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I walked into school with a pit in my stomach and the taste of my chosen makeup item of the day, lipgloss, on my lips. Before winter break I had already been spending hours almost every day dressed as a girl, I only ever wore bras and panties for my underwear, I slept in frilly nighties, and I spent most nights serving Miss Connery and Kaylee in my sissy maid uniform. But winter break had been different. For two full weeks, Miss Connery and Kaylee had kept me as Fiona full time with no breaks at all. Being back at school felt different after that. I felt like I could barely remember how to act like a normal guy now. My appearance had already become very androgynous, but now my girly movement, voice, and mannerisms felt completely automatic, like anything else was an act, and one I was getting worse and worse at.

I headed toward my locker and caught myself walking like a girl again, tiny steps and a fruity little sway in my hips. I cringed as I tried my best to force myself to walk normally, but the correction felt obvious and awkward. I realized dreadfully that I was going to have to stay conscious of every movement all day.

At my locker I started getting my books out. The longer I thought about it the more the whole masculine masquerade started to feel pointless. All the popular girls in our grade had already seen me dressed as a girl making out with Tom and thought I was gay. My friends had stopped talking to me completely and made it clear they knew something was off. Emily, who was basically my best friend now, fully treated me like a girl and saw me as one. Still, I kept telling myself I’d rather the other ninety percent of the school not see me that way. Who knows, one day someone from school might end up being my girlfriend or future wife, or even just a normal guy friend that I run into later in life. And beyond all that, I still wanted to feel like a man sometimes. School was one of the last places where that was even a little possible some of the time.

I was just closing my locker when Kaylee walked up. “Hey girlfriend, you know the drill.”

I nodded and followed her down the hall toward the bathroom for my morning bra and panty check, doing my best to walk like a man despite the irony of that given where I was walking to. Suddenly my pulse jumped and my heart began to hammer as I saw Tom walking in our direction with a couple of his teammates. Kaylee leaned in close and teased, “Ohhh, it’s your boyfriend.”

My cheeks burned as I thought back to our date and the humiliating handjob I’d given him, licking up all of his cum like I was some kind of whore. I dropped my eyes to the floor and kept them there the entire time we passed him, heart pounding, terrified that he might recognize Kaylee’s effeminate friend as the girl he took out only two weeks ago.

The inspection was the same degrading routine as always. Kaylee had me strip, show off my bra and panties, strike a few poses, and then sent me on my way. Thankfully Christina wasn’t there, as she always made it hell for me. The rest of the morning after that was relatively quiet. Nothing out of the ordinary happened during my first few classes, and I actually was in a pretty good mood after spending first period joking around with Emily in the back of the room. The day seemed to only get better as I heard Mrs. Seaver was out and I had a free period before lunch. I could go to the library and just sit down and relax for forty minutes.

I was walking toward the library when I felt a pair of hands suddenly hook under both of my arms and lock on to me. I nearly gasped when I saw it was Layla and Hannah. Layla was looking beautiful as always, her long dark hair falling in glossy waves down her back. She had on a tight black crop top that showed a strip of smooth midriff above her high-waisted jeans, jeans that made her ass look huge. The look on her face was already one of cruel amusement. Hannah looked no less gorgeous or terrifyingly mean. Her blonde hair spilled over one shoulder in soft waves, her lavender dress clung to her ample breasts, and her blue eyes were bright like she was already enjoying this.

“Hey girly boy,” Layla said, voice light and sing-song. “Excited to be back to school? Did you get a chance to give your boyfriend Tom a kiss yet today?”

My mouth opened but nothing came out. I just stammered, the words sticking in my throat while I frantically tried to think of some way out of this. Even if I could get away, which I doubted because of how strong they were, they could tell the whole school I dressed up as a girl and went out on a date with Tom. Or that they saw me dress shopping for that date with him at the mall. If the humiliation of that didn’t kill me, he would when he found out he had been jerked off by a guy.

They started walking me past the library doors and farther down the hall, their grips firm but appearing casual. My breathing was shallow and fast as they led me to what felt like my doom. My stomach knotted up painfully enough that I thought I might actually be sick. As every step took me farther from the library and closer to whatever they had planned, I couldn’t stop myself from panicking.

We got to the theater room and I suddenly felt a little relieved. Almost no one ever came down there except during the short stretches in early winter and spring when they actually put on plays. Whatever they were about to do, at least it wasn’t the middle of the hallway or the cafeteria.

Layla let go of my arm and said, “Alright sissy, time to strip.”

I knew if I didn’t put my foot down now I’d be stuck with two more ruthless women abusing me. “Come on, guys, I’m not gonna…”

Hannah’s hand cut me off as it cracked across my face hard enough to snap my head to the side. The sound echoed in the empty space. Layla burst out giggling.

I stood there staring at Hannah, trying to force myself to say something, to push back, to do anything other than just take it. She stepped in close until her face was only a few inches from mine. “What? You gonna do something about it, pussy?”

I held her eyes for another second, trying to muster the strength to tell her to fuck off. Unfortunately, the intimidation won out, and I dropped my gaze submissively to the floor. Even without factoring in the blackmail they had on me, I was fairly certain they could both kick my ass pretty easily. Besides that even, months of feminization and servitude had stripped me of my confidence and my courage, the idea that I could actually stand up for myself felt foreign and unrealistic.

Hannah giggled. “That’s what I thought, bitch. Now strip. And I don’t want to hear that beta male voice out of your mouth again either. When you talk to us you talk like a lady. Understood?”

“Yes,” I said, soft and shaky and as girly as I could make it. In truth, it came out easier that way now anyway.

They both stood there watching while I pulled my hoodie off first, then my shirt over my head. The second my lacy red bra came into view they started giggling. I blushed, trying to ignore their reaction as I kicked off my shoes and pulled my pants down. The matching red panties made them laugh even harder. Meanwhile I just stood there in my lingerie, feeling pathetic and weak and completely exposed while they looked me over and laughed.

Layla said, “Keep the bra on, but let’s see what you’re working with under those panties.”

I looked up at her with pleading eyes, silently begging her not to make me do it. Hannah’s eyes narrowed. “Unless you need another slap first.”

I yanked the panties down fast, knowing she would do it. My little one-inch pink chastity cage dangled there between my legs with the white lettering across the front: Princess Fiona’s Pretty Clitty. Both of them burst out laughing. The sound bounced off the walls of the empty theater as my cheeks burned and my eyes started to sting.

Layla walked right up and grabbed the cage and my balls in one hand. Her thumb rubbed slowly over the plastic while she read the words out loud, giggling. “Princess Fiona’s Pretty Clitty… sounds about right.”

She gave a hard squeeze. I gasped and winced from the pain, an intense ache settling in that made me want to drop to the floor. She seemed to like my reaction, almost like it turned her on. Her face lit up as she alternated between squeezing hard and easing her grip, never breaking eye contact with me. When she finally let go I let out a huge exhale, the sharp pain quickly being replaced by a duller ache.

Hannah just stared down at it with pure disgust on her face. “That is fucking pathetic. I see why Kaylee and her mom keep you in dresses. If it were up to me I’d get rid of that sad little thing completely. No point in having a penis if it’s a micropenis.”

I just stared down at the floor, fighting the urge to cry. It was clear that they were far crueler than my mistresses, and as much as I was terrified being alone with them, completely at their mercy, every second I kept expecting the door to open and someone to walk in made my anxiety ten times worse.

Layla stepped in again and put her arm around my shoulders, her touch instantly making me flinch. “Aww, I think we upset her, Hannah. You know what I think would cheer up Princess Fiona? A makeover!”

“No, please,” I said immediately, voice still soft and girly.

Layla smirked. “Fiona, either you let me do your makeup or you’re not getting your clothes back.”

I glanced over and saw Hannah was holding my pants and shirt. She started to pick them up like she was about to leave. “That’s okay, Layla. I don’t think she wants them back. Let’s go.”

Panic shot through me. “No! No, please, I really do. Please give me a makeover.”

They looked at each other and smirked. Layla tilted her head. “I don’t know… it doesn’t seem like she wants a makeover bad enough.”

I dropped to my knees right there on the theater floor and started begging, voice cracking into the girliest register I had. “Please, please, please! I want a makeover so bad! Please make me pretty! I’ll be a good girl, just please give me a makeover, please!”

They both lost it, laughing so hard they could barely breathe. Layla finally waved a hand. “Alright, alright. I’ll give you a makeover. Shit, you really are such a sissy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am,” I replied in the same soft girly voice as I got up off my knees, terrified they’d change their minds if I didn’t answer.

Layla chuckled at that and reached into her purse, pulling out her own makeup.

I stood there trembling in just my red lace bra while Layla started on my face. Hannah had already taken every piece of my clothing and was holding them in a pile off to the side. Completely bare from the waist down except for my little pink cage, I felt completely exposed and vulnerable.

Layla went at my makeup like a little girl who’d gotten into her mom’s stuff and decided more was better. She dragged the bright lipstick across my mouth in thick, heavy strokes until my lips felt thoroughly coated and sticky. The second she finished with it, Hannah held out her hand. “Let me see the lipstick, Layla.”

Layla passed it over without looking. I couldn’t see what Hannah did with it behind me, I only heard the soft click of the tube.

Then Layla rubbed on way too much blush, the powder cold at first and then warm as she kept blending it higher on my cheeks. The mascara came next. She told me to look up and brushed it on in long, clumpy layers that made my lashes feel heavy and my eyes water. I could feel every bit of it sitting on my face: thick, obvious, impossible to ignore, while the cool air of the theater moved across my bare stomach, ass, and thighs. I kept glancing at the doors, stomach tight, picturing someone walking in and seeing me standing there like this.

Layla stepped back and looked me over. “Aren’t you gonna thank me?”

“Thank you so much!” I exclaimed in the bubbliest voice I could muster.

Hannah smirked. “Go on up on the stage.”

I walked over to the little set of stairs at the side, heart racing as I thought about someone walking in and seeing me standing on the stage in nothing but a lace bra and tiny chastity cage, face covered in bright makeup. They followed right behind me, stopping at the edge of the stage. I climbed up and turned to face them. From up there the rows of empty seats seemed to stretch out endlessly into the dark. They stood on the floor by the edge of the stage whispering to each other and giggling, phones already out like they were about to record me. Standing there under the half-on lights, I felt completely on display. Every second I expected the doors to open.

Layla raised her phone. “Okay, Fiona. Sing ‘I’m a Little Teapot.’ But every time it says teapot we want you to say faggot instead. And you better look like a happy little sissy the whole time. Big smile. Best effort. Go.”

My lip quivered and my eyes watered as I realized what I was about to have to do. I could already hear how pathetic I was going to sound. This wasn’t just about humiliation for laughs; they wanted to seriously degrade me.

I forced a smile onto my face even though I really wanted to cry. My voice came out high-pitched and shaky. “I’m a little faggot, short and stout…”

They both cracked up immediately, phones pointed straight at me. I felt like my dignity evaporated away into nothing the moment I heard the words “I’m a little faggot” come out of my own mouth so girlishly. I kept going, arms doing the little motions from the kids’ song, still smiling like they’d told me to. “Here is my handle, here is my spout. When I get all steamed up, hear me shout…tip me over and pour me out.”

Hannah was laughing so hard she had to lower her phone for a second before lifting it again. Layla kept recording without stopping.

“Again,” Layla shouted. “Louder. And cuter.”

I did it again, voice even higher, smile stretched wider, body moving through the humiliating motions while they recorded and mocked me. Every time the word “faggot” came out of my mouth I felt smaller. I could hear how ridiculous I sounded echoing off the walls and I knew I would never forget this moment. I knew that if life ever went back to normal and I started to feel like a man again, this memory would be all it took to remind me that I wasn’t.

When I finished the second time they were both still laughing.

Hannah pulled something up on her phone. A second later the opening of WAP blasted through the empty theater, loud and vulgar.

“Dance, bitch,” Layla cheered. “As sexy as you can. Like you’re proud of your wet ass pussy.”

I started moving, trying to roll my hips, arms coming up to caress my body, my weight shifting side to side the way Miss Connery, Kaylee, and the others had made me do at the Christmas party. The lyrics made it so much worse, and the combination of the vulgar words with what I was doing made my face burn hotter. This was another thing I would never forget. They kept laughing and calling out to me.

“Come on, sissy, put your back into it!”

“Shake it more!”

“Smile. You look like you’re about to cry.”

The song kept going. “Wet-ass pussy… make that pullout game weak…” I could hear every filthy line while I danced in nothing but a bra, my tiny pink cage flopping around uselessly. The whole thing was so degrading, like the song was about me.

After a while Layla called out, “Twerk!”

I turned around, bent forward, and started trying to make my ass bounce. It jiggled with every movement, soft and plump, the motion making the cage bounce between my legs as well. They howled with laughter and kept recording while the lyrics kept playing: “Bring a bucket and a mop… for this wet-ass pussy…” And I had to keep shaking my ass to it.

Layla was practically screaming. “Faster!”

Hannah seemed more focused on getting the perfect video. “Harder. Make it clap, bitch.”

I kept going, breathing harder, legs starting to shake. My ass bounced and jiggled with every push, and I hated how it felt. Layla stepped up first and smacked one cheek hard. The sharp sting made me jump a bit, but I didn’t stop. Hannah followed a few seconds later with a harder slap on the other side. They kept at it, spanking me every few seconds while I stayed bent over and kept twerking to the song, the stinging heat building across both cheeks while their phones recorded everything. Every smack and every jiggle made it more and more impossible to ever imagine myself as a normal guy again. The worst part was that I was good at it.

By the time the bell rang I was shaking. My legs felt unsteady. My face was sticky with makeup and sweat. My ass was still stinging. I felt completely defeated, like there was nothing left of the guy I used to be standing on that stage.

Hannah tossed my clothes onto the stage. I pulled everything back on as fast as I could while they watched, hands still trembling.

Layla looked me over one more time. “If you take off any of that makeup, we’ll have you doing those little dance routines at the next basketball game. In front of everybody. Understood?”

“Yes,” I mumbled quietly.

I pulled the hood up over my head as far as it would go and kept my eyes on the floor as I pushed out of the theater. The second I stepped into the hallway the looks started. Other students glanced over, smirked, giggled. Someone muttered something under their breath as I passed. Another voice behind me said, “Nice makeup,” loud enough for the people around them to laugh. I kept walking faster, head down, trying to make myself more invisible.

Kaylee and Christina appeared around the corner and both of them stopped dead when they saw me. Then they both burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” Kaylee said, covering her mouth.

Christina’s eyes ran over my face and she grinned. “What the fuck happened to you?”

The hallway was starting to thin out around us. I stepped closer and the words came out in a rush, low and frantic. “Layla and Hannah. They grabbed me during the free period and dragged me to the theater and made me strip and then they did this and they said if I take any of it off they’ll make me dance at the next basketball game in front of everyone. I didn’t have a choice.”

Kaylee’s expression went soft and sympathetic even while her eyes stayed bright with amusement. “Aww. Well, I’m happy you’re making more girlfriends. They were probably just having fun with you. I know you can be a little sensitive though…”

The way she said it made me angry, but I didn’t say anything.

Christina was less subtle. She looked me up and down and shook her head. “You’re such a fucking pussy, Fiona. You let two girls do this to you and now you’re walking around school looking like that because you’re scared of them. You deserve it.”

Kaylee linked her arm through mine like nothing was wrong. “Alright, let’s go to lunch, girls.”

“I’m not going,” I said, angry and upset that neither of them was taking me seriously.

She kept walking and tugged me with her. “It’s not like you can hide for the rest of the day. Come on. The other girls pretty much know you’re a sissy anyway. They won’t be surprised.”

I knew she was right, but that didn’t make it any better. I had hoped that she’d at least offer to talk to Layla and Hannah. Apparently this was all normal and expected to her.

I started to walk with them toward the cafeteria. Both of them suddenly burst out laughing again.

“What?” I asked.

Kaylee pointed. “Your hoodie.”

I pulled it off and twisted it around. Across the back, in thick pink lipstick, someone had written GAY BOY in big capital letters. I stared at it. Hannah. She’d taken the lipstick right after Layla finished with it and she’d had my clothes the whole time. I felt stupid for not noticing the second I put the hoodie back on.

“I’m not wearing this,” I said, voice tight with emotion.

Christina shrugged. “Your call, but without it your bra is obvious under your t-shirt and your makeup is sooo obvious. But you do you, queen.”

I looked down and saw that she was right. My bra cups pushed against the thin fabric of my shirt in obvious, rounded shapes. The lipstick and blush and mascara were painted so heavily on my face that everyone would see, probably even with the hood on. I stood there for a second stuck between two options that both felt impossible: walk around with GAY BOY written across my back or take the hoodie off and let everyone see my makeup and bra.

I took the hoodie off.

I’d worn makeup to school before and managed to play it off as a prank. The girls at my lunch table had already seen me fully dressed as a girl. They wouldn’t be shocked by a bra under my shirt. Hopefully no one else would notice. That was the only plan I could hold onto, but I knew it was more hopeful than realistic.

I walked into the cafeteria with my head down. The second I stepped through the doors it started again: stares, laughs, people turning to their friends and pointing. I had to pass the table where my old friends sat. None of them said anything. They just watched me walk by with the same flat, disdainful expressions they’d been giving me for weeks. I felt completely pathetic.

Christina leaned in close as we got to the table and whispered right against my ear. “Remember to act like the pretty little fairy you are now, Fiona.”

I forced a smile onto my face and tried to settle into the delicate, girly attitude and little gestures that had become second nature to me. My stomach was already tight.

Crystal, Jamie, and Tiffany were already sitting there. Crystal looked just as gorgeous as always, silky hair falling in soft waves, wearing a tight white crop top and a short plaid skirt that showed off her legs. Jamie had that same sharp, polished look, precise makeup, a fitted black long-sleeve that hugged her figure. Tiffany was in a soft pink sweater that still somehow looked expensive, her smile bright and easy. All three of them carried themselves like they owned the room. I felt the opposite of that.

The second they saw me their faces lit up. “Oh my God,” Crystal said, sitting up straighter. “Fiona. Look at you.”

Jamie’s eyes went wide. “You’re actually wearing the makeup to school. That is so brave.”

Tiffany covered her mouth and laughed. “I can’t believe it. You look so cute. Are you wearing a bra too?”

Heat flooded my face. People at the tables around us were already glancing over because of how loud they were being. I wanted to run away and hide. Instead, I kept the smile on and made my voice soft and girly.

“Aww, thank you,” I said, tilting my head a little the way I had learned to do. “You’re all really sweet.”

Crystal leaned forward on her elbows. “No, seriously. Most guys would never. You’re so bold.”

“Thank you,” I replied again, still smiling, even though every word felt like it was sticking in my throat. I could feel how obvious the lipstick and the blush were under the cafeteria lights. I could feel the shape of the bra under my flimsy shirt. And I could feel all three of them looking at me like I was the cutest little twink they had ever seen.

Jamie tilted her head. “So, I meant to ask you…that party last month. You and Tom. You seemed to be having a lot of fun in his lap. Have you seen him since?”

The memory hit immediately: straddling him, grinding, his hands sliding up under my mini skirt and squeezing my ass while they all watched and recorded. My face got even hotter.

“Yeah,” I murmured, still in the soft voice. “Once over break.”

Tiffany grinned. “Oh, so you dressed up over break?”

“A few times,” I answered, not wanting to tell them I had actually spent the entire break as a girl.

Crystal jumped in. “So when did you see Tom?”

Christina, who had dropped into the seat next to me, smiled like she’d been waiting for that question.

“She actually went on a date with him,” she eagerly volunteered. “And jerked him off in the movie theater. Tell them, Fiona.”

All three of them lost it at once.

“No way!”

“Are you serious?!”

“Oh my God, tell us everything!”

I sat there burning with shame as I mustered a reply.

“Yeah… we went to the movies,” I started. “He was really sweet. And then once the lights went down he started kissing me and… it just kind of happened.”

Crystal’s eyes were huge. “You have to give us the tea. All of it.”

I could hear myself talking and hated every second of it. I told them about the dark theater, about how big he felt in my hand, about how I stroked him until he came. I made myself sound like I’d liked it, like I’d been into it, because that’s what I knew was expected of me. Inside I was replaying the exact same moments with nothing but shame: the size of him compared to my own pathetic locked away manhood, the way I’d licked his cum off my fingers because Christina told me to, the way I’d sat there afterward tasting him while I cuddled up against him without being told to.

Tiffany leaned in. “Wait. How did you get the cum off your hand in the middle of the theater?”

My face felt like it was on fire. “I um…I licked it off,” I admitted quietly. “Like, cleaned it up with my mouth.”

They all made these loud, playful gasps and then started laughing.

“Oh my God, you little slut,” Crystal teased, grinning like we were just two girlfriends sharing gossip.

Jamie covered her mouth. “That’s so sexy. I love that for you.”

Christina leaned back in her chair looking pleased. “Oh, she loves cum. Don’t you, Fiona?”

They all looked at me, waiting.

I smiled the way I was supposed to and dug my own grave even deeper. “Yeah… I do.”

They giggled like it was the funniest thing they’d heard all day.

The conversation stayed on Tom after that. Christina kept prompting me, making me fill in details, making me talk about how it felt and how much I liked it. I sat there listening to my own voice go on and on to the hottest girls at school about why I liked the taste of cum, about how it had felt to get him off, about how I’d been so turned on when I cleaned it up for him. Every word came out coy and girly and enthusiastic the way they expected of their new gay bestie.

Inside, the shame was so intense I could barely focus on the conversation. I kept thinking that no real man would ever be sitting here doing this: acting gay for these girls, letting them call him a slut, talking about sucking cum off his own fingers like it was something cute. It didn’t feel like something a guy would ever do. It felt like something a sissy would do. And the longer I sat there smiling and talking, the harder it was to argue with that.

The rest of the day after lunch was deeply humiliating. In almost every class, people stared. Some giggled behind their hands. A few made mocking comments when the teacher wasn’t looking. A couple of girls stopped me between periods to tell me how brave I was and that they’d kind of suspected something ever since Halloween. I was so desperate not to talk about any of it that I just nodded and gave the briefest answers I could until they finally moved on.

When I walked into Miss Connery’s class her face lit up the second she saw me. She had to press her lips together to stop herself from giggling, but she didn’t say a word about the makeup or anything else during class. She just started the lesson like normal while I sat there feeling every pair of eyes in the room.

After school I went straight to her house. She had me change into the French maid uniform the moment I arrived. A few minutes later I was on my knees in front of her and Kaylee in the living room, recounting everything that had happened because of Layla and Hannah: the theater, the stripping, the makeup, the song, the dancing, the warning about the basketball game, the lipstick on the hoodie, the lunch table. They both sat there with huge grins the entire time, clearly loving every degrading detail.

By the time I finished I was crying. Some part of me was still hoping they would help, that Miss Connery might feel even a little responsible for having exposed me to those two in the first place.

Instead, she just smiled down at me. “Well, I’m glad Layla and Hannah are having so much fun with you, honey. Now go get your chores done quickly so you can show us your little teacup performance.”

Kaylee clapped her hands together. “Oh my God, yes! I can’t wait.”

Without Miss Connery or Kaylee ever stepping in, Layla and Hannah made the next two weeks hell for me. Their bullying didn’t let up for a single day. By the end of the first week, it already felt settled, I was their bitch now, and I had stopped expecting anyone to intervene.

One morning they pulled me into the bathroom before first period with a small bottle they’d kept in a lunch bag. They told me it was my breakfast, cold cum from a guy Layla had hooked up with that was cold from the fridge. They made me drink all of it while they recorded, laughing the whole time. I forced it down and fought the urge to throw up right there on the floor. When I finished they wiped the corner of my mouth with a paper towel and told me there would be more where that came from.

They made me wear makeup three more times. Nothing as heavy as the first day, but still obvious enough that people noticed and commented. The stares and quiet laughter followed me through the halls each time.

They also kept dragging me back to the empty theater. Once it was a full cheer routine with the jumps, an enthusiastic voice, and the big fake smile. Another time they made me do a ballerina routine in my socks, arms curved, twirling slowly while they recorded and called out corrections. The worst was the little skit where I had to pretend I was a princess falling in love with an imaginary knight, complete with the dramatic gestures and the dreamy looks and lines they fed me. Every performance left me feeling more emasculated than the one before it.

The only thing that made those two weeks even a little bearable was Emily. Most days after school I got to hang out with her instead of going straight to Miss Connery’s. Those hours were my only reprieve: playing video games, talking, even doing each other’s makeup could be fun. The two weekends, though, were the same as always, back in my maid uniform, serving Miss Connery and Kaylee until they finally sent me home to tiptoe around my room in a nightie.

I was heading toward the cafeteria when Hannah’s hand closed around my arm and pulled me the other way. I knew by now not to resist and let her lead me wherever she was taking me. She didn’t say anything until we stopped outside the girls’ bathroom. Then she took out a tube of lipstick, tilted my chin up with two fingers, and painted my mouth in slow, careful strokes. When she finished she opened the door and smirked. “Ladies first.”

I walked in and was immediately uncomfortable upon seeing Layla was standing near the sinks with a skinny naked guy kneeling in front of her, head down, back turned to me. She looked up and smirked the second she saw me. Behind me I heard the lock click.

Layla grabbed a fistful of the guy’s hair and yanked him upright. “Stand up, Samantha!”

He shot up nervously and turned around. My jaw dropped. It was Sam.

He was completely naked, bright pink lipstick painted on his mouth, looking at the floor in pure shame.

My mouth opened. “Sam?”

Layla smacked his ass hard enough to make him gasp and jump. “It’s Samantha now. Right, bitch?”

“Yes…yes Layla,” he whimpered sadly.

Layla smiled at me. “She’s a bitch like you now.”

We just stared at each other for a second, both of us red-faced, exposed, and completely trapped. The last time I’d spoken to Sam he’d sat awkwardly while the rest of the guys accused me of being gay. Now he was standing in front of me naked with lipstick on.

Hannah giggled. “Alright, Fiona. Strip, girly.”

I pulled my clothes off while Sam watched. When my panties came off and my little pink cage came into view his eyes bulged in horror. I was aware of every bit of how small and ridiculous it looked under the harsh bathroom lights, Princess Fiona’s Pretty Clitty written across the front in white letters. His own cock wasn’t big, but it was free and still clearly bigger than what I had left. The comparison made my stomach turn.

We stood there staring at the ground for a moment, awkward and trembling. Hannah put her hand on the small of my back and pushed me forward while Layla did the same to Sam until we were only a few inches apart. I could smell the lipstick on both of us. I could see the way his chest was rising and falling fast with fear.

Hannah giggled again. “Don’t be shy, girls. You used to be besties, right?”

Layla’s voice cut through the silence. “Exactly…I’m sure you faggots see the way this is going. Fiona, kiss your girlfriend. And don’t you dare stop until we tell you.”

I looked at her, pleading without words. Before she could even react Hannah grabbed the back of both our heads and shoved our faces together. Lipstick smeared against lipstick. She held us there hard. “Kiss, girls!”

Sam’s lips were soft and waxy like my own, though his were quivering. I could literally feel how badly he didn’t want this. I didn’t either, but I could tell he was about to cry. I started kissing him tenderly because there was no other option. The first few seconds were clumsy and awkward and full of pure shame. His breath was warm and shaky against my parted lips. I could hear the soft wet sound of our mouths every time we shifted.

Sam barely kissed back at first. Then Layla’s hand cracked across his ass again. He let out a small, wounded sound straight into my mouth. “Kiss her back, Samantha!”

He obeyed. His lips parted, his tongue swirling tentatively against mine. The kiss got wetter, deeper, more sensual. I could taste the cheap lipstick and the faint saltiness of his saliva. I tried not to think about what I was doing, standing naked in the girl’s bathroom making out with my old friend for our bullies’ entertainment.

Our bodies brushed up against one another’s. I felt the soft heat of his bare skin and the way his soft cock occasionally bumped against my cage. Every time it happened we both flinched away, horrified by the contact.

They kept talking the whole time.

“Look at them.”

“So gay.”

“Use your tongues, girls.”

“Aww, they’re both shaking.”

Layla reached between us, grabbed Sam’s soft cock in one hand and my cage in the other, and started slapping his cock against the plastic over and over. The soft impacts made both of us flinch and tremble. I couldn’t believe I was letting them do this to me, but at the same time, I felt completely powerless to stop it.

Hannah cracked up. I kept kissing him because I knew I had to, but my eyes were starting to burn with tears. The longer it went on the more I thought about how pathetic this was, and I knew Sam could feel it too. It was like each of our presences’ confirmed to the other we were no longer a men. It could be a million years before I saw him again, but I knew that no matter how long it was, the sight of one another would instantly strip us of any confidence or masculinity. Ten years of memories as friends were suddenly dulled in light of our gay escapade in the bathroom. Every second of forced intimacy, every smear of lipstick, every little sound we made while their phones recorded made it harder to remember that I had ever been anything other than a little bitch.

The bell finally rang.

Layla pulled us apart by the hair. Our mouths came free with a wet sound. Lipstick was smeared across both our faces. “Alright, girls. Put your clothes on and get to class. But don’t forget to thank each other!”

We both looked down, completely ashamed of our compliance in our own degradation. Sam’s eyes were wet and his cheeks were streaked. I could feel the sticky mess of bright pink across my own mouth and chin. My throat felt tight.

“Thank you, Samantha,” I muttered, the words coming out soft and broken.

He could barely get it out. “Thank you.”

We dressed in silence. Sam was allowed to wipe the lipstick off his face with a paper towel. I didn’t bother to ask if I could, I already knew the answer.

As we stepped out of the bathroom together Ron, Mike, and Kyle were walking past. They both saw us come out of the girls’ room together. I immediately ducked my head and turned the opposite direction, walking fast, eyes stinging, trying not to let the tears actually fall while I heard Sam’s frantic voice behind me, already starting to scramble for an explanation.

I was back in my maid uniform that evening, on my knees on the living room floor in front of the couch. Miss Connery, Kaylee, and Max sat above me. I told them everything that had happened with Sam in the bathroom: the lipstick, the forced kissing, the way they’d made us thank each other afterward, the guys seeing us walk out together. I begged them to step in and make Layla and Hannah stop.

They listened with the same amused expressions they always wore when I complained about them. Miss Connery looked almost pleased.

“I’m happy to hear Sam is becoming a sweet little sissy too,” she said casually like she had just heard he had gotten into a good college. “Another beta male finding his place, I love it! Maybe the two of you can have playdates sometime.”

Kaylee giggled as she snuggled up to Max who just smirked at me from his end of the couch.

No one seemed to care.

Later I was in the kitchen washing dishes, completely furious about their blatant disregard for me. I was especially mad at Kaylee and Miss Connery, who I felt had an obligation to protect me after stripping me of the ability to protect myself. Just as I was contemplating telling them off, Max walked past and slapped my ass hard enough to flip the short skirt of my uniform up for a second, laughing as he elicited a high-pitched whine. Something in me snapped. “You sure love my ass for a straight guy, Max. You sure you’re not gay?”

He stopped and looked at me, clearly surprised. For a second I cowered back, afraid he might hit me. A moment later his smirk came back, and he walked away without a word. I stood there, still angry but, for a moment, completely satisfied with myself for having said it.

A few hours later Kaylee called me upstairs.

I walked into her bedroom still in my full maid outfit: frilly apron, short dress, white thigh-highs, little pink cage locked underneath my panties. Max was laying on the bed in just a pair of dark boxers, confident as ever. Kaylee stood beside the bed in black lingerie: a sheer bra that barely contained her breasts, matching panties, and garters that framed the soft curves of her hips and thighs. The sight of her body hit me the way it always did, making me feel both aroused and inferior in the same instance. She looked sexy, perfect, and completely out of reach for a sissy like me.

She looked at me calmly. “Max told me what you said to him in the kitchen. You know that was very inappropriate, Fiona. You don’t speak to my boyfriend like that…you don’t speak to any man like that. You know that Fiona…”

The calm disappointment in her voice made my stomach drop. Despite knowing how pitiful it was, I felt genuinely sorry. Her and her mother had broken me enough that their approval mattered more than my pride. I felt like I could cry. I couldn’t justify it, but I needed her to know how sorry I was.

“I’m really sorry, Miss Kaylee,” I whined softly.

Max watched from the bed, smirking the whole time.

Kaylee pointed to the wooden chair in the corner. “I know you are, sweetie. Now, I want you to sit there and watch me and Max…I think it’ll be good for you to see the difference between you and a real man.”

I didn’t want to see this, yet still, I sat. I adjusted my dress around me as I crossed legs daintily.

Kaylee smiled at me as she climbed onto the bed and straddled Max’s lap. A second later they started kissing. His hands gripped her waist hard enough that his fingers sank into her soft skin. He pulled her down against him and she ground slowly, rolling her hips while he held her exactly where he wanted. The muscles in his arms and chest stood out under the low light. Everything about him looked solid and powerful: broad shoulders, thick thighs, the clear outline of a hard cock already straining against the front of his boxers.

He flipped her onto her back after a while and hooked her legs over his shoulders. When he finally pushed inside of her she let out a long, submissive moan. I watched the thick length of his manhood disappear inside her inch by inch, watched the way her body stretched around him. He fucked her with steady, powerful strokes that made the whole bed shift. She clung to him, nails digging into his back, making soft helpless sounds every time he bottomed out.

Then he pulled out, turned her over, and put her on all fours facing me. Her eyes met mine immediately. Max lined up behind her and drove back into her pussy hard. The sound of his hips hitting her ass filled the room, each thrust making her plump cheeks jiggle and clap against him. He spanked her between strokes, open-handed cracks that left pink handprints blooming across her delicate skin. She kept looking at me the entire time, mouth open, eyes glassy, moaning with every deep thrust. I couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of intimacy with her, like in a symbolic way, we were both being fucked.

That shameful, unwanted, and increasingly familiar arousal started building in my panties while I watched. Heat spread through my belly. My little cock twitched in my cage helplessly and ached inside my panties as they began to dampen. I hated that this was turning me on, maybe even more than I hated when Tom had made me wet. It just felt emblematic of what I had become. Kaylee, the girl who basically owned me, locked her eyes on mine while a real man used her like his toy, the two of us sharing this private, intimate moment as girls. Every time she looked at me I felt more dainty, more girly, and more ashamed of how my body was reacting.

I sat there with my legs crossed under my frilly skirt, my one-inch plastic prison aching uselessly between my thighs, and watched Max take her the way I knew I never could. The contrast between us was brutal yet illuminating. His cock was thick and hard and shiny with her wetness. Mine was a locked clitty with my new name written on it in girly white lettering. His body was all muscle and dominance. Mine was all softness and delicacy. Every powerful thrust, every moan he pulled out of her, every casual spank chipped away at whatever anger and resistance I’d been carrying from earlier. The little attitude I’d shown him in the kitchen started to feel ridiculous, laughable. Who did I think I was, snapping at him like that just because I was upset my owners hadn’t protected me from two bullies at school? I was a sissy in a maid dress with a locked clit, sitting in a corner chair, watching a real man fuck the girl I could never have. The longer I watched, the more that truth settled into my bones. My life was hard, but it made sense.

He kept fucking her like that for a long time: rough, completely in control, occasionally reaching under to rub her clit while he thrust. Her moans climbed higher. When she finally came it was loud and full-body, thighs shaking, face briefly pressed into the mattress before she lifted her head again and looked straight at me through the waves of pleasure. The sight of her orgasming on his cock sent another helpless little twitch followed by a pulse of heat through my locked clitty. I hated how much it affected me, but I understood it.

A few strokes later Max pulled out and exploded across her back in thick white spurts that landed warm on her skin. He stayed there for a moment, breathing hard, then wiped the head of his cock through the mess he’d left on her.

He looked at me with a triumphant smile. “Come clean your mistress off, sissy.”

I stood up without thinking. There was no fight left in me. The earlier anger, the little flash of attitude, all of it felt childish and stupid now. I walked to the bed and climbed on. Max’s hand settled on the back of my head and guided me down. I opened my mouth and started licking. The cum was warm, thick, and salty, but I lapped it up eagerly. I dragged my tongue through every streak, cleaning her doll-like skin the way I’d been ordered, tasting him and her mixed together. Kaylee squirmed and giggled under me while I worked. Max kept his hand in my hair the whole time, holding me in place until every drop was gone.

When I finished he tilted my head up, holding me by the hair so I had to look at him. His expression was calm and absolute. “Don’t ever forget your place with me, Fiona. I’m the only man in this house.”

Cum was still sticky on my lips and tongue. “I know that, sir…I won’t,” I whimpered.

I walked into school the next morning with a different mindset. After everything that had happened the night before, something inside me had shifted. It all made sense to me now, even though I still lamented it. I was a sissy. Whatever Layla and Hannah did to me was just as far outside my control as anything Miss Connery or Kaylee did. Fighting it only made things harder. This was simply my life. I had no choice but to accept it.

For most of the day they actually left me alone. No bathroom ambushes, no makeup, no sudden grabs in the hallway. I almost started to believe they might ease up.

After the final bell I was at my locker packing my bag when they appeared on both sides of me.

Hannah leaned against the locker next to mine. “Hey girlfriend, so, we were talking and we decided that we’d like to see you all dressed up again. Like you were that day at the mall.”

Layla smiled, the same cruel little smile she always wore when she was about to enjoy herself. “Yeah. You were so pretty.”

Hannah kept her voice casual. “Bring a pink dress to school tomorrow, heels, ribbons for your hair, and some makeup.”

She paused, then added, “Oh, and bring your dildo.”

My stomach dropped. I could already picture a dozen different things they might make me do with it, and none of them were things I wanted anyone at school to see. The fear was immediate and intense, my body going stiff with anxiety. But I thought about everything I’d realized in the past twenty-four hours. Refusing these two would only make whatever came next worse. I was too weak and helpless to stop them anyway.

I nodded.

“Okay,” I squeaked out quietly.

The next day, I brought everything they’d told me to bring to school. The pink dress was folded carefully at the bottom of my bag; the heels, the ribbons, the makeup, and the black dildo Christina had given me at Christmas rested above it. The whole morning, I sat through classes with a constant sick feeling in my stomach, waiting for whatever they had planned to unfold, hoping desperately it would remain private. Just before lunch, my phone buzzed. It was Hannah. “Meet us in the usual bathroom on the second floor. Now.”

I waited until the bell rang a moment later, then walked over quickly with my head down, bag clutched against my side. When I pushed the door open Layla and Hannah were already inside. Hannah locked it behind me.

“Strip down to your bra and panties,” Layla said, clearly annoyed I had taken so long. “Then get dressed. Be quick about it.”

I pulled off my hoodie and shirt, then shoved my pants and socks into a pile. Hannah scooped my boy clothes up and set them aside. I stepped into the pink dress and zipped it up expertly. It was short and bright pink, the kind of soft cotton that clung to my chest and flared out into a little pleated skirt that barely covered my upper thighs. The thin straps sat delicately on my shoulders. I stepped into the matching pink heels next, and then I took out the makeup and started putting it on: foundation to smooth out my skin tone, heavy blush high on my cheeks, dark liner and mascara that made my eyes look bigger, bright lipstick that left my mouth looking sticky and kissable. They stood there watching the whole time, making comments at every step.

“Holy shit,” Hannah remarked, genuinely surprised by my skill. “She’s better at this than a real girl.”

“That’s because she spent so much time playing dress-up when she was a little girl,” Layla teased, smiling like she was proud of herself for that stupid joke.

When my makeup was done, I gathered my hair into two high pigtails and tied the pink ribbons around them. My hands were shaking.

“I’m done,” I mumbled quietly.

They both grinned.

“Oh my God,” Layla muttered. “You look hot.”

Hannah walked a slow circle around me. “Spin for us, sissy.”

I twirled slowly, the short skirt flaring around me.

“Take out your dildo,” Layla giggled. “Suction it to the wall at kneeling height.”

I pulled the black dildo from my bag and pressed the base to the tiled wall until it stuck. Both girls stepped in close. Layla spit on the head first, then Hannah. Thick strings of saliva ran down the shaft. I should’ve known they were going to make this as degrading as possible, not that it made any difference.

“Show us how a little princess like you sucks dick,” Layla mocked. “And make it good. We’re recording.”

I dropped to my knees obediently, then leaned forward and took the spit-slick head into my mouth. The silicone was thick and slightly bitter from the taste of their spit. I started bobbing, tongue working along the underside, cheeks hollowed as I sucked like I had been trained to. Their phones came out immediately.

Hannah put her phone right next to my face, capturing every micro expression as I sucked like a good girl. “Look at her go. Such a skilled little cocksucker.”

Layla crossed her arms. “I’m not impressed. Go deeper, slut. You’re not even trying.”

I obeyed her command, my mouth moving on autopilot. Hannah’s commentary continued. “Aww, she’s gagging on it.”

Every few strokes one of them would step in, grab a fistful of my pigtails, and shove my head all the way down until the dildo hit the back of my throat. I gagged hard as tears sprang to my eyes. They held me there for long seconds, then pulled me back by the hair and made me start again. Spit and saliva ran down my chin and onto the front of my pink dress. The wet sounds of my cocksucking filled the bathroom. I kept going because stopping wasn’t an option, because I understood that this was my place now, but every forced deepthroat still made my eyes water harder and my stomach twist with shame.

They kept me there for a long time.

Finally, Layla said, “Alright, sissy. I think we’ve seen enough of that for now. Stand up. Hands behind your back.”

I stood on shaky legs, confused by her order, and put my hands behind me. Before I could ask what was happening Hannah had already looped a thick black zip-tie around my wrists and pulled it tight. The plastic dug into my skin. I started to panic immediately.

“What are you doing?” I asked frantically.

“We’re taking you for a little stroll,” Hannah said, almost sweetly. “We’re gonna show the school how pretty you look.”

“No…no please, don’t. Please, I’ll do anything else, just don’t make me go out there. Please!”

Layla laughed. “You know you’re going out there, Fiona. If you start crying and thrashing it’s only going to draw more attention. Your call.”

They packed the dildo back into my bag along with my guy clothes and some of my books. Hannah slung it over her shoulder. Then they each took one of my arms and walked me out into the hallway.

It was mid-period, so the corridor wasn’t packed, but there were still some students moving around and standing in small groups during lunch. The second we stepped out the looks started. Heads turned. A couple of girls giggled behind their hands. Someone muttered something I couldn’t quite hear. Every single time someone looked at me my heart slammed harder against my ribs. I kept my eyes down and prayed none of them would recognize Frank under the makeup and the pigtails and the short pink dress. I knew I passed as a girl, but I also knew I was drawing a lot of attention dressed as I was and being paraded around by the two biggest bullies in school with my arms behind my back. My heels clicked loudly on the linoleum. My bound hands forced my shoulders back, which only pushed my chest out more under the tight bodice. I was completely on display in all my feminized shame.

We walked for what felt like forever.

Then I saw them, Ron, Mike, Kyle, and Sam, coming the other direction. Sam’s face went pale the moment he spotted us.

Layla’s voice was mockingly sweet. “Let’s go say hi to your friends!”

I tried to dig my heels in. “Please. Please don’t.”

They ignored me and steered me straight toward the group, my whole body shaking like I was being led to the electric chair.

At first the guys just looked confused. They clearly saw a terrified girl in a pink dress and pigtails being walked around menacingly by Layla and Hannah, but they didn’t put it together. Sam already knew, and he looked like he wanted to disappear into the floor.

Then Layla smiled. “Boys! You remember Fiona, right? Your old friend Frank.”

The silence that followed was horrible. I watched the recognition hit them one by one. Ron’s mouth actually fell open. “I fucking knew it! So, you really are a fag!”

Mike took a half-step back. Kyle just stared.

Hannah answered, still smiling. “Fiona is a sissy. You should never think of her as a man again. And in case you need more proof of that…”

She reached down, pulled my short pink skirt up, and yanked my panties down in a fluid motion. My little pink cage sat there fully exposed under the fluorescent lights, one inch of plastic with Princess Fiona’s Pretty Clitty written across the front in white letters. That was it. It was final now. I would never be respected again. Never be seen as a man again.

The three of them stared while tears welled up in my eyes and my cheeks burned with emasculated shame. The shock on their faces was almost worse than open mockery. Mike actually grimaced.

“Holy shit,” he muttered. “It’s… it’s tiny.”

Kyle let out a short, disbelieving breath. “What the fuck happened to you, Frank, uh…Fiona?”

Ron just kept staring at the cage like he couldn’t look away. “Dude. That’s not even… that’s nothing. You’re a girl.”

Tears streamed down my face. I couldn’t wipe them because my hands were still bound behind me. Sam stood there completely silently, sweating, looking like he was about to be sick.

Layla reached down, yanked my panties back up hard enough to give me a sharp wedgie that made me yelp, then dropped the skirt.

“Alright, boys, we should get going. But before we do, you should know your buddy Samantha here is a sissy too. These two pussies were naked making out in the girls’ bathroom the other day, that’s what they were doing right before you saw them walk out together…Okay, bye.”

Sam’s face crumpled. He looked like he was about to cry, and I’m almost certain he did. The girls were already pulling me away, but behind us I could hear Sam’s voice rising, desperate and cracking, trying to convince them the girls were lying. They didn’t believe him.

They walked me back to the bathroom in silence. Once the door was locked again Hannah cut the zip ties. I stood there trembling, makeup already streaked from the tears I couldn’t hold back.

Hannah pulled my boy clothes out of the bag and casually threw them over her shoulder. She tossed my bag on the floor, filled with my dildo and some of my books. “Alright. That was fun. Have a good rest of your day, princess.”

They started opening the door.

My stomach felt like it flipped as I lunged forward. “Wait, no, please! I need my clothes back!”

They had already walked out. The door swung shut behind them.

I was left alone in the empty bathroom, still wearing the short pink dress and heels, my hair in pigtails, my makeup ruined and running down my face, hands now free but completely useless, body shaking so hard I had to lean against the sink to stop myself from collapsing. I was completely helpless. There was nowhere to go and nothing I could do that wouldn’t make this worse. No way out, no way to explain this. I just stood there crying silently, broken and terrified of the moment I would hear someone open that door and walk inside seeing me like this.

I hid in the stall for the rest of the day, I felt like I had no choice. Every time the bathroom door opened I went completely still, holding my breath, trying to keep the crying quiet so no one would notice the girl in the pink dress hiding in the last stall. Most of the time it was just girls coming in to fix their makeup or talk. A few times, groups came in laughing gossiping as I pressed myself against the wall, heart hammering, praying none of them would look under the door or try the handle. The tears kept coming in unstoppable waves no matter how hard I tried to stop them. My makeup was completely ruined.

When the final dismissal bell rang my phone buzzed. It was Kaylee. “Where the hell are you? My mom said you cut her class today?!”

I typed back with shaking hands that I was in the bathroom, and that Hannah and Layla had taken my boy clothes.

A few minutes later the bathroom door opened again. Heels clicked across the tile.

It was Kaylee. “Fiona? Are you in here?”

I timidly opened the stall door, barely able to muster the strength. Kaylee stood there looking at me. I was at least relieved to see there was actual sympathy on her face instead of amusement. I tried to wipe the streaks of mascara and tears off my cheeks but only made it worse.

She stepped forward and pulled me into a hug. “It’s okay, Fiona…it’s over. The hallway’s basically empty now. Let’s go, babygirl.”

When we walked into the house, Miss Connery was already sitting on the couch. The second she saw me her face went cold. “You cut my class.”

I opened my mouth to explain about the bathroom and the clothes and Hannah and Layla, but she didn’t let me get more than a few words out. “I don’t care what those two little bitches did! You do not cut my class! I figured that would be obvious. You are mine, Fiona, and you will act like it.”

She pointed at her lap. “Get over here, little girl. Now!”

I padded over on shaky legs. I felt ridiculous and weak in my little pink dress. She pulled me down across her thighs without any gentleness. The position forced my ass up and my face toward the floor. The moment my weight settled across her lap, the first tears already started leaking out, before she even touched me. I felt so small and helpless: dressed like a girl, makeup ruined, completely at her mercy.

Her hand came down hard.

The first spank landed with a sharp, open-palmed crack that made me yelp and jolt against her. The sting bloomed hot across one cheek. Before I could even process it she hit the other side just as hard.

“You are my sissy,” she said, voice tight with anger. “Say it.”

“I’m your sissy!” I choked out.

Another spank, harder. Then another. The sound of each one filled the living room. My skin was already starting to burn. “Louder!”

I was practically wailing. “I’m a sissy!”

She kept going, alternating cheeks, not giving me any time to recover. Each impact drove the air out of me in little gasps. The heat built fast. I could feel my ass jiggling with every strike. Tears were running freely down my face, dripping onto the floor. “You belong to me and to Kaylee. When I want you to be somewhere, you are there. Do you understand?”

I was completely broken. I knew that no matter what the girls did to me at school, no matter how badly they humiliated me, I could never disobey me again. “Yes! Yes, Miss Connery…”

Another hard series of spanks cut me off. I started crying harder, the sobs breaking up my voice. Kaylee stood off to the side watching, her expression soft and almost sorry, but she didn’t interfere.

Miss Connery’s hand never slowed. She lectured between every few strikes, driving the words into me along with the pain. “You are not a boy anymore. You are a little sissy girl who wears dresses, has her tiny clitty locked away, and does as she’s told. The sooner you stop fighting that, the easier this gets. You do not need to think, just obey…”

I was sobbing aggressively, basically convulsing. My whole body shook across her lap. The spanking felt endless. Every time I thought she might stop she only hit harder, the sharp cracks echoing, the burning spreading deeper until even the softest brush of air against my skin stung. I could hear how pathetic I sounded: high-pitched, broken, completely helpless.

“Please,” I managed between sobs. “Please, I’m sorry!”

Miss Connery didn’t seem to care. “Sorry isn’t enough. You need to accept what you are.”

She kept spanking me. My ass felt swollen and on fire. I had stopped trying to hold anything back. The crying had turned hysterical, big, shaking sobs that made my whole body jerk across her thighs. I felt weak and small and completely broken down. I didn’t even want to be a man anymore, just a good girl who would never be punished like this again. I had no dignity left. Just the pain and her voice and the overwhelming certainty that I had no power left in my own life at all.

When she finally stopped, my ass throbbed in the sudden quiet like it had a heartbeat. I stayed draped over her lap, still sobbing and shaking, too wrecked to move.

“Get up,” she said, voice cooler now but still firm. “Go paint your nails. From now on they stay painted just like your toes. That’s part of your punishment for cutting my class. I want to see them every time you come into school.”

I pushed myself off her lap on unsteady legs. Everything hurt. I walked upstairs still crying, the short pink dress brushing against my burning skin with every step.

About an hour later I was sitting at Kaylee’s vanity. My nails were wet with bright pink polish. I stared at them while they dried, still sniffling, makeup streaked, ass still hot and sore under my dress. I felt sorry for myself in a deep, exhausted way, but I had nothing left to fight with.

Kaylee’s footsteps came down the hall. She appeared in the doorway.

Kaylee stepped into the room and closed the door quietly behind her. She took one look at me sitting at her vanity with my mostly dried pink nails and still streaked makeup and her face softened.

“Hey,” she said gently. “You okay?”

The question broke whatever thin control I had built up. Fresh tears spilled over for the millionth time. I started talking without being able to stop: about Layla and Hannah, about the bathroom and the hallway and my old friends seeing the cage, about how it felt like every time I thought things couldn’t get more humiliated, another layer got added on top. I told her how exhausting it was being a sissy for her and her mom and then having two more girls treat me like their toy on top of it.

Kaylee didn’t laugh. She didn’t tease. She just stepped in close, wrapped her arms around me, and pulled me against her. She pressed soft kisses to my wet cheeks and kept her voice low and warm.

“Shh. It’s okay, pretty girl. I’ve got you.” She stroked the back of my head. “I’m going to talk to Layla and Hannah. I’ll make them tone it down, okay? I promise.” She planted another gentle kiss on my cheek. “You’ve been so strong since we started this. I’m really proud of you. You’ve become such a sweet, pretty girl. You know that, right?”

Her words and her tone were tremendous comfort. I didn’t want them to be, but I needed them to be. The pride in her voice, the affection, the way she held me like I was something sweet and delicate, it all left me feeling safe and loved. The crying slowed. A warm, calm feeling spread through me instead. For the first time in a long time, I felt safe. I felt small in a way that didn’t hurt. I wanted to stay right here in her arms and let her keep saying sweet things to me.

Kaylee pulled back just enough to look at me. A little mischievous smile touched her mouth. “Hey, I wanna do something for you. But you have to promise not to tell my mom, okay?”

“Okay,” I whimpered.

She helped me stand and led me over to her bed. Then she lifted my pink dress, hooked her fingers in the waistband of my panties, and pulled them down. She pulled the little key out of her drawer, bending down to unlock me tenderly. Cool air touched skin that hadn’t been free in what felt like forever. My clitty looked even smaller out of the cage: soft, pink, barely anything.

Kaylee grabbed a plastic cup from her desk, climbed onto the bed, and sat back against the pillows. She patted her lap. “Come here, princess.”

I climbed up. She guided me so I was nestled across her thighs like a child, my head against her chest. Then she reached up, pulled her top off, and unhooked her bra. Her breasts spilled free, full and perky, the soft weight of them settling naturally, pale skin smooth and warm under the bedroom light, nipples a soft dusty pink that were already starting to harden. They looked perfect, beautiful, and inviting. Just the sight of them made the negative emotions inside me go quiet, replaced immediately by a needy desperation. Strangely, I didn’t want to grab them, squeeze them, or be rough in the way a man would. I just wanted to suck them. No, I needed to. It was like she could read my mind.

She cradled the back of my head and brought me forward until one warm nipple pressed against my lips.

“Go on, sweet girl,” she murmured. “Suck it. And play with your little clitty while you do it.”

I slowly parted my lips and took her in. The soft weight of her breast filled my senses, the softness, the faint sweet smell of her skin, the way the nipple hardened against my tongue as I started to suckle. I nursed slowly, tenderly, the way a baby would, cheeks hollowing with each gentle suck. My eyes stayed on hers, desperate for intimacy. She looked down at me with pure affection, stroking my hair in long, slow passes, occasionally brushing her thumb across my cheek like I was something precious.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Just like that. Good girl.”

My free hand wrapped around my little clitty. It was still so small it almost disappeared in my fingers. It never got fully hard anymore, but I was still incredibly excited, sensitive and leaking almost immediately. I stroked softly it in sync with the slow pulls of my mouth on her breast. The dual sensations overwhelmed me completely: the intimate, maternal feeling of nursing, and the sharp little sparks of pleasure from finally touching my clit. I felt completely small, completely soft, completely hers. Every time she smiled down at me I felt another layer of the day’s humiliation melt into something warmer. I didn’t want to be strong. I wanted to stay right there and be her little girl forever.

I kept sucking, never looking away from her face. She kept smiling down at me like I was the most precious thing in the world, whispering soft praise between strokes of my hair. “Such a sweet little girl. Look at you. My pretty princess.”

The pleasure built fast. My hips twitched. A high, needy sound escaped me and vibrated around her nipple. I was cumming, small, intense pulses that made me whine against her breast while she held the cup ready and caught every drop.

She gently eased my mouth off her nipple. A thin string of saliva connected my lip to her skin for a second before it broke. She brought the cup to my mouth and tilted it.

“Finish all your girl juice,” she cooed, “and then you can suck some more.”

I drank it without hesitation, the warm salty taste sliding down my throat, eager to get back to her. She giggled softly at how quickly I swallowed. “Good girl.”

She guided my head back to her breast. I latched on again immediately, sucking with even more tenderness now that the sharp edge of need had been taken care of. Her breast filled my mouth again, soft, warm, perfect. I nursed slowly, eyes still locked on hers, feeling completely safe and small and loved. She cradled me closer, one arm under my back, the other still stroking my hair, and looked down into my eyes while I continued.

“You are such a sweet little girl,” she said, voice full of affection, almost like she might cry herself. “I’m sorry I’ve been so busy lately. I know it’s been hard. But I plan on spending much more time with my little princess from now on.” She brushed a strand of hair off my forehead. “Would you like that?”

I nodded against her breast, honest and completely content to stay right where I was and be her little princess forever. The thought of more of this: more of her voice, more of her arms, more of being allowed to be so intimate with her, made me feel warm and safe. I knew deep down this would never be easy and I would never be completely at peace as a sissy. I also knew that at least in that moment, I needed her to hold me and nurse me more than I needed to breath.

To Be Continued…
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