his hand swallowing mine and tried not to think about the fact that anyone who saw us would naturally assume I was his girlfriend. That was me now, someone’s girl. I stayed close to his side and kept a sweet smile glued to my face while internally my mind raced about how this could be my first date and whether I would ever get the chance to go on a date with a girl as the guy.

At the counter he looked down at me. “Want anything, Fiona? Drinks, snacks?”

I looked up at him sweetly, squeezing his hand affectionately. “Just a diet coke, please.”

He ordered two diet cokes and a popcorn to share. While he was paying my phone buzzed in the purse. I pulled it out. it was Christina. “Hey faggot, did you ever think your first date would be with a boy? I just sat down in the theater and am SO excited to see you make a real man cum while your own clit shrinks smaller and smaller by the day! Remember to lick it off your hand when you’re done unless you want me to tell him your little secret. Enjoy the movie girly boy, I’ll be watching (and recording).”

The words hit me hard, touching a nerve. For a second the lobby noise pulled away and all I could think about was how my life had come to this and what my family and friends would think if they knew I was currently on my first date and it was with a man. Tom noticed the tension in my face and touched my elbow, his hand warm and steady. “Everything okay?”

I shoved the phone back into the purse, lifted my chin, and made my voice brighter. “I’m great!”

I reached up, put my hand behind his neck, and rose onto my toes as he leaned down. The kiss was soft and quick, reassuring him that nothing was wrong. When I pulled back I kept hold of his arm, my fingers didn’t even reach halfway around the muscle under the sleeve and let him walk me toward the theater doors. Every step made me feel more and more feminine by comparison to him.

Tom led me down the row and we settled into our seats. A few rows back I caught Christina’s face in the low light. She was already watching, a small smirk on her mouth. Thankfully, Tom didn’t notice her. He settled in beside me, the solid bulk of him taking up much more of the armrest than I did, and we talked quietly through the previews. I kept my voice soft and maintained a flirty smile, laughed under my breath at the right moments, let my body stay angled toward his.

When the lights finally dropped and the movie started, his hand came to rest on my bare leg just above my knee. The feeling of it was warm and possessive, like he was claiming me as his. My pulse jumped under his palm. I didn’t know what else to do, so I did what Kaylee had told me: be cute and girly. I placed my smaller hand over his, my long fingernails stroking he back of his rougher hand and leaned my head against his shoulder. His hoodie smelled like whatever cologne he used, something outdoorsy and really nice. My cheek rested against the solid bulk of muscle underneath. I felt tiny by comparison.

After a while he shifted. His hand left my leg, came up to the back of my head, and guided me toward him while he leaned in.

“I’m glad you let me take you out,” he whispered.

I felt powerless under the pressure of his palm. “Me too.”

Our mouths met. He kissed the way he did everything else: sure, unhurried, taking the lead without asking for permission. His other hand settled back on my inner thigh, higher this time, just below the hem of my little skirt. The contact sent a quick shiver up my leg. I tried to relax and stay soft against him, kissing him back the way I did last time, letting him set the pace.

It deepened gradually. His tongue slid against mine. His hand began to move higher on my thigh, slow inches at a time, sliding under my skirt as it went. I answered with my own tongue, one hand sliding into his hair, the other spreading across his chest and rubbing the hard muscle under the hoodie. Every time he exhaled against my mouth I felt how much more powerful he was, how easily he could hold me in place and have his way with me.

Catching me completely off guard, my own penis started to strain and ache under the tight tuck in my panties, useless and trapped. A few moments later, the familiar warmth and wetness spread against the front of the panties. It had been weeks since I’d been allowed my last release, and the slow, gentle way his fingers moved over the soft skin of my inner thigh was more than my body could handle. The fact that a man’s hand under my miniskirt was making me wet like that left me replaying the same shame I felt the last time him touching my body left me turned on. I hated how easily my body responded even while my mind wanted to scream out that I wasn’t gay.

His thumb brushed the edge of my sheer lace panties. I gasped into his mouth. Before he could go any further and discover my secret, I reached down and found his manhood through the jeans, cupping his thick cock and massaging it slowly. He made a low sound and his hand eased back to my upper thigh, which was a massive relief despite the fact that I was not rubbing a guy’s hardening cock.

He stayed hard under my palm, growing thicker as I kept massaging him through his jeans. After a minute he broke the kiss just long enough to unbutton and unzip them. He reached into his underwear and pulled himself out. Even in the dark I could see the size of it: thick, long, already flushed and heavy in his hand. The sight of it made my stomach turn over. That was what a real cock looked like. Mine was reduced to one inch, taped flat, and getting wet like a pussy, leaking into lace while his stood powerfully. I blushed shamefully, immediately understanding why Miss Connery always referred to my penis as a clit; it really was a clit.

He took my wrist, guided my hand over, and wrapped my fingers around him. The sight was intense and jarring: my shiny red nails and smaller palm against his hot, thick shaft. He groaned the second I closed my grip.

We started kissing again. I stroked him the way I thought I was supposed to, the way I used to pleasure myself, slow at first, then steadier. Every upward pull made him kiss harder, made the muscles in his thigh jump under my hand. I tried not to think about the full picture of what I was doing: sitting in a miniskirt in a dark theater, on a date with a guy, his cock in my delicately manicured hand while my own stayed tucked away and leaking. Of course, I thought about it anyway. The shame sat right next to the dampness in my panties as his fingers kept stroking the soft skin of my inner thigh. He definitely thought he was making my pussy wet, and I guess, in a roundabout sort of way, he was.

His breathing changed. He broke the kiss just enough to speak against my mouth. “Faster, baby.”

I obeyed without thinking, speeding up the strokes. He tried to keep the sounds quiet but they still came out low and rough. His whole body tensed. The hand on my thigh tightened hard enough to make me whine into his mouth. A second later he pulsed in my grip more powerfully than I ever had and exploded over my fingers in thick, warm ropes of cum. I kept moving my hand through it until the last of it finished, then carefully let go.

I pulled back and looked at what he’d left on me. My shiny red nails, my delicate fingers, all of it were streaked and dripping with glossy white cum. Tom leaned back against the seat, still catching his breath. “That was amazing.”

I forced myself smile, trying to hide how disgusted and ashamed I was at what I had just done. “I’m glad.”

Christina’s instruction popped back into my mind. I took a deep breath as I lifted my hand, holding his gaze, and started licking the cum off as slowly and sexily as I could: first my palm, then each finger in turn, sucking them clean while I kept my expression soft and demure like I was loving the taste of him. When I finished he stared at me like he couldn’t believe what I had just done. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

He put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me in against his side. I stayed there, the taste of him still on my tongue and in my throat, my short skirt still rucked up on my thighs, and unzipped the pink purse just far enough to check my phone.

I had multiple texts from Christina. And to my dismay, a new group chat with Hannah and Layla, already a dozen messages long. I didn’t open any of them. I just put the phone away and stared at the screen of the movie without really processing it. I couldn’t believe this was my life. Outside of school I was a slutty girl who dated men and jerked them off in dark theaters. When break ended those two were going to make sure my school life was just as humiliating too, I knew it. The thought of walking back into that building made it hard to keep my breathing steady. I leaned into Tom instinctively, his masculine presence serving as a humiliating but necessary calm in the storm.

To Be Continued…
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