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Samantha and I minced through the mall holding hands, both of us in matching pink dresses with the thin straps and little drawstrings in front that pulled the fabric tight across our silicone breasts. The material was light enough that every step made it flutter and sway around my smooth thighs. We both had on identical, very flirty, very pink makeup and identical pink heels that clicked on the polished floor. Matching pink purses hung from our hands, and matching the heart earrings brushed against our necks whenever we turned our pretty little heads. Samantha’s fingers stayed locked in mine the whole way, her palm a little damp the same way mine used to get when I was still getting used to being a girl.

It had only been a month since Valentine’s Day, and everything had moved faster than I ever expected since then. I had gone on two more dates with Michael, both times ending up on my knees with his cock in my mouth. It still felt wrong and degrading every single time: the way he looked down at me like he owned me, the way he held and guided the back of my head, the way I moaned around him like sucking his cock was my favorite thing in the world without even thinking about it. The part that scared me more was how quickly I was getting used to it, how easily I slipped into being just some guy’s booty call whenever he wanted me. Miss Connery loved every second of it. She never missed a chance to tease me about my “boyfriend,” asking in that condescending voice if I had been a good little girlfriend over the weekend and if I had swallowed his cum the way a good sissy was supposed to. Every time she said it I looked at the floor and felt my face burn. She had won. I was a cocksucker now, completely feminized, my own clit no bigger than a pinky. Nobody saw me as a man anymore, and I didn’t feel like one at all. She had set out to strip me of my masculinity, remake me into a hyper-feminine and submissive girl, and push me farther at every turn, and she had won.

Almost every other day now I was with Samantha. The girls made us hang out and train together constantly. We spent hours in matching sissy outfits doing each other’s hair and makeup, sitting on the floor painting nails or fixing each other’s hair while they watched. We watched romance and princess movies like we loved them, and we talked about boys constantly: their muscles, how warm and fluttery we felt when they flirted with us, what we liked in them, and of course, how much we loved their big manly cocks. I hated it for the most part. The whole thing was deeply humiliating, two former guy friends turned into two boy-crazy, fashion-obsessed princesses who acted as sissyish as they looked. Still, sometimes I was almost grateful for the change, because as pathetic as it was, those days with Samantha were still better and less boring than the ones I spent in my maid uniform cleaning and serving Miss Connery. And as pathetic as it was, Samantha and I had sort of rekindled our friendship, only now it was as two girly girls. We talked the way we used to, just about different things, lipstick shades, lingerie, and filters instead of girls, games, and sports. It was hard to tell how much was genuine, how much was forced because our mistresses were watching, and how much was because we had both been brainwashed into genuinely being the ultra girly sissies we acted like.

Our mistresses also made sure we put real effort into our new Instagram accounts. We had to post together constantly, answer the comments and messages, and act sweet and grateful for the attention. We both hated that part too, but it was still better than the TikToks. That was why we were at the mall that day. We were there to shoot another one.

We kept walking until the big fountain in the center of the mall came into view, the water spilling over the tiers and making that constant soft rushing sound that never quite covered the noise of the mall.

Layla stopped a few steps ahead of us and turned around with a smirk. “Stop, girls. This is good.”

Samantha’s hand tightened in mine. I felt the same little jolt in my stomach. The open space around the fountain was one of the busiest spots in the whole place. People were already cutting across in every direction, some of them glancing at us as they passed. I knew I passed, but it was still a bit iffy for Samantha, and I worried that maybe if someone clocked her as a sissy they would put two and two together.

Layla lifted her phone and gave us a bright little smile that matched the cruel little twinkle in her eyes. “Are we ready, ladies?”

I let go of Samantha’s hand long enough to dig into my purse for my little compact. Samantha did the same. We both checked our lipstick and the soft pink blush on our cheeks as quickly as we could, fingers shaking just enough that the mirrors wobbled. I pressed my lips together once, then looked up.

“We’re ready,” I squeaked, my voice sounding more nervous than I meant it to.

Samantha nodded nervously beside me. “Ready.”

Layla started recording without another word. The little white light flickered on.

I tried not to outwardly cringe as I stepped into the first move the way we had practiced. I did dainty little side-to-side steps on the balls of my pink heels, the soft fabric of the dress swishing around my bare thighs with every shift of my weight. I brought my hands up near my face in the soft little waves I had practiced, fingers spread just enough to look cute, and forced a bright smile onto my mouth even though my cheeks already felt tight. Samantha moved with me, a half-second behind at first. We turned toward each other, then away again, the heart earrings swinging against my neck. When the spin came I lifted higher onto the balls of my heels and let my skirt flare out dramatically around my legs, the cool air hitting the backs of my thighs for a second before the fabric settled again back against my panties.

A few people slowed down as they walked past. I saw one woman nudge the friend next to her and point. My stomach turned over, hoping desperately they didn’t realize we were boys, but I kept moving.

Halfway through the first take Layla lowered the phone and laughed out loud.

“No, no, stop. Fiona, your hips are too stiff. Loosen up, girl. And Samantha, smile like you actually like it, not like you’re about to cry. I don’t want to have to tell Hannah you were misbehaving…let’s try again, ladies.”

I could see Samantha cringe every time Layla called us ladies, but I didn’t mind. At this point, I was a lady, whether I liked it or not.

We reset. I loosened my hips the way she said, trying to make the side-to-side steps look lighter and bouncier even though every exaggerated little sway made the dress move so much that I flashed my panties constantly. My hands came up again for the waves, then crossed in front of my chest for the cute little heart shape we were supposed to make before opening them out to the sides. Samantha’s smile looked even more forced this time. Her eyes stayed a little too wide.

We made it further into the routine, another set of steps, another slow spin that sent the pink fabric swirling around our knees, before Layla cut us off again, still laughing like she was enjoying extending our discomfort. “Better, but the hand hearts need to be higher. Up by your pretty faces! And both of you, more bounce when you step. You’re supposed to look cute, not like you’re marching. Come on, girlies.”

Every time she stopped us we saw that more people had gathered. Some just glanced and kept walking. Others actually stopped and watched, phones out or just standing there with those half-smiles people get when they see two teenage girls being silly. I could feel the heat climbing up my neck and into my face. The pink dress suddenly felt thinner than it had a minute ago. Every time the skirt fluttered I was aware of how short it was, how much of my perky ass showed, how my boobs bounced in sync with my little cage underneath.

Samantha was worse. I could see it in the way her shoulders stayed tight and the way her fingers kept curling into the fabric of her dress between takes. Her eyes flicked around the circle of people every few seconds like she was counting them in a panic. When Layla told us to start over again Samantha whispered something under her breath that I couldn’t catch, but the sound of it was small and scared.

We did the dance four more times. Each time Layla found something new. Softer arms. Bigger smiles. Look at each other more. Twirl slower so the dresses look prettier. On one take she made us add a little dip at the end of the spin, both of us bending our knees slightly while the skirts flared, then rising back up with our hands under our chins. I tried not to look at the people watching while I did it. The forced bounce in my steps made my heels click louder than I wanted. Every time we turned toward each other I caught Samantha’s eye and saw how pale she looked even with her makeup. I tried to give her a tiny reassuring smile while we held the next pose, but I don’t think it helped much. My own smile felt like it was cracking at the edges.

On the last take we finally made it all the way through without her cutting us off. I kept the smile frozen in place through the final set of waves, the hand hearts held high by my cheeks, the slow spin that let the dress float out around my legs one more time, and the ending pose with both hands under my chin and my head tilted just the way she had shown us. Layla kept recording for a few extra seconds while we held it. Then she lowered the phone and started rewatching it right there in front of everyone.

She laughed again, softer this time, and shook her head. “I think this is the one, girlies. Good job, I’m sure your fans will love this.”

That night I sat at my desk practicing a makeup tutorial I was supposed to film tomorrow for my Instagram, still wearing the pretty pink dress and the rest of the girly girl outfit I had worn to the mall. My compact and brushes were spread out in front of me and the video was paused on my laptop so I could copy the exact way the girl on the screen blended her eyeshadow. My hair was up in a cute messy bun, my heart earrings brushing my neck every time I leaned forward. My parents weren’t supposed to be home for at least another hour, so I figured with the house empty I could safely practice the tutorial a few times and then change back into boy clothes in time to go downstairs and say hi when they got home.

The door opened without a knock. “Hey sweetie, did you—”

My mom’s voice cut off mid-sentence. I spun around in the chair so fast my dress flared up, flashing my pink panties at her. She stood frozen in the doorway with one hand still on the knob. Her eyes were wide and her mouth hung open in shock. For a second neither of us moved or made a sound. The only sound in the room was the quiet hum of my laptop.

She started stammering, looking anywhere but directly at me. “I…I’m sorry, I should’ve knocked, I didn’t realize…” Her voice was thin and uneven, almost panicked. She looked away toward the hallway like she needed somewhere else to put her eyes, then stepped back and pulled the door shut behind her without another word.

I sat there staring at the closed door, my heart slamming so hard I could feel it in my throat. My stomach turned over so sharply I thought I might actually be sick. The makeup brush was still in my hand. I dropped it and it hit the desk with a tiny plastic clatter that sounded way too loud. I could barely breathe. My biggest fear had just come to pass.

I stood up so fast the chair rolled backward. My hands were already frantically pulling at the straps of my dress, yanking it down over my hips and kicking it off onto the floor. The heart earrings came next, then my little heart necklace, then my breast forms. I grabbed makeup wipes and started scrubbing at my face hard enough that my skin burned, wiping away the lipstick and blush and everything else until my cheeks felt raw. The whole time my hands wouldn’t stop shaking, my nails still painted a coral pink that I definitely wouldn’t have time to remove even if I were allowed to. I dragged on a pair of old sweatpants and a hoodie, not even bothering with a shirt underneath, and shoved my feet into sneakers.

I nearly sprinted downstairs two steps at a time, not even knowing what I was going to say.

My parents were both sitting together on the couch in the living room, huddled close with serious expressions like they were in the middle of a serious talk. When I appeared in the doorway they both looked up. My mom gave me a soft, careful smile. My dad’s was smaller and more awkward, like he wasn’t sure where to put his eyes either.

I stopped a few feet away from them, still breathing hard.

“I swear it’s not what you think,” I said, the words tumbling out too fast. “It was a social media trend and I was doing it as a joke and…”

My mom stood up before I could finish. She quickly crossed the space between us and pulled me into a hug, her arms wrapping tight around my slender body.

“It’s okay, sweetie. It’s okay.” Her voice was gentle and affectionate against my ear. “You don’t need to explain yourself to us, honey. We love and accept you no matter what, right Paul?”

My dad cleared his throat. He stood up more slowly, still looking uncomfortable, but he nodded. “Yeah… um. We love you, son. However you want to dress is your business.”

I opened my mouth to tell them the truth, to explain everything, but nothing came out. The words just wouldn’t form. It was all too much. My throat closed up and my eyes started burning. The next thing I knew I was crying hard against my mom’s shoulder, the kind of ugly, shaking sobs that made my whole body jerk. She squeezed me tighter, shushing me gently. After a few seconds my dad’s arms came around both of us too. The three of us stood there in the middle of the living room while I fell apart.

I should have felt safe being held by them as they told me they accepted me, and to some extent I did. But the whole time I kept thinking about what they must believe now, that I wanted this, that I was a transgender girl in the closet who had just been outted, and the thought made the crying worse.

Eventually the worst of the sobs slowed down. I tried again, still sniffling, voice thick and broken. “Mom, I need to tell you—”

She shushed me softly and stroked the back of my head. “Just go to bed, sweetie. We’ll talk about this again when you’re a little more calm and you’ve had some time to think things over.”

My dad nodded. “That’s a good idea.”

I wanted to argue. I wanted to stay there and make them understand that none of this was my choice. But I was too exhausted and too overwhelmed to form a single clear sentence. All I could do was nod.

I went back upstairs and closed my door. I didn’t even turn the light on. I just climbed into bed still wearing the hoodie and sweatpants and lay there with my face pressed into the pillow. Tears kept leaking out sideways, soaking the fabric under my cheek. The whole situation kept replaying in my head: the look of shock on my mom’s face, the gentle tone they used when they told me they loved me no matter what, the way I stammered pathetically while completely failing to explain myself. I felt completely helpless and defeated, all those months I had spent sneaking around and hiding had all been for nothing. My mom saw me in a pink dress doing my makeup, and she would never unsee that. In all honesty, it felt like she had seen me in my truest form, vulnerable and feminine, and that form would be impossible to unsee.

I decided then that I would have to beg Miss Connery tomorrow. She was the one who had done this to me. It was her responsibility to talk to my parents and explain the truth. As cruel as she could be, she was still the only person who could fix this.

I cried for what must have been hours until there was nothing left. I didn’t want to acknowledge it, but somewhere deep down a part of me also felt a sense of relief that the secret was finally out after all the months of constant worrying. Still, it wasn’t like that made things any better, I was exhausted and upset. Eventually I fell asleep like that, face still soaked, body too heavy to move.

The next day at school I pulled Kaylee, Christina, and Amy aside before my classes. My voice was already shaking before I even got the first sentence out.

“My mom walked in on me last night,” I blurted out. “I was still in the pink dress doing the makeup tutorial and she just opened the door. She saw everything. Then she told my dad and they both think I want to be a girl now.”

Christina’s face lit up like it was the best news she had heard all week. She let out a mean little laugh and shook her head. “Holy shit. Your mommy caught you in your pretty pink dress doing your makeup. That’s amazing. Please tell me she asked if you wanted to be her daughter now.”

Kaylee shot her a look. “Christina.”

Christina just rolled her eyes. “What? I’m just saying. The cat’s out of the bag, Fiona. Your parents think you’re a girl and in reality you are one. What’s the problem, sissy?”

Kaylee turned back to me. Her voice was quieter and much more sympathetic. “Hey… we’ll talk to my mom after school, okay? Don’t spiral. We’ll figure it out, princess.”

Amy reached over and squeezed my arm. “Yeah. Just breathe, girl. You’ll be okay...”

I spent the rest of the day trying to keep myself calm and failing. Every class felt longer than the last.

After school we went straight to Kaylee’s house. As usual I went upstairs to her room to change, pulling off my guy clothes first and folding them on the chair. Then I unhooked my bra and set it aside. A pair of my breast forms were already waiting on the vanity. I squeezed the glue onto the backs of them, pressed each one into place against my chest, and held them there until they stayed while I paced the room anxiously. After that I put on another bra, a black one with white lace trim that matched my uniform. I stepped into a pair of black panties next, then my maid dress, the short black satin dress with the white lace apron and the little white choker making me feel even more powerless and nervous as I prepared to confront Miss Connery. I tugged the zipper up the back until it snugly held my waist, giving me the hourglass figure I had gotten used to seeing in the mirror. The skirt rustled and bounced as I moved. I slipped into a air of black stilettos, clipped the matching white lace maid cap in, then sat at Kaylee’s vanity and did my makeup to look especially soft and pretty. Soft pink on my cheeks, liner that made my eyes look big and doe-like, lipstick that matched the coral on my nails. It was stupid, but I felt like maybe if I made myself look extra cute Miss Connery would be a little more inclined to being sympathetic to me. I sprayed on the perfume I knew they liked best, a sweet one that made me smell like a cotton candy princess. The whole time my hands kept shaking. I kept running through what I was going to say to Miss Connery, trying to find words that wouldn’t make her laugh at me or get angry. Nothing sounded right. By the time I finished getting ready I could already feel a sense of impending doom.

I stood up and checked myself one last time in the mirror. Then I minced downstairs, taking each step carefully so I wouldn’t wobble in the heels.

Miss Connery was sitting on the couch next to Kaylee. I took a deep breath before sashaying over in front of them as femininely as I could, hips swaying, my skirt rustling with every step. I stopped, smiled, curtsied, and spoke in a voice that was almost little girl like. “Hi Miss Connery! Hi Miss Kaylee!”

Then I dropped to my knees, head bowed, hands resting demurely on the skirt of my dress. I felt myself blush as I thought back to one of the last times I had knelt in this exact spot, giving my first ever blowjob to a real man.

Miss Connery smirked. “Hello, princess. I hear you have something to tell me.”

I looked up. She was completely relaxed, sitting back against the cushions like she already knew how this was going to go. The calm look on her face made my stomach churn. All the words I had practiced suddenly felt useless.

I swallowed. “Um… my um mom walked in on me doing a makeup tutorial last night… and she told my dad too… they both think I want to be a girl now.”

Miss Connery’s mouth twitched. She looked like she was trying not to burst out smiling with joy. “Well… what’d they say, Fiona?”

I fidgeted uncomfortably with the hem of my skirt. “Um they were accepting I guess… they said they’d always love me no matter what.”

She smiled. “Aww, that’s so sweet. Well, I guess that settles it then.”

I looked up, confused and panicked. “What do you mean, Miss Connery?”

She smiled, warmer this time, almost gentle. “You said they think you’re trans and they still accepted you, silly. That means there’s no reason to go back to being a boy again. You can be Fiona full time now!”

My eyes went wide. My voice jumped louder and more confrontational than I meant it to. “What?!”

Her expression snapped from amused to stern so fast it made me flinch. “Watch it, sissy. Unless you’d like them to know all about your escapades with boys… I can show them that video of you wearing your little sequined dress while you suck Michael’s dick if you like. What do you think your daddy would think of that?”

I lowered my head immediately, overwhelmed with shame and fear. I could already picture it, my dad seeing that video, the look of horror and disappointment on his face. I stayed on my knees, hands still on my skirt, and didn’t say another word.

Miss Connery’s voice softened again, but it still had an edge. “That’s what I thought, little girl. Now as I was saying. There’s no reason for you to spend any more time pretending to be a boy. Pretty much everyone at school already knows you’re gay and a sissy, and now your parents do too. So, from now on you will be Fiona full-time. Tomorrow you will come to school in a cute little outfit with your makeup done, and after school Kaylee will come home with you to gather up your old clothes and redecorate your room like we did over Christmas break. This time for good.”

I wanted so badly to refuse. I wanted to tell her I wasn’t doing it, that no matter what she said I wasn’t gay and I didn’t want to be a sissy. The words were right there on the tip of my tongue, but they wouldn’t come out. Even if they didn’t have all the blackmail that would convince my parents, I still would have been trapped. My whole life already revolved around them. I had lost all my friends, and they had been replaced by girls who either knew I was a sissy or thought I was an extremely effeminate gay boy. I didn’t even know how to act like a man anymore, and I rarely ever felt like one. And as much as I hated to admit it, my greatest sense of joy in life now came from those intimate moments where I got to be Kaylee’s little girl and suck her boobs. I started sobbing on my knees, shaking so hard I collapsed forward onto the floor. It felt like there was no way out.

Miss Connery reached down and softly pet my head. “It’s okay, little girl. It’s okay.”

That only made me sob harder.

She stood up and looked at Kaylee. “I think you’ve got her, honey.”

Kaylee knelt down next to me, wrapped her arms around me, and pulled my head against her warm breast. She started shushing me, comforting me the same way she always did when I was upset. “It’s okay, princess. It’s okay.”

As I lay there sobbing in her arms, I knew this was final. My life was Frank was officially over, and my new life as Fiona was only just beginning.

The next morning, I woke up to my alarm blaring and just lay there for a minute while it buzzed on the nightstand. I didn’t want to get up. Today was the day. Miss Connery had told me I was going to school as Fiona from now on, and that all started today. I hadn’t gone to school fully dressed up since Halloween. Obviously since then my classmates and deduced that something was up, I wore makeup daily, kept my nails painted, and almost everyone I interacted with thought I was gay. Still, this seemed so final. There could be no going back after this.

I reluctantly sat up and pushed my covers down. My pink nightie had twisted around my hips while I slept, the thin fabric bunched up against my lower back. I stayed on the edge of my bed with my elbows on my knees, staring at the floor. My hands were already shaking a little. Everything inside was telling me not to do this. I could still refuse. I could still put on boy clothes and deal with whatever happened after. But then I thought about how much worse she could make it if I disobeyed, spanking me, showing my dad the video of me on my knees blowing Michael. I swallowed, let out a long breath, and stood up.

I went into my bathroom and turned the light on. My reflection stared back at me. A petite sissy boy in a pink nightie, the soft pink fabric clinging to my chest and hanging loose over my hips, bare legs, coral nails, hair long and wavy like any other girl’s. I brushed my teeth, looking at myself the whole time as I pondered my life, how even without trying I was already more girl than boy. My heart continued to race as I kept thinking about walking into first period as Fiona, about how many people were going to look at me, about what they’d think when they heard my girl voice when a teacher called on me. I was so nauseous I thought I might throw up. I spit, rinsed, and went back to my room.

I pulled my nightie off over my head, the fabric whispering against my smooth skin as it came off and I dropped it on my bed. My breast forms were in my top drawer. I took them out, squeezed the glue onto the backs of them, and pressed each one against my chest. I had to pace as I held them there while the glue set because standing still made it feel like I was going to have a panic attack. My hands were shaking enough that I had to press harder than usual to keep them from sliding, suddenly hyperaware of how strange it was to have boobs even though I had spent months getting used to them. I could feel the weight of them already, the way they jiggled slightly when I walked. When they finally adhered, I went to my dresser and took out everything I had been told to wear. I stared at the pile in disbelief for a second before I touched any of it.

I slipped off the panties I had slept in and stepped into my pink satin ones. They slid up my legs with that cool, slippery drag and sat high on my hips, the fabric thin enough that I could feel every shift of my little cage underneath. Then my matching bra. I hooked it behind my back and adjusted the straps until my forms sat the way they were supposed to, sexy and inviting and completely indistinguishable from real breasts. Every time I looked down I could see my cleavage filling the cups, the satin stretched tight across them, and my face burned with shame as I remembered the stares from my male classmates the last time I had gone to school with boobs. I picked up my pink pleated miniskirt, stepped into it, and pulled it up over my hips. Of course I was wearing a schoolgirl skirt, I should’ve expected it. The waistband settled just above the curve of my ass and the hem stopped just below it. When I shifted my weight the pleats flared and I could feel cool air on the backs of my legs and the insides of my thighs. I pulled my white crop top on last. The sparkly pink heart sat right in the middle of my chest, obviously meant to draw attention to my boobs, and the bottom of my shirt stopped a few inches above my skirt, leaving a strip of bare skin that I could already feel every time I moved. The fabric was thin enough that I could see the outline of my bra through it. I stood there for a second with my hands on my stomach, looking down at myself, and I had to look away.

I sat down at my desk and started my makeup. I did foundation first, blending it into my skin until it looked smooth and doll-like, the sponge cool against my cheeks. Then blush high on my cheekbones, that soft pink that made me look cute and nervous. I did my liner slowly because my hands still weren’t steady, wings sharp, the little tug of the brush at the corner of each eye making me flinch like I was an amateur. I moved on to mascara next, coating my lashes until they looked longer, darker, and flirtier than I was comfortable with. Last was my lipstick, a darker pink, the kind that made my mouth look juicy and inviting. I pressed my lips together and watched the color settle. I kept checking the time, dreading Kaylee arrival.

When my makeup was done I pulled my hair up into a high ponytail, fixed my bangs, and tied it with a little pink bow. I could feel the pull at my scalp and the way the ponytail swung when I turned my head, the kind of sensation I had gotten so used to that I normally ever thought much of but now seemed impossible to ignore. I put pearl earrings in, clipped my heart pendant on, and picked up my pink purse. I packed a compact, my lipstick, mascara, my phone, a few extra hair ties, and some tissues. My hands kept fumbling the zipper. I sprayed my perfume last, two spritzes on my neck, one on my boobs, and one on each of my wrists. The sweet smell settled on my skin and stayed there, mixing with the faint waxy scent of my makeup.

I slipped my feet into a pair of white heels and stood up. My skirt swished against my thighs with every step. My crop top kept riding up and I kept tugging it down even though I knew it was supposed to sit that way. I could feel the jiggle and bounce of my boobs with every movement, the satin of my panties constricting the tiny cage inside, the air on the strip of skin between my shirt and my skirt. I kept glancing toward my door like someone was about to walk in again.

I was still standing there with my purse in my hands, nearly hyperventilating, when I heard the horn outside. My phone buzzed, it was Kaylee. “I’m here cupcake❤️”

I stared at the text for a second. My throat felt tight, my stomach in knots. I locked my phone, dropped it in my purse, took one more breath, and headed downstairs.

I opened Kaylee’s passenger door and slid in as gracefully as I could. My skirt rode up when I sat and I had to tug it back down over my thighs before crossing my legs at the knee.

Kaylee looked me over and smiled. “Wow. You look soo pretty, Fiona.” She reached over and fixed the little bow in my ponytail. “So pretty. I know you’re freaking out, but it’ll be okay, you know I’ve got you. Just take deep breaths and be your adorable self.”

I tried to smile back and it didn’t really work. My mouth felt like it was stuck pouting. “I feel sick.”

“I know.” She squeezed my hand as she began to drive. “You’ll be alright though, princess. I bet Emily will be super excited to see that you’re finally living your truth.”

I reluctantly nodded, lacking the strength to resist and tell her this wasn’t “my truth” and stared out the window the whole ride. Every time we hit a bump my boobs bounced inside my bra and I became aware of them all over again. The perfume on my wrists and boobs kept drifting up. I kept ruminating about walking through the front doors. About first period. About sitting through a whole day like this and that being my new normal. My stomach stayed knotted the entire drive. Deep breaths and focusing on the passing cars was all I could do not to cry and ruin my makeup.

We parked and I sat there for an extra second after Kaylee turned the engine off, like I could hide in her car for the rest of the day.

“Come on, cupcake,” she said, softer this time. “You’ve got this, babygirl.”

I got out and immediately became aware of how short my skirt was in the parking lot air. My heels click-clacked loudly on the pavement as Kaylee took my hand and we walked in. I hated how it looked, two hot girls walking in to school like it was the most normal thing on earth.

The hallway was already crowded. I kept my eyes down at first, dreading the inevitable laughing and mockery that I knew was coming. But it never did. Most people just moved past us. A couple of guys near the trophy case looked at me the way guys look at girls, like they wanted to fuck me, and then looked away. In truth, that wasn’t so bad, I was used to it by now. As humiliating as it was, it was better than being ridiculed for being a sissy. A few people glanced over at us, but it didn’t look like they were putting it together. I guess I wasn’t surprised, if I passed well enough to have been with several guys, it made sense that no one would notice anything was off in the school hallway. Still, I knew that class would be different. Everyone in my classes knew me as the girly boy with the long hair, makeup, and painted nails who wore a prom dress to school on Halloween. The second they saw me everything would click and they would all know I was a girl now.

Amy and Christina were already waiting at my locker. Amy smiled when she saw me and lowered her voice.

“You really came in like this!” She reached out and fixed one of my bra straps. “You look so cute, Fiona. Trust me, you’re okay, girl. I promise. Just breathe and try not to think about it. It’s just another day.”

The kindness was nice, but it didn’t help much. I nodded anyway, forcing a weak smile.

Christina leaned against the locker next to mine and looked me up and down.

“Oh my God. Look at you.” She laughed, loud enough that people walking by glanced over. “You are in school in a crop top and a little pink mini skirt…this is amazing. You know your life as Frank is done. You get that, right? You may as well just take hormones and get rid of that pathetic little thing between your legs because you will never be a man again.”

Kaylee shot her a stern, protective look. “Christina.”

“What? I’m congratulating her on her transition.” Christina tilted her head at me. “By the way, I heard you’re not seeing Michael anymore. Perfect timing…now that you’re out of the closet you can find a new boyfriend to blow whenever he’s feeling horny. I’m sure you’ll have plenty of takers looking like that.”

I hung my head in shame, unable to think of a retort. She was probably right. I was a cocksucking sissy who was now out of the closet and probably would be set up with another guy again soon to keep me feeling feminine and emasculated. I hated to admit that, but I knew it was true. I opened my locker just to have something to do with my hands. I put nothing in and took nothing out. I just stood there holding it open, staring at the empty metal like it might give me somewhere to hide, until the bell rang and Kaylee touched my elbow. “Come on. First period.”

Walking into first period was far worse than the hallway. The room was already half full. I timidly stepped through the door, my heart pounding as the talking waned. A few people turned all the way around in their seats. Somebody near the back giggled and tried to cover it. I kept my eyes on the floor and went to my desk as fast as I could without looking like I was running, the delicate click of my heels drawing even more attention to me.

Emily was already in the seat next to mine. She stared at me for a second, then leaned in, a mix of excitement and concern on her face, “Fiona. You’re wearing that here?” Her voice sounded surprised but supportive. “You look so cute, but I didn’t think you were ever going to come to class like this.”

I swallowed and kept my voice as even as I could. “My parents found out. They walked in on me doing my makeup. And they were like…accepting of it. So Kaylee and her mom, um…encouraged me to come out of the closet full time.”

Her whole face changed. She smiled so big like this was the best news. “That’s amazing! I’m so happy for you. I knew you were going to get here eventually. You are so brave and so beautiful.”

I genuinely smiled. She really was the sweetest person I knew. She thought I wanted this, so seeing me come to school as Fiona made her genuinely happy. I knew she cared deeply for me, and I felt the same way about her. She was definitely my best friend. “Thanks, girl. You’re the best.”

I meant it. She had always been so kind to me. I sat there nodding while she kept talking about how good it was that I didn’t have to hide it at school anymore, and I played along because I didn’t know what else to do. It wasn’t like I could explain that I had been feminized by our teacher, and even if I did, she probably wouldn’t believe me.

The rest of the morning was the same thing over and over. I walked into each class and felt the room notice me. Stares. A few giggles that people didn’t even try to hide. I started timing my steps so I could get to my seat before I had to look at anyone. In third period two girls stopped me by the door, I recognized both of them from back on Halloween when they had freaked out over my costume and how girly I looked.

“You look so pretty,” one of them said with a smile. “You’re so brave for coming to class like this.”

“Really brave,” the other one added. “I admire you.”

“Thank you,” I said. I even smiled. My voice came out sweet and polite like their words really meant a lot to me. As soon as they walked away I felt my hands shaking around the strap of my purse. I was a pretty girl. I was brave for wearing a mini skirt and lipstick to school. That was me now, that was how I was fully perceived. Not brave like other guys were brave for their performance on the football field, brave for being so feminine so publicly.

By the time I got to my locker before lunch I was already tired of smiling. My cheeks hurt. My throat felt tight. But I knew that if I didn’t maintain the act, my true emotions would show, and I would break down into tears.

Samantha was waiting near the water fountain. She was in boy clothes, but she was carrying a purse and had lipstick on, the kind that was too shiny and bright to pretend it was anything else. I could smell perfume on her before I even got close. She stared at me like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

“What the hell?” she said, keeping her voice low. “You’re coming to school dressed like this now. What is this?”

I glanced around to make sure nobody was right on top of us. “My mom walked in on me the other night wearing the outfit we filmed the TikTok in at the mall the other night while I was doing my makeup. She told my dad, and now they both think I want to be a girl and they said they accept me this way. I told Miss Connery and she said that I had to come out of the closet now that they knew and be Fiona full time. After school Kaylee’s coming over to take the rest of my boy clothes and redecorate my room.”

Samantha’s face went pale. “Are you serious?”

I nodded.

She looked down at her own purse, then back at me. “Do you think that’s going to happen to me?”

I didn’t know what to tell her. Looking at her standing there in boy clothes with lipstick on made me want to say yes, because I could already see the version of this that ended with him walking in the same way I had.

“I don’t know. Maybe. They already have you doing this.” I nodded at the lipstick and the purse. “And your mistresses are way crueler than mine.”

She just stood there for a second looking like she was struggling to process what I had said.

The girls’ table was already loud when we sat down. As soon as they saw me the whole table erupted.

“Oh my God.”

“You look so sexy! Are you like transitioning or something?”

“Wait, is this for real now? Like you’re gonna be coming to school like this? I thought you were just a crossdresser.”

Kaylee answered for me before I could. “Yes, she’s living as a girl full time now. Her parents know and everything.”

They all started talking at once. Congratulating me. Asking if this meant I was taking hormones or getting surgery. Asking if I Samantha was gonna transition too. I sat there with my lunch barely touched and forced myself to nod, smile, and answer their questions as best I could. The ones about hormones and surgery in particular bothered me. I had never seriously considered that getting on estrogen or getting breast implants might be in my future, but now it felt like nothing was off the table. I was sitting in school in a crop top and a miniskirt coming out to everyone as a girl, so a medical transition didn’t seem too crazy now. I tried not to think about all that, for today, this was more than enough to overwhelm me.

Across the cafeteria I saw my old friends. They weren’t even pretending not to look. One of them said something to the others and they all glanced over again. I tried to ignore it but I couldn’t. I kept speculating about what they must think, how in their minds I probably had wanted to be a girl all those years we were friends. Knowing how guys think, they probably figured I liked them too. I cringed at the thought.

By the time I got to Miss Connery’s class that afternoon I was physically and emotionally exhausted. My feet hurt. My bubbly energy was gone after hours of being gawked at and pretending like this was all my choice. I just wanted the day to be over so I could go home and stop being looked at.

I sat down and saw that Hannah was already in the seat next to mine. She looked at my little skirt with a smirk, then up at my boobs, and she smiled like she had been waiting for this. “Cute,” she giggled in a mocking tone.

When class started, Miss Connery set her bag down, looked right at me, and addressed the whole room.

“Before we begin, I want everyone to take a moment and congratulate Fiona.” She said my name clearly and looked right at me, like she wanted to make sure nobody missed it. “She has been very brave in beginning her transition, and from now on she will be going by Fiona at school. Everyone will use she and her pronouns. I expect all of you to be respectful.”

The room made that sound rooms make when something embarrassing and awkward happens in public. A few people clapped because they didn’t know what else to do. Somebody in the back laughed and tried to turn it into a cough. I sat there with my hands in my lap and my face burning so hot I thought I might actually faint. I could feel every person in the room staring at me. I felt so exposed and vulnerable. If this had to happen, I wished they could’ve at least let me wear less revealing clothes. As if it wasn’t bad all eyes were on me for my forced coming out, I was dressed like a slut, my skirt barely covering my panties and my boobs bulging against my crop top.

Miss Connery smiled at me like she had just done me a favor and started the lesson.

For the rest of class, the stares didn’t stop. Every time I looked up somebody was watching me. Every time I looked down to write something I could feel my classmates’ eyes on me. I kept my pen moving because if I stopped I was afraid I would start crying. Hannah leaned toward me whenever Miss Connery turned to the board.

“Hey faggot,” Hannah whispered. “Now that everyone knows your little sissy secret, how long do you think it’ll be before your mistresses get you real tits and a pussy?”

I kept my eyes on my notebook, feeling tears well up behind them.

She wouldn’t stop. “You think you’ll ever be a man again?” She giggled, “You think you’ll ever fuck a woman?”

I didn’t answer, but deep down, I knew the answer.

Hannah smiled and sat back, still watching me. “Yeah. That’s what I thought. Good bitch.”

Kaylee was already waiting by her car when the last bell rang. I nearly sprinted out with my purse bobbing against my hip and my skirt fluttering around my thighs, got in, and immediately took a breath of relief. I sat silently the whole drive and tried not to think too hard about the day or about the fact that Kaylee was coming over to feminize the last relatively masculine space I had and take all my boy clothes. After today there would be no more masculinity in my life except for the men they set me up with, not even my own bedroom

“We’re going to make your room so cute,” Kaylee said.

I started tearing up again. “I don’t want to do this, Kaylee. I don’t want to become a girl.”

She glanced over at me and reached for my hand. “I know, baby, I know. But you are a girl, it just is what it is, Fiona. Just relax, okay?”

I nodded softly, knowing I had no real power to stop this or change anything. No matter what I said or did, I was a girl now, no ifs ands or buts.

As her car pulled into my driveway I noticed my parents’ cars were still in the driveway and started to hyperventilate. Kaylee tried to calm me down, rubbing my back and telling me she would do the talking, but it didn’t help much. I sat there for a few minutes after she parked, trying to compose myself before I finally got out.

My mom was in the kitchen, and my dad was on the couch. Both of them looked over at the same time, both with wide eyes and mouths agape.

My mom spoke first. “Oh. Sweetie. You… you um, went to school like that?”

My dad didn’t say anything. He just stared, and I watched him take it in, his son in a pink miniskirt and a little crop top that made my boobs look huge, perched in high heels, bright and girly makeup, earrings dangling, a pretty bow in my hair, and my little purse dangling over the crook of my elbow. His eyes went from my face down and then away, like he didn’t know where he was supposed to look. My face burned with shame. This was the guy who had tried to make a man of me, looking at me dressed like a little princess. This was the first time he had ever seen me like this, and I could tell it was as hard for him as it was for me.

“Hi,” I mumbled, instinctively using my girl voice and immediately feeling embarrassed by it.

Kaylee stepped in beside me like she had met them a million times.

“Hi! I’m Kaylee. I’m Fiona’s friend.” She smiled at my dad too. “We go to school together. I just wanted to make sure she got home okay. Today was kind of a big day for her.”

Mom came closer, still looking at me like she was trying to match me to the son she had known for eighteen years. “Nice to meet you, Kaylee…” She turned to me, awkward but clearly trying to be supportive. “I didn’t realize you were going to school dressed that honey...or that you went by Fiona with your friends.”

Kaylee answered before I could. “She’s been working up to it for a while. I think after you guys found out, it just felt right for her to finally live her truth and stop hiding it. She’s so much happier like this. Right, girl?.”

I forced a weak smile and nodded, unable to find the right words.

My dad finally found his voice. It came out awkward and careful. “So this is… this is what you want? To live as a girl?”

I opened my mouth because I wanted to say no, or at least to explain further. I wanted to say I only went to school like this because I wasn’t allowed to do anything else. I wanted to tell him that I was still his son but that my life had been hijacked by a crazy woman intent on turning me into something I wasn’t. Nothing came out.

Kaylee squeezed my hand. “She’s been trying to tell you in her own way. Fiona’s known for a long time. The girly clothes, the makeup, all of it. And she’s been seeing some cute boys too, so I think she’s just ready to be honest about who she is.”

My stomach dropped, my cheeks burning as I watched my parents process that their son was not only becoming a girl, but dating boys. Kaylee had said it so easily, like this was all completely normal

My mom looked between us. “Dating boys?”

Kaylee nodded, still smiling. “A few from school, one from the school across town. She’s been really sweet with him. She just didn’t want you guys to think this was some random phase. She’s been living this way for a while. Today was just the first day she decided to show her true self at school.”

My dad rubbed the back of his neck and looked at the floor, then at me again, then away. “Okay. Well, um…We told you we love you no matter what. That still stands. We love you…um, Fiona.”

“Of course we do,” my mom said quickly as she reached out to touch my arm. “We just weren’t expecting to see you walk in like this.”

I could feel my dad still not knowing where to look, and if I stood there another minute I was going to start crying in front of both of them again. Hearing my dad use my new name was probably the hardest, the minute I heard it I felt the tears start to prick at the corners of my eyes again.

“We’re gonna upstairs,” Kaylee said warmly. “She wanted to go through some of her old stuff. Make the room feel more like her, you know?”

My mom nodded. “Of course. We’ll be down here if you need us. Nice to meet you, Kaylee. I love you, Fiona.”

I mumbled I love you too without looking up, my hands fidgeting with my skirt. I let Kaylee lead me up the stairs, my heels too loud on every step, my face still burning with raw shame and emotion.

The second the bedroom door shut behind us I let go of her hand and collapsed onto the floor.

“Oh my God,” I whined, my voice coming out shakily. “My dad called me Fiona…he was staring at me. I could feel him looking at my boobs…he must be so ashamed.”

Kaylee set her bag down and started going through my closet, offering me a sympathetic look. “I know, princess. But it’s done now. He saw you. Your mom saw you. They accepted it and still love you, even as their daughter. That’s what matters.”

I watched her pull my hoodies off the hangers and drop them on the bed, then jeans, then t-shirts. She pulled out my barbie comforter, my girly posters and paintings, and the rest of the decorations she had set up in my room over Christmas break. Then she started going through my drawers until there were none of Frank’s clothes left, only Fiona’s. That was it. Once those were gone I didn’t have anything left in here to put on that looked like the old me. Frank was gone, and Fiona was here to stay.

My eyes started burning, my emotions finally spilling over as my mascara ran down my cheeks.

“Kaylee,” I whined, looking at her as I started to shake and tremble.

She looked over and saw me crying, crossed the room, took my face in her hands, and then did something unexpected. She kissed me.

It wasn’t soft and it wasn’t careful. It was passionate, like she was madly in love with me. She pushed me back toward the bed and I let her lead me without even having time to think. The backs of my legs hit the mattress and then I was down, my skirt riding up, her mouth on mine, her body pinning me there. I was in complete shock, we hadn’t kissed since that first day when she originally trapped me and told me I was being feminized. Since then both her and Miss Connery had made it clear to me that I had no chance with her and that I would only ever be her sissy. I didn’t understand.

I made a weak, whimpering sound against her lips as my hands found her waist, holding her tentatively, like I was asking permission. For a second I completely forgot about the day and everything that had transpired. There was just the woman I worshipped on top of me, kissing me like she wanted me, and the euphoria of experiencing something I never thought would happen but had long dreamed of.

I kissed her back desperately. I had wanted this for so long and so badly that my entire body was trembling beneath her.

She stayed on top of me, her lips brushing against my ear. “I want you to do something for me, Fiona.”

I was still so caught up in the kiss, in the heat of her pinning me there, that the answer came out before I thought about it. “Yes, Miss Kaylee. Anything.”

It came out more like a moan than a sentence. She smiled against my lips and reached for her purse without getting off me all the way. I heard the zipper, then the soft sound of her taking something out, and when I turned my head enough to look I saw a metal butt plug in her hand. It was small and shiny, with a sparkly pink base that caught the light the same way my earrings did. She popped the cap on a little bottle of lube and started spreading it over the metal, slow and careful, as my stomach dropped and my heart began to race.

I gasped and started to sit up.

Kaylee put her hand on my breast and pushed me back down, firm but not mean, just asserting her dominance and letting me know she was in control. “Bad girl. Stay on your back.”

I obeyed immediately, my skirt bunched up around my waist and my heart pounding hard. She looked at me and smiled. “That’s my good girl.”

She moved in closer and lifted my legs, settling them over her shoulders. The position made my skirt fall back toward my stomach and left me open and vulnerable in a way that made my face burn and my skin tingle. I could feel the air on my thighs and the thin satin of my panties barely covering me trembling body, and I felt more exposed than I had all day at school. She hooked a finger in the crotch of my panties and pulled them aside.

The slick metal touched me a second later, cold and wet against my virgin hole, and I gasped again.

“Are you ready for me to put this in your pretty pussy?” she asked, quiet and sweet, like she was asking if I wanted another kiss.

I nodded. It was a small, timid nod, one that showed how uncertain and scared I was but also how I was willing to obey anything she told me. If she wanted to penetrate me, I wasn’t going to stop her.

She started pushing it in.

The first bit of pressure made my whole body tighten. It was thicker than I expected right at the start, cold and slick and painful in a way that made my breath hitch. I made a sound I didn’t recognize and grabbed at the bedspread as she kept going, slow, not stopping, the metal spreading me open inch by inch. It burned and stretched as I felt every bit of it going in, the lube making it slide even while my body tried to push it back out. My hips jerked. A high, helpless whine came out of me as it invaded me. She whispered something I barely heard and kept pressing until the widest part popped inside me and the base settled against me.

I lay there shaking, my legs still over her shoulders, the plug sitting invasively inside my throbbing hole. I could feel the shape of it with every breath. The sparkly pink base was flush against me and the metal was warm now instead of cold, and I couldn’t stop focusing on it, on how full I felt, on how open I was with my panties pulled aside and Kaylee still holding my legs.

She leaned down and kissed me again.

I kissed her back with the plug deep inside me, hyperaware of it every time I moved even a little, every time my hips shifted, every time I breathed too deep. It made me feel so small and soft and owned in a way that was hard to think around, pinned under her in my skirt with that thing in me and her mouth on mine. It was a strange sensation, uncomfortable and humiliating, but it was for her, and that made it worth it.

Kaylee finished my room that same afternoon. The last of my boy clothes, bedding, and decorations went into bags. The stuff from Christmas break replaced my old décor: a pink barbie bedspread, posters of shirtless male models, floral and butterfly paintings, sparkly letters spelling Princess Fiona on my vanity, and more. By the time she left it looked like a teenage girl’s bedroom, a fitting aesthetic for my new life.

The plug became a regular thing after that. Kaylee told me I was wearing it every day from now on for her, and I did. I wore it for at least two hours each day, bending over so that Kaylee or Miss Connery could insert it becoming a new and ever-humiliating part of my daily routine. I was aware of it the whole time, the intrusiveness of it, the way it shifted when I minced in my heels, the way it made me sit and carry myself more delicately. It kept me in that soft, submissive, weakened emotional state that left me feeling weak and helpless, exactly how my mistresses wanted me.

Emily came over the next night. My parents were home again, apparently taking time off work to reconnect with their new “daughter.” I introduced her as one of my closest girlfriends, and of course they loved her, especially my mom. My dad was polite yet awkward and kept looking at the two of us on the couch like he couldn’t believe this was what had become of his son. Emily acted like this was all normal, like hanging out in my pink room and with my parents in the living room while I wore minidresses was completely regular. I was grateful for her, as embarrassing as the whole thing was, she definitely helped break the ice a bit between my mom and I.

School was the same thing on a loop. Dresses, skirts, and makeup. Stares that didn’t surprise me as much by Wednesday. Girls telling me I looked pretty. Some guys looking at me with disgust, others like they wanted to fuck me. Hannah, Layla, and Christina taking every opportunity to remind me what a pussy I was for letting this happen. It was disturbing normal by the end of the week, which was even more deeply disturbing to me. I didn’t see how I could ever get back to manhood after this.

Friday night Kaylee dressed me like she wanted every person at the party we were attending to look at my body before they looked at my face. My dress was a slutty pink satin slip that clung to my boobs and stopped high on my thighs, the neckline cut so low the tops of my breasts showed, the fabric thin enough that my panties were visible through it. Underneath I had on a matching thong that disappeared between my plump cheeks and made the plug feel even more invasive whenever I moved. She put me in strappy heels that laced up my ankles, a thin choker, little hoop earrings, and a purse so small it was only there to look cute and dainty in my hand. My makeup was heavier than usual. I wore sharper liner, longer and darker lashes, and glossy hot pink lipstick. She curled my hair and left it down so it kept brushing my bare shoulders. When I looked in the mirror I saw a very sexy girl who looked like she was on the prowl for male attention and knew she would get it.

Kaylee, Amy, and Christina were already done up when they came to get me. Kaylee had on a modest black dress that made mine look even sluttier next to it. Christina looked me over and laughed under her breath.

“Yeah,” she said. “The guys are going to eat you up.”

The car ride over I kept pulling at the hem of my dress, discovering no matter what I did it never covered any more of my thighs. I could feel the plug every time we hit a bump. Kaylee told me to stop fidgeting and smile when we got there. It wasn’t like I hadn’t been out as a girl before, but this was different. Everyone would probably know me as the trans girl, and I’d probably get a lot of attention, especially dressed like I was.

The house was incredibly loud when we pulled up. Music was blaring over the fence, voices, the smell of beer and someone’s sweet perfume in the side yard. We walked around back instead of through the front. I immediately wished I wore edges as I struggled across the grass, looking like a tottering deer in my heels. People were packed in around the pool with cups in their hands. For a second it was just a regular backyard party, and I was just trying to focus on not panicking and not flashing anybody, and then I saw the circle.

People had gathered near the far edge of the patio, laughing in a mean, delighted way that made my stomach drop before I even saw why. Kaylee steered us closer. That was when I saw Hannah and Layla in the middle of it, and Samantha on the ground between them.

They had dressed her like a cheap whore. She wore a pale pink micro skirt so short it didn’t even cover her little thong, a tiny matching bralette that barely held the forms they had put on her, fishnets, and clear platform heels she was not standing in because she was on her hands and knees. The wide pink sissy collar sat tight around her throat with the matching leash in Hannah’s fist. Her makeup was done sluttier than mine. Huge lashes, heavy blush, a wet red mouth that looked freshly smeared, glitter on her cheeks. Her hair was in pigtails with little bows. She looked up at the crowd with her lips parted and quivering and her eyes already shiny with tears, and I could see the shake in her arms from holding herself up on the concrete.

“Bark, faggot,” Layla ordered.

Samantha barked. It came out small and girly as the people around them laughed and mocked her.

Hannah cracked her ass hard. “Louder, slut! They can’t hear you.”

She barked again, higher-pitched and louder this time, and Hannah tugged the leash hard enough that she had to scramble forward on her hands and knees. The little skirt flipped up immediately, not that it mattered, everyone already saw the thong, the backs of her thighs, the way her ass jiggled when she crawled. Somebody wolf-whistled. A girl near me said oh my God and laughed into her cup.

“Shake it, girl,” Hannah laughed. “Show them what a desperate little whore you are.”

Samantha hesitated for half a second. Layla tapped her ass, right by her hole, with the toe of her shoe, not hard, just enough to make her yelp. She arched and shook her hips the way they wanted, the tiny skirt doing nothing, the breast forms in the bralette wiggling as she moved. The laugh that went through the circle made my throat tight. I could see how distraught she was, how degraded, how badly this was affecting her.

“Kiss a real man’s shoe,” Layla said, pointing at a guy’s shoe.

Samantha crawled over. The leash went taut. She bent down and pressed that glossy red mouth to the top of the shoe and held it there while the guy looked down at her and laughed like it was the best thing he had seen all night. When Samantha lifted her head there was a smear of lipstick on the leather and more tears running down her face. Hannah crouched beside her and used that fake sweet voice she always used when she wanted it to sting. “Good bitch. See? Things are so much better when you accept your place. Aren’t they, Samantha?”

Samantha whimpered yes. Someone in the circle told her to bark again. She did, still on her hands and knees, mouth shiny, collar tight, the pink leash hanging between Hannah’s fingers.

I stood there with Kaylee’s hand still loosely around mine and I could not look away from the cruel scene. I felt sick for her in a way that hit me physically, leaving me extremely uncomfortable. The collar. The crawling. The barking. The kiss on a stranger’s shoe. All in public, barely two months after Samantha’s feminization had begun. The way they were passing him around the circle like a dog that could do tricks made me tremble. I kept thinking about how easily that could have been me if Kaylee had handed me off to them instead of redirecting them to Samantha.

Christina watched with a little smile, like she was enjoying the show. Amy made a quiet sound beside me and looked at Kaylee, but she didn’t step in. Nobody from our group did. She wasn’t their sissy, she was Hannah and Layla’s.

I shifted my weight, feeling the plug inside me and the satin dress clinging to my breasts and still I felt lucky, which was a horrible thing to feel while I was watching Samantha kiss another person’s shoe. My mistresses were cruel. They had taken my clothes, my name, my pride, my reputation, and my identity itself. They made me wear a butt plug, suck cock, and expose myself as a girl to everyone in my life. But they were not walking me around a party on a pink leash and making me bark for people. Kaylee cared about me more than that, I knew that much.

I looked at Samantha on her hands and knees, red mouth close to the ground, pigtails hanging down, and I was suddenly, selfishly grateful that Kaylee and Miss Connery were not that cruel. Despite realizing how pathetic it was, I felt grateful to be owned by them.

I was still watching Samantha when Kaylee put a cup in my hand and told me to stop staring.

“Relax, girl,” she said under her breath. “You know I would never let them do that to my little girl.”

I nodded and let her pull me a step back from the circle. The music seemed louder and more enjoyable once I wasn’t locked in on the cruel display across the yard. I still felt like a slut, but at least I wasn’t the most absurd spectacle at the party. I took a sip I didn’t even taste and tried to get myself to relax a bit. That was when I noticed a guy coming over.

I knew him. I had never spoken to him, but I had seen him with Tom enough times that I started to get nervous as he approached. He was a football player too, about the same size as Tom, the same kind of macho guy, the kind of guy who walked up to a girl with complete confidence that she would want him. He smiled at me like we had already spoken a million times. “Hey. Fiona, right?”

“Yeah.” I smiled back the way I had gotten used to doing with flirty guys. “Hi.”

“I’m Nate.” He glanced at Kaylee just long enough to be polite, then looked back at me. “I’ve seen you around. You look really pretty tonight.”

“Thank you…” I tucked my hair behind my ear and kept the smile on. “I guess my dress is really doing its job, huh?”

I didn’t even mean to be flirty, it was just how I had learned to talk to real men. I was made to flirt with Kaylee’s ex whenever he was around, and pretty much every other guy who had seen me like this was a guy I was being set up with. I blushed, embarrassed that I was initiating the flirting like I really was the ditsy, boy-crazy girl I appeared to be.

He laughed. “Yes it is, you look great.”

Christina made a little sound beside me. Kaylee smiled at me, observing like a proud older sister.

Nate moved a little closer so we weren’t standing right in the middle of the group. Even in heels, I had to look up when I spoke to him. Standing next to him in my little dress with my plug aching inside me, I felt just as small and meek as I looked. Still, I was used to that by now. I knew I wasn’t a man, and by now I naturally deferred to a feminine and sweet role when I was talking to one. I looked up at him with wide eyes, batting my lashes at him and smiling coyly. I didn’t fold in on myself the way I would have a few months ago.

“You came with Kaylee?” he asked.

“Yep, we usually hangout together,” I glanced at her, then back at him. “You’re um, you’re friends with Tom, right?”

He looked a bit awkward. “Yeah…He mentioned you guys hooked up a few times.”

“Yeah, a while ago…” I made a face like it was no big deal even though the memory of me jerking him off in a movie theater on my first ever date replayed in my head.

Nate broke the ice, keeping it casual and non-awkward. “He said you were sweet.”

“That true I guess.” I giggled as I looked up at him through my lashes. “Depending on the night.”

Nate’s mouth pulled to the side in a sly smirk. “And what about tonight?”

I blushed, looking down at the ground, unsure of what to say.

He took a drink, still looking at me. “You know, you look really hot in that dress…you’re beautiful, you know?”

I pulled at the hem like I was being shy about it, my cheeks burning. It didn’t matter how much experience I had, I would never get used to being flirted with and called sexy by a man. “You should tell Kaylee. She picked it.”

That was when I caught her looking at me. She mouthed “flirt back” with a look on her face that told me it was not a request.

I turned back to Nate and let my voice go a little softer, pivoting playfully on my heels. “You’re staring at me, you know.”

He smiled. “I am. Do you want me to stop?”

I twirled a lock of hair around my finger, forcing a playful smirk. “I didn’t say I minded.”

He laughed under his breath. “Good. Because I like what I see. You know Layla told me something about you and I’m kind of intrigued.”

My whole body went tight behind the smile. “What did she tell you?”

Nate looked at me for a second like he was deciding how blunt to be. “That you’re trans...or you used to be a guy. However you want to say it.” He shrugged. “She said it like she thought I’d get weird about it.”

For a second I couldn’t hear anything. I just stood there with the cup in my hands and felt it land like a shot to the gut, that Layla was telling people I was trans. It’s not like it was a secret with me being out at school now, but that still didn’t mean I wanted people getting reminded by Layla, and I hoped desperately she wasn’t telling them the full truth. What made it even worse was that this was Tom’s friend, a guy I had made out with and jerked off under the guise that I was a girl. If he knew, Tom probably did too. I prayed he wouldn’t be angry and beat me up, or worse, sue me. My first thought was that I wanted to leave and go home to cry again. My second was that this was my life now and I had to face the music.

I forced another smile, I had gotten good at that.

“She told you that,” I said, my tone a bit bitchy.

He looked apologetic for bringing it up. “Yeah. Is everything okay? I didn’t know it was a secret.”

“I just didn’t know she was telling people.” I let out a breath and tipped my head a little, like I was trying to make it light. “And you still came over to flirt with me, even knowing that?”

“That doesn’t matter to me.” He watched my face intently, like he was studying my reaction. “I think you’re sexy. Knowing your trans doesn’t change that for me.”

“Most people would mind,” I said, struggling to believe this was genuine. For so long I had build the prospect of exposure up in my mind, I had never considered that a guy might actually want me after knowing my secret,

“I’m not most people.” He smirked as he took out his phone. “Can I get your number? I’d love to take you out and prove it to you.”

I looked at the screen, then back up at him. I didn’t like guys, and I didn’t want to date them, but I was genuinely intrigued. I knew that my mistresses wouldn’t let me rest from being with men for long. I figured that if I had to be with guys, maybe it would be better to be with one who I didn’t have to worry about accidentally exposing myself to, constantly hiding what was between my legs.

I batted my lashes again. “You can. If you promise you’re gonna be a gentleman and treat me like a lady.”

He smiled. “You don’t need to worry about that, I’m as gentlemanly as they come.”

I took his phone and put my number in, then handed it back with my fingers brushing his on purpose.

“Fiona,” he said, checking the name and extending his hand. “Very nice to meet you.”

I placed my limp hand in his larger, firmer grasp. “You too, Nate.”

He sent me a text so I would have his number too. Then he looked at me one more time and smiled before walking away.

He walked back toward the guys by the pool while I stood there with my phone in one hand and my drink in the other, my pulse still too fast, the fact of having a new man in my life sitting in me like I had just been handed over to another person without anyone asking. I had a fluttery feeling in my stomach as I watched him walk away.

Later that night I was in Kaylee’s bed, the two of us in the matching pink nighties she liked us to wear when I would sleepover at her house. They were thin and short, the lace scratching softly against my lower back every time I shifted, my bare legs tangled in her sheets. The plug from the party was still in, leaving me with that full, dominated feeling. My makeup was off but I still smelled like perfume. Kaylee was on her side facing me, close enough that I could feel her breath, when my phone lit up on the blanket.

It was Nate. “You free tomorrow night?”

I stared at it long enough that Kaylee noticed. “Who is that?”

“Nate.” My voice came out a little nervous. “He wants to go out tomorrow.”

Kaylee smiled like she had been waiting for that. “That’s great!”

I looked up at her pleadingly. “Do I have to?”

She reached over and brushed my hair out of my face, planting a long kiss on my lips.

“Yes, sissy. You have to.” She said it sweetly, like she was doing me a favor. “He already likes you. He’s hot. He knows you used to be a boy and he still asked for your number. You might actually get your first boyfriend out of this.”

The word stopped me in my tracks. Boyfriend. Not just some guy I had to pleasure for a night. A boyfriend. I thought about walking into school holding a football player’s hand while I wore a cute little dress. I thought about my parents hearing I had a boyfriend and meeting him. I thought about Nate cuddling me on his lap while we watched movies together, kissed, and talked like we were in love. My stomach felt all weird and fluttery again, the prospect of having a relationship with a real man beyond sucking his cock making me super uncomfortable. “Kaylee.”

She laughed. “Text him back, girl!”

I looked at the screen again.“What am I supposed to say?”

She gave me another long kiss, her hand sliding down to grope my little caged clit through my panties, eliciting a soft moan before she let go. “That you’re free. That you’d like that. Be a cute little sissy for your man.”

I typed back with her watching. “Tomorrow works. Where are you taking me, handsome?”

His reply came almost immediately. “You’ll see. I’ll pick you up at 7. Wear something sexy for me like tonight.”

I showed Kaylee. She did a little pleased squeal and kissed the corner of my mouth. “See? Boyfriend material.”

I sent back a flirty reply and set the phone down. My hands were not steady. The idea of having a boyfriend kept racing through my mind, I really couldn’t fathom it.

Kaylee reached over the side of the bed and came back up with her purse. I heard the zipper. Then I saw what she had in her hand. A new plug, a little slimmer than the metal one, purple at the base, with a small control in her other hand.

“This one’s different,” she said, her voice betraying her excitment. “You’re going to like it.”

I blushed. “Kaylee.”

She sat up. “Get on your hands and knees for me slut.”

I did. She pushed my nightie up around my waist, hooked a finger in my panties, and pulled them aside. The old plug came out slow enough that I gasped and grabbed at the sheets. I felt empty for half a second, embarrassingly aware of the way my hole stayed open, like it was begging to be filled again. A second later she was spreading lube on the new one. The gel was cold. The silicone was warmer than the metal had been.

“Easy,” she whispered. “Good girl. Just take it like a good girl.”

She pressed it against me and I opened my mouth like I always did when she inserted, sharply inhaling. The tip nudged in first, slick and insistent, and then the rest followed in one slow push that made my thighs jump. I could feel it spreading me, filling the same place the other one had been occupying all day, only this time I knew it could do something the metal one couldn’t. The base settled flush against me and I made a small little squeaking sound. Kaylee shushed me and rubbed the inside of my thigh. “There. That’s my girl.”

She sat back against the headboard and pulled me up into her lap like I weighed nothing. My nightie was bunched around my ribs, the lace caught under my boobs. She slipped one strap down, then the other, and the fabric dropped to my waist. Her own nightie came off one shoulder. She guided my head to her chest with her hand in my hair. “You know what to do. Suck, little girl.”

I opened my mouth and took her nipple the way I always did now, latching on like I needed it to breath. She was warm immediately, soft against my tongue, and the first pull of my mouth made something inside me loosen up and relax even while the rest of me stayed tight and aware of the plug in my ass. I suckled slowly at first, the way she liked, lips sealed, tongue moving under the nipple. Her skin tasted clean. I could hear myself, the wet little sounds I was making, and I could feel her hand on the back of my head keeping me there. “That’s it. That’s my sweet little princess.”

I kept going. My eyes closed. One of my hands rested on her waist because I needed to be touching her. The plug sat heavy inside me, not moving yet, just there, making me aware of how I was sitting in her lap with my panties still pulled aside and my cage pressed between us, my tiny clit swelling up helplessly. I suckled harder when she let out a soft groaning sound, and she stroked my hair like I was something small and precious she was putting to bed. I loved it. “Good girl. Just stay there. Don’t think about Nate. Don’t think about tomorrow. Just this. Just be my sweet little sissy.”

Then she turned it on.

The first pulse made my whole body jerk. It started deep, a sudden buzz inside me that I had never felt before, and my mouth came off her for half a second in a gasp before she guided me back down. I moaned around her nipple. The vibration radiated throughout my body, making clit strain even harder in its cage. It was in me, filling me, stimulating something I did not have a name for yet. My hips twitched forward against her stomach. The cage bumped her and I felt how wet I already was inside it, leaking everywhere.

“Holy shit.” I moaned.

“I know,” she whispered. “I know. Youre pussy’s getting so wet, I see you like this. Keep sucking.”

I latched on again, I needed her in my mouth. The plug kept going, a low steady vibration that made my thighs shake in her lap. It was so different from anything I had done with my hand, so different from being unlocked and jerked off. This was happening to a part of me I had only just started using, and my body did not know what to do with it except clamp down and tremble, clenching around the plug like I was begging for more. I could feel myself squeezing around the plug in little helpless pulses. Every time I did, the vibration felt stronger and my clit strained harder.

Kaylee turned it up.

The sound I made against her breast was embarrassing. My back arched. My toes curled in her sheets. I kept suckling while she was holding me there, and I knew that if I stopped I was going to start making noise I did not want Miss Connery to hear down the hall. My clit was straining pathetically in the cage with nowhere to go, swollen and leaking, and the more the plug buzzed the more that trapped ache turned into something else. Not the old kind of getting close. Something deeper in my body. Something that made my stomach tighten and my hole flutter around the silicone. Something that truly made me feel like a girl.

“Such a good little girl,” she whispered. “Look at you. All dressed up in your nightie, plugged, sucking on me like a desperate little girl. You don’t even need your little clitty, do you? This is all you need. Maybe I’ll get rid of it and get you a pussy. Would you like that, princess?”

I nodded my head against her, moaning and whining against her nipple, not even registering what I was saying. My spit was wet on her skin. The vibration kept going. My hips kept moving in her lap in a small, reactive rhythm I could not stop, like I was trying to grind on something that was already inside me. I could feel the slick precum leaking out of the cage onto her thighs. I could feel the plug working me open from the inside, over and over, a buzz that made my legs weak.

She stroked my hair. “That’s my little girl. You’re okay. You’re okay. Just let it happen. You don’t have to be a boy right now. You don’t have to be a boy ever again. Just my girl.”

I started shaking before I understood what was happening. Pressure built behind the cage instead of in it, deep in my ass and up through my stomach, a pressure that had nothing to do with stroking myself. My hole clenched hard around the plug and the vibration turned that clench into a full-body jolt. I cried out against her breast, muffled and high, and then I was coming.

It did not come out of me the way it used to. There was no stroke, no unlock, no hand. The cage stayed locked and my soft but swollen clit pulsed uselessly inside it while I came around the plug, squeezing it in waves that made my eyes roll. Wetness spilled through the slots of the cage in little helpless spurts, dripping onto Kaylee’s lap, and I could feel every one of them, too small and too weak and nothing like a man finishing explosively. My thighs locked up. My mouth stayed on her nipple because I needed it, because the orgasm kept going in pulses every time the plug buzzed against whatever it had found in me. I sobbed once, not from sadness exactly, just from how much of it there was and how little control I had over any of it.

Kaylee held me through it and did not turn it off right away. The aftershocks kept hitting, smaller clenches around the plug, more wetness leaking out of the cage, my whole body twitching in her lap while I suckled in shaky little pulls.

“Good girl,” she whispered, kissing the top of my head. “That’s my good girl. You see, you came just from that. You didn’t even need your little clitty. Maybe Nate can make you cum like that too.”

I made a broken sound against her skin and stayed where she put me, nightie around my waist, plug still buzzing softly, cage messy, her perfect breast in my mouth, trying to catch my breath in her lap.

To Be Continued…
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