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I stood in front of the mirror in my room and gathered my hair, twisting it up into a neat, or neatish, man bun. I adjusted it carefully until it sat right, then turned my attention to my button-down shirt. I tugged at the fabric and smoothed it down over my chest, making sure everything looked sharp and in place.

An hour earlier I had received a text from Kaylee, one of the hottest girls at my school. She invited me over to her place that night. The message caught me off guard because I had been disrespectful to her mother, Miss Connery, my math teacher, earlier that day. In fact, I had gotten under Miss Connery’s skin a few times since senior year started two weeks ago. I wondered why Kaylee would still want me there after that, especially since we had barely spoken before. I mean, we were both eighteen, had gone to school together since we were fourteen, and maybe spoke a total of five times. In truth, I was not exactly the kind of guy who got invited over by girls like her. I was skinny and short, about one-hundred-twenty pounds and just over five foot five. This was way outside the norm for me; there was no chance I could turn down the opportunity to hang out alone with one of the hottest girls in school. I figured she must dislike her mom or simply not care much about what I had said. Maybe they didn’t have a great relationship. Regardless, I felt a giddy rush of excitement as I sent back my reply that I would be there.

I checked my appearance in the mirror one last time, then walked out the door. My heart beat faster and faster with anticipation the whole way.

As I walked up to Kaylee’s front door and knocked, my knuckles brushed the wood with a slight tremble. I suddenly felt like I was in way over my head. What would I even say to her when she answered? I barely had any experience flirting, let alone being alone with a girl.

The door opened and Kaylee stood there, looking confident and sexy. Her tight white crop top stretched across her perfect breasts, the thin fabric outlining their soft round shape and the way they rose and fell with each breath. Black leggings hugged her wide hips and plump ass, clinging to every curve as she shifted her stance. Long blonde hair tumbled over her shoulders in soft waves, framing her glossy smile. Her eyes carried the look of a girl who knew she was drop-dead gorgeous.

“Hii Frank,” she said flirtatiously. “You look…cute.”

Heat flooded my cheeks. I dropped my gaze for a moment, scrambling for something to say. “Thank…thank you…so do you.”

She reached out and took my hand. Her hand felt warm and soft as it closed around mine. “Come inside,” she said eagerly. She pulled me through the doorway almost frantically, let the door click shut behind us, and led me up the stairs. Her hips swayed ahead of me with each step, the motion drawing my eyes to the jiggle of her butt while my stomach fluttered with nerves. This couldn’t be real, I never got this lucky.

We stepped into her room. Pink walls glowed under strands of string lights. A big bed dominated the space, covered in a fluffy white comforter and scattered decorative pillows. A vanity nearby held bottles of makeup and hair products, while posters of bands and models covered parts of the walls. A thick fluffy rug softened the floor under my shoes. The air carried her sweet, feminine perfume. Standing there alone with her in her private space made my pulse race even faster. Everything felt heightened and unreal, almost like I was dreaming.

She turned to face me, stepping in so close that the warmth of her body brushed against mine. She held both of my hands and locked eyes with me, smiling. “I’m glad you came, Frank.”

I stammered nervously, “Me… me too.”

She let out a soft giggle, then leaned in. Her lips met mine, pouty, warm, and sticky with her lipgloss. I kissed her back carefully, my hands staying in hers as I tried to match the gentle pressure. I had only kissed one girl before and didn’t want to mess it up or come across as inexperienced.

Kaylee pressed closer, tilting her head. She parted her lips and slid her tongue into my mouth, slow and gentle at first. The slick heat of it explored me, curling and stroking against my tongue in unhurried strokes. Her breasts pushed softly into my chest through the thin crop top, their warmth and yielding fullness unmistakable with every small movement. One of her hands released mine and slid up to rest on my chest, rubbing over the fabric of my shirt. Her other hand stayed laced with my fingers. She deepened the kiss, her tongue moving more insistently now, claiming my mouth while her body shifted against me. I tasted the faint strawberry flavor of her lip gloss and felt the steady rhythm of her breathing. My cock hardened steadily inside my pants, straining intensely against the fabric as arousal built with every wet slide of her tongue.

She rocked her hips forward and brushed against my erection. I felt a small smile curve on her lips against mine as she kept kissing me. Her tongue continued its slow, aggressive dance, sliding deeper, teasing and exploring while her hand on my chest drifted lower. The combination of her taste, her scent, the intoxicating press of her breasts, and the heat of her body left my thoughts spinning and my skin flushed. I was in heaven.

Kaylee finally broke the kiss. She stepped back and dropped onto the bed, looking up at me with a smile. She twirled a strand of her blonde hair around her finger while she looked up at me like I was a tasty snack. “Take your clothes off, Frank.”

My heart started pounding again. I had always felt self-conscious about not only my skinny frame, but also the size of my penis. I realistically didn’t think it was tiny or anything like that, but I was sure that it was on the lower end of average at best. But this was Kaylee, one of the hottest girls in school, waiting on her bed for me. There was no way I would refuse her. I’d probably never get another chance like this again. This was supposed to be the most exciting moment of my life; I couldn’t let anxiety ruin it. I pulled my shirt up and over my head, tossing it aside with manufactured confidence. Then I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my pants and underwear at the same time and pushed them down my legs. My erection sprang up as the fabric slid past it.

What happened next made me want to disappear. Kaylee let out a little giggle at the sight of my dick. My shoulders slumped immediately. All the excitement drained out of me instantly, and I immediately felt hyper aware of just how small and skinny I was. I felt like a complete idiot for thinking I could ever impress her, my hardness shrinking away with my pride.

She noticed my reaction right away and her expression softened. “Hey, I’m sorry for laughing,” she said. “It’s really cute.”

My cheeks burned with shame. Cute was not what I wanted this gorgeous girl to call my penis. I reached down quickly and started to pull my pants back up, desperate to cover myself and get out of there.

“Oh…I thought you wanted to fuck me,” she said with emphatic disappointment.

Her words stopped me cold. My hands froze on the waistband of my pants.

She looked at me with a mischievous, seductive smile. “Don’t you wanna fuck me?”

“Yes,” I answered immediately and honestly. I let my pants drop back to the floor.

Kaylee stood up from the bed and walked over to me. She wrapped her hand around my now-soft cock possessively, her grip warm and firm. She looked deep into my eyes. “How bad?”

I groaned as my cock grew rapidly in her hand. “So bad, Kaylee.”

She giggled softly. “Bad enough to play a little game with me?”

Without even thinking I nearly whimpered, “Yes.”

She released my throbbing cock and said, “Great.” The sudden absence of her touch left me aching for her touch as she nonchalantly walked over to her dresser.

She returned a moment later holding a little pair of pink panties. “Put these on.”

“What?” I asked, completely taken aback. “Why?”

“Oh come on, don’t be such a prude,” she said. “It turns me on. Don’t you wanna turn me on?”

“I guess,” I muttered.

She furrowed her brow, looking annoyed. “You guess?”

“I do,” I said quickly, hoping I hadn’t blown my chances.

Her mischievous smirk returned. “Then put them on.”

I did not want to wear panties, but I was desperate to fuck her and terrified of ruining my chance. I took the lacy pink panties and tentatively pulled them up my legs, every bone in my body telling me to stop except the one that was making the decisions. The delicate fabric slid over my hard cock, settling snugly in place and pressing it down nearly flat. The material felt strange and tight against my skin. I stood there feeling ridiculous, already insecure about my size, especially after her giggling, and now feeling even more insecure in a tiny pair of pink panties.

Kaylee picked up a tube of red lipstick and stepped close again. She applied it carefully to my lips while I stood still, my face burning, unable to find a way to object. The waxy texture felt foreign and heavy on my mouth.

She stepped back, looked at me, and giggled. “Perfect.” She walked over to her bed and sat down.

I started to follow her, but she raised her hand to stop ne. “Not yet, Frank. Stay there.” She looked me up and down and giggled. “Damn, you look so hot right now.”

I stood there awkwardly, shifting my weight from foot to foot. I felt pathetic, but at least she seemed to be enjoying it. If I could lose my virginity to her, lipstick and panties would be more than a fair price to pay.

Kaylee smiled playfully and giggled. “Play with yourself a little bit, Frank.”

I timidly reached into the pink panties, pulled my cock out, which looked even smaller peaking out from the pink lace, and started stroking it as I stared at her. The lace waistband pressed against my skin while I stood there on full display. I felt completely vulnerable and exposed doing this for her while she sat casually on her bed, fully clothed and clearly in control.

As I stroked myself Kaylee spoke in an almost moaning voice. “Yeah, that’s it, Frank. Now tell me you’re a pretty little girl.”

My eyes darted up to her. “Come on, Kaylee.”

She looked annoyed again. “Do you want to fuck me or not, Frank?”

I reluctantly resumed stroking and awkwardly, shamefully said it. “I’m a pretty little girl.”

She smiled. “Keep going…and try to make your voice higher. This is really turning me on.”

I did my best even though every word made my skin prickle. My voice came out higher pitched and breathier. “I’m a pretty little girl. I’m a pretty little girl. I’m a pretty little girl.”

Every time I repeated it felt like a new wound to my pride. I began to wonder if this was even worth it, my cock struggling to even stay hard as debased myself.

As I continued jerking myself and repeating the words I noticed Kaylee laughing again, laughing like I was amusing her. That pushed me over the edge, it was obvious now that she was just making me humiliate myself for her own amusement and had no intention of doing anything with me.

“I’m done,” I said angrily, eyes welling up as I blinked back tears. “This is ridiculous.” I tucked my shrinking cock away and reached down to grab my pants.

Kaylee sat imperiously on her bed. “You’re not going anywhere, Frank,” she said in a firm, yet still amused voice.

“This is humiliating,” I snapped. “I’m not doing this.”

“You already did,” she replied calmly. “And if you leave, the whole school will know it.”

Her threat made my face turn white as the blood drained from it. “They won’t believe you,” I mumbled unconvincingly.

She smiled cruelly and pointed at a wall camera in the corner of her room that I had not even noticed. “They will when they see this video. I’ll be sure to edit out the kissing and just show you jerking off in my panties talking about what a pretty little girl you are. I’m sure everyone at school will love that.”

I stared at the camera in the corner, realizing she really could ruin me. My mouth went dry, hands felt clammy, and my heart pounded in my chest. “Please don’t do that, Kaylee.”

She smiled, stood up, and walked over to me. In a bubbly tone she squeaked, “Don’t worry, princess. I won’t… as long as you obey everything I tell you. You can do that right, Fiona?”

The feminized name caught me completely off guard. I blinked, taken aback and embarrassed. “Fiona?”

She repeated it more firmly, staring me down. “You can do that for me right, Fiona?”

I knew she had me trapped; I had no choice but to comply. “Yes,” I murmured, suddenly feeling small and intimidated under her gaze.

She smiled brightly, cooing. “Good girl!”

I felt sick to my stomach. This couldn’t be happening.

“Now here’s what I want you to do,” she continued. “Go into the bathroom and run a hot shower. There’s Nair on the counter. Apply it to your legs, arms, pubes, and armpits for like thirty seconds and then rinse. When you’re done and all that nasty boy hair is gone, use my body wash and shampoo. Also, when you get out and dry yourself off make sure you use my moisturizer. Then put your little panties back on and meet me in here. Any questions?”

My mind began to race as I processed her command. The thought of removing my body hair left me panicking, I really didn’t want to do that, but I couldn’t risk upsetting her and having her leak the video. I mumbled, my voice meek and subservient, “Um, Kaylee, do I have to remove my body hair?”

She looked at me with a satisfied grin, clearly amused that I had asked her so submissively. “It’s up to you, Fiona. Do you wanna be a pretty little girl for just me or for all of school?”

I hung my head, defeated and humiliated. “Just you.”

She reached out and pet my head, like I was a child or a puppy. “Good girl. Now go.”

I turned and walked out of her room toward the bathroom wearing nothing but the little pink panties. The lace shifted against my skin with every step. I felt incredibly nervous and vulnerable as I moved down the hallway, dreading the moment I would lose my body hair and scared about where this was going and why she was doing this to me.

A little while later I stepped out of the shower, skin still tingling from the hot water and the chemical burn of the Nair. I grabbed a towel and dried off timidly. Every swipe of the soft fabric over my legs, arms, and the rest of my body felt completely foreign. My skin was now completely smooth and hairless, softer than I ever remembered it being, soft like a girl’s. I picked up the moisturizer, squeezed a generous amount into my palm, and started rubbing it in. The lotion felt cool at first against my bare skin, then warmed as I worked it over my calves, thighs, arms, and chest. The strong floral scent enveloped me with every breath. My skin absorbed it quickly, leaving me silky, faintly shiny, and smelling like a princess. The total absence of hair combined with the soft, perfumed texture made my stomach churn. I kept running my hands over my arms and legs, unable to stop exploring how different I felt. It was like my body wasn’t my own, like some layer of masculinity had been stripped away from me, replaced with delicate softness.

When I finished I reluctantly slipped the pink panties back on. The lace waistband hugged my hips. I took a deep breath to calm my nerves, then walked gingerly back down the hallway to Kaylee’s room, arms crossed tightly over my chest, hoping desperately that this would be over before her mom got home.

I entered and saw Kaylee arranging tubes and compacts of makeup across her vanity. She turned to me and smiled. “Good job, Fiona,” she cooed condescendingly, like I was a little girl, as she circled me slowly, her eyes moving up and down my smooth, hairless body. “I think you got it all. Great job, little girl.”

An hour ago I was under the impression that I was going to fuck her, now she was calling me little girl and had renamed me Fiona. Too ashamed to speak, I stared hard at the floor, my shoulders hunched.

“Come sit down,” she said. She took my hairless, slender arm and led me to the vanity chair. The seat felt cool against my panty-covered butt as I lowered myself onto it.

She pulled up another chair beside me. “Alright, Fiona. We’re gonna start with your nails. Have you painted them before?”

“No,” I mumbled quietly, embarrassed that she would even ask that.

She giggled. “There’s a first time for everything.” She uncapped a bottle of bright pink polish.

She had me spread my fingers across the table. Then she began painting my nails one by one. The cool brush glided across each nail in careful strokes, the sharp chemical smell rising up as if to mock me. I sat there watching anxiously, my mind racing with thoughts of how I could possibly remove or hide the polish later. When she finished, my hands looked completely feminine. The glossy pink nails made my fingers appear longer, slimmer, and daintier, turning my hands into something delicate and unmistakably girly.

“I really think pink is your color, Fiona,” she said.

I blushed deeply as I stared in disbelief at my hands, which now looked more like a pair of hands you would see holding a tube of lipstick than a football. She giggled at my ashamed reaction.

She pulled her chair back and then turned my chair away from the mirror so I faced her. “Rest your hands on your thighs while your nails dry, you don’t want to smudge them.” I obeyed, awkwardly adjusting to the soft, plush feeling of my now hairless thighs.

She started on my makeup. First came the foundation, a cool, creamy layer she smoothed over my face with gentle fingers and a sponge. Then blush, brushed onto my cheeks in soft circles. She explained each step as she worked. “Trust me Fiona, this eyeshadow is going to make your eyes look so pretty,” she said while blending shades onto my lids. The mascara wand brushed through my lashes, making them feel thicker and heavier. Finally, she applied a bright pink lipstick, the creamy color gliding across my lips with a glossy finish. I sat in ashamed silence the entire time, anxiety and shame building with every new layer she added to my face.

When she finished she stepped back and clapped her hands together. “Oh my gosh, Fiona! You look so pretty!”

“I don’t want to look pretty,” I said, voice tight with bitterness.

“Well you do, princess,” she teased. “And you better get used to it.”

That only heightened the anxiety twisting through me. It sounded like this was not going to be a one-time thing.

She grabbed a pair of scissors. “Now let’s see what I can do with your hair.”

I reflexively pulled away. Her expression went cold. “Fiona, relax. I’m not gonna change it too much. Now unless you want our entire class to see that video, sit still.”

I reluctantly obeyed and sat motionless while she snipped and shaped. Cool metal brushed my neck and ears as pieces of hair fell away. She worked for about ten minutes, framing my shoulder-length hair into something shorter and more styled.

“All done,” she said finally. “You are seriously gonna love this, Fiona. You look adorable. Check it out.”

I turned around slowly, my jaw nearly dropping as I stared into the mirror. The reflection that stared back shocked me to my core. A delicate girl looked back at me with a pretty, feminine face. My brown hair now fell into a soft, neat bob that ended just above my shoulders, with gentle bangs swept across my forehead shaping my face even more femininely than the makeup. The makeup gave me smooth, flawless skin with a natural rosy blush on my cheeks, soft eyeshadow that made my eyes look bigger and more defined, long dark lashes, and wet, glossy pink lips. Everything about the face in the mirror screamed girly girl. The only reminders that it was still me were my flat chest and the small, obvious bulge in the front of my pink panties. I stared in humiliated disbelief, my mouth slightly open. My heart pounded as panic and shame flooded through me. I looked so convincingly feminine that it made my skin crawl. What made it worse was the fact that I was actually pretty, attractive in a coy gentle girl next door sort of way. The sight filled me with deep discomfort and anxiety about how I would ever go back to looking like a normal guy again. It felt like I had been magically transformed into someone and something else.

Kaylee stood proudly behind me, smiling at my reflection in the mirror.

“Alright, sissy,” Kaylee said, all business. “Time for the fun part. Let’s get you dressed.”

She took my arm and pulled me to my feet, pulling me over to her dresser, her hand firm on my elbow.

She opened a drawer and took out a pink lace bra that matched the panties I wore. She slipped my arms through the straps, the delicate lace constricting my smooth skin as she pulled them into place. Then she stepped behind me and fastened the clasp. The band tightened around my ribcage, hugging me snugly and creating a constant, unfamiliar pressure across my chest. The empty lace cups sat against my flat skin, the soft fabric stretching lightly with every breath I took. The thin straps rested on my shoulders, the sensation of them sitting there making me incredibly aware of how the bra confined and reshaped my upper body into a more womanly shape.

Next she pulled out a white top from another drawer. She helped me slide it on carefully, mindful of my makeup. The fabric was soft and stretchy, a cropped style with puffy short sleeves that ended in delicate ruffles. It clung to my torso, the hem sitting high above my waist and leaving a wide strip of my narrow waist exposed. The material felt light and airy against my hairless skin, the ruffled edges brushing my midriff whenever I shifted.

Then she took out a red pleated school-girl-style skirt. “You must be anxious to cover your little thingy up, right?” she said, giggling as she held it open at my feet.

I blushed and looked down in shame, not needing the reminder that she wasn’t impressed by my size to feel pathetic and emasculated. I stepped into the skirt and she pulled it up my legs and over my hips. The plaid fabric settled high on my thighs. The pleats swayed and brushed against my skin with the slightest movement, the short hem barely reaching mid-thigh. The cool air constantly touched the bare skin just below the hem and the thin lace of my panties underneath, making me feel vulnerable and emasculated with every shift of my weight.

“Normally it’d be a bit shorter,” she giggled, “but seeing as you’re so petite…my clothes are a little big on you. But don’t you worry, Fiona. It looks so cute on you.”

I stood there feeling ridiculous and emasculated, the pleated miniskirt seemingly mocking me and reminding me of my reduced status and diminished masculinity.

Kaylee fetched a pair of low-heeled pink heels, probably around an inch and a half to two inches. She guided my feet into them one at a time. The shoes were shiny with a slight heel and a strap across the top. As I stood in them my balance shifted forward awkwardly, almost falling forward. The heels forced an unnatural posture, pushing my chest and ass out slightly and making my hips sway a little with every tiny, unsteady step. I tottered around like a baby deer, the pressure on the balls of my feet and the constant adjustment needed to stay upright making every movement feel dainty and precarious.

“I bought these just for you, princess,” she giggled. “What do you say, sissy?”

Shame burned through me. “Thank you,” I mumbled, feeling like a complete pussy. I had gone from making out with her to thanking her for feminizing me, and it didn’t take much to get me there. It was like she had symbolically castrated me, and I had helped her.

Lastly, she grabbed a small pink purse and placed the strap over my shoulder. The bag rested lightly against my hip, the strap resting on my shoulder and adding another layer to my ladylike appearance. She sprayed me a few times with a sweet sugary perfume before announcing that I was ready.

She squealed excitedly and dragged me back over to the mirror, nearly making me stumble in the heels. I caught myself and stared at my reflection in utter dismay. The image overwhelmed me. I looked like a slutty schoolgirl. The white cropped top with its puffy ruffled sleeves hugged my slim torso and showed off my smooth midriff. The bra underneath it made it look like I had two small boobs. The short red plaid pleated skirt flared out around my hips, the hem barely covering the tops of my thighs and threatening to flash the pink panties underneath with any movement. My smooth, hairless legs looked long and delicate in the low heels. The pink purse hung from my shoulder, completing the look. My made-up face with glossy pink lips, blushed cheeks, and doe-like eyes, combined with the girly bob haircut, left no trace of the boy I had walked in as. I trembled as I stared in disbelief, a deep wave of humiliation washing over me and sending a chill up my spine. That couldn’t be me.

“What do you think, Fiona?” Kaylee asked casually, like this was completely normal.

“This is so humiliating,” I mumbled, voice shaky and barely able to find words.

She giggled. “That’s kind of the point, sissy boy. At least for now. Come on.”

She took my hand and pulled me into the hallway. I almost fell flat on my face. She immediately noticed how unsteady I was in the heels, slipping her arm through mine and guiding me more slowly and gently down the stairs like I was a helpless damsel in distress. “Don’t worry,” she said reassuringly. “You’ll get used to them.”

I hoped desperately that would not be true, but a sinking feeling told me this was not a one-time thing.

When we reached the bottom of the stairs she kept her arm linked with mine and guided me into the living room, holding me tight. “Mom,” she called out. “She’s ready.”

I began to panic as I heard the sharp click-clack of high heels coming from the kitchen toward us. My heart hammered in my chest and my palms grew sweaty. I knew Miss Connery was approaching, and I suddenly understood exactly why this was happening.

I stood there trembling in the living room, arm still linked with Kaylee’s as she held me tight, unable to squirm away. Miss Connery confidently strutted in wearing the same outfit she had on at school earlier that day, a crisp white blouse tucked neatly into fitted black pants with a sleek belt that accentuated very curvy figure. She was a striking blonde woman with confident posture, full lips curved in a smug smirk, and an aura that radiated power and dominance. Her attractive presence filled the room as she moved, every step purposeful and commanding, making it impossible not to feel smaller and weaker by comparison. Her eyes moved over my made-up face, cropped top, schoolgirl miniskirt, and long bare legs like a spotlight, leaving me ruminating and feeling ridiculous for every time I had ever disrespected her or thought myself cool for getting on her nerves.

She chuckled to herself slowly and turned to Kaylee, “You did a great job with her, honey.” Then she turned to me, smirking. “Hello, Fiona.”

I said nothing, staring down at the floor in shame. Being seen like this by the woman I had brazenly disrespected since school started made my stomach knot up. This was extremely uncomfortable; I wanted nothing more than for the floor to swallow me whole.

Kaylee spoke up. “My mother’s talking to you, sissy.”

I quietly muttered, “Hi, Miss Connery.”

Miss Connery slowly circled me while I stood there shaking like a leaf, her smirk never fading. I felt so weak and small under her gaze, like a child about to be disciplined. When she moved behind me she lifted the back of my short skirt and held it up for a second, giggling. I flinched as the cool air hit my panty-covered ass, my face burning bright red. She dropped the skirt back into place. “Cute panties.”

I knew after this, I could never talk to her like I did again, could never feel like a man in her presence again.

She circled back around and stood face to face with me, peering down into my eyes. I could barely meet her gaze. “You’ve been acting like a real bitch in my class, Fiona,” she said. “Don’t you have anything to say to me, miss?”

I looked down at her heels, the humiliation of being scolded like the schoolgirl I was dressed as burning in my chest. “I’m sorry,” I mumbled.

She tilted my chin up firmly to meet her gaze. “Sorry for what, little girl?”

Being called little girl made me feel even tinier and more pathetic. My voice shook. “I’m sorry for acting like a bitch, Miss Connery.”

She smirked at me cruelly, clearly enjoying every second of this. “That’s okay, Fiona. You’re very pretty by the way.”

I said nothing, too embarrassed to speak. Kaylee smacked my butt. “What do you say, Fiona?”

I reluctantly replied, “Thank you, Miss Connery,” feeling like a complete pussy for playing along with all of this.

She smiled. “You’re welcome, sweetheart. Now let’s get some photos to commemorate Fiona’s coming out!”

I definitely did not want photos taken, but I felt so powerless in that moment, and with the video Kaylee had of me, I knew I had no real choice. Over the next twenty minutes they directed me into a variety of poses. I blew kisses at the camera, my glossy pink lips puckered while shame twisted inside me. They had me bend over against the wall and look back over my shoulder, the short skirt riding up and exposing the curve of my ass in the pink panties. I kicked one leg up behind me and forced the brightest smile I could manage, my pink heel wobbling as I struggled to hold the pose. Every flash of the camera made me feel more emasculated and ridiculous. My heart pounded the whole time, the constant awareness of how I looked, like a willing, eager schoolgirl, deepening my humiliation with every click. I couldn’t ever let these get out.

Eventually Miss Connery lowered her phone. “All done, princess.” Then she turned to Kaylee. “Ready to go, honey?”

Kaylee nodded. “Yep, let me just grab my purse.” She ran upstairs.

Panicking, I turned to Miss Connery. “Where are we going?”

She smiled sadistically, like she was enjoying my anxiety. “You’ll find out soon enough, Fiona. And unless you want your little buddies at school to become your little boyfriends, I wouldn’t fight it, sissy.”

I looked down in defeat, my heart pounding as I realized I was about to go outside dressed like a slutty girl.

I sat in the backseat of the car, nearly hyperventilating as we pulled into the mall parking lot. My heart raced so fast it felt like it might burst. The short plaid skirt had ridden up my smooth thighs during the drive, the feel of the lace panties underneath a constant reminder of my predicament. The cropped top hugged my chest, the empty bra cups pressing against my soft skin with every shaky breath. The low heels pinched my feet and made my legs feel unsteady even while seated. I couldn’t believe it; I was dressed completely like a girl, made up and perfumed, about to walk into a public mall like this. How had my life come to this in a few short hours?

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged pathetically, my voice cracking. “Please don’t make me go in there like this. I’m sorry for how I acted. I promise I won’t be disrespectful to you again. I learned my lesson.”

Kaylee giggled from the passenger seat, clearly enjoying my desperation.

Miss Connery didn’t even bother to turn around. She just glanced at me in the rearview mirror, calm and in total control. “Fiona, you have three seconds to get out of the car before the pictures and video get sent out to all your classmates. Three… two…”

I scrambled out of the car desperately, my heels clicking unsteadily on the pavement. The women took their time getting out, leaving me standing there alone and on display as the breeze teased the hem of my miniskirt for what felt like forever. I stood there trembling with fear, fidgeting with the strap of my pink purse and tugging at the hem of my short skirt, my eyes darting around the parking lot in terror.

When we finally walked inside the mall I felt a small flicker of relief. It was relatively empty since it was closing in an hour. I hoped desperately that nobody would notice me. But that hope did little to calm the intense anxiety twisting in my gut. I walked between the two women like a prisoner being led to his cell, my heels forcing small, dainty steps as they clicked on down the linoleum floor. The pleated skirt swished against my bare thighs with every movement, the cool air constantly brushing the sensitive skin just below the hem and the thin lace of my panties.

Then my heart stopped. I noticed a group of very pretty young women, seemingly in their early twenties, walking in our direction. Panic surged through me again as they got closer. I dreaded being seen like this and prayed they wouldn’t notice me, hoping they’d be too wrapped up in their conversation to take a closer look at me. I stared down hard at the floor, which probably only drew more attention to myself. Just as the women were passing by, Miss Connery spoke very loudly. “Why do you look so nervous, sissy? You were begging me to take you here to get you new panties half an hour ago.”

My face turned white. The women burst out laughing behind us as the two groups passed each other. I could feel their eyes on me but was far too embarrassed to look back and face them. I heard Kaylee giggling too, and I was sure Miss Connery had that smug look on her face. The laughter echoed in my ears, deepening the burning shame that made my cheeks flush hot and my stomach churn. If Miss Connery’s goal was to humble me, it was definitely working.

A minute later we arrived outside of Victoria’s Secret. Miss Connery stopped and looked at me. “Alright, Fiona. Here’s what you’re gonna do. We’re all gonna go in together and when the salesgirl asks if we need help you’re gonna use your girliest, happiest voice and tell her that you’re transitioning and would love to be fitted for a bra and panties. If I’m not convinced by your performance, we’ll go to another one of their stores tomorrow and you’ll do it again. You got it?”

I dreaded doing this more than anything. The salesgirls inside looked hot and around my age. Having to act extra girly and pretend I wanted this in front of them was a new kind of emasculation, one I was being forced to impose on myself. But I knew I had no choice. Trembling again, I mumbled, “I got it.”

Kaylee clapped her hands excitedly. “I cannot wait to see this.”

They led me inside Victoria’s Secret. A pretty Asian salesgirl who looked maybe a few years older than me greeted us with a warm smile. “Hi, can I help you ladies?”

My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat. I forced a smile and did my best to speak in a girly voice. “Hi, um… I’m transitioning and I was hoping I could get fitted for a bra and panties.”

I was mortified the second I heard the words leave my mouth and I immediately wanted to sink into the floor. The sound of my own high-pitched and breathy voice asking to be fitted for bras and panties made me feel even more pathetic, like I was giving up any pretense of manhood and admitting to being a sissy. I heard Kaylee giggling behind me.

The salesgirl beamed. “Of course! Congratulations, by the way. That’s so brave of you! Follow me to the dressing room and I’ll get your measurements.”

“Thanks,” I replied in the same girly voice, my cheeks burning as I followed her. When I looked back over my shoulder, I saw Miss Connery stood there with her arms crossed, looking amused at my discomfort, while Kaylee giggled beside her.

Inside the dressing room the salesgirl closed the door behind us. “You can remove everything besides your panties.”

The thought of standing in front of this gorgeous girl shaved, made-up, perfumed and wearing nothing but a pair of pink panties sounded horrible, but I saw no way out of it. My hands shook as I shimmied out of the short plaid skirt, letting it pool at my feet. Then I pulled the cropped white top up and over my head. The cool air of the dressing room touched my smooth, hairless skin. I struggled for a second with the clasp of the pink bra.

“Here, let me help you,” the salesgirl said sweetly. She stepped behind me and unclasped it, her fingers brushing my back as she slid the straps off my shoulders. The bra fell away, leaving me standing there in nothing but the tiny pink lace panties. I shivered a little as I clamped my thighs together and folded my arms in front of my chest, mortified to be seen like this by this beautiful stranger.

“Thanks,” I mumbled, feeling completely vulnerable and thinking to myself how pathetic I was. I was alone in a room with a hot woman for the second time today, yet I was once again the one standing timidly in a skimpy pair of panties, being dressed and undressed like a helpless little doll. I looked down at the small bulge in my panties and remembered Kaylee’s teasing comments and laughter about my size earlier. I cringed as I realized that the size of the barely-there bulge in my panties probably contributed to this woman’s image of me as an effeminate, petite, meek little thing, very far off from how I wanted to be perceived, especially by hot girls.

“No problem!” she said perkily. “Some bras are tricky. You’ll get the hang of it soon.”

I had a sinking feeling she was probably right.

She had me lift my arms as she wrapped the measuring tape around my bust. Her hands moved professionally but the closeness of her touch while I stood there nearly naked made my skin prickle. “You’re a 32A,” she told me, “but you’ll fill out more if you decide to take hormones or get implants.”

I didn’t know what to say, so I just politely smiled. I definitely wasn’t planning on getting hormones or implants, the thought made me sick.

Next she measured my hips and waist, her tape sliding over my smooth skin. “You’re lucky you already have such a cute figure. Very petite but you still have a bubble butt. I’m actually jealous.”

My cheeks burned, the comment hitting hard while I stood there on display in nothing but panties. I wanted to believe that she was just trying to be nice, that my figure wasn’t actually feminine, but looking down at myself, it felt hard to deny it. I forced myself to reply in the girly voice. “Thank you.”

“Alright, I think I’ve got everything,” she said. “You can get changed and I’ll tell your measurements to your friends outside. When you’re ready we’ll all pick out some cute lingerie together. Sound good?”

It sounded horrible, but I forced a smile. “Yes, thank you,” I responded as ladylike as I could manage.

As soon as she stepped out of the dressing room, I started to get dressed again as quickly as I could, my hands still shaking, desperate to be clothed again, even if those clothes were a mini skirt and a cropped top.

I stepped out of the dressing room coyly, my hands awkwardly adjusting the hem of my short skirt. I saw the salesgirl speaking with Miss Connery and Kaylee. Dread settled heavily in my stomach as I walked toward them, my heels clicking on the floor and my pleated skirt swishing playfully against my thighs with every step.

As soon as I reached them the salesgirl smiled excitedly and led us over to a display of matching bra and panty sets in shiny satin. Kaylee dove in right away, picking out several colors: hot pink, purple, light pink, white with little red roses, and sky blue. She held them up one by one, squealing, “These are going to look so cute on you! Oh my gosh, the one with the little roses is perfect for your first bra, Fiona!”

I stood there blushing, my face burning hot as I wondered anxiously if I would actually have to wear any of them and if so, where. The thought of another day as “Fiona” made my pulse quicken and my stomach knot, but all signs seemed to be pointing to it.

The salesgirl led us to another section filled with more intricate lace sets, most on the sexier side. Kaylee excitedly picked out even more pairs in different colors and styles, holding them up for approval while Miss Connery stood beside me grinning victoriously, as though she was mocking me without any words. I shifted uncomfortably from heel to heel, the lightweight, airy feel of the lace panties I already wore feeling like an omen of what was to come.

It dawned on me how different girls’ clothes, or at least, the ones I was wearing, made me feel. The combination of the thin, light material of the lace panties and the short, swishy skirt gave me a constant sense of vulnerability, like I was barely wearing anything, skimpy scraps of garment designed more for beauty than functionality and more for grace than power. It’s crazy how much that feeling actually translated into how I was feeling emotionally. It was like the clothes had stripped away a layer of confidence, strength, and my sense of security, leaving behind a meek, timid, soft girl afraid to take up too much space or be seen.

After about twenty minutes of shopping the women decided they had everything they needed for now. Miss Connery rang everything up at the register. When she finished, the salesgirl turned to me with a giddy smile. “I hope you found everything you wanted today, Fiona. I’m so excited for you!”

Embarrassed and not really knowing what to say, I awkwardly replied, “Yes… thank you.” My voice came out soft and girly, sounding a bit awkward but also genuine, making the whole exchange feel even more humiliating.

I sat silently in the backseat on the ride back, relieved to be out of the public eye but with my mind racing. The short skirt kept riding up my smooth thighs, the feeling of the air conditioner hitting the lace panties underneath serving as a constant, humiliating reminder of everything that had happened. The cropped top hugged my chest, the empty bra cups pressing against my flat skin with every breath. Shame burned through me as I replayed the last few hours: willingly jerking off in Kayee’s panties and getting myself trapped, removing my body hair, being made over into Fiona, answering to little girl and sissy all day, posing for photos, walking through the mall in heels and a skirt, being undressed and measured for my first bra and panties set like a young teen girl in front of the hot salesgirl. I was mortified about everything I had let happen to me, and incredibly anxious about what would come next, about how far this would go.

Kaylee broke the silence, her voice teasing. “You know, Fiona…you never thanked my mom for your new bras and panties.”

Miss Connery glanced at me scoldingly in the rearview mirror. “You’re right, Kaylee. She didn’t.”

I swallowed my pride, the words sticking in my throat. “Thank you for the bras and panties.”

Miss Connery’s eyes stayed on me in the mirror and her voice grew harsher. “I don’t like your attitude or your voice, Fiona. Try again.”

Frustration and shame welled up so strongly I felt like I might cry if they pushed me any further. As if it wasn’t bad enough that I had spent the evening being paraded around and humiliated, they wanted me to thank them for it. I forced my voice higher and breathier. “Thank you for my new bras and panties, Miss Connery. I love them.”

Kaylee burst out laughing in the passenger seat. I looked down, feeling like I had just surrendered my dignity. It wasn’t just that they were emasculating me, the fact that they were able to make me emasculate myself made it ten times worse. Miss Connery smirked at me cruelly through the rearview. “Good girl. Much better.”

The words hit like a slap, deep and degrading.

She continued calmly. “Well, I guess now’s as good a time as any to tell you there are gonna be some changes, sissy. But I’m sure you guessed that.”

I remained silent, waiting anxiously to hear my fate.

“First of all,” she said, “your new name is Fiona, and you will answer to it immediately or be punished. What’s your name, sissy?”

A tear rolled down my cheek as the reality of the situation began to really sink in. “Fiona,” I mumbled.

“Good. Second, everything we bought for you today is your new underwear. Boxers and briefs are for men, which you clearly are not. From now on you will wear a matching bra and panty set every day, and that’s including at school. Kaylee will come by your house this week to gather up your old underwear, and she and I will also be doing regular checks in case you decide to get disobedient and buy yourself some more or hide some from her when she comes. Understood?”

More tears ran down my cheeks as the gravity of the situation sank in. My voice shook. “I…I can’t wear these at school. What if someone notices?”

Miss Connery spoke harshly. “You can and you will. Besides, you wear baggy hoodies almost every day. The only way anyone will notice is if you decide to let one of your little boyfriends at school touch you, so if I were you I’d try to avoid that.”

I started to freak out, my stomach feeling nauseous and my heart pounding as I calculated the risk. People casually bumped into each other all the time. I was bound to get caught by someone. It was almost inevitable.

Miss Connery cut off my spiraling thoughts. “Third, no more hair anywhere beneath your eyebrows. And I mean anywhere. You can shave, wax, or get Nair. That’s up to you, but I expect you to be hairless at all times. Understood?”

I was too upset and overwhelmed to speak. A few more tears spilled out, further ruining my makeup. I just nodded.

“Good. Fourth, I expect you to keep your toes polished twenty-four seven, and I expect variation. Switch up the color every few days. Once again, we’ll be checking.”

Kaylee turned around in her seat, acting like all of this was completely normal. She handed me the pink bottle of nail polish along with a light blue and a red one. “Here, put these in your purse, Fiona. These will get you started.”

My hands trembled as I accepted the bottles and slipped them into my pink purse.

Miss Connery continued. “And lastly, you will obey everything either me or my daughter says, or you will be punished. You’re our sissy now. We will be teaching you how to be both a very feminine young lady and a very submissive little servant wrapped up in one pretty little package. I expect your full obedience, effort, and enthusiasm, and if I don’t get it, believe me, I can make things much worse for you. Do you understand me, Fiona?”

Crying more hysterically now, I barely managed, “Yes…yes Miss Connery.”

Kaylee turned and gave me a patronizing look, the kind you give to a crying child after they’ve been punished. “Aww, such a good girl already. Don’t worry, it’ll be fun.”

I sat there crying quietly and looking down at the floor of the car for the next few minutes, desperate to just get dressed in my own clothes and get home.

My breath hitched and my body trembled as the car pulled up in front of my house. I started to panic, crying even more frantically, tears spilling down my cheeks and ruining what was left of my makeup. I couldn’t walk in there like this, the thought of running into my parents in what was basically a sexy schoolgirl outfit was unimaginable.

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged, my voice breaking. “Please, I can’t go inside my house like this. Please take me back to your house first to change. Please!”

Kaylee looked a bit sympathetic yet resolved that this was what needed to happen. Miss Connery’s expression stayed cruel and firm, not a hint of sympathy.

“Enough, sissy!” she snapped.

The harsh tone made me fall into immediate, attentive silence.

“Listen,” she continued more softly, “if you’re gonna keep playing dress-up you’re gonna have to get used to sneaking around a bit. Besides, if I remember correctly from what Kaylee told me, both of your parents head to work before you get up every morning and get back pretty late, right? I’d assume they go to sleep early, right?”

Some relief cut through the panic. She was almost certainly right. My parents were rarely up past nine. “Yeah, probably…” I murmured, calming down a little. “But, but what if they’re not?”

Miss Connery shrugged cooly. “Then you’ll have to come up with something, sissy. That’s not my problem.”

I sat in silence for a moment, trying to steady my breathing and collect my thoughts, hoping desperately that she was right and that they’d be asleep. Then, as I stared at my nails, another concern hit me. “What about my nail polish and makeup? I don’t know how to take any of this off…”

Miss Connery reached calmly into her bag and pulled out a small pack of makeup wipes and a bottle of nail polish remover. I accepted them with trembling hands and slipped them into my pink purse.

“You have everything you need,” she said, clearly getting annoyed. “Now go, Fiona.”

Kaylee turned around gleefully. “And don’t forget your new bras and panties!”

Miss Connery added, “Oh yeah, and remember to wear them every day. We’ll be texting you for pictures this weekend and I don’t want to be kept waiting. We’ll also be checking in school on Monday.”

I resentfully replied, “Yes, Miss Connery,” as I grabbed both my purse and the Victoria’s Secret shopping bag. I stepped out of the car, shaking with fear.

I stepped inside the house and, much to my relief, found it completely dark and quiet. No lights on, no sounds from my parents. I took one step forward and immediately cringed at how loud my heels clicked on the floor. I quickly slipped them off as quietly as I could, holding them in one hand along with the Victoria’s Secret bag in the other while my pink purse hung from my shoulder. I shuffled carefully up the stairs to my room, my bare feet silent on the carpet and the short skirt brushing against my thighs with every movement.

When I finally made it into my room I quietly closed the door behind me and locked it. A long sigh of relief escaped my pink lips. I collapsed onto my bed. The pleated skirt flipped up as I fell, exposing my pink lace panties, but I was too tired and emotional to even care. I lay there sobbing silently into my mattress as the full weight of the day crashed down on me. Tears soaked into the sheets while I wondered what the future would hold now that I was apparently their sissy.


Part 2
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I walked through the school doors on Monday morning with my shoulders hunched and my steps hesitant. The usual swagger I used to carry felt stripped away, replaced by a constant, skin-crawling awareness of every layer I had on underneath. My baggy Nike hoodie hung loose over my frame, the hood pulled up slightly, while my sweatpants and plain t-shirt tried their best to hide everything underneath. But I could still feel the light blue satin bra cups cradling my chest, the smooth straps resting on my shoulders, and the matching panties hugging my hips and ass with every shift of fabric. The material was cool and slippery against my freshly smooth skin, a constant reminder that refused to let me forget Friday night.

My eyes darted around the hallway as I moved toward my locker. I kept tugging at the hoodie, praying the thick material would conceal any outline or indent the bra might leave on my chest if someone looked too closely. The thought of a casual bump, a stray glance, or even the way my arms brushed against my sides made my stomach twist tighter with anxiety. All weekend I wore my new satin lingerie, and all weekend it had felt foreign and wrong against me. Friday had left me so rattled that Saturday morning I had simply put on a fresh set without even considering disobeying, my hands moving on autopilot. When Kaylee showed up a few hours later and demanded every last piece of my boy underwear, I handed it over in submissive silence. Sunday left me with nothing else, the bra a cautious choice that proved wise when Miss Connery’s texts started coming in, each one demanding new photos of me posed in the lingerie.

I reached my locker and fumbled with the combination, my fingers clumsy. I kept my head down, trying to make myself small. They were checking today, I was sure of it, and the idea of Kaylee or her mom pulling me aside in front of anyone made my pulse race.

Then I caught sight of Kaylee walking down the hall toward me. She moved with that easy confidence she always had, her blonde hair swaying. Beside her were her two best friends. Amy was the one on the left, with long, dark wavy hair cascading over her shoulders, striking dark eyes, and pouty lips curved in a confident smile. She wore a fitted black crop top that showed off her toned midriff and a short red skirt that hugged her hips and thighs. Christina walked on Kaylee’s other side, with long, wavy light brown hair with blonde highlights, bright expressive eyes, and a warm, glowing smile. She was dressed more casually in a loose black hoodie and grey sweatpants, arms crossed casually, but the outfit still highlighted her curvy figure. Both of them were popular, gorgeous girls, the type every guy wanted to be around and impress.

My heart hammered harder. I kept my eyes on the inside of my locker, pretending to search for a book, but every nerve in my body stayed locked on their approaching footsteps. I silently begged that Kaylee would keep whatever this was between us and not say or do anything that might expose me right here in front of them.

Kaylee spoke a little too loudly. “Good morning, Fiona.”

My head snapped up and I looked around frantically, my pulse spiking as I scanned the hallway for anyone who might have overheard. Heat flooded my face while my shoulders drew in tighter, trying to disappear inside the oversized hoodie.

All three girls giggled at my reaction. Kaylee smiled sweetly. “Relax, they know.”

I stared down at the floor, my cheeks burning as the weight of their knowing eyes pressed on me. The fact that these two pretty, popular girls now knew exactly what I was wearing underneath my baggy clothes made my throat tighten. “I thought you weren’t gonna tell anyone,” I mumbled, voice low and shaky.

Kaylee tilted her head. “Well, this isn’t just anyone, cupcake. These are my best friends. Now we need to check that you’re wearing the proper underwear. Do you wanna strip here or come with us to the ladies’ room?”

Shame curled up inside me, realizing that this was actually happening. “The ladies’ room,” I answered reluctantly, barely above a whisper.

Amy’s voice turned teasing. “Cuteee, your first trip to the ladies’ room!”

Christina added with mock sweetness, “Adorable.”

I followed them down the hall with my head lowered, every step feeling like it was leading me to electric chair. My mind raced with anxiety at the thought of someone noticing the four of us heading to the bathroom together. Once we slipped into a more secluded ladies’ room and confirmed it was empty, Kaylee locked the door behind us with a soft click that echoed in the tiled space. My stomach dropped.

“Strip, sissy,” Kaylee ordered.

My face burned as I slowly pulled off my hoodie, then my t-shirt. The light blue satin bra came into full view, the delicate straps and cups hugging my smooth chest. Amy and Christina burst out laughing while Kaylee stood there with a deeply amused grin, arms crossed.

Christina shook her head. “No fucking way.”

Amy laughed harder. “I literally love this.”

Kaylee looked at me expectantly. “Pants too, Fiona.”

My hands trembled as I pushed my sweatpants down, stepping out of them until I stood there in nothing but the light blue satin bra and panties. The cool air of the bathroom brushed over my exposed skin while the girls’ eyes roamed over me. Laughter filled the small space again, loud and unrestrained, and I felt my shoulders hunch inward, my arms twitching with the urge to cover myself as the full force of their gaze settled on the delicate lingerie clinging to my slender body.

Christina pointed. “His underwear is wayy girlier than mine. This is insane.”

Kaylee corrected her with a smirk. “Her underwear.”

The girls chuckled again. Amy stepped closer, running her hand lightly over my side and down to my hip. I shivered hard at the touch, my skin tingling where her fingers traced.

“Her body is actually really feminine without the body hair,” Amy said a little too casually for my liking. “She’s got a pretty narrow waist, soft skin, and she’s even got a pretty nice bubble butt.”

Christina leaned in with a grin. “Not to mention her penis is barely making a dent in those panties. Feeling chilly, Fiona?”

All three of them cracked up, the sound bouncing off the tiles while I stood frozen, heat flooding every inch of my face and chest as two new beautiful girls laughed at the size of my manhood.

Kaylee’s voice cut through the laughter. “Alright, Fiona, you’ve been a good girl so far. Now show us your pedicure and then you can go to class.”

My hands shook as I bent down and peeled off my socks, revealing the sky-blue polish on my toes. The color looked so obviously feminine, especially being that it matched my bra and panties.

Christina stared. “Jeez, Kaylee, this is really crazy.”

Kaylee let out an excited little squeal. “I know!”

Amy smiled and acted like I had chosen this. “Yesss girl. Now point them forward all elegant like a ballerina.”

I glanced at Kaylee pleadingly, but she only nodded calmly. “You heard her, Fiona. Do it.”

Reluctantly, I pointed one foot forward, toes elegantly extended toward them the way a ballerina might. More laughter erupted from the girls.

Kaylee waved her hand. “Alright, princess, you can put your clothes back on. Pretty good for your first pedicure. Remember to meet me by my locker at the end of the day. You’re coming over after school.”

Not knowing what else to say and desperate for this to end, I managed a quiet, “Okay.”

I started pulling my clothes back on as fast as I could. Kaylee unlocked the door and the three of them walked out, still giggling. I scrambled frantically to finish dressing, heart pounding at the thought of someone else walking in and seeing me like this.

My morning classes passed in a haze of tension. I sat rigid in my seat, unable to fully relax no matter how much I tried to slouch like usual. Every small movement made the satin lingerie shift against my skin, the smooth cups of the bra pressing gently with each breath and the panties clinging to my hips. When I leaned forward to write notes, I became hyper-aware of the silky fabric at my lower back, convinced the guy behind me might catch a glimpse of my panties if my hoodie rode up even slightly. When I leaned back, the cups of the bra felt like they might leave visible indents under the hoodie, so I kept adjusting it with small, anxious tugs. My body stayed tense, shoulders tight and legs shifting restlessly the entire time, but no one seemed to notice anything unusual. I made it through without incident, though my palms stayed damp and my throat dry.

At lunch I joined my usual group at our table, keeping my head down as I picked at my food. One of them immediately commented on my hair. “Why’d you cut it like that, dude? Looks kinda feminine.”

I had tried to pull it into a man bun earlier, but the short length and the way the bangs framed my face refused to cooperate. It still looked soft and delicate no matter what I did. Heat crept up my neck as I shrugged and mumbled an excuse about the barber misunderstanding what I wanted over the weekend. They laughed a little and dropped it after a minute, moving on to other topics, but the pit in my stomach only grew heavier. Even without knowing about the lingerie underneath, they had noticed something was off. The realization bothered me as I left the cafeteria, my steps heavier than before.

My last class was math with Miss Connery. I walked in with my heart already racing, shoulders hunched and eyes fixed on the floor as I took my usual seat near the back. Just being in the same room as her made my skin prickle with fear, every memory from Friday flooding back in sharp flashes. Surprisingly, she taught the lesson with her usual brisk efficiency, barely glancing in my direction the whole time. I started to breathe a little easier, thinking I might actually get through the period untouched.

Then, midway through, she spoke casually in front of the entire class. “Frank, aren’t you hot in that hoodie? Why don’t you take it off?”

Panic surged through me instantly. My face burned and I felt every eye in the room turn my way even though most probably hadn’t. My fingers gripped the edge of the desk as I shook my head, voice coming out small and unsteady. “Oh um, no I’m okay Miss Connery.”

She held her gaze on me for a beat longer, a subtle, sly smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth as she watched me squirm. Then she shrugged lightly and continued with the lesson like nothing had happened. The rest of class dragged by normally, but my pulse refused to settle until the bell finally rang.

I gathered my things and headed toward my locker with a shaky wave of relief washing over me. The day was almost over, and I had somehow avoided exposure. But as I rounded the corner, the feeling evaporated. Kaylee, Christina, and Amy were already waiting by my locker, chatting casually. My shoulders sagged and a fresh knot formed in my gut as the dread of whatever afternoon they had planned settled over me.

They chatted casually as I approached, and without much conversation they led me out to Kaylee’s car. The ride to her house passed in tense silence on my end while the girls talked and laughed in the front. As we stepped inside the familiar entryway, a heavy pit formed in my stomach. The scent of the house and the sight of the hallway brought everything from Friday rushing back: the blackmail, the transformation, the shopping, the rules that now controlled every layer I wore.

“Alright, Fiona,” Kaylee said brightly, “strip down to your bra and panties. You’re not wearing boy clothes in this house.”

I hesitated, fingers twitching at the hem of my hoodie as memories of exposure flooded in. Before I could fully decide, Christina stepped right up to me. She was noticeably tall and had a strong, athletic build that made her presence feel imposing as she looked down at me.

“You heard her, Fiona,” she said emphatically, her tone dripping with mock sweetness. “It’s girl time.”

The way she loomed over me stung my ego, a girl physically backing me down like that, intimidating me. My pride twisted painfully, but my hands moved anyway, pulling off the hoodie, then the t-shirt, the socks, and finally stepping out of the sweatpants until I stood there in just the light blue satin bra and panties. The cool air of the house tingled against my bare skin, the delicate fabric clinging to my chest and hips.

Amy reached out and gave my butt a quick, playful smack. The sudden sting made me flinch hard, my body jolting forward as Kaylee giggled behind her.

“Alright, sissy,” Kaylee continued, “go to my mom’s room and kneel on the floor facing the door.”

I blinked. “Kneel?”

“Yes, Fiona, kneel,” she replied firmly. “That’s how my mom wants you. Should I tell her you’re being a bad girl?”

The threat landed heavily. Not seeing any way out, I swallowed and muttered, “No.”

Kaylee’s face lit up. “Then go quick, sissy!”

I turned toward the stairs, but Christina stepped in front of me, blocking the way with her taller frame. Her expression turned more serious. “If we come in there and catch you not on your knees, you’re gonna regret it. Got it, bitch?”

Too prideful to answer out loud, I simply hung my head, the reluctant submission unspoken but obvious as I shuffled past her and up the stairs. Each step made the satin lingerie stretch and slide softly against my smooth skin, the bra straps tugging lightly at my shoulders and the panties hugging my ass with every movement. I felt ridiculously exposed and delicate climbing the stairs like this.

I reached Miss Connery’s door and opened it nervously. The room looked surprisingly normal: neat bed, simple furniture, soft lighting, nothing that screamed the kind of control she had over me now. That ordinary appearance only made the situation feel more surreal. I lowered myself slowly onto my knees on the floor, facing the door, my bare skin pressing against the carpet. My hands fidgeted in my lap as I waited, the position making me feel small and pathetic, every second stretching out while I knelt there in nothing but delicate blue lingerie, heart thudding dully in my chest.

The light blue bra straps dug gently into my shoulders with every small shift, and the cups held my chest in a soft, constant embrace that made me acutely aware of how exposed and delicate I looked. The cool air of the room brushed over my smooth legs and arms, raising faint goosebumps as I fidgeted, my painted toes curling against the floor. Every second stretched out, the vulnerability of kneeling here in nothing but lingerie sinking deeper.

Footsteps and giggles approached from the hallway. The three girls walked past, peering in at me. Christina chuckled. “Look at that. What a little pussy!”

Kaylee’s voice dripped with condescending sweetness. “Aww, what a good little girl you are, Fiona.”

They giggled again and continued down the hall, leaving me burning with shame, my head bowed lower as the words echoed in my ears.

Time dragged on until I finally heard the front door open downstairs. My stomach tightened into a hard knot, pulse quickening as Miss Connery’s heels clicked across the floor below and then up the stairs. Each step grew louder, building the anxiety until the bedroom door swung open. She stood there in her work clothes, tall and composed, a strict expression on her face mixed with clear amusement as her eyes swept over me kneeling in the lingerie. A superior little smile played on her lips, like she was savoring the sight of her obedient project.

“Well, well,” she said, closing the door behind her with a soft click, her tone rich with dominant satisfaction. “Look at you, Fiona. Good afternoon, sissy.”

I swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper. “Good afternoon… Miss Connery.”

She raised an eyebrow, clearly entertained, that amused smirk deepening. “Try that again in a more ladylike voice, Fiona. You don’t use that boy tone in this house. Try to speak from your mouth instead of your chest, raise your pitch, and add more inflection at the end of words and sentences. Like this.” She demonstrated, her voice exaggeratively light and feminine. “Good afternoon, Miss Connery.”

My cheeks burned hotter. I tried again, voice cracking awkwardly. “Good…good afternoon, Miss Connery.”

She laughed softly, a superior, delighted sound as she stepped closer, towering over my kneeling form. “Oh that’s adorable, Fiona. Much better, but we have work to do. Higher, softer, from the front of your mouth. Add a little lilt at the end. Repeat after me: Miss Connery, I’m your pretty little sissy.”

I shifted on my knees, the satin sliding against my skin as I tried to push past the humiliation and focus on my task. “Miss Connery… I’m your pretty little sissy,” I managed, forcing the pitch higher and trying to soften it.

She crossed her arms, watching with clear amusement. “Again. Sweeter this time, Fiona. Like a sweet little girl who knows her place.”

“Miss Connery, I’m your pretty little sissy,” I repeated, voice lighter, cheeks flaming.

“Better,” she said, circling me slowly with that dominant, satisfied air. “One more time with more enthusiasm, like you mean it. Tilt your head a little and smile.”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I echoed, lips trembling into a small, forced smile as I tilted my head, “I’m your pretty little sissy.”

She nodded, clearly pleased. “Very good, princess. From now on you will always speak to me in that voice. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I answered softly in the new tone, the words feeling foreign and humiliating on my tongue.

Her smirk never wavered. “Excellent. Now get up off your knees and sit at the vanity. It’s time for your first makeup lesson.”

I rose unsteadily, the lingerie shifting with me as I moved to the vanity chair. The mirror reflected back my nearly naked body in the delicate blue set: dainty shoulders, narrow waist, smooth hairless legs, and the way the panties hugged my hips made my form look petite and unmistakably feminine. Miss Connery stood behind me, fully dressed and in complete control, her presence making the contrast sting sharply.

She picked up various products and began walking me through each step with patient, superior instruction. “Start with foundation, Fiona. Dab it on like this, then blend gently with your fingers or this sponge. Smooth, even coverage. Girls want flawless skin.”

My hands trembled as I followed her instructions, the cool cream spreading across my face while I watched myself in the mirror. The sight of me carefully applying makeup in lingerie made my chest ache with deep, pathetic resignation.

“Too heavy on the cheeks,” she corrected, leaning in with an amused smile. “Blend more, darling. Like this. Again.”

I wiped it off and tried once more, the sponge moving in small circles under her watchful eye.

She leaned in to inspect my work. “Better. Now blush. Just a light touch on the apples of your cheeks. Smile for me so you know where to place it…there, good girl.”

I forced a small smile, applying the color as she directed, feeling the warmth spread across my face both from the product and the burning shame of obeying so passively and being called good girl so normally.

She continued her lesson. “Eyeshadow next. Soft neutral first on the lid, then a little shimmer blended upward. No, not like that…gentler strokes, Fiona. Use your ring finger for blending. Yes, like that.”

She corrected me repeatedly, her voice amused and dominant but patient as she guided every movement. “More precision on the outer corner. Perfect, now mascara. Coat the lashes slowly, wiggle the wand. Don’t clump them, sissy.”

Each adjustment reminded me how unnatural this felt, how vulnerable I was sitting there in satin underwear learning to do my makeup while she remained fully clothed and authoritative.

She seemed pleased with how it had come along so far. “Lip liner and gloss now. Follow your natural lip line carefully. There, press your lips together. Lovely.”

I did as told, the glossy taste sweet on my mouth as I stared at the increasingly feminized reflection staring back. By the third full redo she finally stepped back, inspecting me with a satisfied nod. “Much better, Fiona. It’s decent for your first real try. Look at yourself.”

In the mirror I saw how pretty I looked already, soft features enhanced by the foundation and blush, eyes looking bigger and more defined with the shadow and mascara, lips glossy and pouty. My body, clad in the dainty lingerie looked petite and feminine, narrow waist flaring slightly at the hips, smooth skin glowing, the bra and panties completing the image of a delicate girl. The realization that I had done this to myself sent a wave of deep shame and discomfort through me, my shoulders hunching slightly as I sat there exposed and compliant.

“You’ll be getting much better at this very soon,” Miss Connery added with a superior smile. “We’ll practice every day until it becomes second nature.”

She then reached over to the bed and picked up a small pile of clothes, handing them to me with that same superior, amused expression. “Put these on, Fiona.”

I took the items with trembling hands. The first piece was a pink pleated miniskirt. I stepped into it, the soft fabric whispering against my smooth thighs as I pulled it up. It barely covered the bottom curve of my ass, the hem sitting high and leaving my legs completely exposed. The satin panties underneath peeked out slightly with even the smallest movement.

Miss Connery smirked. “You can thank Kaylee for giving these to you, Fiona. They’re from when she was like fourteen, so she’s outgrown them. But they’re perfect for a little girl like you.”

I looked away shamefully, saying nothing as I pulled on the tight white girls’ t-shirt with a shiny pink sequin heart on the front. The material clung to my torso and the bra underneath, outlining the cups clearly and making my chest feel even more prominent.

Miss Connery then turned me away from her so she could work on my hair. Her fingers combed through the short strands, gathering them into two pigtails secured with bright pink hair ties. Each tug on my scalp sent little jolts through me, and I kept catching glimpses of myself in the vanity mirror. The pigtails bounced lightly with every adjustment, framing my pretty, made-up face and making me look even more like a petite teen girl with soft features, glossy lips, big eyes, narrow shoulders, and a tiny skirt riding high on her smooth, hairless legs. The reflection screamed innocent and playful, a boy reduced to this dainty, feminized doll.

She then grabbed a pair of white heels, much higher than the ones from Friday. Wordlessly she helped slip my feet into them, giggling softly as her thumb brushed over my sky-blue painted toenails. The height immediately made me feel unbalanced, my ankles wobbling as the arches strained and the shoes forced my posture to shift, pushing my chest and butt out slightly.

She walked across the room and turned, standing with perfect poise. “Walk over to me, Fiona.”

I took shaky steps, the heels clicking loudly on the floor, my body swaying unsteadily as the short skirt swished around my thighs and the pigtails bounced with each movement.

“Smaller steps, Fiona. Dainty,” she instructed, her voice laced with amusement.

I reached her and she demonstrated, strutting elegantly across the room. “Watch me. Tiny steps, one foot in front of the other. Hips swaying, upper body and hands soft and fluid. Keep your back arched, and your chest and butt out.”

I tried to mimic her, feeling utterly ridiculous as the heels forced tiny, mincing steps and the skirt swished playfully with the sway of my hips. She had me practice for what was probably close to twenty minutes, offering constant corrections with a chuckling, dominant tone. “Smile, Fiona. Smaller steps. Stick your butt out more. Sway your hips  a little more dramatically…yes, like that. Good girl.”

With each lap my girly strut improved, the movement becoming more natural even as I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me. The constant glimpses I caught of myself in the mirror showed a petite, early teen girl in pigtails and a tiny pink skirt practicing her walk, and every time I saw it I felt more pathetic.

By the end she nodded approvingly. “Good progress, Fiona. Now I want you to walk across the room, pivot at the door, and walk back as ladylike as you can, smiling like you’re on the runway. When you reach me I want you to put your hand on your hip, shift your weight into it like you’re posing, then do a cute little giggle and say ‘Hi, I’m Fiona, do you like my new outfit?’”

My cheeks burned and every ounce of dignity I had left screamed at me not to, but I reluctantly did it, voice high and sweet. The heels clicked with each dainty step, the short skirt swishing around my thighs, pigtails bouncing against my shoulders as I swayed my hips and forced a bright smile. Reaching her, I placed a hand on my hip, shifted my weight, let out a soft, girlish giggle, and said, “Hi, I’m Fiona, do you like my new outfit?”

She made me repeat it over and over, chuckling the whole time as she offered corrections. “Bigger smile. More hip sway. Good, now give me the cutest giggle you can manage. Again, princess.”

Each repetition made the routine feel horribly natural, the constant movement of the tiny outfit and the sound of my own high voice deepening the ridiculous, pathetic feeling that settled heavily in my stomach. Eventually I got it down.

She grinned, clearly amused. “Great. Now follow me.”

I timidly followed her out of the room and down the hall to just outside Kaylee’s door, heels clicking with every dainty step. She stopped and looked at me expectantly. “Walk in there and do exactly what you just practiced.”

Feeling deeply embarrassed about doing that again in front of three hot girls my age, I asked in a small voice that slipped back into my old tone, “Do I have to?”

Her eyebrow shot up angrily. I immediately switched back to the girl voice, cheeks burning. “Sorry, Miss Connery.”

“Now,” she said firmly. “And remember to smile and sway those hips.”

As I walked into Kaylee’s room the girls’ faces lit up with delight. I felt like there was a spotlight on me, every inch of me in the girly outfit burning under their gaze. The heels forced tiny, swaying steps that made the pleated skirt flare and brush my thighs, the pigtails bouncing with every movement as I performed the full walk, hip pose, giggle, and line. “Hi, I’m Fiona. Do you like my new outfit?”

The girls cracked up, squealing and laughing hysterically. As their laughter filled the room I glanced over at Miss Connery, who stood grinning with amused approval, like I was a puppy who had just performed the cutest trick.

The next day after school I was brought back to their house once again. This time Kaylee left shortly after we arrived, heading out with her friends and leaving me alone with Miss Connery. She ordered me to strip down to my lingerie, a lacy red bra and panty set that felt even more delicate and sexy than the last. The intricate lace clung lightly to my smooth skin, the bra cups hugging my chest with every breath and the panties riding high on my hips as I sat at her vanity in just the set and the white heels. For hours she had me practice makeup, correcting every brushstroke and blend with her amused, superior tone until my hands stopped shaking quite so badly and the look in the mirror became passable. The constant sight of my own feminized reflection, glossy lips and defined eyes, only deepened the sinking, trapped feeling in my stomach. She didn’t allow me to put any other clothes on afterward, keeping me in nothing but the revealing lingerie and heels.

She then taught me how to do women’s laundry, walking me through sorting, washing, and handling her delicate items before leaving me to tackle Kaylee’s. The washer hummed as I moved on to other chores: dishes in the kitchen sink, the warm soapy water splashing against my bare thighs, then tidying counters and floors. The most degrading part came when she had me kneel in front of her while she casually watched television. My knees pressed into the carpet as I carefully painted her toenails, the brush trembling in my fingers, the sharp smell of polish filling my nose while I stayed silent and compliant in my red lace set, painting her nails like an obedient servant girl.

When her toes were finally dry she dismissed me to fold Kaylee’s laundry. I carried the basket to the living room and began folding her bras, panties, stockings, and nighties. The surrealness of standing in my teacher’s living room, folding her gorgeous daughter’s delicate panties while I stood there dressed in my own made my mind race with feelings of shame. Every guy in school wanted to fuck Kaylee, and as far as I knew, some had been successful. I, by contrast, was standing in her living room made-up and wearing my own heels and lingerie, doing her laundry like I was her maid. I couldn’t have felt any less like a man, and I ruminated on how I could have ended up in this situation.

Once everything was neatly folded I lifted the heavy basket and began walking toward the stairs. The combination of the big basket I was holding and the high heels I wore forced even tinier, more unsteady steps as I did my best not to fall. Every click of the heels and bounce of the basket was an exercise in balance and caution.

Just as I reached the bottom of the stairs Kaylee walked in with Christina and Amy. Their faces lit up with shock and delight before they burst into obnoxious laughter.

“Oh my God, your mom actually made him into a maid!” Christina exclaimed.

“I love that for her,” Amy added, giggling. “So cute! So domestic.”

Kaylee smirked. “Good job, Fiona. Keep up the hard work and one day you’ll make a great housewife.”

The next two weeks continued in the same humiliating pattern. Every day after school and on weekends I was brought over, stripped down to whatever bra and panty set I was wearing that day, and made to practice makeup, hair styling, nail painting, girl talk, and feminine movement for hours. The list of my new “sissy maid duties” grew longer and more emasculating: laundry, cleaning bathrooms on my knees, vacuuming in extra-high heels, hand-washing delicates, and serving the women drinks or snacks. The constant sensory reminders never let up: the click of heels on hardwood, the swish of tiny skirts or the tug of lingerie against smooth skin, the weight of pigtails or the waxy feel of lipstick. At school each day brought fresh anxiety as I tugged at my baggy clothes and avoided eye contact, terrified someone would notice something off. My friends also became increasingly suspicious of me, regularly pointing out that my hair looked feminine, I smelled fruity, or I was carrying myself in a more effeminate way.

By the end of the two weeks, I had become decent at transforming myself into and carrying myself like a young lady, even if I remained a shy and petrified one. I had also amassed a decent collection of hand-me-downs from the girls, especially Kaylee, so I never ran out of new outfits to wear when I came over.

One day after school I arrived at the house with Kaylee. Miss Connery wasn’t home yet, but I already knew my responsibilities by heart. Without being told I slipped into her bedroom, stripped down to the lacy lingerie I had on underneath my boy clothes, and put on the red floral dress she had laid out for me on the bed. The dress had short puff sleeves that sat delicately on my shoulders, a fitted bodice with a sweetheart neckline, and a flowing skirt that flared out at my hips, the bright red fabric covered in a dainty white floral pattern. It clung softly to my torso while the skirt swished lightly against my smooth thighs. I stepped into the red heels waiting beside it, the height immediately cueing my posture to shift back into Fiona mode as I flounced over to the vanity. Sitting there in the dress and heels, I began my makeup routine, starting with foundation before carefully sweeping a fluffy brush across my cheeks to blend blush in soft, circular motions, building a flushed and youthful glow.

Miss Connery walked in partway through, standing behind me. I caught her reflection in the mirror, smug and satisfied, as she watched me continue applying the blush, then move on carefully coating my lips with bold red lipstick. Just as I was finishing with my hair, styling it as best I could, she stepped closer, her voice bright with excitement. “I bought some new makeup and heels for you, Fiona!”

I forced a girly tone and a small smile, feigning excitement the way I knew she expected. “Really? Thank you, Miss Connery!”

That feigned excitement died quickly as she explained. “I bought them so you can start practicing your makeup, walk, and movement at home too. No more wasting time when you’re not here.”

I hesitated, a flicker of resistance rising. “But… at home? What if…”

Her expression turned stern instantly, eyes narrowing. “You will do as you’re told, sissy. No arguments.”

I shrank back immediately. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She continued, clearly pleased with my quick submission. “I’ll be expecting nightly videos if you’re dismissed from my house before nine. And you’re going to download this voice app right now.” I watched as she took my phone and installed it. “I’ll send you phrases to practice. You record yourself saying them and send them back. The app will rate your performance. I expect daily improvement.”

The new rules hit me like a punch to the gut, anxiety twisting tight in my stomach as I thought about sneaking around my own house in heels and makeup. Over the next week that anxiety proved justified. Every night I found myself tiptoeing into the quietest corners of the house where my parents wouldn’t hear, changing into one of my new pairs of heels, turning on a makeup tutorial and doing my best to replicate it, and then setting up my phone to record me as I sashayed around the room and repeated the humiliating lines Miss Connery had sent for me. The click of heels on the floor, the heavy and hard to remove makeup on my face, and the humiliating sound of my own lilting voice made my heart race with fear of getting caught. Yet I had no choice but to continue. I realized with a pitiful pang that outside of school I was now spending more time as Fiona than Frank. Meanwhile, most of my classmates were spending their senior year with girlfriends, friends, and parties.

I could see it working. In that single week I made more progress than in the entire two weeks before. The movements started to feel less forced, some of them almost automatic. One afternoon in math class I accidentally responded to Miss Connery in my girl voice. The entire class giggled, but thankfully they seemed to brush it off as a voice crack. The close call left me trembling with anxiety for the rest of the day, wondering whether I had just exposed myself, but I kept my head down and stayed silent for the remainder of class. Thankfully, no one ever brought it up again.

That Saturday early afternoon I sat on the couch at Miss Connery’s house, already dressed in the little pink skater dress they had chosen for me. The soft fabric hugged my torso while the pleated skirt flared out around my thighs, swishing with even the smallest shift of my legs. I had just finished all my chores: laundry folded, floors vacuumed, everything put away, and now I was carefully painting my fingernails a bright pink, the brush gliding smoothly over each nail while the sharp chemical scent of the polish filled the air. Kaylee and Amy sat on either side of me, watching closely and offering pointers.

“Make sure you do thin, even coats, Fiona,” Kaylee said sweetly. “And let them dry properly between layers or they’ll smudge.”

Amy leaned in, her voice light and instructive. “I love that your nails are matching you dress and your shoes, girl! You want to think about the whole look, you know? Makeup, nails, jewelry, outfits, shoes, purses, they all have to fit together. Like if you’re wearing pink, maybe soft rosy blush and a glossy lip that matches. It pulls the whole feminine vibe together.”

I kept my head down, cheeks burning as I applied another careful stroke, the cool wet polish clinging to my nails. The dress rode up slightly on my thighs, the pleated skirt brushing against my smooth legs and the pink lace panties underneath, a constant reminder of how vulnerable and dainty I felt. Every word they said about coordinating my “feminine look” made the humiliation sink deeper, like I was a younger girl they were mentoring on navigating fashion as a young woman.

The front door opened and Miss Connery walked in, her heels clicking confidently across the floor.

She took one look at me on the couch in the pink dress, nails half done, and smiled with clear satisfaction. “Oh, you’re all done with your chores, perfect timing. Today’s a big day…you’ll be doing your first daytime public outing today, Fiona. We’re going to a few stores where you’ll have to try your best to pass as a girl and actually interact with people.”

Adrenaline flooded through me instantly. My brush slipped, leaving a small smudge on my skin as my hands started trembling. The thought of going out in broad daylight like this, in a pink dress, heels, makeup, everything, made my stomach twist violently.

Kaylee and Amy’s faces lit up with pure excitement. “Oh my God, I’m so excited!” Kaylee squealed. “This is going to be so fun!”

Amy clapped her hands giddily. “She looks adorable! This is the perfect day to do this!”

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged, voice shaking. “I can’t… not outside like this. Please don’t make me.”

Miss Connery’s expression stayed firm, her tone leaving no room for argument. “You will do this, Fiona. No more hiding in the house. It’s time to test how well you’ve been learning. Now finish your nails, we’re leaving soon.”

I sat there silently, the pink polish drying on my fingers while the dread settled heavily in my stomach, knowing there was no escaping what was coming.

After my nails dried, Miss Connery handed me a small pink shoulder bag that matched the dress perfectly. I slipped the strap over my shoulder, feeling the light weight bounce against my hip as we climbed into the car. The short drive to the grocery store felt endless. When we parked, I stared out at the busy lot, my stomach knotting.

“Um, why are we here, Miss Connery?” I asked in my trembling girl voice, already dreading the answer.

“Because I need to go grocery shopping, sissy,” she replied calmly. “And because this is a great chance for you to demonstrate what a feminine little lady you’re becoming in front of a bunch of different people.”

Amy giggled. “I don’t think you want to disappoint her, Fiona.”

Kaylee turned around from the front, smiling brightly. “She won’t.”

My heart hammered as we stepped out of the car. The pink skater dress swayed around my thighs with every step, the pleated skirt brushing my smooth legs while the pink heels clicked loudly on the pavement. The shoulder bag bounced gently against my side, a constant reminder of how I looked. I tried to walk as femininely as possible: smaller steps, hips swaying slightly, back straight but shoulders relaxed, yet every movement felt forced and ridiculous because of how much I was overthinking it.

As we walked into the store I glanced around in horror, convinced every person would stare and clock me immediately as a boy in a dress. My pulse raced and my hands felt clammy on the strap of the little pink bag. Thankfully no one really looked my way, which brought a small wave of relief, but that relief quickly twisted into deeper shame and disturbance as it dawned on me that I had become so convincingly feminine and maybe even pretty that no one even second-guessed I was anything but a teen girl in a cute dress.

We moved through the aisles, the cool air of the store brushing over my bare legs and making the dress flutter lightly. Kaylee and Amy suddenly spotted a guy about our age browsing snacks. They giggled and nudged Miss Connery.

“It should be him,” Amy whispered excitedly.

Miss Connery smirked and nodded. “I agree, Amy. Go talk to him, Fiona.”

I started to panic, voice trembling. “I can’t… please, I…”

She looked at me very calmly, but her tone was ominously firm. “If you’d prefer, I could tell everyone in the store you’re a sissy boy. Or maybe I could set up on a dating app, would you like that?”

Defeated and petrified, I swallowed hard. “What do I say?”

Amy smiled like she was offering advice to a little sister, “Just be your sweet little self, Fiona. Maybe pay him a compliment.”

Kaylee added excitedly, “Yes, definitely compliment him. Be a little flirty, you know. Nothing crazy. Just try to act natural and be cute.”

“I don’t know how,” I whispered frantically.

Miss Connery gave me an intense stare. “Fiona. Take a deep breath.”

I did, the air catching in my chest as the dress tightened slightly around me.

Her voice stayed firm. “Now go.”

I turned and sashayed over as confidently as I could fake in the pink heels, feeling terrified and super embarrassed, trying desperately not to panic. I focused on carrying myself as femininely as possible: dainty steps, gentle sway of my hips, soft posture, sweet smile, while the pleated skirt swished around my thighs and the bag bounced at my side. The guy was looking at different snacks and didn’t seem to notice me until I was right there. I stopped awkwardly, heart pounding.

“Hi,” I said, trying my best to sound natural and cute, though my voice came out higher and shakier than I wanted.

He looked up, clearly interested and checking me out. “Hey, how you doing?”

I swallowed, forcing a small smile even as I felt completely uncomfortable. “Um, I just wanted to tell you that you looked really good. I um… I um, I like your beard.”

The guy smiled at first, but toward the end of my compliment my voice cracked slightly, slipping into something less feminine. His expression shifted to something awkward and suspicious. My heart began to pound even faster as it became obvious that he was realizing I wasn’t everything I appeared to be. I panicked.

“Well have a nice day,” I mumbled quickly, turning on my heels and click-clacking back to the girls as fast as my heels would allow. Miss Connery, Kaylee, and Amy were all clearly watching, trying hard to stifle their laughter. Kaylee was even recording on her phone.

I was mortified, cheeks burning as I rejoined them. Kaylee and Amy complimented me between giggles. “That was amazing, Fiona!” Kaylee said, barely containing her laughter. “So brave,” Amy added, clearly amused even though she was trying to be encouraging.

Miss Connery smirked at me victoriously, eyes sparkling with satisfaction.

As we continued walking through the aisles finishing the shopping, I kept my head lowered, hoping desperately that I wouldn’t have to interact with anyone else. The dress, the heels, the sway I forced into my steps, everything felt like a spotlight on my shame. I hated the way he had looked at me, hungry, the way someone looks at a juicy steak. I also realized, with a sinking feeling, that whether I liked it or not I was going to have to get much better at acting and appearing as a girl if I wanted to avoid further embarrassment like this.

After Miss Connery paid for the groceries, we all headed back to the car. I slid into the back seat, the pink skater dress riding up my thighs as I settled in, the pleated skirt bunching softly beneath me. The pink heels felt tight on my feet and the strap of the little pink shoulder bag pressed against my shoulder. I stared out the window in silence, shame burning through me as the encounter replayed in my head. Visually I had passed so easily as a girl, it seemed like he wanted me, to talk to me, flirt with me, maybe even more. To him I was a pretty, feminine girl in a cute little pink dress that he wanted to pursue. But my voice had cracked, my mannerisms had faltered, and that guy had clearly realized I was not a girl. The idea of what he must think of me now made my stomach twist. I really was going to have to work harder on my voice and movements, even if I hated every second of it. Knowing that I was putting this much effort and care into sounding and acting like a girl only made the humiliation worse, but I knew I had no other options.

Miss Connery glanced at me in the rearview mirror, almost like she could read my mind. “You’re going to have to continue improving, Fiona, or we’ll have to find more public ways to motivate you.”

Eventually the car pulled up outside a girly boutique store. My anxiety spiked again, heart pounding as I realized I was going to have to go out again into another public space.

They all got out, and Miss Connery looked back at me expectantly. “Let’s go, Fiona.”

I hesitated for a long moment, then grabbed my purse with a trembling hand and slinked out of the backseat. I followed them toward the entrance, feeling utterly miserable and already dreading whatever they had planned inside.

When we got inside the boutique I looked around nervously, taking in the racks upon racks of girly clothes: frills, pastels, short hemlines, and shiny fabrics everywhere. There were many pretty girls and women shopping, some close to my age, but thankfully no one I recognized from school. My heart still pounded with fear, I knew they were going to make me interact as Fiona again.

Miss Connery gathered us around. “Alright ladies, here’s the deal. We’re each gonna pick out one outfit for our little Fiona and then she’s gonna model them for us. If they fit and she looks pretty in them, I’ll buy them.”

Both Kaylee and Amy squealed excitedly. Kaylee turned to me with a bright smile. “That’s so sweet! What do you say, Fiona?”

I swallowed hard, forcing the words out even though I felt more like crying. “Thank you.”

We split up. Kaylee and Amy wandered off together, giggling as they browsed, while Miss Connery led me over to a section filled with particularly girly dresses. The styles were sweet and little-girlish, lots of ruffles and soft colors, which would be bitterly humiliating but at least not outright slutty. I stood there uncomfortably, shifting in my heels as Miss Connery sifted through the racks, holding various dresses up against me. I kept glancing around nervously, terrified someone might notice our strange dynamic.

Miss Connery’s expression darkened. “Fiona, if you want to keep acting like a miserable bitch I can make this experience miserable for you. Would you like that, young lady?”

I shook my head quickly, voice small. “No, Miss Connery.”

She smiled. “Good. Then put a smile on that pretty face and start getting excited about your potential new outfits. Pick some out.”

For the next ten minutes I forced myself to act super enthusiastic, gushing over frilly, ruffled dresses with her. My voice stayed high and girly as I held them up. “Oh, this one is so pretty,” I gushed, trying to sound genuine despite how embarrassed I was at how I was being forced to act.

Eventually I picked up a pink dress with delicate ruffles along the neckline and a smocked bodice that flared into a short, tiered skirt. I held it against myself. “This one is really cute… it looks so pretty.”

Miss Connery giggled, clearly amused. “Well since you like it so much, princess, you can try it on, and I’ll buy it for you.”

My expression faltered for a second as I took in just how girly it was. “Ohhh… thanks.”

She smiled victoriously, like she was rubbing it in. “You’re very welcome, Fiona. Now let’s go meet up with the other girls and see what they picked out.”

I followed behind her self-consciously as I carried the super feminine dress in my arms, grateful that no other women in the store seemed to be paying much attention.

When we reached Kaylee and Amy, their faces lit up, especially Amy’s. “Hey girl! Oh, that looks cute!” She handed me a tight red ruched dress with thin spaghetti straps and a deep plunge neckline, laying it over the pink one. “I can’t wait to see you in these.”

I cringed every time she treated me like I was really a girl. It was almost as if she really thought I wanted this.

Kaylee looked like she was barely holding back laughter as she added a sage green two-piece set on top, a ruched off-the-shoulder crop top with long sleeves and cutouts, paired with a matching tight mini skirt. “And this… this is gonna look so sexy on you, Fiona.”

The incredibly skimpy, revealing outfit made my stomach drop even further. It was the kind of thing her own mother probably wouldn’t let her own, though I was sure it wouldn’t be a problem for me.

Miss Connery smiled. “Alright, girly girl. Here’s what you’re gonna do. I want you to change into the outfits one by one, then come out and model them. Make sure you do your sexiest, most confident runway strut, then give us a little twirl and tell us all how much you love the outfit and why.” Kaylee and Amy giggled. Kaylee added, “Ohh, and make sure to include why each one makes you feel feminine and pretty.”

I stood there mortified, nerves creeping back in at the thought of strutting and gushing about how pretty the clothes made me feel in the middle of the store. As I hesitated, Miss Connery leaned down close to my face, her voice low and vicious. “And if you’re thinking of refusing or you do a shitty job, we could arrange to have you model them for your mommy and daddy. Would you like that?”

Terrified, I caved instantly. “No, Miss Connery.”

She looked satisfied with my terrified submission. “I didn’t think so. Now go, sissy. And don’t disappoint me. You better do a good job.”

I nodded weakly, hands trembling as I was led toward the dressing rooms, hoping desperately that no one else in the store would pay attention to this humiliating little display.

I stepped into the dressing room on shaky legs, the pink skater dress slipping off my body and pooling at my feet. The cool air hit my nearly naked skin as I pulled on the tight red ruched dress. The thin spaghetti straps settled on my shoulders, the deep plunge neckline exposing a humiliating amount of my flat chest while the ruched fabric clung tightly to every curve of my torso and hips, the short hem barely covering the top of my thighs. In the mirror I saw a pretty girl in a slutty red dress that matched her bold lipstick: smooth legs, narrow waist, the material stretching and highlighting every feminine line they had forced on me. I felt a sense of deep emasculation as I stared at the reflection, fidgeting with the hem unconsciously before I caught sight of my pink nails and stopped. I took a deep breath, forced my pouty bright red lips into a sweet smile, and minced out of the dressing room, the tight dress stretching and shifting with every step, the fabric rubbing against my skin in ways that made me feel even more vulnerable.

Miss Connery stood right outside, clearly amused as she held her phone up to record me. Kaylee and Amy cheered and catcalled loudly.

“Work it, girl!” Kaylee whooped. “Look at those hips!” Amy added with a laugh.

I sashayed over with small, swaying steps, forcing my hips to roll dramatically. I did a girly little twirl, the short hem flaring slightly as my smooth thighs brushed together. The shame burned hotter as I forced the words out in my highest, softest girl voice.

“I just love this dress so much. It makes me feel so pretty and feminine… the way it hugs my body and shows off my figure makes me feel so sexy. And I love the color, it matches my lipstick which makes me feel really cute and coordinated.”

The girls lost it. “Oh my God, she’s so into it!” Kaylee squealed.

“Such a diva!” Amy added dramatically.

Miss Connery just kept recording with that satisfied smirk of hers.

Just as I finished, a group of three very pretty college-aged girls stepped closer, looking confused after clearly having witnessed the whole performance. They were giggling awkwardly. “What’s going on here?” one of them asked, eyes wide with amusement.

Miss Connery smiled proudly and answered matter-of-factly. “This is our sissy, Fiona. My daughter and I are turning her into a girl.”

The women erupted into loud laughter. “No way! This is hilarious!” one squealed. “She’s actually pulling it off! She looks like a girl.”

Miss Connery gestured to me. “Introduce yourself, Fiona.”

I stood there trembling, voice barely above a whisper but still feminine. “Hi… I’m Fiona.”

They cooed over me, clearly enjoying the situation. “You’re so lucky they’re doing this for you,” one said. “I know so many weak boys who have no shot at ever becoming real men. If only they could all realize that and become sissies like you…you look so pretty as a girl! Trust me, Fiona, these girls are doing you a favor.”

Another leaned in as I blushed shamefully at the other’s comment. “So how does it feel being a sissy? Do you like it? It seems so natural for you.”

I answered shamefully, cheeks blazing as the words left my mouth. “It… it feels really different.”

The questions kept coming, each one making the humiliation intensify as I stood there in the tight red dress, Kaylee and Amy giggling behind me and Miss Connery watching with clear enjoyment. Every answer felt like another piece of my pride being stripped away.

Finally one of the girls asked. “Can we watch the rest of her little fashion show?”

Miss Connery nodded. “Of course you can. Go change into your next outfit, sissy.”

I retreated to the dressing room on trembling legs, trying not to obsess over the emasculating comments the girls had made about me, and the fact that I now had to model more dresses for them. I slipped out of the red dress and pulled on the pink one. The smocked bodice hugged my chest tightly while the ruffled straps sat on my shoulders and the tiered skirt fluttered around my thighs. In the mirror I saw a sweet, frilly little girl, soft and delicate. The shame deepened as I forced another smile and pranced back out.

The college girls, along with Kaylee and Amy, cheered and encouraged me as I made my runway walk. I did another humiliating little twirl, the tiered skirt bouncing.

“I love this dress too… it makes me feel so girly and cute with all the pink ruffles and the way it moves when I walk. It makes me look and feel like a princess.”

The group erupted. “You are a princess!” one of the girls screamed.

“Such a girly girl!” Kaylee added, laughing.

Miss Connery continued recording.

Amy grinned. “Now try on mine, Fiona!”

Back in the dressing room my hands shook badly as I changed into the sage green two-piece set. The off-the-shoulder crop top with its cutouts and ties left a huge strip of my midriff bare, while the matching ruched mini skirt sat high on my hips. The long sleeves felt soft, but the overall look was blatantly slutty, so much so that I could barely face myself in the mirror. The humiliation was overwhelming now, my composure cracking as I minced out again and did another little twirl.

The women cheered louder.

“I really love this outfit… it makes me feel so sexy, especially the way it shows off my waist and makes my legs look long.”

The laughter and commentary grew even more intense. “Look at her showing off that body!” one girl teased.

“Such a little slut!” another laughed.

Miss Connery finally spoke, proud and amused. “Good job, Fiona. You did well. And as a reward for being such a good girl, I’m gonna get you all these outfits you love so much!”

The women erupted in excited cheers. I stood there timidly, voice cracking as I tried not to get emotional. “Thank you…”

That was all I could say without breaking down crying. I had been pushed further than I ever expected.

After changing back into my pink skater dress, the college girls insisted on a photoshoot right there in the boutique so they could remember me. I stood there posing awkwardly while they directed me: hand on hip, little twirls, sweet smiles, my face burning hotter and my tears welling up with every flash of the camera. The dress swished around my thighs, the heels pinched my feet, and the shoulder bag felt heavier than ever as I forced myself to look cute for them. By the time Miss Connery paid for the three new outfits, my pride was in ruins. I felt like a complete pussy, reduced to modeling clothes and gushing about how pretty they made me feel in front of beautiful strangers, strangers who said I was a weak boy with no chance of ever being a man and that I was a natural sissy. I hated myself for having gone along with it.

Back at Miss Connery’s house I sat in the living room, my legs crossed demurely as I awaited my dismissal.

Miss Connery looked at me with clear satisfaction. “You did a great job today, Fiona. Now you’re ready for a real test.”

My blood ran cold. I couldn’t handle anything else, not after that. “What…what does that mean, Miss Connery?”

She smiled wider. “Well as you know, Fiona, Halloween is coming up next week, and most of the students dress up. And you, little miss, will be dressing up as a prom queen. Isn’t that exciting?”

Kaylee and Amy erupted with excitement. “Oh my God, yes!” Kaylee squealed. “She’s gonna look so cute in a big poofy dress!”

I felt my stomach drop completely. The idea of going to school dressed as a prom queen, of everyone seeing me like that, made me genuinely nauseous. My hands started shaking in my lap. I thought I might faint.

“Please, Miss Connery,” I begged, voice cracking, too desperate and exhausted to make any effort to remain composed. “Don’t make me do this. Today was already too much. I can’t… I can’t go to school like that.”

She remained firm, unrelenting. “You can and you will, Fiona. It’s the perfect opportunity to show everyone what a pretty girl you’re becoming without them knowing the full picture. They’ll just think it’s a costume.”

“Right…because plenty of straight boys dress as prom girls,” teased Kaylee.

“Well, Fiona’s no straight boy, Kaylee,” added Amy with a playful smirk, “she’s a lady.”

They both burst out laughing while I sat there with my world collapsing around me. My emotions had been building a day, and now they were hitting a breaking point.

I shot up out of the chair, almost falling forward in my heels. My voice rose, trembling. “No, I’m not doing that! Today was humiliating enough! You can’t make me go to school in a dress. I’m not doing it, this is way too far. You fucking…”

A sharp slap across my face cut me off, the sting blooming painfully on my cheek. Before I could react, Miss Connery dragged me over to the couch. She sat down and yanked me across her lap, flipping up the short pink skater dress and exposing my panty-covered ass as I kicked and squirmed helplessly.

“Get off me!” I cried, voice breaking.

She held me firmly in place. “The harder you fight, the harder you’ll make this, sissy.”

I kicked and flailed wildly across Miss Connery’s lap, trying desperately to twist free, my legs scissoring in the air and my arms pushing against the couch cushions. The pink skater dress was already bunched up around my waist, leaving me completely exposed. But her grip on my waist was iron-tight, her thighs strong and unyielding beneath me. No matter how hard I struggled, I couldn’t get away.

She tutted softly, almost like she was disappointed in a child. “Bad, bad, girl…one day you’ll understand why I had to do this.”

Her hand came down hard on my pantied ass with a loud smack. The sharp sting exploded across my skin, making me wince and gasp. Another smack landed, then another, each one harder than the last. The thin panties offered almost no protection, the heat building quickly as my ass started to throb. I bit my lip, trying to hold back any sound, but the pain kept growing with every firm slap.

“Please, Miss Connery!” I begged frantically, voice cracking. “I’m sorry! I’ll be good, please stop!”

She continued spanking me steadily, her palm connecting with my sore cheeks again and again. “Not yet, Fiona,” she said calmly, almost sympathetically, as if she really believed this was for my own good.

The pain intensified until I couldn’t hold back anymore. Hot tears spilled down my cheeks as I started crying openly, kicking my legs pathetically in the air. I looked up through blurry eyes at Kaylee and Amy standing nearby. They watched with cool but sympathetic expressions, the way adults look at a child being punished. The humiliation of being spanked in my little pink dress like this in front of them made the tears flow harder.

Miss Connery’s hand kept falling. “Still feeling like a man, Fiona?”

I sobbed, voice high-pitched and broken. “No, Miss Connery.”

She spanked me again, harder. “Are you a man, Fiona?”

I sniffled, unable to answer at first. Another sharp smack landed, forcing a girlish squeal out of me. “No! No! I’m not a man! I’m definitely not a man!”

She chuckled softly and rubbed my sore ass lightly with her palm, the touch making me flinch hard against the burning sting. “Then what are you?”

Tears streamed rapidly down my face. My pride crumbled completely as the words left my mouth in a defeated, shaky whisper. “I’m a sissy.”

Kaylee’s voice came from above, almost like she was holding back a laugh. “So…sissy…what are you gonna be for Halloween?”

I answered sadly, my voice thick with defeat. “A prom queen.”

Miss Connery wound her hand back. “Doesn’t seem like you have the attitude of a prom queen.”

Desperate to avoid another spanking, I broke even further, the words tumbling out pathetically. “No, no, I’m sorry! Please, I’m really excited to be a prom queen for Halloween! I can’t wait to try on my new dress! Please, I’m so excited!”

Kaylee, Amy, and Miss Connery all giggled at my pathetic display. Miss Connery gave my ass a couple of playful but still stinging taps. “Good girl. Good girl. You can get up now.”

I crawled off her lap on trembling limbs, sniffling and breathing heavily. I slowly stood up, gingerly fixing the pleated skirt of my pink dress as it fell back into place over my sore, burning ass. The fabric felt unbearable against the tender skin, every small movement sending fresh reminders of how I had been completely and utterly dominated.

Miss Connery looked at me with calm authority. “Run upstairs and fix your makeup, then you can head home, little girl.”

I stared at her in horror as the words sunk in. It was still broad daylight. My parents were probably home. Even walking the streets like this, in a pink dress, full makeup, and heels, would be horrible. I couldn’t go home like this. She stared back at me, daring me to challenge her. My mouth opened but no words came out. I had no courage left, no strength to fight her. I turned and ran upstairs, tears still drying on my cheeks as I hurriedly fixed my makeup in the bathroom mirror, the reflection of the conquered, tear-stricken girl staring back at me only making everything worse.

When I came back downstairs Kaylee offered me a warm smile and handed me my pink purse along with the shopping bag full of new outfits. “Here you go, Fiona.”

I squeaked out a soft, girly little “Thank you.”

She ushered me gently toward the door. The walk home was only two blocks, but it felt like miles. The pink skater dress swished around my thighs with every dainty step in the pink heels, the little purse bouncing on my shoulder and the shopping bag rustling in my hand. The cool afternoon air brushed over my bare legs and the makeup I had just reapplied felt heavy on my face. I kept my head down, heart pounding, desperately hoping none of the neighbors were outside or looking through their windows. Every car that passed made me flinch, terrified someone I knew would recognize me. Thankfully the streets were quiet, but the fear never eased.

As I drew closer to my house my anxiety spiked higher. I prayed my parents’ car wouldn’t be in the driveway. But there it was. Both cars. My stomach twisted sickeningly. I kicked off the heels as quickly as I could and stuffed them into the shopping bag, then crept up to the window and peeked inside. My parents were both in the kitchen, laughing and cooking dinner together. This might be my only chance. I sprinted inside, the dress fluttering wildly around my legs and flashing my panties as I raced up the stairs before they could come to the door.

Halfway up I heard my mom’s voice call out. “Frank?”

I answered without thinking, my voice instinctively coming out girly and soft from being in Fiona mode. “Yes, Mom. Be down in a minute.”

I cringed hard at how feminine it sounded, praying she hadn’t noticed as I slammed my bedroom door shut and locked it. My hands shook violently as I stripped off the pink dress, the fabric whispering against my skin one last time before I tossed it aside. I attacked the makeup next, wiping frantically at my face while my mind raced with thoughts of Halloween next week. The pink nails on my fingers caught my eye as I scrubbed. Panic surged as I scrambled through my drawers, desperately searching for the nail polish remover and hoping I still had some left. I prayed my parents wouldn’t notice anything before I could fix it all. I felt like crying again as I once again thought about Halloween, but there weren’t any tears left. This couldn’t be my life.


Part 3
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I sat in the backseat in silence, squirming around uncomfortably. My skin still tingled everywhere, hypersensitive and impossibly smooth after hours at the salon, every tiny shift in posture reminding me just how tender I was after my first waxing. Up front, Miss Connery and Kaylee chatted excitedly, their voices giddy as they went over details for tomorrow, going over about how perfect I was going to look. I kept my gaze fixed on my lap, the hot pink acrylics on my fingers catching the passing streetlights in sparkly little flashes that made my stomach clench tighter the longer I stared.

The whole afternoon replayed in my mind on a loop. Kaylee had dropped me off right after school while I was still in my regular guy clothes, but she had insisted that I applied bright red lipstick and carried my stupid little pink purse inside. “When you get inside, introduce yourself as Fiona, you have an appointment in ten minutes. Oh, also make sure to use your girl voice, or I’ll know, I know the women here well…” she whispered with a sweet smile before letting me out and driving off. I stood outside the salon for a long minute, heart hammering, before forcing myself through the door.

The receptionist had looked up with a big, bubbly smile the moment I approached. “Hi, I’m… Fiona,” I had managed in that soft, high-pitched tone I had practiced so much, my face burning as the words left my red-painted lips. She hadn’t even blinked, just treated me like any other client and led me straight back. As I walked past in my baggy guy clothes with that ridiculous purse swinging from my shoulder, I felt the stares from the women waiting in the main area, some curious, some giggling subtly behind their hands.

In one of the private back rooms, the waxing technician had me strip completely. I hesitated for a moment, then complied with shaking hands, folding my clothes neatly before lying face-down and ass-up on the table, completely exposed and vulnerable. The first rip of the wax strip elicited a sharp gasp out of me, my whole body jerking against the paper covering. She stayed professional at first, but I caught her smirking each time I winced or let out a muffled whine. When she had me flip over, her eyes flicked downward and she gave way to another little smirk. She continued to work methodically over every inch of me until my skin felt raw and then impossibly plush, every trace of hair gone, leaving me smoother than I had ever been.

After that came the eyebrows. The warm wax, the precise strips, the threading that followed, I had lain there clenching my jaw for at least twenty minutes while she shaped them into thin, arched lines. When she finally held up a mirror, the sight caught me completely off guard. My face looked unmistakably different, softer and more delicate, the brows framing my eyes in a way that screamed feminine even without any eye makeup. My stomach sank, already imagining how obvious they would be at school and how long it would take them to grow back, if they even could.

I dressed again as quickly as possible, the lavender bra and panties sliding over my tender skin with an unfamiliar silkiness that made me pause for a second. But the ordeal wasn’t over. They led me out to a salon chair in the main area under the open gazes of more women, draping a cape around me before removing my shoes and socks. My feet went into warm, scented water while my hands rested on the attached table. Then, for what felt like hours, three women worked on me at once: one trimming and layering my hair with quiet snips and brushes that left it feeling softer and fuller around my shoulders, the other two chatting to each other in Spanish as they shaped my nails into long, oval hot-pink acrylics embedded with tiny crystals that glittered under the bright lights, matching my toenails. The stylist working on my hair kept up a constant stream of conversation about her dating life, asking me questions I answered softly while trying not to look around at the other clients who were definitely watching. She asked if I had a boyfriend of my own and when I said no, she teased that I definitely would soon, a hot blush creeping all the way down my neck as I realized that if she didn’t already know I was a sissy, she definitely thought I was a very feminine gay boy.

By the time they finished working on me, my nails looked dramatically feminine: long, glossy, hot pink ovals with sparkling crystals catching the light with every movement, making even the simplest gesture feel dramatic and delicate. My hair had more noticeable layers now, falling in a way that would be impossible to pass off as anything masculine. And my eyebrows…as I sat in the backseat, ruminating, I instinctively lifted a hand toward them, only for the long nail on my index finger to brush my forehead first. The strange new length and weight of it caught me off guard. I pulled my hands back down quickly, resting them in my lap where I could see them clearly. Touching anything felt different, awkward, the tips clicking lightly together when I tapped my fingers together. They looked so glamorous, so obviously girly, and the thought of everyone seeing me with them tomorrow filled me with dread.

Miss Connery and Kaylee kept talking happily up front, completely at ease. I tried to breathe steadily, staring at the passing houses outside the window, but the anxiety about tomorrow kept building, intense and unrelenting, mixing with the lingering embarrassment of every moment in that salon.

I nearly gasped as the car pulled into the mall parking lot, a knot building deep in my gut at the sight of the familiar stores. The memory of my last trip here rushed back, getting fitted for lingerie, shopping for bras and panties, and getting laughed at by a group of attractive women who overheard Miss Connery call me a sissy. My smooth, hairless skin still prickled under my clothes from the waxing, while my sparkly pink nails clicked nervously against each other in my lap.

“Um… why are we here, Miss Connery?” I asked timidly, my voice coming out soft and girlish without me even trying. A month and a half of training had already done a number on me.

Miss Connery glanced back at me in the rearview mirror, her lips curving into a mocking smile. She pitched her voice high and breathy, all exaggerated femininity as she mimicked me. “You’ll see, little girl.” Kaylee burst out laughing beside her, and I shrank back against the seat, knowing that wasn’t far off from how I sounded now.

I followed them out of the car and across the parking lot with my head down, the pink purse slung over one shoulder, my hands buried deep into my pockets.

Miss Connery stopped suddenly and turned around. “Fiona, stop walking like a man.”

“But I’m not wearing heels or a dress, Miss Connery,” I protested quietly.

“Don’t talk back to me,” she snapped. “Wearing pants doesn’t make you a man. Now walk like a lady.”

I adjusted my stride, trying to move with smaller, more careful steps and a slight sway in my hips the way she had taught me. My hands stayed in my pockets at first, trying to hide my new nails, but Miss Connery’s anger flared up again. She stepped close, sliding the purse strap down from my shoulder to the crook of my arm and yanking both hands out of my pockets. She positioned my arms just so, one hand lightly supporting the purse, the other relaxed and graceful at my side. “And if I catch you with your hands in your pockets, making a fist, or in any way acting ungrateful for your new manicure, I promise we’ll get your nails done like this every week.”

“Sorry, Miss Connery,” I murmured, the words slipping out apologetically.

I kept walking behind them like that, arms held in the delicate way she wanted, the purse dangling from my elbow with my pretty pink nails on blatant display. The posture felt mortifyingly effeminate, every movement drawing attention to how different my body looked and felt now.

Thankfully the mall was late-evening quiet, with only a handful of people scattered around, but I still felt extremely self-conscious with every step.

As we passed the food court, where a small group of teen girls sat eating, Miss Connery stopped and turned to me with a giddy smirk. “Touch up your lipstick, Fiona.”

Kaylee giggled beside her. I reached into my purse with shaky fingers, pulling out the lipstick and compact. The mirror reflected my thinner brows and layered hair as I uncapped the tube and carefully applied the color to my lips, trying to ignore the giggles from the nearby table. The waxy feel coated my lips as I tried to move as quickly as possible without smudging and having to redo it.

We continued through the mall until we reached a quiet jewelry store. The salesgirl behind the counter looked up casually. “Hi, how can I help you ladies?” Her smile faltered slightly as her eyes landed on me and lingered, clearly worried she may have offended me, but she recovered quickly. Miss Connery stepped forward, gesturing at me. “We’re here to get her ears pierced.”

The girl turned her attention back to me, overcompensating with bubbly energy. “Of course! Come sit down, sweetie. I love your nails, by the way!”

I blushed deeply and glanced down at the long, sparkling pink acrylics on my fingers. “Thanks,” I mumbled, lowering myself into the chair.

She picked up the piercing gun with a gentle smile. “It will only sting for a second, sweetheart.” The quick, sharp pops came one after the other in each earlobe, leaving a faint throbbing feeling behind. Kaylee looked like she was barely holding back laughter, while Miss Connery wore a satisfied little smirk.

“What do you say, Fiona?” Miss Connery prompted.

“Thank you,” I managed shamefully.

“You’re very welcome, sweetie,” the girl replied.

The three of them spent the next twenty minutes browsing the displays, picking out earrings, necklaces, and bracelets while I stood there shifting uncomfortably under the bright lights. By the time we left, pink studs gleamed in my freshly pierced ears, and Kaylee carried a small bag filled with the rest of the new jewelry.

When they finally pulled up in front of my house to drop me off, Miss Connery turned in her seat. “Be at my house tomorrow morning by six, Fiona.”

“Yes, Miss Connery,” I replied, the anxiety about school tomorrow building intensely as it was brought back to my attention.

I slipped out of the car and snuck inside as quietly as I could, scampering up the stairs to my room.

I woke up early the next morning with a heavy pit in my stomach, the kind that made every breath feel shallow and tight. Sleep had barely come the night before, just fragments of restless tossing where my new nails kept catching on the sheets and the new studs in my ears pressed uncomfortably against the pillow. The house was quiet, and my mind wouldn’t stop spinning with images of what today would bring: walking the halls in a prom dress, everyone seeing me, my friends losing all respect for me the minute they laid eyes on me. I lay there for long minutes, heart thudding against my ribs, seriously considering just staying in bed and facing whatever punishment I got for skipping school. But the blackmail, the album of photos and videos they had collected since, the undeniable control they had over me left no real choice. My manicured hands trembled as I finally forced myself up and dressed in plain clothes over the bra and panties I had slept in, the smooth glide of fabric over my hairless skin only deepening the nausea already churning inside me.

The walk to their house felt endless. Cool morning air brushed over my bare arms and neck, raising faint goosebumps on the newly waxed skin, while every dainty step made me hyper-aware of the slight sway they had drilled into my movement, becoming unconscious by this point. My thoughts kept looping back to the salon, the mall, the way my reflection had looked with those arched brows and sparkling nails. By the time I reached the front door, just before six, I stood there for several long seconds, pulse racing, one last desperate urge to turn and run testing my obedience. I lifted my hand and knocked timidly instead.

Miss Connery opened the door wearing a pretty but minimalist cat costume: black ears perched in her hair, simple dark makeup accentuating her eyes, and a sleek black outfit that hugged her figure. She smirked down at me with that menacing glint. “Come in, Fiona.”

I stepped inside, the familiar scent of their home wrapping around me like something both soft and suffocating.

She closed the door and walked by me casually. “Strip, sissy. Bra and panties too.”

My fingers shook as I obeyed, struggling to take off my shoes and socks with my new nails, then delicately peeling away my shirt, pants, and finally my lingerie until I stood completely naked in the entryway. The cool air kissed every inch of my smooth, hairless body, making me feel smaller and more vulnerable than ever. Miss Connery looked me over, her gaze settling on my chilly, shrunken penis, and snickered softly. “Oh, Fiona… you really were meant to be a girl, weren’t you, honey?”

The words sank in deep. I dropped my gaze in shame, instinctively moving my hands to cover myself, the long pink nails with their embedded crystals only making the gesture feel even more coy and girly.

Just then Kaylee came down the stairs, looking stunning and confident in her police costume: a fitted dark blue dress uniform that showed off her ample cleavage with a shiny badge, belt, and cap that framed her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. The moment she saw me she started giggling, her eyes lighting up with amusement. Miss Connery smiled at her daughter. “I know you said it was small, Kaylee, but there’s barely anything there.”

Kaylee approached, still giggling, and gently took my wrists, pulling my hands away. She looked down with open delight. “Aww, I know… she’s so tiny. I love it.”

The shame of once again having my size mocked burned through me, hot and unrelenting, as I stood there feeling completely emasculated as I stared at the floor. What made it worse was that it didn’t even sound like they were joking or teasing me. It was more like they really thought I had a cute, useless little penis. That stung.

Miss Connery stepped forward and knelt in front of me with a big strip of nude-colored tape. Before I could even react, she grabbed my balls and pushed them up inside me with practiced efficiency, then pulled my penis back firmly between my legs, smoothing the tape into place until everything sat flat and seamless. I stood mortified, my most private parts being handled so clinically, the sticky pressure of the tape, and the way it erased my manhood sending a shiver up my spine. When she stood up, she patted the now-smooth front gently. “No more penis for you, Fiona.”

Kaylee giggled again, leaning in closer. “It almost looks like she has a vagina. That’s awesome.”

I looked down, completely disturbed by the sight of a smooth, feminine mound where my manhood used to be. It left me feeling even more naked and fragile than being naked did, the vulnerability settling deep into my bones. They both noticed my reaction and laughed, the sound light and casual, as if they hadn’t just taken away something integral to my identity as a man, before leading me into the kitchen.

A makeshift makeup station waited there: a mirror, an array of cosmetics, two shiny white boxes, and some jewelry pieces laid out neatly. The soft morning light filtered in, giving the whole setup an almost intimate, boudoir-like glow against the polished counters.

Kaylee’s voice bubbled with excitement. “We got you a gift for your big day, Fiona.”

I barely found my voice. “Um… what is it?”

She opened one of the boxes with a flourish and lifted out two ultra-realistic breast forms in my exact skin tone, soft, weighted silicone with natural texture, jiggle, and subtle veining that made them look disturbingly lifelike. “Your new boobs!”

The sight hit me like ice water, my blood running cold and my throat closing up instantly. I had never imagined they could actually change my body, never pictured myself with breasts on my body like I was really a woman. I suddenly couldn’t swallow, left horrified as I stared, my mind reeling at how far they were taking this.

Miss Connery was clearly savoring my reaction. “Kaylee, those are her regular ones,” she said, reaching for the second box. She opened it to reveal an identical pair but significantly larger. “These are the ones she’ll have on today. I figured D cups would be a bit much day to day since you’re so petite, but they’re perfect for Halloween!”

Kaylee grabbed my wrist and guided me toward the chair, her touch light but insistent. “Sit down, girly! Are you excited to be a woman?”

I sat there naked on the chair, the cool kitchen air raising goosebumps across my smooth, hairless skin. Miss Connery spread glue across the backs of the larger breast forms, the faint chemical scent mixing with the soft floral notes of the makeup laid out nearby. She stepped close and pressed them firmly against my chest, the cool, heavy silicone molding to my skin with a realistic, yielding texture that felt wrong pressed up against me. “Hold them in place, little miss.”

My hands came up to grab them, long pink nails gleaming as my delicate looking fingers cupped the heavy forms and held them to my chest. The weight pulled downward gently, warm from her hands. I looked down at the sight: my soft, painted hands cradling two full, perky breasts on my petite, feminized body the same way girls coyly covered themselves to preserve their modesty. Below the boobs was a soft, smooth mound that looked very much like a pussy from my vantage point. I had to do a double take, the shame burning through my dignity as I processed that the womanly body I was looking down at was my own.

“Alright, little lady, I’ll be right back. Hold on to your boobs until they dry,” Miss Connery said, already heading upstairs. “Kaylee, you should start her makeup.”

“Finally,” Kaylee replied with a bright smile. She picked up a bottle of foundation and began dabbing it across my face, the cool liquid smoothing over my skin in even strokes that left a flawless, poreless finish. The brush whispered against my cheeks and jaw, blending everything into a soft, feminine canvas. Meanwhile I sat there, unable to take my attention off of the breast forms’ weight in my hands, their realistic texture pressing back against my palms, while my mind raced with panic about walking into school with D-cup boobs, everyone staring and laughing at me. The tuck between my legs felt snug and strange, a constant reminder of the restriction and emptiness where my penis used to be.

Kaylee moved on to blush, sweeping warm pink powder high on my cheeks. She giggled like she was about to tell a joke. “So, Fiona… it must be strange having boobs and no penis. Um…how are you liking it?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement.

“It… it’s strange,” I answered shamefully, my voice soft and high.

She giggled again, blending the blush until my cheeks glowed. “You’ll get used to it, girlfriend. Trust me, you’re much better off like this. Your little thing wasn’t much of a cock to begin with, and you look so sexy with boobs.”

Fighting back the hot sting of tears building behind my eyes, I mumbled a quiet “Thanks.” It was hard to not be hurt by her words, the more she said them the more I was starting to really believe I wasn’t man enough down there.

She switched to eyeliner next, the fine tip gliding along my lash line with precise, tickling strokes that made me blink rapidly. I sat there ruminating about my friends seeing me, about the whispers and laughter that would follow. As if reading my thoughts, she had me close my eyes and started on the eyeshadow, layering deep purples and shimmery pinks that I could feel building in intensity while the forms began to feel like they were attaching to my chest. “I can’t wait to see what your friends think about your new boobs.”

Miss Connery had come back down without me noticing. “I bet by the end of the day little miss Fiona is gonna have her pick of boyfriends.”

I cringed hard at their words, my anxiety and panic intensifying as Kaylee added, “Oh, she definitely will with tits like these.”

I stayed silent, panic and shame swirling together while she finished my eyeshadow and carefully glued on heavy false lashes. The dark mascara coated them in thick strokes, lengthening and darkening until they felt dramatically heavy. “You can open your eyes now.”

My lashes fluttered dramatically at the top of my vision as I did, catching sight of Miss Connery standing over me with a satisfied look and Kaylee smiling excitedly. Kaylee picked up a lip liner and leaned in to begin overdrawing my lips as I instinctively pouted.

She grinned at my girly, obedient instinct to pout for her. “Fiona, you are a literal princess.” She filled my lips in with a bold, creamy pink lipstick, then layered on glossy shine that left them plump, shiny, and slightly sticky. “Done!”

She gently pulled my hands away from the breast forms. “Come check yourself out, girl. You can let go, they’re definitely dry now.”

I released them hesitantly. The forms stayed firmly in place, full and perky on my chest, blending seamlessly with my skin. Kaylee helped me stand, and then I walked timidly between her and her mom toward the full-length mirror across the room. With every step the heavy breasts jiggled and bounced softly, the motion foreign and deeply emasculating. The tight, smooth tuck between my legs made it even worse, no penis swinging, just a tight flatness that made my thighs feel closer together. My body felt delicate, soft, and womanly, like I had been stripped of all masculinity and power.

When I finally stood in front of the mirror, the reflection made me gasp and sent a horrified chill down my spine. A petite, completely feminized figure stared back: smooth, hairless skin glowing under the lights, a plump, rounded butt, two large, natural-looking D-cup breasts sitting high and perky on my chest, their soft weight shifting with my breathing and their pink nipples protruding out, and worst of all, no manhood between my legs. Just a skin-colored piece of tape that gave the illusion of a vagina from how tight it was pulled. My face looked stunningly pretty and overdone: flawless foundation giving a porcelain finish, rosy blush on high cheekbones, dramatic and glittery purple-pink eyeshadow blended into smoky wings, thick false lashes framing wide doe-like eyes, and plump, glossy pink lips parted in shock. My layered hair framed it all with soft bangs, the pink studs in my ears catching the light, while my long oval hot-pink nails with crystals gleamed on my fingers and toes. There was no trace of masculinity left. Even completely naked, I looked completely female: sexy, demure, petite, and curvy, like a meek young woman presenting herself for the first time to her man. The sight confused and disturbed me deeply, I was staring in the mirror and seeing a completely different person, a beautiful, curvy naked woman with her pink lips parted tenderly. In truth, I found myself attractive, sexy even, which made the whole thing that much more disturbing and painful. I visibly shuddered, the sight too much for me to process without breaking down. Seeing myself like this was more emasculating than any dress, skirt, or panties could ever be.

“Welcome to womanhood, sissy,” Miss Connery cheered, like this was something she expected me to be happy about.

Tears welled up immediately, spilling down my cheeks rapidly. Kaylee rubbed my lower back tenderly. “Don’t cry, Fiona. You look beautiful…you are beautiful.”

Miss Connery rolled her eyes. “You used the waterproof makeup, right, Kaylee?”

Kaylee nodded at her mom. “Yeah, she’s good.”

Miss Connery smacked my butt firmly but not too painfully, the sharp sting making me jolt forward. “Enough. Come on, sissy. This is you now, whether you like it or not. Now get it together before you get another spanking.”

Sniffling and blinking away tears as fast as I could, my huge lashes fluttering like butterflies attached to my face, I mumbled, “Sorry…sorry Miss Connery.”

Kaylee smiled warmly. “Come on, pretty girl. Let’s get you dressed.”

She led me over to the kitchen table, my bare feet padding softly on the cool floor, the heavy breasts on my chest jiggling with each step. She picked up a pair of frilly pink panties in a delicate, sheer magenta fabric with ruffled lace edges and a silky smooth front panel and squatted down, holding them open like I was a delicate little girl who could not dress herself. I stepped in one foot at a time, the soft material whispering up my smooth, hairless legs. She pulled them snugly over my hips, the lace trim settling high on my waist and leaving no sign that there was anything other than a vagina between my legs. Her fingers brushed the smooth panel and she rubbed it gently. “You see how much better your panties fit without your little penis getting in the way.”

I nodded shamefully, dejected, the flatness there making me feel weak and powerless.

Miss Connery approached holding the dress. It was absurdly over-the-top girly: a shiny pink satin bodice with intricate white lace overlays across the cups and waist, off-the-shoulder ruffled sleeves trimmed in fluffy pink marabou feathers, and a massive, multi-layered tulle skirt that poofed out dramatically in shades of pink. The sight of it made fresh tears prick at my eyes again, I couldn’t believe I was really going to have to wear this to school. It wasn’t like I was just dressing like a regular girl for Halloween. This was an ultra-feminine sissy dress, and I knew that no one who saw me wearing it would ever look at me the same again.

Miss Connery held it open while Kaylee helped me step into the center. They worked it up my body together, the cool satin sliding over my hips and the bodice molding tightly around my new breasts, leaving a generous amount of cleavage exposed. The feathery sleeves rested lightly on my upper arms, the dress mostly held up by the fullness of my D-cup chest. “Just keep an eye on it, princess,” Kaylee smirked. “You don’t want to pop a boob out.”

“Okay,” I replied softly, still adjusting to the way the poofy layers brushed and tickled my thighs, the constant rustle and sway of the skirt making every small movement feel exaggerated and dainty.

Miss Connery knelt and slipped my feet into sparkly pink stiletto heels, glittery ankle-strap sandals with delicate crisscross straps encrusted in fine pink sequins that caught the light with every tiny shift, tall slender heels, and a thin ankle buckle that fastened with a dainty click. The height instantly shifted my posture, forcing my weight forward onto the balls of my feet. Kaylee steadied me as I took a few cautious steps around the room. The heels clicked sharply on the floor, each one sending the heavy breasts jiggling softly in the tight bodice and making the enormous tulle skirt bounce and swish playfully around my legs. The sense of emptiness between my legs combined with my new boobs, delicate heels, and the layers of tulle and satin swishing around me left me feeling incredibly fragile and delicate, like I had been transformed into a feminized spectacle. It reminded me of the feeling a bride must feel when she walks down the aisle, layers upon layers of lace, satin, and ruffles swishing while everyone watches.

Miss Connery corrected my walk calmly, “You need to retract your back more Fiona, you need to adjust for the weight of your new boobs, stick them out proudly when you walk.” They both giggled as I tried to obey, the forms suddenly feeling even more obvious and my posture even more womanly.

Once I had the hang of it, they led me back to the chair. I struggled to smooth the massive poofy skirts beneath me before sitting and carefully crossing my legs, the layers fluffing up around me like a cloud of pink tulle. They started to add the finishing touches. While Miss Connery worked on my hair, teasing it into soft, voluminous waves with a few strategic pins, Kaylee lifted my skirts and applied two super-girly temporary tattoos of matching pink butterflies high on my thighs, the kind of thing a young girl would get for herself. She swapped my simple pink studs for longer, dangling crystal earrings, sparkling cascades of clear and pink stones that brushed coolly against my neck and jaw with every head movement. She fastened a delicate pearl necklace around my throat, the cool strand resting lightly in my cleavage with a single luminous pendant nestled between my breasts. White lace gloves, delicate and semi-sheer with intricate patterns, were slid over my hands, the soft fabric hugging my wrists and fingers while leaving my long sparkling pink nails exposed through the sheer fabric. Finally, she spritzed me with sweet, sugary perfume that settled heavily on my wrists, neck, the inner curves of my breasts, and the hollow of my throat before tucking the bottle and some of the makeup she had used into a small sparkly pink purse with a thin gold chain strap and shiny satin finish.

When she was done with my hair, Miss Connery placed a delicate tiara on my head, a sparkling pink and silver piece with heart-shaped accents and a central pink gem that nestled into my hair with a light but unignorable weight. “All done. Now you really are a princess.”

They helped me stand again and led me back to the mirror. The full reflection stopped me cold. A petite, hyper-feminine prom queen, or maybe a princess, stared back: large, perky D-cup breasts spilling softly over the top of the shiny pink satin dress, framed by fluffy marabou and white lace, the dress nipping in at my waist before exploding into layer after layer of voluminous pink tulle that floated around my thighs. My legs looked long and smooth in the glittery pink heels, the little butterfly tattoos peeking out playfully beneath the hem of my mass of skirts. Delicate white lace gloves covered my hands, the bright pink of my sparkling nails peeking through, the dangling crystal earrings swayed gently beside my face, the pearl necklace gleamed in my cleavage, and the pink princess-like tiara sparkled atop my head. The bright makeup made my face look stunningly pretty and feminized: dramatic sparkling eyes, rosy cheeks, plump and glossy pink lips, all framed by soft, layered hair reaching an inch or two above my slender shoulders. There was nothing masculine whatsoever, only a dainty, coquettish, frilly girl with big boobs who looked ready to either be rescued by her knight in shining armor or taken to her prom night by her boyfriend. The sight overwhelmed me to my core, everything that made me a man tucked away, hidden, or painted over, everything that made me Fiona highlighted in exaggerated, excruciating, painfully emasculating detail.

Miss Connery’s voice cut through. “You better not start crying, sissy.”

I sniffled, blinking hard. “I’m sorry, Miss Connery. I won’t.”

Miss Connery looked me over with satisfaction. “Good girl. Now listen up because we need to get going soon.”

A sick wave of nausea and fear crashed through me, my stomach twisting sharply as the reality of walking into school like this hit me like a ton of bricks. It felt like it was becoming harder to breath, my heavy breasts, poofy dress, and the million little accessories on me only making it harder.

She continued in a firm, no-nonsense tone. “I expect you to be on your most ladylike behavior today. That means walking, talking, and acting like Fiona. All day. No exceptions. Are we clear?”

Shaking as I tried to catch my breath, I managed a weak reply. “But… but how do I explain all this?”

Miss Connery looked indifferent. “You can say you lost a bet to Kaylee. You can make up whatever details you want. That’s not my problem. Understood?”

Quivering and unable to find my voice, I nodded.

She added, “And I expect you to keep up with your makeup today. I want touchups multiple times a day. Do you understand?”

Fighting back tears, I whispered, “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She smiled. “Good girl. Now grab your purse and let’s go.”

The five-minute car ride felt like five hours. I sat in the backseat clutching the small sparkly pink purse in my lace-covered hands, the heavy breasts bouncing with every bump in the road, the voluminous tulle skirt rustling constantly around my thighs as I squirmed anxiously. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat, dread building with every passing streetlight as I anticipated the stares, the whispers, the total loss of respect. The inability to even feel my own penis between my legs made the whole thing that much worse, like my body wasn’t even my own anymore and I had nothing male to cling to.

When we pulled into the school parking lot I was shaking so badly I couldn’t make myself open the door. Miss Connery glanced back. “Kaylee, be a doll and help the little princess out.”

Kaylee came around and offered her hand with a sweet smile. I grabbed my sparkly purse, the thin gold chain slipping over my wrist, and tentatively stepped out as gracefully as I could, the tall heels forcing small, careful steps. The cool morning air brushed over my bare shoulders and legs, making the feathers on my sleeves flutter and the tulle skirt rustle. Kaylee hooked her arm through mine, guiding me forward as I moved unsteadily between them, hyper-aware of every sensation: the jiggle of my breasts in the tight bodice, the swing of my earrings, the weight of the dainty tiara perched on my head, the way the glittery heels clicked so girlishly with each step, the constant rustle of the massive pink skirt. I felt impossibly vulnerable and humiliated, self-conscious to the point of feeling like I might faint. I didn’t feel like a man at all, and I knew that as soon as my classmates saw me, they wouldn’t see me as one either.

As we walked inside, other students definitely stared at my hyperfeminine costume. A few whispers and giggles floated through the hallway, but no one seemed to recognize me as a guy yet. Christina, dressed as a sexy construction worker in a tight plaid shirt and short shorts with a fake tool belt, and Amy, looking adorable as a sexy schoolgirl in a short plaid skirt and blouse, approached us super excitedly.

Amy squealed, clapping her hands and jumping up and down. “Oh my God, Fiona! You look like an actual princess! That dress is so pretty, and your makeup is literally perfect. And those nails! You’re glowing!”

Christina chuckled, circling me slowly. “Look at you little girl. Finally, everyone gets to see you the way that we do. Nice tits, by the way.” She reached out and gave them a firm squeeze, the sudden groping eliciting an uncomfortable jolt and gasp. It stung at my pride to realize that I could now say I’d had my breasts felt up but couldn’t say I’d felt up a girl’s. “Aw, don’t be so nervous, sissy. Everyone’s gonna love your new look. Who knows, maybe you’ll get a prom date, I’m sure the guys will be very interested in your new figure…”

A mixed group of guys and girls who had been staring at me since we walked in overheard and wandered closer. One of the girls, a tall brunette I didn’t recognize dressed up as a witch, smiled at me. “I love your costume, that dress is gorgeous! You’re a guy, right?”

Remembering I had to act like Fiona, I responded in my soft girly voice, cheeks burning. “Yes… I um, I lost a bet to my friend Kaylee here. So as punishment, I have to dress and act like a girl all day.”

The girls exchanged looks and started giggling. Another one, a gorgeous Latina in a soccer jersey, smirked at me like she was about to burst out laughing.  “A bet, huh? You sure went all out for a bet…shaved legs, painted nails, fake boobs, totally normal for a bet. You even walk, talk, and carry yourself like a girl…or at least a very feminine gay boy.”

One of the guys standing with them, a tall guy dressed as a cowboy that I thought I recognized from the football team, laughed. “Stop, this is obviously not a bet. You even flail your wrists when you talk like a little fag. And those tits? Come on.”

The Latina girl added mockingly, “Bet her boyfriend loves them…well, happy Halloween princess. Hope you enjoy your little sissy fantasy.”

They wandered off laughing before I could conjure up a response, leaving me red-faced and on the brink of tears. I could already tell this was going to be the most embarrassing day of my life. Kaylee and Amy wrapped their arms around my cinched waist kindly. Kaylee leaned in near my ear, whispering sweetly. “Don’t worry about them, you’re doing great, Fiona.”

Christina, however, looked thrilled by my public humiliation. She leaned in with a cruel grin. “I’m so glad everyone’s getting to see what a pretty little pussy you are.”

The bell rang, jolting me out of my frozen state. Christina grinned wickedly. “Have fun in class, girly boy.”

Kaylee gave me a sympathetic look. “I meant what I said: you’re doing great, Fiona. Just relax and before you know it the day will be over.”

The girls walked away, leaving me standing alone in the bustling hallway. My heart beat fast as I hurried to my locker, the tall glittery heels forcing tiny, mincing steps that made the massive tulle skirt swish and bounce around with every movement. My heavy breasts jiggled noticeably in the tight satin bodice, the off-the-shoulder feathers tickling my bare shoulders. I clutched my books tightly against my forms to cover them, the pressure only emphasizing the soft, prominent curves, and kept my head down, avoiding the growing stares and whispers as I swished down the hall to first period like a fairy princess.

I slid awkwardly into my seat, struggling to arrange the voluminous pink skirt so it didn’t flare up too wildly, then crossed my legs tightly at the knee in the most elegant way possible to avoid flashing my frilly panties. The chair felt hard but well cushioned beneath my lace and tulle covered butt. I opened my book and pretended to read, but my cheeks burned as students kept glancing over, whispering and giggling. While many were in costumes, especially the girls in cute or sexy outfits, none were nearly as over-the-top girly as me. No one else had their boobs spilling out like this, drawing constant eyes. I fidgeted constantly, trying to pull the bodice higher, but the large forms made any adjustment obvious and futile, only drawing more attention.

The girl behind me, a cute Asian girl in a sexy sailor costume, leaned forward and whispered, “I love your costume.”

Blushing furiously, I murmured, “Thanks.”

“So how long have you been a crossdresser?” she asked, her voice carrying just enough for a few nearby students to hear and giggle.

I cringed, whispering back, “I’m not. I just lost a bet to Kaylee Connery. That’s why I’m doing this.”

She giggled softly. “Right…well, you’re very good at crossdressing for someone who’s not a crossdresser. I love your little tiara!”

For the rest of class, she kept whispering questions about my boobs, how long the makeup took, my hair, my nails, while I sat there cringing, adrenaline spiking every time I noticed nearby students overhear and snicker. The constant feminine sensations: the rustle of tulle, the weight and bounce of my breast forms, the delicate click of heels when I tapped my feet, only deepened the emasculation, making me feel like a spectacle on display. Every part of me was soft, yielding, and decorative.

In the next class people were more polite at first, mostly stealing glances, until I heard some giggles and one girl kindly leaned over. “Hey, you might want to pull your dress strap up…your boob is out.”

The blood drained from my face as I realized one of the straps of my dress had slipped, a hint of the realistic pink nipple on my breast form peeking out. Mortified, I ruffled around noisily in my seat, the tulle flaring and rustling loudly as I adjusted myself, drawing even more eyes. Midway through class my phone buzzed. It was a text from Kaylee: “Hey prom queen, hope you’re having a good day. Make sure sometime between now and the end of class you touch up your lipstick. xoxo” Then immediately after she texted me again: “I have a friend in your class and will know if you don’t. xoxo”

I felt myself trembling. Being dressed like this was already drawing enough attention, the last thing I wanted to do was start applying makeup in the middle of class. Trying to be as low-key as possible, I slowly unzipped my sparkly purse. I pulled out the compact and bright pink lipstick, quickly but carefully applying it to my already very pink lips in the tiny mirror. The teacher, an older woman who loved cracking jokes, suddenly spoke up. “Frank, if you wouldn’t mind waiting until after class to put your face on, I’d appreciate it. But trust me, sweetie, that’s already enough lipstick.”

The whole class burst out laughing. I blushed bright red, the humiliation nearly overwhelming me as I quickly put everything away. The teacher looked a bit thrown off, like she felt bad, probably realizing this was really embarrassing for me.

The next two classes passed in a haze of continued humiliation. Students whispered and giggled, others asked what this was all about and rolled their eyes at my “lost a bet” explanation, while a few girls fussed excitedly over how pretty I looked. Every rustle of the skirt, every bounce of my breasts, every brush of the earrings kept the adrenaline and self-consciousness at a fever pitch. By the end of fourth period, I was completely humiliated and even more horrified by what lunch with my friends would bring.

Before I could escape the classroom, a few of the theater girls in female superhero costumes stopped me. “Can we get a picture? You look amazing! You’re so brave for doing this.”

One of their friends snapped a photo after I responded very coyly, “Thank you,” my voice soft and girlish as I clutched my purse in front of me. The moment the picture was taken I darted out of the classroom as quickly as my heels and poofy dress would allow.

I approached the lunchroom doors and the panic hit so hard my vision tunneled. My chest tightened painfully beneath the heavy breasts, each rapid breath making them shift and press against the tight satin bodice. The tulle skirt rustled loudly with every tiny step, the glittery heels clicked too sharply on the tile, the tiara felt like a thousand pounds on my head, and the sway of the crystal earrings suddenly felt overwhelming. I was once again hyperaware of the restricted feeling between my legs, the emptiness, the extra space reminding me that I was less of a man. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t let my friends see me like this. Heart hammering, I turned sharply and started tottering away down the hallway, not even sure where I was going, just desperate to escape.

Kaylee and Christina caught up quickly. Kaylee’s voice was calm but firm. “Where are you going, Fiona?”

I stopped, shaking so badly I could barely stand still. My voice came out winded and broken. “I can’t go in there. I can’t let my friends see me like this. Please, don’t make me.”

Christina chuckled under her breath. Kaylee gently hooked her arm through mine, the gesture deceptively sweet as she turned me back toward the cafeteria. “Oh stop. You know you have no choice, Fiona. But don’t worry, we won’t let you go in alone.”

My stomach twisted violently as they guided me inside. The noise of the crowded lunchroom hit me like a brick, laughter, clattering trays, conversations that seemed to hush and shift as people noticed me. My legs felt weak in the heels. Every step made the massive pink skirt bounce and sway around my thighs, the off-the-shoulder feathers tickling my bare skin, my long nails inside the lace gloves clutching on to my sparkly purse like a shield.

They led me straight to my usual table while I tried to steady myself for the worst moment of my life. Mike and Ron burst out laughing the second they saw me. Sam’s mouth fell open. Kyle just stared, eyes wide. None of them were in costume, which somehow made my ridiculous, hyper-feminine prom queen outfit feel even more humiliating if that was possible.

Christina stepped forward with a confident smile. “Hey guys. What do you think of your friend Fiona?”

Sam recovered first, voice strained. “Fiona??? What the hell is going on, man?”

Ron was still composing himself, pointing openly. “This is fucking crazy. You have actual tits!”

Kyle shook his head slowly, still in shock. “You… you really look like a girl. Like, completely.”

My throat felt like it had closed, I couldn’t find the strength to muster any words. The way they were looking at me, no respect, no dignity, like I was some ridiculous spectacle hurt most.

Kaylee giggled beside me, the sound light and sweet. “Doesn’t she? She lost a bet to me the other night, so now she has to be Fiona for the whole day.”

Mike leaned back in his chair, grinning. “What was the bet? Who’s got bigger tits or who could get a guy’s number quicker?”

The whole table laughed. The sound cut through me like a knife. I stood there frozen, cheeks burning, the heavy breasts rising and falling with every shaky breath, the tulle skirt rustling every time I shifted my weight. I wanted to cry, but I knew that would only make me look more pathetic.

Kaylee smiled suggestively. “It was a…private bet. And she’s being very brave about following through with it.”

Sam looked over me more carefully, almost timidly. “So… how did you even make him look like this? He looks completely like a girl. I mean… this is insane. The hair, the makeup, the boobs… everything.”

Christina’s eyes lit up with cruel amusement from the way he was staring. She turned to Sam with a teasing grin. “You think she’s hot, Sam? You wanna fuck her?”

The guys erupted in laughter again. My face burned hotter than before. I stared down at my lace-covered hands, the long pink nails with crystals sparkling even through my gloves, too ashamed to meet anyone’s eyes. Even joking about him fucking me made it clear that in the eyes of everyone there, I was not a man. Sam looked embarrassed, rubbing the back of his neck.

Christina’s expression shifted, like she’d just thought of something even better. “Wait! Do you guys want to see how she did this? I’m sure Fiona would be very happy to show you.”

The guys all immediately said yes, leaning in with eager, amused interest.

Before I could react, Kaylee and Christina were already leading me out of the cafeteria. My legs moved on autopilot, the heels clicking loudly, the skirt swishing and bouncing with every step. The guys followed behind us, their voices carrying down the hallway.

“Dude, look at how he walks,” Ron said to Mike, laughing. “He swishes his hips like a girl and everything.”

Mike added, “Even the way he holds that little purse. This is wild. Do you think he’s gay? Or maybe trans?”

I kept my head down, trembling, fighting hard not to cry as they led me farther from the lunchroom. I had spent years trying to come off as a cool guy, building solid friendships with these guys but still somehow always being the butt end of the joke. After this, I knew whatever respect I held in their eyes was gone, replaced by the image of me looking pretty in pink.

The girls led me into one of the women’s locker rooms, which was always empty in the middle of the school day. The moment the door closed behind the guys I felt extremely vulnerable. I stood there trembling in the middle of the feminine space, not knowing what was going to happen or what they were going to do. My heart hammered wildly, making the heavy breasts rise and fall noticeably in the tight satin bodice with every shallow breath. The tulle skirt rustled softly around my thighs, the glittery heels making my legs feel long and unsteady, the dangling crystal earrings brushing my neck, and the tiara feeling somehow like the most obvious signal of my femininity. The guys, Ron and Mike especially, looked at me like I was a toy for their amusement, the look a predator gets in his eyes when he sees helpless prey.

Christina grinned at the guys. “So…you wanna see her tits?”

My eyes shot over to Christina immediately, my lashes fluttering wildly as I prayed they would say no.

Ron joked immediately, elbowing Sam. “I think Sam does.” Sam blushed uncomfortably, shifting in place, which only made the whole thing worse for me. My blush spread from my neck up into my cheeks, burning with intense shame as I realized that he was really acting strange around me, almost like he thought I was hot. The idea that one of my friends might actually find me attractive was horribly emasculating, my stomach twisting as I remembered the joke Christina had made earlier about him fucking me.

Kaylee looked at me sweetly, her voice soft. “Lower the straps a little so your friends can see your new breasts, Fiona.”

Mike chuckled mockingly. “Yeah, show us your breasts, Fiona.”

My hands shook badly as I obeyed, the lace gloves sliding over my soft skin while I coyly slipped the feathery off-the-shoulder straps farther down my arms. Both of my large, perky boobs spilled fully into view, the cool locker room air brushing over the sensitive skin of my upper chest and making me shiver. I stood there exposed, cheeks flaming, unable to meet anyone’s eyes as all four guys stared at my feminized body, completely dumbfounded and speechless for a long, agonizing moment.

Christina smirked. “They look so real, don’t they?” She stepped forward and squeezed them firmly, the sudden movement making me flinch and bite my lip hard, eliciting another laugh from her and the guys. “They feel completely real too. See for yourself.”

I remained frozen in place, almost like I had been paralyzed, completely helpless and objectified, my body submitting on instinct as Mike and Ron stepped forward first. They reached out eagerly but awkwardly, their hands groping and lifting the heavy forms, squeezing them with curious roughness while I trembled, fighting the sting of tears at the corners of my eyes. Sam and Kyle joined more hesitantly, their gentler touches like I was a delicate flower somehow making it worse as I stood there on the verge of breaking down, the constant manhandling like I was a whore only deepening the raw emasculation. It wasn’t just that they would never see me as a man after this; I wasn’t sure how I could ever see myself as a man after standing passively in a pink prom dress while my friends groped me like I was a woman.

Kyle finally pulled his hand back, voice uncertain. “This is crazy, dude… Do you feel like a girl?”

In a broken, high-pitched whisper I managed, “Kind of.”

Mike laughed. “No shit, you have a woman’s body and you’re dressed like a fairy princess.” His words were a crushing blow to my dignity, my shoulders hunching slightly as tears welled up.

Christina lifted the front of my dress, revealing the frilly pink panties and the girly butterfly henna tattoos on my thighs. “Speaking of a woman’s body, check this out.”

Ron’s eyes widened. “Holy shit, what happened to your cock?”

Kaylee answered sweetly, almost matter-of-factly. “It’s tucked away. We wanted her to feel like a lady, and ladies don’t have penises.”

Mike blurted out, “Apparently not,” and they all laughed again, the sound echoing off the lockers and making my face burn even hotter.

After a bit more teasing and laughter Kyle noticed how close I was to breaking down in tears. “Hey man, we’re only fucking with you. You’d do the same in our shoes.”

Trying to be kind, Mike added, “Yeah, take it easy…by the way, I didn’t know you and Kaylee were so close.” He winked at me.

Kaylee smirked. “Oh, we’re very close.”

I felt a rush of genuine gratitude toward her for spinning it that way, my shoulders relaxing just a fraction as it gave me the tiniest sliver of dignity to cling to amid the humiliation.

They led me back to the cafeteria. I was still deeply humiliated, but I felt a little steadier as I settled down at the table with my friends. They asked if I was dating Kaylee or if I thought I had a real chance, Ron adding in how hot she was. The teasing continued, but it shifted more toward me being whipped or desperate for her since I let her do this than about my appearance. Strangely enough, none of them brought up my walk, mannerisms, or the girly voice I used in the locker room. I hoped that meant they were past it and were just thinking this was just me desperate to please Kaylee, nothing deeper.

When lunch ended and I stood up to leave, Mike lifted the back of my skirt and smacked my ass pretty loudly. The loud crack echoed and they all cracked up again, making me blush furiously and remember how vulnerable I was and how girly I looked dressed like this. Overall, though, I felt like I had dodged a bullet and was incredibly grateful to Kaylee. Don’t get me wrong, the incident in the locker room was brutally humiliating, and I was sure they saw me differently now just as I had lost some sense of pride and respect for myself, but at least they thought it was all for a gorgeous girl.

The next few classes passed in a hazy blur of anxiety and humiliation. Even though some small part of me felt relieved that my friends hadn’t turned on me completely, I couldn’t stop replaying the locker room over and over, the way my friends had groped my breasts so aggressively like I was a toy, their mocking laughter, the way they had stared in disbelief at my flat, pantied crotch. Every time the memories flashed through my mind my shoulders would hunch involuntarily, a shiver running down my spine.

Most of the guys in my classes snickered openly or made teasing comments whenever I walked in or shifted in my seat. Some of the girls were brutal, whispering loudly about how ridiculous I looked or how obvious it was that I was enjoying it. Others were surprisingly nice, complimenting the dress or my makeup in passing, which somehow made the whole thing feel even more confusing and embarrassing. In one class, a guy sitting behind me kept reaching forward to cup my breast forms each time the teacher turned around, his hands squeezing quickly before pulling away. Every grab made my body tense and jolt, the forms bouncing slightly as the surrounding girls, clearly the ones he was trying to impress, giggled behind their hands. I sat there rigid, cheeks burning, fighting the urge to curl in on myself while my hands trembled in my lap.

When I finally reached Miss Connery’s class I was already exhausted, the constant adrenaline leaving my legs shaky in the tall heels. She spotted me immediately as I teetered to my desk, the massive pink skirt swishing loudly. With a mocking smile she said, “Well, look who’s finally getting in touch with her feminine side.”

The class erupted in laughter. I shrank into my seat, the tulle fluffing up around me as I crossed my legs tightly, wanting to disappear.

Miss Connery held up a hand, still smiling. “I’m only joking. Honestly, I think it’s quite brave of you to follow through on the bet you made with my daughter. The two of you have been getting quite close lately, haven’t you?” Her tone carried just enough implication to make a few more chuckles ripple through the room, but it also took some of the sharper edge off the teasing. I was genuinely grateful for that.

I sat there the rest of the period, heart still racing, the weight of the breasts, the rustle of the dress, and the lingering memories of my friends’ hands keeping the humiliation and embarrassment simmering just below the surface.

After school, I sat in the backseat of Christina’s car with Amy beside me, Kaylee in the passenger seat up front. The ride back to Kaylee’s house felt endless. My body was still buzzing with leftover adrenaline from the entire day: the constant rustle of the massive pink tulle skirt against my thighs, the heavy bounce and sway of my breasts in the tight satin bodice with every turn of the car, the glittery heels pinched uncomfortably after hours on my feet, and the delicate brush of the crystal earrings and pearl necklace against my skin. I kept replaying everything in my head: the stares in the hallways, the groping hands in the locker room, my friends’ laughter, the way Mike had lifted my skirt and smacked my ass. The memories made my lips quiver shamefully, my hands trembling in my lap as I clutched the sparkly pink purse like a lifeline.

Kaylee turned around in her seat. “So, Fiona, do you think your friends bought the whole ‘us dating’ thing?”

I answered shakily, my voice still girly but clearly worn down. “Yes… I think so… Thank you, Kaylee.”

She smiled. “You’re welcome, princess.”

Christina laughed from the driver’s seat. “Bought it or not, they watched you prance around in a prom dress, makeup, and a tiara, then they felt you up and saw your cute little panties. I promise you, Fiona, none of them will ever see you as a real man again. You know that.”

Something inside me cracked. My vision blurred as hot tears spilled down my cheeks, my shoulders shaking with silent sobs that quickly turned audible. The heavy breasts heaved with each ragged breath, the tulle skirt trembling around my legs, the lace gloves growing damp where I pressed them to my face. Amy immediately slid closer and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into a gentle hug. “Shush, it’s okay, Fiona. It’s okay. They don’t need to see you as a man. If anything, I’m sure they’ll be sweeter and gentler with you now that they’ve seen your softer side.”

I knew she was trying to be nice but basically telling me that my friends were going to treat me like a girl now only made things worse. Christina chuckled.

Amy glanced up toward the front. “Come on, Christina, she’s been through enough today.”

Christina shrugged as she kept driving. “She’s fine.”

Kaylee turned around in her seat and smiled warmly at me as I continued to cry, her voice soft and cooing. “Hey, Fiona… I’m really proud of you. And I bet my mom will be too. You were such a good girl today.”

I hated how much those words actually comforted me, a small, warm flicker cutting through the pain. It showed me just how pathetic I was to be so deeply conditioned, how much I craved even the smallest scrap of approval from them. My sobs eased slightly, though the tears kept falling.

As we pulled up to Kaylee’s house I started trying to collect myself, sniffling hard. Amy gently wiped my tears with a tissue from her bag. “Is my makeup okay?” I asked in a small, shaky voice.

Christina chuckled condescendingly as she got out of the car, and I suddenly felt pathetic for asking. Amy smiled sweetly. “Don’t worry, pretty girl, it’s perfect.” They both slid out, leaving me to follow on unsteady heels.

I sat on the couch with the girls a few minutes later, badly shaken but no longer crying. The glittery heels pinched my feet after the long day, and I was incredibly grateful to be sitting down away from all my classmates. Miss Connery arrived home, clearly overjoyed, her eyes lighting up the moment she saw me.

“There she is! So, how was school today, little girl?” she asked knowingly.

I sat there in deep shame, cheeks burning, unsure how to respond as the memories of the groping, the laughter, and the stares flooded back.

Miss Connery then grabbed a large bowl, filled it with candy, and plopped it squarely onto my lap. “You can take care of trick-or-treaters, right, Fiona?”

Already emotionally exhausted, I couldn’t believe that she was making me do this after such a humiliating day, I whispered quietly, “Can I change?”

She looked mock-confused. “Why would you want to change, honey? You look so pretty in your costume. I’m sure all the other little girls will love seeing a prom queen while they’re trick-or-treating.”

Just then the doorbell rang. Miss Connery looked at me expectantly. I stood up dejectedly, the tulle skirt rustling loudly and the heavy breasts bouncing as I dragged myself to the door.

“Attitude, Fiona,” she warned. “The kids are going to want to see an upbeat, happy-looking prom queen. I expect you to act like one.”

Christina chimed in emphatically and cheerily, “Yeah, smile, prom queen.”

I forced a bright smile, my glossy pink lips stretching as I minced over to the door in the tall glittery heels. Opening it, I greeted the kids in a cheerful, sing-song voice. “Hi there! Happy Halloween!”

A little girl in a princess costume looked up at me with wide eyes. “I love your dress!”

Hating myself as I did, I responded very girlishly, my tone almost like a Disney princess’. “Why thank you! I love yours too!” Kaylee, Christina, and Amy cracked up in the background.

As I handed out the candy, I noticed a few of the kids’ dads staring openly at my cleavage, their eyes lingering on me like they were starving and I was their dinner. My face went bright pink, feeling vulnerable and small as I realized that I was turning these older men on.

This continued for the next few hours. Every time the doorbell rang I had to mince over, heels clicking, massive skirt swishing and bouncing, forcing myself to maintain the bubbly, upbeat prom queen act, complimenting the kids’ costumes with exaggerated girly enthusiasm and bashfully accepting compliments on my own. “Oh my gosh, you look amazing!” I would force myself to say, voice high-pitched and sweet, while inside the constant performance, the stares from the dads and older brothers, and the strain of my heels left me emotionally and physically drained. By the end of the night, I was completely exhausted from acting like a bubbly girl all evening, being humiliated constantly at school, and tottering around in heels.

When Amy and Christina eventually left and Kaylee went up to change, Miss Connery looked at me. “Sit down on the couch, Fiona. I want to have a talk with you.”

I sat down demurely on the couch, carefully crossing my legs at the ankles so the massive pink tulle skirt wouldn’t flare up too wildly. The glittery heels still pinched my feet, and I wanted nothing more than to change. I desperately hoped the conversation would simply be praise for how well I had done today and being told I could finally go home.

Miss Connery sat across from me, stern as always but with a warm expression on her face. “You did really well today, Fiona. I’m proud of you. You carried yourself like the perfect little lady and you obeyed Kaylee and I no matter how embarrassed you were. You were a good girl.”

I hated myself for the way my cheeks flushed with warmth and a strange flicker of happiness bloomed in my chest at her words. I hated myself for how deeply submissive she and Kaylee had trained me to be. My hands fidgeted in my lap, the long pink nails clicking softly together.

Miss Connery smiled. “I got you something as a reward. I’ll be right back with it.”

“Thank you, Miss Connery,” I said, feeling a little more upbeat than I had all day as she walked away. Maybe the humiliation had finally paid off in some way.

She returned with a sleek black shopping bag and pulled out a black satin and white lace sexy French maid dress, holding it up with a sweet smile as though she genuinely expected me to be happy about it. My excitement deflated instantly. The dress was short, frilly, and blatantly slutty, with a low-cut bodice, a tiny white apron, and layers of petticoat. It looked like something a girl would wear in bed for her boyfriend. After everything I had endured today, this was my reward? Upset and bitter, I felt tears prick at my eyes again.

“Um… is that a French maid costume?” I asked sadly.

Miss Connery beamed. “No, Fiona. It’s your sissy maid uniform!” She laid the dress out on the couch beside me and pulled out the rest: a white lace headband, a matching white lace choker, a frilly white lace apron, and shiny black high heels, arranging them neatly next to the dress.

Before I could think of something to say, she continued. “You proved yourself today, Fiona. You proved that even though you’re not a woman yet, you’re certainly not a man anymore.”

I opened my mouth to protest but thought better of it. Miss Connery caught my reaction immediately. “Do you disagree, sissy? Do you think a man would do everything you did today? Do you think a man would be sitting here in a frilly prom dress with his nails painted and a little tiara on his head, waiting obediently to be dismissed?”

I reflected back on the day for a second: the groping, the stares, the bubbly prom queen act, the way everyone had treated me, and worst of all, the way I had carried myself like a shy, feminine young lady throughout it all. Tears welled up in my eyes as I realized she was right. I shakily mumbled, “No.”

She clapped her hands excitedly. “Exactly! You’re not a man, Fiona, you’re a sissy. And as a reward for your transformation, I got you this new uniform so you can remember what you are whenever you wear it to serve me and Kaylee. I know this is still really hard for you right now, but I promise eventually you’ll wear your uniform with pride.”

After a long pause where I fought hard against the urge to cry, I managed a quiet, “Thank you,” not knowing what else to say.

Just then Kaylee reemerged down the stairs, changed into her pajamas. “Aww, you gave her the uniform? I can’t believe I missed it!”

Miss Connery smiled at her. “Well, at least you got here in time for her second surprise.”

My eyes went wide. “Second surprise?”

Miss Connery smirked softly. “Stand up and lift your dress, honey.”

I shakily obeyed, standing up gingerly and gathering the massive layers of pink tulle in my hands, lifting the skirts high. Both women giggled at the sight, driving home just how pathetic I already felt. Miss Connery grabbed the black bag and dropped to her knees right in front of me, disappearing under the mass of pink fabric. My heart pounded so hard I could feel it in my throat as I felt her fingers hook into the waistband of my panties and slide them down my smooth legs, the lace whispering against my skin and making me wince. Then she slowly peeled away the tucking tape. My penis and balls fell free, the sudden release after hours of tight confinement sending a rush of vulnerable sensitivity through me.

Kaylee giggled. “There she is.”

I blushed furiously, the heat spreading across my face and chest. Then I felt Miss Connery’s hands again as she grabbed my balls and started pushing them through what felt like a tight ring, the pressure firm and invasive. Next came something cool and hard sliding over my penis, encasing it completely. I heard a distinct click that sent a jolt of panic through me. She stood up, jingling a little pink key in my face. “All done.”

Kaylee and Miss Connery giggled as I stood there with my panties around my ankles, frantically sifting through the layers of tulle to see what she had done. There it was: my penis locked in a tiny hot pink plastic cage, looking as small and feminine as ever. The rigid plastic hugged me tightly, the ring behind my balls snug and unyielding, every tiny shift already making me acutely aware of how trapped and helpless it felt. I grabbed at it desperately and tugged slightly, gasping sharply at the immediate, stinging pain the attempted removal caused. The women laughed again, the sound echoing my deepening shame.

“What did you do to me?” I cried frantically, voice cracking.

Miss Connery answered very calmly. “Isn’t it obvious? I locked your little clit away in chastity.”

In a panic I said, “Why? How am I supposed to… you know…”

Kaylee finished for me with a giggle. “Jerk off?”

Miss Connery continued, “You’re not, sweetie.”

I was in full blown hysterics. “What do you mean I’m not? All guys…”

She cut me off firmly. “You are not a guy, little miss. We just discussed this. You’re a sissy, and sissies don’t jerk off or have penises. They have cute little clits like yours. Don’t worry, you’ll get occasional releases for being a good girl, but don’t expect them regularly.”

I started to cry again, the tears spilling down my cheeks as I dropped my skirts and stared at the ground. The tiny pink cage felt so constricting and foreign between my legs, a constant, humiliating reminder of just how trapped I was with every subtle movement.

Miss Connery spoke very calmly. “I know this is a lot to process, Fiona. Take a few minutes to collect yourself, then go upstairs and change out of your costume and into one of your regular dresses. Then Fiona will drive you home.”

The car ride home was mostly silent besides the soft music Kaylee played and my occasional sniffling. I sat in the passenger seat still fully dressed as a girl, now in a blue dress, the fabric soft snug against my skin, the weight of the breast forms a constant, heavy reminder on my chest. The tiny pink chastity cage felt snug and restrictive between my legs, an emasculating, unyielding presence that kept pulling my thoughts back to how trapped I was now. Kaylee reached across and took my hand in hers affectionately, her thumb rubbing gently over my long, sparkling pink nails.

“It’s a shame you had the gloves on all day. Your nails are so pretty,” she said sweetly.

I looked down at them, the long oval shapes gleaming with hot pink polish and tiny embedded crystals that caught the passing streetlights. My voice broke. “How am I gonna get them off for school tomorrow? And my boobs!”

Kaylee soothed, “Oh, don’t be a drama queen. We’ll get the nails removed this weekend. Besides, your friends already believed your excuse for the costume. It’s not like you’ll have to make up another excuse. And you can come by tomorrow morning and I’ll help with your boobs.”

I sniffled. “I guess…” I tried not to recall or think too much about the brutal day I had, the fact that my manhood was locked away, or that I was once again about to walk into my house dressed fully as a girl, hoping my parents were asleep.

As we pulled up to my house I started crying again, the flood of memories breaking through alongside the fear that after today, no one would ever respect me again. Kaylee rubbed my back tenderly through the blue dress. “Shush, it’s okay, Fiona.”

“Nothing’s gonna be the same after today,” I cried.

She paused for a moment, as if thinking of what to respond, then said, “No, it isn’t. But you’ll be okay. I’ll make sure of it.” She cupped my chin and turned my face to look at her, very seriously. “I promise you, Fiona.”

I nodded submissively, staring through my watery gaze into her certain one as she held my face. She smiled at me almost maternally and I softly smiled back, feeling strangely calm as I stared back at her. With her other hand she reached over to stroke my hair softly and said, “Now who’s my good girl?”

Blushing and averting my gaze shamefully, I whispered, “Me,” almost without thinking, feeling pathetic the moment the words left my pink lips.

Kaylee leaned in and gave me a kiss on the forehead, quick but loving, making me feel a bit more relaxed. She leaned back, smiling at me. “Now go be a good girl and get some sleep. You’re gonna need it, princess. We’ve got big plans ahead for you. ”

Staring back at her the way a puppy stares at its owner, I mumbled, “Yes, Kaylee,” holding the gaze a second longer before dropping it submissively and slipping out of the car obediently. As I walked up the walkway to my house, feeling completely exhausted and diminished, I tried not to think about what she meant by big plans.


Part 4
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I swished around the kitchen in my French maid uniform, the layers of black and white ruffles brushing against my smooth thighs with every careful step. The short skirt flared out and swayed in time with the exaggerated roll of my hips that Miss Connery and Kaylee had drilled into me for weeks now. My B-cup breast forms, the ones I had been wearing since Wednesday, bounced and jiggled naturally inside the tight bodice as I reached up to put away a clean plate. Their soft, heavy weight tugged at my chest with every motion, forcing me to adjust my posture constantly so I would not slouch. It still felt completely alien, like someone had grafted a woman’s body onto mine. I could not move the way I used to without them reminding me of their presence, shifting and pressing against the fabric, making every reach or bend feel unmistakably feminine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kaylee sounded ecstatic. “Adorable.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I squeaked out a barely audible “Thank you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blinked. “Get used to what?”

She chuckled. “Male attention.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Christina smirked. “Hey, Fiona.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded sadly. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She smiled wider and pushed open the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Miss Connery snapped. “Now, Fiona.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I mumbled weakly, “I love boys…”

She snapped, “Like you mean it!”

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

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

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

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

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


Part 5
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I walked into school the Wednesday before Thanksgiving with my head down and my steps careful and small across the familiar scuffed tiles. Casual chatter bounced off the lockers and voices overlapped in excited bursts as I solemnly made my way to my locker. At least the long weekend started after today. A few days away from these hallways felt like the only thing keeping my legs moving forward.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ron just chuckled again. “Sure.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded meekly. “Okay.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, Miss Connery,” I replied softly.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Miss Kaylee,” I mumbled quietly.

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

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

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

He nodded. “I’m good to go.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey Emily, what’s up?” Kaylee asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I meekly muttered, “Thank you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Crystal tilted her head. “Yeah, why?”

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

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

The girls rushed up to me almost immediately.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Part 6
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I sat at the mirror touching up my lipstick when I heard my phone chime. My soft pink glue-on nails made dainty little taps against the glass as I opened it and immediately cringed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

My reflection stopped me cold.

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

I looked like a princess.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her friends nodded and made little sounds of agreement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I opened the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I turned nervously. “Party?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at the floor. “Thank you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I curtsied again. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Move your hips more!”

“Run your hands up your body!”

“Shake your ass, girl, come on!”

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

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

“Yes!”

“Oh my God!”

“Look at her!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My voice cracked. “Please…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Again,” Christina ordered. “Louder.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stayed kneeling, staring at the carpet, the toy still standing upright in front of me like proof. Everything they said felt true in the worst way. There was barely any fight left to resist them. If they told me to suck a cock tomorrow, I would probably end up on my knees with a cock in my mouth. I was completely at their mercy, weak and powerless, and they knew it.

Miss Connery turned to Kaylee. “Why don’t you take her upstairs and get her ready for bed? She can wear her new nightie.”

Kaylee stood and offered me her hand, her expression turning sympathetic. “Come on, sweet girl.”

I put my hand in hers. She helped me to my feet and led me toward the stairs the way someone might lead a child who was scared to go to bed alone, her fingers warm around mine while the others watched us go.

Kaylee sat me down at the vanity and carefully wiped away what was left of the ruined makeup. The cold cotton felt good against my burning face. Once my skin was bare she helped me out of the Miss Claus dress and into my new pink nightie and thong. The sheer fabric and lace cups settled lightly over my breasts, the short hem barely covering the top half of my ass. The matching thong slid into place, the thin strip of lace riding up between my cheeks before being swallowed completely.

She led me to my new Barbie bed and held the pink comforter back while I climbed in. The thong pulled tighter with every shift of my hips. I settled onto the silky sheets, the stuffed animals lined up along the pillows exactly where she had made me place them earlier.

Kaylee sat on the edge of the mattress and pulled the covers up to my chest, tucking them in around me with slow, careful hands.

“There we go,” she said softly. “All cozy.”

She stayed where she was, one hand coming up to stroke my hair in long, gentle passes. I turned slightly toward her without thinking, the side of my face resting against her thigh.

“You did really well tonight,” she murmured. “I know some of it was hard, but you did it. My brave little girl…”

Her fingers kept moving through my hair. The room was quiet except for the soft sound of her voice and the distant noise of the others still downstairs. The lace of the thong stayed wedged uncomfortably up my ass, a constant reminder of where and who I was.

I didn’t answer. I just stayed there against her, letting the slow strokes of her hand pull me under. Eventually the weight of everything that had happened settled over me like the pink comforter itself, and I fell asleep still leaning into her side.

A few days later I was back at Miss Connery’s house in the French maid uniform, the short black skirt and white apron settled around me gracefully. I knelt on the living-room carpet in front of her chair, her bare foot resting in my lap while I worked my thumbs slowly along the arch. She had a book open in one hand and barely seemed to notice me except for the occasional wiggle of her toes that told me to keep going.

My phone chimed on the coffee table.

Before I could reach for it she leaned over, picked it up, and unlocked the screen. A small smirk pulled at her mouth. “Ohh… it’s your crush, Tom.”

My hands went still on her foot. I watched her open the message and start reading it out loud in a pleased, almost mocking voice. “Hey Fiona, are you free tomorrow night? You should let me take you out to a movie, how’s seven thirty?”

My pulse jumped so hard I could feel it in my throat. Miss Connery’s smile widened as her thumbs moved across the keyboard. She read her own reply aloud as she typed it. “That sounds great, Tom! Can’t wait to see you again, heart-eyes, I’ll text you my address tomorrow.”

The send tone sounded final. I sat back hard onto my calves, the little white apron pooling between my knees, as my words came out thin and shaky. “But Miss Connery… I don’t want to go on a date with a guy. I’m…I’m not ready.”

She looked up from the phone, the mild annoyance clear on her face. “Fiona, whether you like it or not, you are a sissy now. Sissies date manly men like Tom to remind them what they’re not. Period.” She set the phone down with a soft click. “Now run upstairs and get changed. We’re going shopping for your first date. Trust me sweetie, if you were a man your first date wouldn’t be with one, and I wouldn’t be taking you dress shopping for it.”

An hour later I stood in the middle of a boutique at the mall wearing a frilly pink dress that stopped high on my thighs, the soft fabric brushing my legs every time I shifted. Miss Connery held a pleated denim miniskirt up against my waist, tilting her head as she considered it.

“This could work,” she said. “You’ve got that white blouse with the little collar, and the light blue one. Either would look cute with this. Or we could find you something new to go with it.”

I barely heard her. Across the store, near the racks of tops, I saw them.

Hannah and Layla. Two girls from school who were worse bullies than any guys I knew of, both gorgeous but athletic enough to overpower and dominate many of the smaller guys at school, including me.

Hannah’s long blonde hair was pulled into a loose, effortless ponytail that still looked perfect. She wore a fitted casual top that showed off her perky D-cup boobs and light-wash jeans that sat low on her hips. Everything about her was polished in that careless way popular girls managed. Layla stood beside her, dark hair straight and shiny down her back, a simple but flattering top tucked into her jeans. Both of them were the kind of girls who ruled the hallways at school: sharp-tongued, always in a pack, the ones who could make someone’s week miserable if they chose to. They had a reputation for zeroing in on anyone who stood out the wrong way and not letting go until the whole school was in on the joke. I even heard they took a guy’s clothes last year and left him tied to the flagpole outside. I suddenly felt nauseous.

My whole body locked up. I ducked behind Miss Connery so fast the frilly skirt flared out, probably flashing my panties at the other ladies behind us.

She turned, following my gaze, and then looked back at me with mild amusement. “Why are you hiding? I’m sure they’d love to see you.”

“Please,” I whispered, voice already shaking. “Please don’t. Miss Connery, please…”

She ignored the rest and raised her voice cheerfully. “Hey, girls!”

Hannah and Layla both looked over. Recognition flickered, then curiosity. They walked toward us, eyes already sliding past Miss Connery to the timid girl in the pink dress who was practically hiding behind their teacher’s leg.

“Hi, Miss Connery,” Hannah said, smiling in that bright, practiced, almost bitchy way.

“Hey,” Layla added, her gaze lingering on me a second too long.

They made small talk for a minute: Christmas break, how crowded the mall was, whether Miss Connery was enjoying the time off. Every few seconds one of them flicked another look at me. I kept my eyes on the floor, shoulders drawn in, hands clasping my purse tightly in front of my frilly skirt. My legs felt unsteady in the heels.

Eventually Hannah nodded toward the clothes Miss Connery was still holding. “What are you shopping for?”

Miss Connery smiled like she had been waiting for the question. “Oh, we’re shopping for a first-date outfit for Fiona here. Tomorrow’s her first date. You girls remember Fiona from school, right?”

My heart pounded so fast it felt like it might burst. I stared at the carpet, unable to meet either of their domineering gazes. Both girls looked me up and down slowly, taking in the dress, my mannerism, the way I was cowering.

Miss Connery’s voice stayed light and almost playful. “Maybe you know her as Frank. She actually sits in the row next to you during my class, Hannah…she was dressed as a prom queen for Halloween…”

For a second neither of them spoke. Then Hannah’s mouth fell open. “Wait…what?”

Layla’s eyes went wide. “No way. That’s…Frank?”

“Why is he dressed like that? I thought Halloween was some weird dare thing with your daughter?” Hannah asked, still staring.

Miss Connery answered as calmly as if she were explaining a homework assignment. “She’s a sissy. Kaylee and I are turning her into a girl.”

The two of them looked at each other, then back at me, and the shock started shifting into open amusement. “Are you serious?” Layla said, already smiling.

“Completely,” Miss Connery replied. “Fiona, say hello like a proper little lady.”

I forced my eyes up for half a second, dropped into a small curtsy, and managed a tiny, terrified, “Hi.”

Both of them cracked up immediately. “Oh my God, he curtsied,” Hannah said, laughing. “He actually curtsied like a maid.”

Layla covered her mouth, still giggling. “That’s so pathetic. I didn’t realize you could break a boy to this degree, you basically cut off his balls.”

Miss Connery waited until their laughter died down a little. “Fiona will answer any questions you have, girls.”

Hannah tilted her head, still grinning. “So, Fiona, how long has this been going on?”

“A few months,” I mumbled, voice barely above a whisper. My hands stayed twisted together in front of me. I couldn’t even seem to stand up straight.

Layla’s smile turned crueler. “And you’re just… okay with this? You let her dress you up and take you shopping like a girl? Don’t you feel like a pussy?”

Again, Miss Connery’s quiet stare made me speak, even though I wanted to run away and hide. “I…I have to be. And yeah, I guess I do feel like a pussy…”

Hannah laughed under her breath like my situation was hilarious. “So tomorrow you’re going on a date with a guy? Like an actual date?”

I nodded once, eyes back on the floor.

“Who?” Layla asked, clearly enjoying every ounce of my shame.

“Tom,” I whispered.

“Football Tom?” Hannah’s voice jumped with delight. “You’re going out with Tom?”

Layla’s eyes lit up. “Does he know you’re a fag?”

Miss Connery answered that one for me. “He thinks she’s a girl. And we’re going to keep it that way.”

Hannah let out a soft, incredulous laugh. “Oh my God. He’s taking out a sissy and has no idea. That’s insane. She should get surgery if she’s gonna keep dating boys, Miss Connery...you know, so she could please them better.”

Miss Connery responded like Hannah had just suggested the most mundane thing. “Oh she’s got years before she makes a decision like that Hannah…besides you’d be surprised, a lot of men like sissies, they make them feel more manly and confident.”

My heart pounded in my chest at her response, hoping she was just teasing me and wasn’t actually serious about me being a sissy that long term.

Layla leaned in a little, still smiling. “So, girly boy, do you wear this stuff at home? I imagine you practiced walking and talking like that a lot.”

I answered meekly, my voice coming out in the same girly tone she was referencing. “Yes…a lot.”

“Do you ever wear boy clothes outside of school?” Hannah asked, her tone turning more openly mocking.

I answered honestly. “Sometimes, but not much anymore.”

Layla shook her head, clearly entertained. “This is the best thing I’ve heard all year. Frank from class is out here in a pink dress shopping for a date with Tom.”

Hannah looked me up and down again, slower this time. “You’re actually really convincing. If I didn’t know, I might not have guessed at all.”

The questions kept coming, and the tone got meaner with each one. How often I wore panties. Whether I still wore them at school. If I got hard when they made me do things. How my chastity worked. Whether I liked being a sissy. Every time I hesitated, Miss Connery’s look forced an answer. My voice stayed small and flat. My shoulders stayed curled inward. I could feel both girls watching the way I held myself, the way I couldn’t meet their eyes, and I knew exactly how I looked to them, someone they would never see as a person worthy of respect again, only as a toy they now owned.

Eventually Hannah checked her phone and sighed, still smiling. “We really need to get going. It was soooo nice to see you, Fiona. I can’t wait to see you in school.”

Layla chuckled, the sound low and menacing. “Yeah. Neither can I. This is going to be so much fun.”

They said goodbye to Miss Connery, gave me one last slow once-over, and walked away. Their laughter started the moment they thought they were out of earshot and only got louder as they headed for the exit.

I stood frozen beside the rack of skirts, listening to it fade. The idea of walking into school after this was absolutely crushing. They weren’t just going to tease me. They were going to hunt me down in the hallways, pull other people in, and take every opportunity to humiliate me as publicly as they possibly could. I could already picture them cornering me by the lockers, voices carrying, phones out, the way people would stop and stare. My throat tightened hard. I kept my head down and focused on breathing so the tears wouldn’t spill in the middle of the store.

Miss Connery picked up another denim skirt from the rack and spoke as if nothing important had happened. “Well, that was nice. Now let’s find you the perfect outfit for your man, cupcake.”

The next day Miss Connery and Kaylee arrived a few hours before my date. The moment they walked into my room Miss Connery told me to strip. I took everything off and stood there while she unlocked my new cage and set it aside. Kaylee had already pulled out the tucking tape. They worked quickly and efficiently, pressing everything back and smooth until the front of me was completely flat. Only then did they hand me the lingerie Kaylee had apparently bought me the day before.

I stepped into the black sheer thong first, the delicate red floral embroidery soft against my skin, then fastened the matching bra. The thin straps settled over my shoulders and the sheer cups cradled the breast forms perfectly. When I sat down at the vanity and looked at myself properly for the first time, the reflection unnerved me.

The black mesh and red flowers sat against smooth, hairless skin. The breast forms gave me a soft, busty chest that the sheer fabric did nothing to hide. My waist looked narrow above the tiny thong that showed no hint of manhood beneath it. Long legs, polished red toes, the gentle curve of my hips, everything about the body in the mirror looked feminine, soft, and sexy. The kind of body that was meant to be admired, led, and touched. I sat there longer than I needed to, taking in the way the lingerie clung and revealed, before I finally reached for the foundation.

I started on my makeup carefully. The long red acrylics made every movement slower and more deliberate than I was used to. I did my foundation first, then the careful work around the eyes. Kaylee sat cross-legged on my Barbie bed scrolling through her phone, glancing up every so often.

“A little more on the outer corners,” she called out. “Make them smokier.”

Behind me Miss Connery worked a curling iron through my hair in steady sections. The heat near my neck made me hold still.

“Are you nervous, Fiona?” she asked.

I nodded once, eyes on my reflection.

Kaylee spoke without looking up from her screen. “That’s totally normal. Every girl is nervous before her first date. But try not to be. It’s not like you haven’t already kissed him before, you know.”

I kept blending the shadow, trying to focus on the shape of the wing instead of the way my heart was jumping in my throat. The longer I sat there the harder it became to keep my thoughts quiet. Eventually they spilled out.

“I just don’t know how to act,” I said. “You taught me how to flirt, but I can’t just flirt the entire time.”

Miss Connery met my eyes in the mirror. “You don’t have to. Just be yourself, princess. By this point you’re more girl than boy, so just be yourself and let your feminine personality shine through. Hopefully you’ll naturally click with him.”

I stared at the half-finished eye makeup and wondered whether she was right, whether there was less masculinity left in me than I wanted to admit, whether the girly girl who hung out with Emily or the slut who grinded on Tom had started to feel natural because she was.

Kaylee set her phone down and stood. “Exactly, Fiona. Just be yourself. And if you want some more specific advice… be cute.”

I turned slightly. “Be cute?”

“Yes, girl. Be cute.” She walked closer. “Giggle at his jokes. Touch his arms. Bat those pretty lashes. Do whatever you can to make yourself seem small, soft, and extra girly. You know, be submissive. Show him that he’s in charge. Guys love that stuff. It makes them feel more dominant and manly.”

The advice resonated as true but still made me cringe as I thought about it. The idea of emasculating myself even further to make a guy feel more like a man put a pit in my stomach. I would have to sacrifice whatever dignity I had left to make Tom feel more dominant. How pathetic, how degrading.

I finished my eyes, then the soft blush, then the bright red lipstick that matched the embroidery on my bra and panties. Miss Connery set the last curl and pinned a small white bow into my hair. Kaylee stepped in with a pair of tiny heart earrings and fastened them one at a time.

Miss Connery rested her hands on my bare shoulders as we both looked at the mirror. Soft curls framed a face that looked doll-like and sexy with a touch of innocence: winged liner sharp and dark, long lashes, a gentle flush high on the cheeks, and a full, glossy red mouth. The black sheer lingerie with its red floral embroidery clung to the curves of my breasts and narrow waist, the tiny thong leaving my hips and thighs completely exposed. My hair fell in loose waves around the little white bow, the heart earrings catching the light every time I breathed. Everything about my reflection was delicate, soft, and deliberately inviting, the kind of pretty that was meant to be taken, conquered, and dominated.

“You’re gorgeous, Fiona,” Miss Connery said. “Just imagine how turned on you would’ve been if a girl looked like this for you back when you were straight.”

The comment cut deeper because it was true. I could remember exactly how I would have reacted, that particular reaction not even possible for me anymore given my one-inch cage. Now I was the one sitting here in the slutty lingerie and the sultry makeup, getting ready to offer that version of myself to a real man. A noticeable blush rose under my foundation.

“What if he touches me?” I asked quietly. “Like… what if he touches my boobs?”

Miss Connery chuckled. Kaylee answered first. “You let him, girl! It’s not like you won’t be touching him too.”

I turned toward Miss Connery with a look that was close to pleading. She didn’t soften.

“Yes, sissy. I already told you, Tom is the reason you got your last orgasm. Tonight you are going to return the favor. I don’t care how you do it, but before the movie ends, you better make him cum.”

Kaylee added, almost cheerfully, “Mhm. And Christina will be sitting a few rows behind you to make sure you go through with it.”

I sat very still. The thought of what I was expected to do in a dark theater made it hard to take a full breath. While my own pathetic excuse for a penis was tucked snugly away beneath sheer panties, immobilized and useless, I would be expected to make Tom cum.

Miss Connery broke the silence. “Well, you can’t just sit here ruminating all day. He’ll be here soon.”

They dressed me quickly in the outfit we had bought yesterday. I put on the black top first, then the tiny pleated denim miniskirt that sat high on my hips and flared with every step. A light-wash cropped denim jacket went over my shoulders. They skipped the heels for a pair of white girl sneakers I almost never wore. Kaylee sprayed a soft floral perfume along my neck and wrists, then handed me my pink purse.

She guided me back to the full-length mirror, already grinning. “Look at you. You’re so cute. Tom’s gonna explode in his pants before you even get the chance to do it for him.”

I stared at the finished version of myself: the short pleated skirt that barely covered my ass, the black top that made my boobs look bigger, my curled hair with the girly little bow, my red lips and careful makeup. This was how I would remember my first date. Not as an eighteen-year-old guy excited to take out a pretty girl. I was the pretty girl, a very pretty one.

Miss Connery and Kaylee pulled out their phones and started taking pictures, telling me to tilt my head, to smile with my eyes, to put one hand on my hip. I posed the way they wanted while my stomach stayed tight and uneasy. They kept gushing over how the outfit looked, how the makeup came out, how lucky Tom was.

Then the doorbell rang.

“He’s here!” Kaylee called as she looked out the window.

Miss Connery gave me one last look and nodded. “Go on. Good luck, pretty girl.”

Kaylee’s voice followed me as I left the room. “Remember, cute and girly.”

I walked down the hall trying to keep my steps even. The little pleated skirt bounced in sync with my boobs with every timid step. At the door I stopped, breathed in once, put on the brightest smile I could manage, and opened it. “Hey, Tom.”

He was standing there in a dark hoodie and jeans, taller than I remembered, shoulders filling the doorway. His hair looked a little messy in a way that seemed intentional. When he saw me his eyes drifted over the whole outfit: my short skirt, jacket, my made up face, my cute little bow, and he smiled like I was the most adorable thing he had ever seen. “You look beautiful, Fiona.”

He leaned in naturally and kissed me on the lips, quick but tender.

My face burned right away. “Thank you…you look cute too.”

He smiled at me as he asked, “Ready?”

I nodded coyly, still blushing and smiling. “Yeah.”

His hand settled low on my waist as he walked me outside. His hand was heavy and sure, fingers spread against the back of my denim jacket possessively, like he had every right to guide me. Thinking about Kaylee’s advice, I leaned into the contact, let my hip brush his, and put a little extra sway into my walk so that my skirt would swish back and forth cutely with my hips. I looked up at him through my lashes. “You smell really good.”

He glanced down, looking pleased. “You do too.”

At the car he opened the passenger door and held out his hand. Mine looked dainty when I set it in his. He helped me in like it was the most natural thing in the world. I pressed my knees together, smoothed the short skirt down as far as it would go, and then sat down and swung my legs in together. It was mostly for the sake of modesty, but I also knew I looked cute a girly. My purse rested on my lap as he closed the door carefully.

On the drive we talked about our winter breaks so far, nothing important, just how the days had gone. I kept my voice extra soft and high-pitched, giggled when he said something even mildly funny, and kept my body angled toward him. My ankles stayed crossed. My hands stayed quiet on the purse, displaying my bright red nails. Every time I spoke I couldn’t help but think about how light and feminine my own voice sounded next to his. When he reached for his water bottle I noticed his forearm looking solid and veiny under his sleeve. I kept myself small against the passenger door, skirt riding up a little whenever the car turned, and kept giving him the soft smiles and short, bubbly answers that made me feel less like an equal and more and more like an excited child.

When we got to the theater he came around again, opened the door, and took my hand to help me out. This time his fingers closed all the way around mine. He kept holding my hand as he led me across the parking lot. Inside the lobby there were other people our age, groups of guys, pairs of girls, a few couples. I felt the breeze from the air conditioner under my miniskirt and the warmth of his hand swallowing mine and tried not to think about the fact that anyone who saw us would naturally assume I was his girlfriend. That was me now, someone’s girl. I stayed close to his side and kept a sweet smile glued to my face while internally my mind raced about how this could be my first date and whether I would ever get the chance to go on a date with a girl as the guy.

At the counter he looked down at me. “Want anything, Fiona? Drinks, snacks?”

I looked up at him sweetly, squeezing his hand affectionately. “Just a diet coke, please.”

He ordered two diet cokes and a popcorn to share. While he was paying my phone buzzed in the purse. I pulled it out. it was Christina. “Hey faggot, did you ever think your first date would be with a boy? I just sat down in the theater and am SO excited to see you make a real man cum while your own clit shrinks smaller and smaller by the day! Remember to lick it off your hand when you’re done unless you want me to tell him your little secret. Enjoy the movie girly boy, I’ll be watching (and recording).”

The words hit me hard, touching a nerve. For a second the lobby noise pulled away and all I could think about was how my life had come to this and what my family and friends would think if they knew I was currently on my first date and it was with a man. Tom noticed the tension in my face and touched my elbow, his hand warm and steady. “Everything okay?”

I shoved the phone back into the purse, lifted my chin, and made my voice brighter. “I’m great!”

I reached up, put my hand behind his neck, and rose onto my toes as he leaned down. The kiss was soft and quick, reassuring him that nothing was wrong. When I pulled back I kept hold of his arm, my fingers didn’t even reach halfway around the muscle under the sleeve and let him walk me toward the theater doors. Every step made me feel more and more feminine by comparison to him.

Tom led me down the row and we settled into our seats. A few rows back I caught Christina’s face in the low light. She was already watching, a small smirk on her mouth. Thankfully, Tom didn’t notice her. He settled in beside me, the solid bulk of him taking up much more of the armrest than I did, and we talked quietly through the previews. I kept my voice soft and maintained a flirty smile, laughed under my breath at the right moments, let my body stay angled toward his.

When the lights finally dropped and the movie started, his hand came to rest on my bare leg just above my knee. The feeling of it was warm and possessive, like he was claiming me as his. My pulse jumped under his palm. I didn’t know what else to do, so I did what Kaylee had told me: be cute and girly. I placed my smaller hand over his, my long fingernails stroking he back of his rougher hand and leaned my head against his shoulder. His hoodie smelled like whatever cologne he used, something outdoorsy and really nice. My cheek rested against the solid bulk of muscle underneath. I felt tiny by comparison.

After a while he shifted. His hand left my leg, came up to the back of my head, and guided me toward him while he leaned in.

“I’m glad you let me take you out,” he whispered.

I felt powerless under the pressure of his palm. “Me too.”

Our mouths met. He kissed the way he did everything else: sure, unhurried, taking the lead without asking for permission. His other hand settled back on my inner thigh, higher this time, just below the hem of my little skirt. The contact sent a quick shiver up my leg. I tried to relax and stay soft against him, kissing him back the way I did last time, letting him set the pace.

It deepened gradually. His tongue slid against mine. His hand began to move higher on my thigh, slow inches at a time, sliding under my skirt as it went. I answered with my own tongue, one hand sliding into his hair, the other spreading across his chest and rubbing the hard muscle under the hoodie. Every time he exhaled against my mouth I felt how much more powerful he was, how easily he could hold me in place and have his way with me.

Catching me completely off guard, my own penis started to strain and ache under the tight tuck in my panties, useless and trapped. A few moments later, the familiar warmth and wetness spread against the front of the panties. It had been weeks since I’d been allowed my last release, and the slow, gentle way his fingers moved over the soft skin of my inner thigh was more than my body could handle. The fact that a man’s hand under my miniskirt was making me wet like that left me replaying the same shame I felt the last time him touching my body left me turned on. I hated how easily my body responded even while my mind wanted to scream out that I wasn’t gay.

His thumb brushed the edge of my sheer lace panties. I gasped into his mouth. Before he could go any further and discover my secret, I reached down and found his manhood through the jeans, cupping his thick cock and massaging it slowly. He made a low sound and his hand eased back to my upper thigh, which was a massive relief despite the fact that I was not rubbing a guy’s hardening cock.

He stayed hard under my palm, growing thicker as I kept massaging him through his jeans. After a minute he broke the kiss just long enough to unbutton and unzip them. He reached into his underwear and pulled himself out. Even in the dark I could see the size of it: thick, long, already flushed and heavy in his hand. The sight of it made my stomach turn over. That was what a real cock looked like. Mine was reduced to one inch, taped flat, and getting wet like a pussy, leaking into lace while his stood powerfully. I blushed shamefully, immediately understanding why Miss Connery always referred to my penis as a clit; it really was a clit.

He took my wrist, guided my hand over, and wrapped my fingers around him. The sight was intense and jarring: my shiny red nails and smaller palm against his hot, thick shaft. He groaned the second I closed my grip.

We started kissing again. I stroked him the way I thought I was supposed to, the way I used to pleasure myself, slow at first, then steadier. Every upward pull made him kiss harder, made the muscles in his thigh jump under my hand. I tried not to think about the full picture of what I was doing: sitting in a miniskirt in a dark theater, on a date with a guy, his cock in my delicately manicured hand while my own stayed tucked away and leaking. Of course, I thought about it anyway. The shame sat right next to the dampness in my panties as his fingers kept stroking the soft skin of my inner thigh. He definitely thought he was making my pussy wet, and I guess, in a roundabout sort of way, he was.

His breathing changed. He broke the kiss just enough to speak against my mouth. “Faster, baby.”

I obeyed without thinking, speeding up the strokes. He tried to keep the sounds quiet but they still came out low and rough. His whole body tensed. The hand on my thigh tightened hard enough to make me whine into his mouth. A second later he pulsed in my grip more powerfully than I ever had and exploded over my fingers in thick, warm ropes of cum. I kept moving my hand through it until the last of it finished, then carefully let go.

I pulled back and looked at what he’d left on me. My shiny red nails, my delicate fingers, all of it were streaked and dripping with glossy white cum. Tom leaned back against the seat, still catching his breath. “That was amazing.”

I forced myself smile, trying to hide how disgusted and ashamed I was at what I had just done. “I’m glad.”

Christina’s instruction popped back into my mind. I took a deep breath as I lifted my hand, holding his gaze, and started licking the cum off as slowly and sexily as I could: first my palm, then each finger in turn, sucking them clean while I kept my expression soft and demure like I was loving the taste of him. When I finished he stared at me like he couldn’t believe what I had just done. “You’re so fucking sexy.”

He put his arm around my shoulders and pulled me in against his side. I stayed there, the taste of him still on my tongue and in my throat, my short skirt still rucked up on my thighs, and unzipped the pink purse just far enough to check my phone.

I had multiple texts from Christina. And to my dismay, a new group chat with Hannah and Layla, already a dozen messages long. I didn’t open any of them. I just put the phone away and stared at the screen of the movie without really processing it. I couldn’t believe this was my life. Outside of school I was a slutty girl who dated men and jerked them off in dark theaters. When break ended those two were going to make sure my school life was just as humiliating too, I knew it. The thought of walking back into that building made it hard to keep my breathing steady. I leaned into Tom instinctively, his masculine presence serving as a humiliating but necessary calm in the storm.


Part 7
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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.


Part 8
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I sat at my vanity table carefully finishing the last of my makeup while Kaylee, Christina, and Amy sat on my bed behind me chatting among themselves about how exciting today was going to be, but I was far from excited.

Today was the day of my “playdate” with my old friend Sam, now Samantha.

A few weeks ago, when Kaylee had spoken to Layla and Hannah about cutting me some slack with the daily humiliation and bullying, she had suggested they focus their attention on Sam instead. They were extremely eager at the prospect of having their own sissy and began bullying him in school the same way they used to do to me. It was Christina who suggested the two of us have a playdate, and that this weekend would be perfect since my parents were away on another business trip. Everyone except Samantha and I were beyond enthused. We were dreading it.

I looked at myself in the mirror and felt ridiculous.

I was dressed completely like a little girl. My dress was an extremely short, bright pink sissy dress with a delicate lace floral pattern covering the fitted bodice. Soft little pearl-like beads were scattered across the flowers, the sleeves were short and puffy, gathered at the shoulders and edged with soft ruffles that sat high on my dainty upper arms. A large satin bow in matching pink and white sat right in the center of my chest. The skirt exploded out from my waist in layers and layers of stiff, sheer tulle and organza, each tier edged with pale pink lace. It barely covered my equally frilly panties and stood out all around me in a fluffy circle, the lightest movement making the layers bounce and rustle against each other.

Sheer white stockings covered my legs from the tops of my thighs down to my ankles. On my feet were shiny pink heels with little bows on the front of each one. My hair was pulled into high pigtails, each one tied with a matching pink bow that sat right at the sides of my head. Small heart-shaped earrings dangled from my ears. My nails were painted a bright glossy pink, the same way they had been painted every single day since Miss Connery spanked me for cutting her class and ordered them to stay painted at all times, even at school. My makeup was pure sissy pink: soft pink eyeshadow, long lashes, rosy cheeks, and two full coats of hot pink lipstick that made my mouth look shiny and pouty, almost cartoonish. Even the perfume I had sprayed on was extra girly, a sweet candy-like scent that floated around me every time I moved.

Between my ridiculous outfit, breast forms, and my increasingly petite and womanly figure, I looked like a hot young woman who had decided to dress up as a little girl for Halloween and done a really great job at it. The short fluffy skirt barely covered anything. The soft lace of the bodice made my boobs look huge. Every time I shifted even slightly the layers of tulle brushed against my upper thighs and stockings.

As humiliating as my hyper-feminized appearance was, I still felt an embarrassing little spark of excitement knowing that Kaylee was loving it. Between watching her get fucked by Max, getting spanked by Miss Connery again, and the intimate nursing sessions the two of us had shared over the past few weeks, my mindset had dramatically shifted. I had started accepting that I was a sissy. I was desperate to please her no matter what the cost to my dignity. She and Max had also broken up two weeks ago, which had only made the two of us closer and made me want to please her even more as we grew closer.

I finished a second coat of pink lipstick, capped the tube, and set it down. Then I turned slightly on the vanity stool and said in my softest, girliest voice, “I’m ready, Miss Kaylee.”

Christina immediately mimicked me in an exaggerated high voice, flailing her wrists in the air. “I’m ready, Miss Kaylee.”

Kaylee and Amy both giggled, looking over at me with obvious amusement.

Kaylee smiled at me. “Come here and show us the final look, princess.”

I stood up carefully. The heels were higher than what I was used to and I had to take small, dainty little steps to keep my balance as I tottered the few feet over to the bed. The fluffy layers of the skirt bounced with every movement. I felt completely ridiculous.

Amy let out a high squeal. “Aww, she’s so adorable!”

Christina grinned. “Give us a spin, sissy.”

I slowly turned in a circle, arms held carefully at my sides as I tried not to tip over. The short ruffled skirt flared out and bounced around my thighs. All three of them giggled again.

Kaylee stood up and stepped in close, wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug. Our breasts pressed together through the soft fabric of my dress and her top, a feeling that felt strangely intimate. She whispered in my ear. “You are the cutest thing, Fiona.”

A warm, happy feeling spread through me.

Christina smirked. “I’m sure her little faggot boyfriend will think so too, right, girly boy?”

I looked down at the floor, dreading my upcoming playdate and the humiliation I was sure it would bring.

Just then the doorbell rang downstairs. All three girls lit up at the same time while my stomach dropped.

Kaylee’s eyes sparkled and her voice came out like she was talking to a child. “That must be her! Let’s go get the door, Fiona. But first, do you remember what I told you?”

I felt super embarrassed having to repeat her instructions in front of Christina and Amy, but I did. “Um… to be a good girl and act like one the whole playdate, even when Samantha and I are alone…to be a good influence on her.”

Kaylee nodded, satisfied. “That’s right, princess! Now let’s go get the door!”

I turned and started down the stairs in front of them, carefully placing each high-heeled foot one step at a time. My fluffy skirt bounced with every careful step, flashing my panties to the girls who followed behind me giggling. It was moments like these that hit me hard, regardless of my shifting mindset. I felt completely pathetic and humiliated. I was dressed like a childish parody of femininity, a walking mass of pink frills designed to signal to the world that I was the polar opposite of masculinity. I was sure that whatever I was about to do on my playdate would be just as emasculating, and I kept wondering anxiously what exactly it was going to entail.

I reached the front door and turned back for a second. Kaylee, Christina, and Amy stood a few feet behind me, all of them looking super giddy and excited, eyes bright and smiling as they watched me stand there looking mortified in my sissy outfit.

My manicured hand trembling, I reached out and opened the door.

Sam stood on my porch looking completely depressed and petrified. His shoulders were hunched and his eyes stayed fixed somewhere near my feet like he didn’t want to look up. He was still in normal boy clothes, jeans and a plain t-shirt, but with a bright pink collar snug around his neck with a matching pink leash clipped to it. Layla held the other end of the leash loosely in one hand. She and Hannah both stared at me for a long second, clearly taken aback by the full-blown sissy outfit, the pigtails, the makeup. Then their faces lit up and they both started cracking up.

Sam’s eyes finally lifted. They went wide with pure horror and shock as he looked at me standing there in the open doorway. I felt just as mortified being seen like this by him, seen as what, to my shame, felt like an accurate reflection of what I was now. The short fluffy layers of my pink dress swirled lightly around my thighs with the smallest shift of my weight. My pigtails swayed when I turned my head even a little. The sweet candy perfume felt impossible to ignore every time I breathed. My glossy pink nails caught the daylight as my fingers twitched at my sides. The weight of my boobs on my chest, which I barely ever noticed anymore, suddenly felt impossible to ignore.

Layla’s finally stopped laughing, her voice amused and condescending. “Oh wow, Fiona…this is crazy even for your fairy ass.”

Hannah grinned and gave Sam a hard nudge in the side with her elbow. “She looks really cute, doesn’t she, Samantha?”

Sam swallowed hard. When he spoke, his voice was soft and higher than a normal guy’s, but not quite passable as a girl’s like mine was. It sounded like a really feminine gay guy trying too hard to sound feminine. “Yes, you um… you look really pretty, Fiona.”

I mumbled a quiet thank you, awkward and ashamed, while my fingers nervously played with the soft poofy hem of my very short dress. The stiff tulle layers rustled as my painted nails anxiously toyed with them. I could feel the heat climbing up my neck and into my cheeks as the two of us just stood there looking at each other.

Kaylee and the others giggled behind me as they walked up to the doorway. Christina’s voice cut through the tense moment, amused and sharp. “Fiona, I don’t know why you’re being so shy! Aren’t you gonna give your little boyfriend a kiss?”

Both of us stood frozen in shared humiliation. I could feel Sam’s eyes flicking over my feminized body and overall appearance the same way mine kept drifting back to the bright collar still locked around his neck like he was their slave. I knew I had no choice. I stepped forward timidly, my high heels clicking and my short skirt bouncing as I closed the distance between us and slowly leaned in. I planted a tender, soft kiss right on his lips. When I pulled back, I saw that my glossy pink lipstick left a clear mark on his lips.

My face burned with shame as soon as I saw the bright pink smear on his mouth knowing that I had done that. The two of us just stood there in awkward, uncomfortable silence while the girls all greeted each other around us like nothing strange was happening at all.

After the hellos were finished they led us into the living room. Hannah unclipped the leash and took the pink collar off Samantha, dropping both items on the side table. Then all five girls sat down comfortably on the couch, relaxed and completely at ease. Sam and I stood at attention. I felt like a complete pussy standing in the middle of my own living room dressed like a hyper-feminized little-girl, waiting for orders, but that was just my life now. The contrast between us was obvious. The five of them lounged on my couch looking beautiful, confident, and casual while the two of us stood in front of them like scared children: obedient, weak, and completely on display.

Hannah looked over at Kaylee. “Do you have the stuff for Samantha?”

Kaylee nodded eagerly. “Yes, it’s in Fiona’s room.”

Hannah raised an eyebrow, still smiling. “And Fiona will really be able to make her over?”

Amy jumped in right away, her voice betraying her own excitement. “Fiona is an expert when it comes to all things beauty. She definitely can.”

Layla let out an excited squeal and clapped her hands together. “I’m so excited! I can’t wait to see Samantha looking as girly as Fiona does. This is gonna be great!”

All the girls giggled and chatted about it excitedly for another moment, voices overlapping in that easy, confident way that made the space between them and us feel even wider, like we were a different species. Then Kaylee turned toward us with a warm smile. “Alright girlies, you know what to do. Fiona, you have everything you need?”

I gave a small, careful curtsy, accidentally flashing my frilly panties as I grabbed my skirts and lowered myself in submission. “Yes, Miss Kaylee.”

Hannah and Layla both giggled. Hannah looked at Samantha and ordered, “Take notes from Fiona, bitch. We’d like to see some curtsies too when you come back.”

Sam just nodded, looking completely miserable. I wasn’t exactly happy either. I hated how ridiculous and dainty I looked next to these confident women. At the same time the part of me that had accepted what I was now kept whispering that this was exactly what a sissy did, that Kaylee was clearly happy, and that her approval and pleasure was more important than my own dignity and pride.

Kaylee smiled at me, a subtle look that told me I was being a good girl. “Alright girls, go have fun. I’m excited to see you all dressed up, Samantha.”

We started walking toward the stairs. Hannah’s voice called after us right away, cheerful yet firm. “Hold hands, girls!”

Sam and I quickly reached out and took each other’s hands. His grip was stiff and awkward. Mine felt smaller and softer against his, the limp grip of someone who had already been conquered and stripped of all his, now her, strength. Together we walked up the stairs, both of us moving shamefully with our heads hung low. The many pink layers of my dress bounced and swished with every delicate step of my pink heels while he climbed beside me in regular shoes, his posture still stiff and uncertain next to the ladylike little steps I had learned to take. Even compared to someone who was walked in on a pink leash, I was the more broken, more feminine one by far.

We reached my room and let go of each other’s hands. The tension between us sat thick and incredibly uncomfortable in the quiet space. Neither of us seemed to know where to look or what to say. We had been friends for years, treated each other as men worthy of masculine respect, and now, it was a clear but unspoken truth that neither of us were men or masculine at all.

I shifted my weight carefully in the pink heels, stammering my words, my voice still coming out in the little-girl-like voice I had mostly unconsciously adopted for the day. “Um… do you want to get undressed and then I’ll help you get ready?”

Sam’s voice dropped back into his regular male register, rough with disgust. “So you really always talk like a girl now, huh?”

I kept my eyes on the floor. Even to him, I was pathetic. There was nothing I could say to change that. I tried to stay sweet and kill him with kindness. “Yes when I’m told to. And you should too. They have a nanny cam set up in my room and are probably watching and listening to us right now.”

He let out a frustrated sigh. When he spoke again the higher, softer tone had returned, still not quite passable. “Alright. I guess we have no choice.”

I stood there awkwardly, trying hard not to watch as he started undressing. It was awkward enough standing in my room with my old friend, talking like girls and wearing a pink sissy dress that made my boobs look huge.

When he was down to his boxers I glanced over without meaning to. His body was completely hairless, and his toes were painted the same bright pink as mine.

I cleared my throat. “Um… they got you panties to wear…so I think you might have to take those off too.”

Sam’s head snapped toward me manically. “Are you that eager to see my dick, faggot?”

I looked straight down at the carpet, cheeks burning. I hated that even Sam was disrespecting me like this, and I was far too big of a sissy to do anything about it. Still, there was pity mixed in with the shame I felt. I could see him lashing out, trying to sound like a man, when it was already clear he was just as weak and powerless as I was. I didn’t answer. I just turned and minced quietly over to the closet like the sweet little sissy I had been trained to be, my ruffled skirt bouncing and rustling with every swaying step. I pulled out the matching pair of panties the girls had left for him. They were the exact same style as the ones I was wearing under my dress: bright pink satin, soft and stretchy, with layers of delicate frills and lace along the waistband and the leg openings that made them look almost like something a little girl would wear. I walked back over with my eyes fixed on the floor and held them out to him, then turned my face away while he reluctantly stepped out of the boxers and pulled the frilly pink panties up his legs.

Once they were on I reached into the closet again and took out the ultra-realistic breast forms the girls had ordered for him, the same exact ones I wore but seemingly a bit bigger. I started spreading the adhesive across the backs of them with careful little strokes of my painted nails.

Sam’s voice came out with anger and panic. “What the fuck? No way I’m wearing those.”

Now I was starting to get frustrated. I had been told to get him dressed and looking as feminine as me, and I would also be punished if he refused.

I kept my voice soft but firm. “Come on, Sam. You know they’re not gonna give you a choice.”

He shook his head hard. “This is fucking ridiculous… I’m not a sissy like you. I don’t want these.”

I snapped. But not in the way a man snaps. I snapped like a girl, my voice filled with sass and passive aggressive attitude mirrored by my body language.

“You think I wanted this, girl? I did not, but I had no choice and neither do you. The sooner you accept that you’re not a man anymore the better it’ll be for you.”

Sam’s whole body seemed to deflate. His shoulders dropped and his face went sullen like he was fighting not to cry. I stepped forward timidly and slowly pressed the forms against his chest, gentle in my touch and now my tone. “Just hold these in place. They’ll be dry in a few minutes.”

His hands came up shakily and covered the forms, pressing them to his chest. He still looked like he was trying not to cry. I guided him over to the vanity chair with light touches on his arm. “Why don’t we sit so I can get started on your makeup while they dry?”

He sat. I pulled another chair up beside him and started organizing the makeup I had used on myself earlier. The primers and foundations and pink products were still spread across my desk. Just as I picked up a bottle of primer, Sam spoke, his voice coming out shaky and uncertain. “Do you… do you really think we’re not men anymore? You don’t see yourself as a man?”

I paused. The question weighed on me heavily for a second. Then I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror: my cutesy pigtails and pink bows, my glossy hot lipstick, my short fluffy sissy dress, pink nails, the soft mounds of my breast forms under the lace that I now thought of almost like they were a part of my body. The whole picture looked so completely girly that the idea of calling myself a man suddenly felt silly. I was a completely emasculated sissy princess in pink, that was the reality staring back at me. Castration itself probably wouldn’t make me less of a man.

I looked up at him and answered softly, my answer pouring out shamefully but honestly. “Not anymore. No. I mean… look at me. I’m a sissy…”

Sam looked me over slowly and then nodded, still holding his new breast forms demurely against his chest like a coy girl modestly covering herself. There was a quiet understanding in the way he looked at me, like he completely got it, like everything I said made perfect sense.

I kept my voice calm, trying not to show the shame that I was feeling. “I’m gonna start your makeup, okay?”

He just nodded again, eyes still shining like he was close to crying. I leaned in and began smoothing the primer carefully across his face in careful, even strokes. Neither of us spoke. The only sounds in the room were the soft rustle of my sissy dress when I shifted on the chair and the quiet scrape of the sponge against his skin. He kept his eyes fixed somewhere past my shoulder. I kept mine on his face and the work in front of me. The air between us felt thick with the shared knowledge of what we were doing, two failed boys playing with makeup on the orders of our female bullies and mistresses. Neither of us could make eye contact without seeing our shame and humiliation mirrored in the other’s eyes.

I moved on to foundation next, dabbing and blending until his skin looked smooth and even. Blush came right after, a soft sweep of pink across his cheeks that made them look flushed and girly. I cringed every time I leaned in close and the stiff tulle layers of my skirts brushed against his bare thighs, making him flinch a little each time. His hands stayed cupped over his breast forms, holding them in place, and I could see the way his fingers kept squeezing them like he still couldn’t believe how real they felt.

“Can you close your eyes for a second,” I asked quietly.

He did. I dusted soft pink eyeshadow across his lids the same way I had done my own earlier, building it carefully until they looked delicate and pretty. Then liner along the upper lash line, thin and precise. False lashes next. I had to lean even closer for that part, my manicured hands steady as I pressed each one into place. His breathing stayed shallow the whole time. I finished with mascara, brushing it through slowly so his lashes looked long and full.

When I reached for the bright pink lipstick we made eye contact. Our eyes met for half a second before both of us looked away again. “Almost done, just purse your lips a little.”

He did, pouting dejectedly as if he was trying to convey to me how much he hated this. I lined his lips before filling them in with the same hot pink I was wearing, coating them carefully until they looked full and shiny. The unspoken shame sat heavily between us the entire time, two guys who used to hang out talking about girls, now reduced to this: one of us in a short frilly dress and heels doing the other’s makeup while he sat in nothing but frilly pink panties as his new boobies adhered to his chest.

I sat back when I was finished and looked at the result. His face actually looked really pretty: soft pink eyelids, long dark lashes, rosy cheeks, and shiny pink lips. The makeup had feminized his typical male face until he looked almost as hyper-girly as I did. I hated to acknowledge it, but I felt a little spark of pride seeing how pretty he had turned out. I kept it to myself, but I was excited for Kaylee to see.

“All done,” I announced, a bit more brightly than he seemed to appreciate.

Sam turned slowly toward the mirror. His eyes went wide with horror. He just stared at his own feminized reflection, still clutching the forms against his chest. The horror on his face was plain. I remembered that feeling; I gave him a minute to process.

A minute later, I tried to break him out of his horrified haze. “Um… your boobs are dry, Samantha…you can let go of them now.”

He grimaced hard at both my reference to him having boobs and to the use of his new feminine name. His hands dropped away. Without him holding the forms in place, the soft rounded breasts sat naturally on his chest, looking realistic and perky like they were a part of his body. He stared at himself for a long moment, then reached up and touched them uncomfortably, fingertips pressing into the soft weight. The rest of the picture must have been just as jarring to him: a pretty, fully made-up face with the long lashes and glossy pink lips, a petite and hairless torso with boobs, all juxtaposed by a short male haircut that left him looking like a pretty drag queen caught mid-transformation.

I walked over to my closet with dainty steps, my own breasts bouncing in sync with the poofy pink skirt of my dress and the delicate little click clack of my heels. I pulled out the matching bra they had gotten him, the same ultra-girly bright pink one I was wearing under my dress, and lace-covered cups with little satin bows at the center and along the straps. I also grabbed the long pink wig the girls had ordered for him. I brought both back over to him, dreading his reaction. “Hey, can you put your arms out.”

He lifted them slowly, eyes fixed downward in pure horror as his new breasts stayed put on his chest. I slid the bra straps over his shoulders, settling the soft cups over the forms and clipping it closed at the back. The moment it was fastened, he cupped both hands over the cups, testing the weight, giving them a small jiggle like he couldn’t believe they were now a part of him. I could tell the whole thing was disturbing to him, and I understood completely. I don’t think I could ever forget the first moment I saw myself with female breasts or felt them attached to my chest. Clothing is one thing, but having your actual body feminized is another. Seeing Samantha go through everything I had gone through only a few months ago was giving me a crazy sense of déjà vu.

I kept my voice gentle with him, trying to be comforting. “You’ll get used to them.”

He didn’t seem convinced. I slowly stepped closer, holding the wig cap.

He looked up at me almost pleadingly, voice still sounding like an effeminate gay boy on the verge of crying. “I…I don’t want to get used to having boobs.”

“I know,” I offered sympathetically, knowing there was nothing I could really say or do to make it better besides just being there for him like the sissy sister I now apparently was to him.

I pulled the tight wig cap over his short hair, tucking everything underneath while my mind drifted for a second to that first Halloween night when Miss Connery had glued breast forms onto me for the first time. How strange and wrong they had felt then. How completely normal they felt against my chest now, like they had always been part of me. It was disturbing that it was now more normal for me to think of myself having boobs than a penis. Between the seemingly permanence of my boobs and the absence of what I now called my clit, manhood felt impossibly unattainable to me now.

I settled the long pink wig over the cap and clipped it securely, then sectioned the bright strands into two high pigtails and fastened each one with a little white bow.

When I finished I looked at him in the mirror. He was staring at his own reflection like he couldn’t recognize it. The long pink hair framed his very pretty made-up face. His perky breast forms sat naturally in his frilly pink bra. His matching frilly panties hugged his hips and gave no clue to his real gender. Even with how dramatic the pink hair was, the overall picture read more like a hyper-feminine teenage girl than a boy in drag. The forms suited his smaller frame perfectly. His lips looked full and pouty coated in the glossy pink. His body looked soft and petite. His pretty face with the girly pink makeup looked natural enough to make the rest of the transformation work.

His voice cracked when he finally spoke, completely choked up. “I can’t believe this is me.”

I kept my tone soft and steady. “I know… I know… Come on. Let’s get you dressed.”

I walked over to the closet and took out Samantha’s outfit. It was identical to mine: the same bright pink lace floral dress with the fitted bodice covered in soft little pearl-like beads, short puffy sleeves edged with ruffles, a large satin bow at the center of the chest, and the explosion of stiff sheer tulle and organza layers that barely reached mid-thigh and stood out in a fluffy circle. The matching six-inch pink heels with the little bows on the front sat in the bottom of the box next to his stockings.

Sam’s face dropped the moment he saw it, but he didn’t say anything. The fight had already gone out of him.

I guided the sheer white stockings up his smooth legs, then helped him into the dress carefully. The stiff tulle layers rasped and rustled as I guided his arms through the puffy sleeves and tugged the bodice down over the new mounds on his chest. I stepped behind him and closed the zipper, the short ruffled skirt of my own dress brushing against the backs of his thighs while I worked. Once it was on he looked just as ridiculous and sissy-like as me. The long pink pigtails framed his pretty made-up face. His breast forms, poofy skirt, and his thin waist gave the illusion of an hour-glass figure. His frilly pink panties peeked out underneath his very short skirt every time he shifted. He looked like a complete sissy, someone meant to signal hyper-femininity and submission, not to be taken seriously or respected as an equal by real men or women. Seeing him and knowing I looked just as ridiculous was hard to come to terms with.

I could see how embarrassed and overwhelmed he was by the outfit. I understood it completely. Even after months of constant emasculation this level of over-the-top little-girl clothing still gave me sensory overload, not to mention leaving me abjectly humiliated. Kaylee’s earlier instructions echoed in the back of my mind: be a good girl and a good influence on her.

I forced my voice up into something bright and cheerful. “You look so pretty!”

The second the words left my mouth, I felt ridiculous for saying it. Sam’s cheeks went deep red and he stared straight down at the floor.

I wordlessly and carefully knelt down in my high heels and helped him into the matching pink heels. He clutched my shoulders for balance while I buckled the thin straps around his ankles. The moment both shoes were on he shot me a look of panic.

“I can’t walk in these, Fiona,” he said nervously. “They’re way too high.”

I stood up again, smoothing the front of my dress out of habit, even though it did nothing. “Well… did your mistresses teach you how to walk in heels?”

He shook his head. “No. They made me wear them twice, but never this high and I never had to walk in them much.”

I smiled, trying to keep the energy positive and break up the tension that had sat between us since he showed up on my doorstep. “Oh. Well… I was supposed to help you practice being girly anyway so… I guess I can start with teaching you how to walk like a girl. I’m kind of an expert…”

It embarrassed me to say it out loud, to treat mincing like a lady in high heels as a skill I was an expert at, but it was true.

“Watch me,” I offered.

I took a small step back and stood up straight, arching my lower back just enough that I could feel my breasts push forward and my ruffled skirt ride up a little in the back, probably exposing my panties.

“First you want to stand up straight and keep your back a little arched.” I demonstrated again. “You’ll um… you’ll know if it’s arched if you feel your butt and boobs sticking out a little bit. Honestly you should try to stick them out. That helped me a lot in the beginning.”

Sam was listening, but the shame was plain on his face, like he couldn’t believe this was his life. I felt it just as strongly standing in the middle of my own bedroom giving a femininity lesson to another sissy, nevertheless an old friend.

“And when you walk…” I started forward, taking tiny deliberate steps, heel to toe, one foot placed directly in front of the other. The many layers of the skirt swished and bounced around my thighs with every movement, extremely noisy. I let my hips sway more than I normally would so he could see the motion clearly. “You want to take tiny steps heel to toe, one foot directly in front of the other. Try not to worry or think about your upper body. Just sort of let your hips sway and carry you.”

I reached the far wall, turned carefully on the balls of the pink heels, and continued. “Also, usually you want to let your arms and wrists go completely limp and sort of swing naturally with the rhythm… but with heels this high you might want to keep them out to the side a little since it helps with balance.”

Sam nodded, still looking nervous. “Okay,” he mumbled quietly, not wanting to engage.

I smiled at him again. “Do you want to try?”

He let out a small, defeated breath. “I guess…”

He took a few tottering, clumsy steps. The six-inch heels made him wobble like a newborn deer, the short skirt bouncing awkwardly around his thighs. I stayed close, continually offering feedback and demonstrating my own girly strut. We kept at it for several minutes. Slowly his steps got more delicate and ladylike. The sway in his hips started to look less forced and clumsy.

“You’re doing a great job!” I encouraged him.

He responded without even looking at me, his voice a shy mumble. “Thanks… this is really humiliating.”

I kept my own voice sympathetic and sweet. “I know. But we’re both girls now so we need to know how to carry ourselves like ladies.”

He looked at me like I was a complete pussy as soon as the words left my mouth, his scowl inescapably obvious. I felt so pathetic. Being a girl and needing to know how to act like a lady had become my truth, my reality, but seeing his reaction illuminated just how thoroughly emasculated I had become. An awkward silence stretched between us.

Sam finally spoke, eyes still on the floor. “I need a break. Is there anything else we can do?”

“Um… yeah,” I replied. “I’m supposed to paint your nails to match mine before we go down.”

His eyes went wide with panic. “Won’t that be hard to remove?”

I offered another sympathetic look. “We don’t really have a choice… don’t worry though, I’m sure your mistresses will let you take it off before you go home.”

He plopped back down at the vanity, caught a full glimpse of himself in the mirror, and looked horrified all over again.

“You must not know them very well,” he murmured, almost like he was talking to himself.

I sat delicately in the chair next to him, my skirt rustling as I lowered myself. He clearly had not been taught to sit in a dress like I had, his panties were on full display.

“Um… you might want to put your knees together or close your legs,” I told him awkwardly. “I can see your panties.”

His face turned bright red. He slammed his knees together and cringed. I felt so bad for him, I could tell how humiliating this all was for him. I understood completely, and that’s why I tried to be extra sweet. “Hey it’s no biggie; we’re both girls here. But just so you know in the future…normally when you wear a dress or skirt you want to press your legs together and smooth it down as you sit, but we can’t really smooth down these because the skirts are too poofy and high. So you just want to hold the hem down and keep your knees together while you lower yourself down.”

“Thanks,” he replied awkwardly, his expression looking extremely uncomfortable as soon as I made the “we’re both girls here” comment.

I forced a small smile and took out the bottle of bright pink polish. I started painting his nails in silence, the soft sound of the brush the only noise for a while.

At one point Sam looked up at me, his voice coming out quiet and serious. “Um, Fiona?”

I looked up and met his gaze, immediately recognizing the intensity behind his eyes. “Yeah?”

“Would it be okay if I um… sat with you at lunch from now on?” he asked, clearly upset that he had to ask. “The guys all think I’m gay and…and they basically bully me nonstop the whole period ever since Hannah…”

My face burned, I knew exactly what he was talking about. I finished the thought for him without looking up from his nails. “Ever since Hannah told them we kissed?”

He nodded, face bright red. “Yeah.”

My own cheeks stayed just as hot, the memory of Layla slapping his cock against my cage while we made out flooding me with embarrassment. I was mortified just thinking of it but tried to keep my tone casual like it was no big deal.

“Yeah…of course you can sit with me.” I kept painting carefully. “But I have to warn you, Christina and Kaylee will tell the other girls at our table your secret. They all think I’m a gay crossdresser who’s boy crazy…and I have to act like it.”

He let out a long, heavy sigh that sounded like it was close to turning into a breakdown. Instead, I stayed silent.

“How do you deal with it?” he asked honestly. “No one respects us.”

I finished painting the last nail and closed the bottle while I thought about the question. I sighed again, answering him as honestly as I could. “Look… honestly most guys aren’t gonna respect us. We’re sissies. We’re super girly, we’re submissive, and honestly we’re weaker and less of a man than most guys are…which is literally the opposite of what most guys respect. And trust me, when they do treat us nicely it’s usually because they want to fuck us. Girls are even worse half the time, as I’m sure you figured out. The best you can do is try to become one of the girls and entertain them and be useful to them. They all seem to love having a sissy around. Sometimes that can have benefits, like, Kaylee and I have gotten really close, and this girl Emily at school and I are like besties now. But yeah, it’s hard.”

Sam looked like he was processing everything I said but struggling to accept it..

“What…what about getting a girlfriend?” he mumbled half-heartedly.

“Come on, Samantha,” I said, not quite annoyed but trying to level with him and ground him in our shared reality. “Be realistic. We’re both more likely to end up with boyfriends than girlfriends at this point. Girls want to date a real man… which we are obviously not.”

His whole expression deflated, like he had gotten exactly the answer he feared getting but knew he would. “How are you okay with all of this?”

I stared down at the bright pink polish on my nails, my hands resting on a mess of pink tulle and organza. “I have no choice… this is just what I am now, fighting it only makes it worse.”

When Sam’s nails were finally dry I doused him in the same perfume I was wearing and then looked over at him softly.

“Are you ready to go down?” I asked.

He nodded timidly, the motion small and uncertain. The fear was obvious from his expression. I could see how embarrassed he still was by the way he looked, the pink pigtails, the sissy dress, the six-inch heels, the makeup. Everything was pink, pink, pink. Hannah and Layla had been feminizing and bullying him for months, but this felt like a big moment for him. Even I felt particularly humiliated, and I was definitely more girl than boy by that point.

“Hey,” I said softly. “Just remember, they all already think we’re sissies, wimps, pussies, and anything else you’re worried about being seen as. No one down there is ever gonna look at either of us and see a man again, so there’s nothing to lose by acting like the little princesses they want us to be. Trust me, it’ll be much better if we play along.”

Samantha nodded, seemingly understanding. “Could you help me with the stairs?”

“Of course,” I smiled warmly. “I’ll hold your hand. Just remember your walk and try to smile and be as cute as you can when we get down there. Believe me, this is just as humiliating for me, but I know what happens if I’m a bad girl.”

He gave me a strange look at that last part. I turned my face away, ashamed of how naturally the words had come out, how completely I had accepted the rules they had set for me, like I was a little girl and they were my parents.

A moment later I reached over and took his hand. The soft lace of my sleeve brushed against his. Together we started toward the staircase, both of us taking those dainty little steps we had practiced. The short poofy layers of our dresses bounced and rustled together with every sway of our hips.

We reached the top of the stairs and started down slowly. Each step had to be deliberate, our heels were far too high to rush. The dainty click of them sounded soft and girly against the wood. I kept my free hand lightly on the railing for balance while holding Samantha’s with the other, the stiff tulle of my skirt brushing against his with every careful descent. Samantha clutched my hand a little tighter than necessary. I could feel the shared tension in the way we both moved, two emasculated boys in matching little-girl dresses making our way downstairs like something fragile and on display.

When we reached the bottom we both stopped for half a second. Then we plastered big, bright smiles onto our faces, the kind the girls wanted to see, and stepped forward together trying our best to look as cute and eager to please as we possibly could.

The moment we stepped into the living room the girls all reacted at once.

Layla’s eyes went wide and she let out a sharp laugh. “Oh my God! Look at them! They look like little girls!”

Hannah clapped her hands together, grinning. “Samantha, you look ridiculous. I love it. Look at those pink pigtails.”

Christina tilted her head, voice dripping with amusement. “Two little fairy princesses in matching dresses holding hands. Your daddies would be so proud of their daughters.”

We both cringed at that, the thought of my dad seeing me like this immediately sending a vulnerable shiver up my spine.

Amy’s voice came out softer, almost cooing like we really were little girls. “Aww, you both look too cute! Like actual little girls getting ready for a tea party. I love it!”

Kaylee stepped forward first, smiling brightly as she approached. “You did such a good job, girls. Samantha you look perfect. Come here, you two. Let us get a closer look.”

Their voices all carried that same infantilizing tone, the kind adults used with small children. It made the short fluffy layers of my dress feel even more conspicuous against my thighs. My breasts rose and fell slightly under the lace bodice every time I took a careful breath, making me even more self-conscious as I was suddenly hyper aware of all the feminine adornments and modifications on me. Beside me Samantha stood stiffly, the identical dress sitting on him in a way that looked natural on him, though his discomfort was obvious.

They pulled out their phones immediately. Flash after flash went off as they started ordering us around.

“Get closer together,” Christina ordered. “Hold hands again. No, not like that, interlock your fingers. Cute.”

I reached over and took Samantha’s hands in mind, interlocking fingers and forcing a smile as we both locked eyes.

“Smile bigger, faggots,” Hannah mocked. “Show us how thankful you are to us for taking away your manhood!”

We forced the smiles wider. Another series of flashes followed.

“Now tilt your heads toward each other,” Layla said. “Aw, that’s so sweet. Perfect. Again.”

They made us twirl in slow circles so the short tulle skirts flared out. They made us pose with one foot pointed, then with our hands under our chins, then kissing with our arms around each other’s waists. Every new instruction stretched the moment longer. Samantha moved awkwardly through most of them, still fighting the height of his heels and the unfamiliar weight on his chest. I moved more smoothly, the practiced little movements already sitting in my muscle memory from months of training, and that only made the shame cut deeper. I could feel him watching the way I shifted my weight, the way I gestured delicately with my wrists and hands, the way I slipped so naturally into whatever made me seem cuter and girlier in the moment. Every time our eyes met the mutual humiliation sat thick between us.

Samantha got most of the attention. It was his first time fully dressed like this, and the girls kept circling him, adjusting his pigtails, tugging at the hem of his skirt, making him turn again and again so the tulle flared. I stood off to the side for a stretch of it and felt a pathetic little twist of jealousy, especially whenever Kaylee’s attention stayed on him too long. I hated myself for it, but I found myself acting extra girly and princess-like for attention: talking like a little girl, sashaying dramatically so that my skirt would swish and rustle around me, even announcing that I was so excited to have such a pretty sissy friend, which drew a ton of laughter and mockery. It was pathetic and I knew it, but I still did it. I had lost my manhood, my entire identity; all I had left was being Kaylee’s favorite little princess. Without that, I had lost everything and gained nothing in return.

Kaylee noticed. She reached out, took my hand, and pulled me a few steps away from the others. Her voice dropped into that warm, loving tone she only used with me.

“I’m so proud of you, Fiona,” she said quietly, my face already lighting up. “You’re such a perfect little girl. Look at how far you’ve come. You’re not only completely feminine and obedient, you’re actually helping another beta male become a little sissy just like you. You made me very happy today.”

The words hit harder than I expected. My throat tightened. For a second I thought I might actually cry from how much that meant to me, but I didn’t want to ruin my makeup. I just nodded, eyes stinging, and soaked up her affection.

After the initial excitement the girls decided we needed some playdate activities that were appropriate for sissies like us.

First they had us sit on the floor with coloring books and a pile of markers. The short fluffy skirts spread out around us on the carpet, our frilly panties on full display while the girls snapped more pictures. We were told to draw pretty pictures and sign them with our names when we finished. I carefully colored a page full of hearts and flowers and looping stars while the girls spoke about us like mothers discussing their daughters. When I finished I wrote “Fiona” in careful, looping letters at the bottom, dotting the I with a pink heart. Beside me Samantha worked more anxiously, his demeanor less passive. When he signed “Samantha” the handwriting came out shaky and way less pretty. Neither of us spoke while we worked. The only sounds were the soft scratch of markers and the occasional comment from the couch. When we held the finished pages up they made us describe what we had drawn and pose with our work.

Next they put on loud, girly pop music and made us dance in the middle of the living room. Our short ruffled skirts, our pigtails, and our boobs bounced with every movement, our panties on display the entire time. I fell into the practiced sway of hips and soft arm motions I had been taught months ago, letting the music carry the feminine motion through my body. Samantha moved more awkwardly beside me, still uncomfortable with the height of the heels and the way the breast forms jiggled when he tried to move too quickly. Every time our eyes met the shared embarrassment was unbearable, our gazes dropping almost immediately each time. Two former dudes dancing like girls in matching sissy dresses while five women sat on the couch watching, laughing, and calling out corrections.

“Shake your ass more, Samantha,” Layla laughed. “Copy Fiona. See how sexy she looks? That’s why she gets all the boys.”

“Keep your wrists loose,” Christina added. “You’re still moving like a guy.”

We kept dancing, the stiff tulle of our dresses brushing against each other, our breast forms occasionally brushing against each other, the sweet candy perfume rising around us every time we moved. The longer it went on the more certain I was that this experience would overshadow our entire male friendship. These would be our memories together.

Eventually they ordered us onto their laps. I settled carefully onto Kaylee’s, the short poofy skirt flaring around both of us as I perched on her thighs, instantly grateful for the closeness to my preferred mistress. Samantha ended up on Layla’s lap, looking stiff and uncomfortable, his back too straight, his hands uncertain where to rest. The girls started asking us which boys at school we thought were cute. The questions came in that same sweet, infantilizing tone.

“Come on, Fiona,” Christina cooed, smirking condescendingly. “You’ve been out of the closet longer. Who do you think is hot? We all know you think Tom is cute…”

I felt Kaylee’s hand rest lightly on my thigh, reassuring me. The answer sat in my throat for a second before I forced it out like I meant it.

“Um…yeah, Tom is really cute,” I blushed. “And maybe Ryan from third period. He has such nice arms.”

The girls made approving little sounds. Kaylee gave my thigh a small squeeze like she was proud of me.

“What about you, Samantha?” Layla asked, bouncing her knee a little so Samantha had to adjust on her lap. “Don’t be shy. Sissies are allowed to have crushes on real men.”

Samantha’s face stayed red. For a moment I thought he might not answer. When he did, his voice came out quieter and far more strained than mine. “I… I don’t know. Maybe Jake?”

“Just Jake?” Hannah pressed, grinning. “That’s it? A little fag like you only likes one boy? Fiona named two, and she gave a reason.”

He swallowed. “And… maybe the guy who sits behind me in English. I don’t know his name, but he um…he has a handsome face.”

Christina laughed. “Look at you two. Two little sissies talking about boys on their mistresses’ laps. This is perfect.”

Amy leaned forward, smiling sweetly. “Do you think you’d ever ask any of them out? Be honest.”

I glanced at Samantha. The same helpless, broken look was sitting on both our faces. I answered first because I knew they expected me to. “Probably not,” I said softly. “I prefer the man to make the first move. It makes me feel feminine.”

The girls burst out laughing, my face burning red. Samantha just nodded, looking grateful that I answered for us.

The conversation kept drifting in that direction for a while, the girls asking more questions, making us rank the boys, making us say out loud which ones we thought had big cocks. I could feel Samantha getting quieter beside me on Layla’s lap, the strain showing more clearly the longer they kept us talking.

Eventually the conversation shifted. Christina laughed and brought up how good I was at sucking cock. The others joined in, talking about me like I wasn’t sitting right there on Kaylee’s lap. Then Christina looked over at Samantha and grinned.

“Fiona should go get her dildo,” she exclaimed. “She can teach Samantha how to please a man.”

Samantha’s whole body went rigid on Layla’s lap. His voice cracked when he spoke. “No. I’m not doing that.”

The room went quiet. All four girls exchanged looks, the kind that said they had expected resistance and were already deciding how to handle it. The sudden tension made my stomach drop. I shifted closer against Kaylee without thinking, pressing my side into her the way a child does when something feels unsafe, my soft breast forms pressing up against her as I tried to make myself smaller on her lap.

Hannah’s voice cut through the quiet, extremely calm, and authoritative. “You have one chance to redeem yourself, Samantha. Ask Fiona nicely to teach you how to suck cock.”

Samantha’s face crumpled. Tears started spilling over.

“No,” he said, voice cracking. “I’m not doing this. Please…”

Layla moved fast. She grabbed him by the arm, yanked him forward, and flipped him face-down across her knees in one rough motion. The short fluffy skirt of his dress flipped up. Hannah immediately pushed the layers of tulle higher, exposing his frilly pink panties completely.

“Hold still, bitch,” Layla commanded.

Then the spanking started.

Layla’s hand came down hard across the seat of his panties, the sharp crack filling the living room. Samantha cried out. Hannah followed right after, her palm landing just as hard on the other side.

“Repeat after me,” Hannah ordered between strikes. “I’m a sissy and I want to suck cock.”

Samantha sobbed. “I…I’m not…”

Another hard slap landed from Layla. “Say it or we keep going.”

“I’m a sissy and I want to suck cock,” he choked out. I was surprised how quickly he broke, I was a complete wimp, and it still took me longer to break than that whenever I had been spanked.

Layla snickered. “Louder, girl.”

His mascara was starting to run. “I’m a sissy and I want to suck cock!”

Hannah’s hand cracked down again. “You’re not a boy. Say it!”

“I’m not a boy…” he whined.

Hannah continued, her hand wound back to smack him again. “You’re a little girl who wears panties and pretty dresses. Say it.”

Samantha’s voice broke completely as more tears streamed down his cheeks. “I’m a little girl who wears panties and pretty dresses!”

Christina stood up from the couch and walked over. She didn’t even say a word. She just took a turn without asking, her hand landing hard enough to make Samantha’s whole body jolt across Layla’s lap. The three of them fell into a rhythm, Layla, Hannah, and Christina, each taking turns while Samantha sobbed and kicked uselessly, his six-inch heels flying back and forth.

“Tell Fiona what you are,” Layla smirked.

“I’m a sissy,” Samantha cried.

“Tell her you’re going to learn how to suck cock like a good girl just like her.”

He looked up at me with the expression of a broken child, completely at the mercy of his parents’ discipline. “I…I’m going to learn how…”

Three hard spanks in a row from Hannah cut him off. “Say it like the sweet little girl you are!”

“I’m going to learn how to suck cock like a good girl just like you,” he sobbed, the words barely understandable through the crying but notably higher in pitch.

I sat frozen on Kaylee’s lap watching the whole thing. Every sharp crack of their hands made me flinch and tremble. Kaylee’s arm stayed wrapped around my waist, holding me firmly against her, her hand cupping my breast. After a minute her other hand slid under the hem of my dress. Her palm settled over the front of my panties and started rubbing in slow, steady circles. My cage kept me soft and tiny, but the pressure and rhythm still felt nice, comforting in a way that only a sissy could understand. I stayed very still, eyes fixed on Samantha’s shaking body, on the soft weight of his breast forms rising and falling with his rapid breathing.

Amy sat on the arm of the couch watching quietly, a sympathetic look on her face.

The spanking went on. Samantha’s cries turned high and hysterical. They made him repeat more things between strikes.

“I’ll never be a man.”

“I’m a pathetic little sissy.”

“I belong in dresses and heels.”

“I’m going to make the perfect wife for a handsome man one day.”

Every time he hesitated their hands came down harder. His legs kicked, his frilly pink panties on full display, the fabric doing nothing to protect him. By the end his voice was raw and his words came out in broken pieces between sobs.

When they finally stopped, Samantha stayed draped over Layla’s lap, shaking so hard the short tulle skirt trembled around him making a sound similar to a bunch of leaves blowing in the wind. His face was a mess of tears and ruined makeup. He couldn’t stop crying.

Hannah stood up and smoothed her skirt. “I think it’s time to go.”

Layla nodded, still resting a hand on Samantha’s panties.

The girls started saying their goodbyes, voices light and cheerful again like the last twenty minutes hadn’t happened.

“This was so much fun,” Amy said, hugging Hannah.

“We need to do it again soon,” Christina added.

They turned to me next. One by one they hugged me after I did my cutest little curtsies for them. When Hannah hugged me she slipped one hand under the back of my skirt, jabbing her finger hard against my tight hole, digging in as deep as the thin protection my panties provided would allow. The sudden invasion made me jump and let out a high-pitched squeal. All the girls laughed.

“See you at school, princess,” Hannah said, still smiling as she pulled her hand away.

They made Samantha stand up. He could barely stay on his feet. The girls ordered us to hug. I stepped forward carefully and wrapped my arms around him, trying to convey as much warmth and support as I could without using my words. He was still shaking. They apparently weren’t satisfied with that and made us kiss next, the taste of his tears and our sticky pink lipsticks mixing for a second before we pulled apart.

Then Hannah clipped the pink collar back around his neck, attached the leash, and the two of them led him toward the door. He didn’t look back, they had truly broken him.

A few hours later the house was quiet. Amy and Christina had left. I was still in the full sissy outfit, not even caring enough to ask to change once I was alone with Kaylee. She had pulled me onto the living room couch and settled me across her lap the way she always did when we were having our special time. One of her perfect breasts was out, the soft weight of it filling my mouth as I suckled slowly and steadily. The familiar taste and warmth of her skin spread through me like a heavy blanket after everything that had happened today. My glossy pink nails rested lightly against her side, the stiff tulle layers of my short skirt bunched around my hips. Being cradled by her while she nursed me, I felt as tiny, safe, and adored as I always did in her arms.

She stroked my hair in long, gentle passes, fingers moving through my high pigtails and fingering the soft pink bows. I kept my eyes on hers while I nursed, watching the way she looked down at me with that warm, adoring affection that always made basically losing my balls feel worth it.

“My sweet girl,” she cooed, voice soft and high the way she used when we were alone. “You were so good today. I’m so so proud of you. You and Samantha were so adorable today. Two matching princesses. Think of how far you’ve come, remember you used to be a failed little beta male who thought he could actually fuck me. Remember that, Fiona? Coming over my house thinking you were going to get lucky?” She let out a quiet, fond laugh and brushed her thumb across my cheek while I continued to suck, her words piercing me while her tone calmed me. “Look at you now. My perfect little sissy, sucking on mommy’s titty after a long day of being a good girl. You’re so perfect like this.”

I kept nursing, the slow pulls of my mouth the only answer I could give. Her words settled into me the way they always did, humiliating and comforting at the same time. I could still feel the echo of Samantha’s hysterical sobs, the sharp cracks of the spanking, the way the girls had laughed when Hannah’s finger dug into me through my panties. All of it sat in my mind, but the warm weight of her breast and the steady stroke of her hand made it quieter.

She kept talking, voice still that soft, loving, infantilizing tone. “And Samantha. God, the two of you were so cute together. Matching dresses, matching heels, matching little pink nails. Even your makeup was matching. Baby, I hope you know that neither of you was ever meant to be a boy. It should be obvious now. You’re both so pretty, and soft, and sweet, and gentle, and meant to be taken care of. Watching you teach her how to dance, coloring with her, gossiping about boys… it made me so happy. You’re becoming such a good influence on her already.”

The mix of praise and emasculation made me so emotional I could cry. I sucked a little harder, eyes still locked on hers, the sweet candy perfume on my own body mixing with the clean warm scent of her skin. Every gentle word pulled me deeper into that soft, safe place she always guided me toward.

After a while she shifted slightly and reached for her phone with her free hand. “I have to show you something, princess. The other girls and I made you both the cutest sissy Instagrams!”

A small sound escaped me against her breast, just a soft, weak, reluctant “mhm.” She immediately shushed me, still stroking my hair. “Shh. It’s okay, baby. Just keep sucking.”

She turned the phone so I could see without having to lift my head. Samantha’s account came up first. The grid was already full of pictures from today. One showed the two of us standing side by side in the matching short pink dresses, pigtails and shiny heels, forced smiles on our faces. Another captured us holding hands by the stairs. There was one of Samantha on Layla’s lap looking stiff and overwhelmed, and another of the two of us dancing, our fluffy skirts frozen mid-bounce and our frilly panties on full display. Every photo was humiliating and clear as day.

“See how cute you girls look?” Kaylee cooed. “Two little sissy sisters.”

Then she switched to the account she had made for me. Dozens of pictures were already posted. Some were from today: me in the sissy dress standing in the living room, me on her lap, me posing with Samantha. Others went back months: cleaning in my French maid uniform, me in the prom queen costume on Halloween, various outfits at her house, close-ups of my body in lingerie, my face in full makeup, even my chastity cage. She scrolled slowly, reading comments out loud in that same sweet voice.

“Aww, what a pretty sissy.”

“She looks so fuckable.”

“Imagine bending her over.”

“She needs a real man.”

“She’s too pretty to be a boy.”

Each one landed heavier than the last. Tears started slipping down my cheeks while I continued nursing. The warm salty taste of them mixed with the skin of her breast. She wiped one away with her thumb and smiled at me. “It’s okay, baby. Shh. We’re not following anyone from school or anyone from your regular life besides us. No one else is going to see these. It’s just for fun. Just for us and people online who already understand and appreciate sissies like you.”

The reassurance helped a little, but the grid of pictures still hung over my head, a public record of my emasculation.

She set the phone down and went back to stroking my hair. “I have to tell you one more thing, princess. I want you to be a good girl and keep sucking while I say it, okay? Don’t make a big deal. Just listen and stay obedient for me.”

I made a small sound of agreement against her breast, her nipple warm between my lips.

“Next week on Valentine’s Day,” she said, still using that sweet, loving tone, “you and I are going on a double date with two guys.”

A helpless whine vibrated out of me. She immediately shushed me again, fingers moving through my hair. “It’s okay, baby. It’s okay. You’re going to be such a sexy girl for me. Any man would be lucky to take you out. You’re pretty and sweet and you know how to behave and please a man. It’s going to be fine.”

I kept nursing, panic building despite the comfort of her voice.

Just as the first bit of reluctant acceptance started to creep in, she added one more thing, still smiling down at me. “And one other thing, babygirl. After the date I want you to give him your first blowjob.”

My eyes flew wide. A louder whine escaped me and I tried to pull back, to get my mouth free so I could protest. Her hand came up immediately, gentle but firm, cradling the back of my head and holding me in place against her breast.

“Shh. Stay right there. Keep sucking.” She waited until I settled again, my body trembling. “This is long overdue, princes. You’re so good with your mouth. You have a real talent for it. And this is coming from my mom, so you really don’t have a choice. You know that.”

I tried again to pull away, horrified by the idea of sucking a man’s dick. She only smiled wider and kept her hand steady on the back of my head.

“It would really turn me on,” she cooed. “Honestly, just thinking about it makes me so wet. My sweet little sissy sucking dick for me. Letting a real man use you for his pleasure while you’re all limp and tiny. Mhmmm. I’m already dripping.”

Her free hand slid under my skirt again. Her palm settled over the front of my panties and started rubbing in slow, firm circles. The cage kept me from feeling much, but the pressure still sent warmth through me. I whimpered against her breast, the sound small and high. I didn’t want to do any of it. I didn’t want to date men, give blowjobs, have a sissy Instagram, or even be a sissy for that matter. But the warm texture of her soft breast in my mouth, the steady stroke of her hand in my hair, and the slow rubbing between my legs pulled me under anyway. Bit by bit the resistance softened. My willpower thinned out under the pleasure and the familiar comfort of being held and owned by the girl I had grown to worship.

Valentine’s Day started out like a relatively normal school day, at least normal for me.

Everyone was already used to seeing me in makeup and with painted nails, so when I sauntered in wearing bright red lipstick that matched the red acrylic nails Miss Connery had ordered me to get the day before, I only got a few lingering looks and a couple of quiet compliments from a few girls. The color felt ridiculously conspicuous on my mouth and hands. I was still embarrassed by how visible it made me, but I was quietly grateful my mistresses hadn’t pushed for anything more extreme given what day it was. I had half expected to be brought to school in a miniskirt.

I had gotten my nails done with Emily the afternoon before. She spent most of first period leaning in close and asking about the double date. Michael was a guy from Max’s high school who was taking me out tonight; his friend John was taking Kaylee. Emily and I talked the way we always did now, like two girlfriends, about a wedding she had just gone to, about what I was planning to wear tonight, about when the two of us could hang out again.

Before lunch Samantha found me by the lockers. He was in a full face of makeup, red nail polish, and a pair of thin hoop earrings that showed off the new piercings Hannah and Layla had gotten him as a Valentine’s Day “present.” His hands were trembling at his sides. I felt really bad for him. His mistresses were far crueler than mine and had forced everything much faster.

We walked into the lunchroom together. Our old table noticed us right away and a few of the guys chuckled under their breath. I whispered to Samantha to keep his head up and try to ignore them. As we got closer to our new table I caught sight of a girl a few seats down receiving a small bouquet of flowers from a guy, most likely her boyfriend. She smiled, said something I couldn’t hear, and then the two of them leaned in and kissed. The sight hit me hard unexpectantly. I wondered if I would ever be the one buying flowers for a pretty girl and kissing her. It seemed unlikely, tonight I was the one being taken out, tonight I was the girl.

At one point during lunch, Crystal looked between Samantha and I and asked, half-seriously, if the two of us would ever date each other since we were both gay. Christina cut in immediately, voice subtly condescending, saying we both liked real men. Then she made us point out examples of the kinds of guys we were interested in while the rest of the table listened intently and commentated. I answered the way I was expected to, gushing over various varsity athletes and how yummy their biceps were. Samantha did the same, his performance less convincing than mine.

Last period was math with Miss Connery. Halfway through class she called on me in front of everyone, complimented my red lipstick, and said she needed to buy that exact shade for herself. A ripple of laughter moved through the room. I kept my eyes on my desk until it passed, unable to think of anything to say anything back.

When the final bell finally rang I felt the usual relief of leaving the most public part of my day behind. Still, I knew the day was nowhere near over.

As soon as we stepped inside Kaylee’s house she took my hand and led me straight upstairs to her room.

“Strip,” she said, already pulling her own sweater over her head. “We need to get ready quick.”

I obeyed. Shirt, jeans, socks, panties, bra, everything came off until I was standing in the middle of her bedroom in nothing but my pink chastity cage. The air felt cool against my bare skin. Kaylee moved fast. She squeezed a thin line of adhesive onto the backs of the breast forms, then handed them to me.

I pressed them against my chest and kept my hands there while the glue set. She opened her drawer, pulled out the little silver key, and held it up between two fingers so it caught the light. She gave it a playful jingle.

“Wouldn’t want Michael finding out your tiny little secret,” she said, and giggled.

I forced myself to giggle with her. The sound came out high-pitched and weak. The second it left my mouth I felt pathetic for laughing along about how tiny my penis was.

She knelt between my legs, still smiling, and fitted the key into the lock. The metal clicked open. She slid the cage off and set it aside. When she looked at what was left she giggled again, softer this time. Heat flooded my face. I couldn’t see past the soft mounds of the breast forms I was still holding to my chest.

“Did it shrink again?” I asked timidly.

Kaylee tilted her head, still looking down. “I don’t think it has much room to shrink before it disappears, babygirl.”

I stood there blushing while she grabbed the nude tape. Her fingers were warm and careful as she pushed my balls up inside me. Every light touch made me jolt with excitement, though it was short lived. I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from making a sound. She pulled my soft clitty back and taped it flat and tight against my body. The tape pulled the skin back until there was nothing left but a soft, featureless mound that almost looked like a vagina. The pressure of the tape kept me hypersensitive; every small shift of my hips made the tucked skin tingle.

Once the breast forms were fully set she stood and walked back to the drawer. She pulled out a pair of panties, bright red lace with a delicate floral pattern, and held them up. “These are for you.”

Then she pulled out an identical pair and held them against her own hips, eyes bright. “I got us matching ones for tonight. Isn’t that cute? We’re going to be wearing the same pretty panties for our men.”

Looking at the two identical pairs in her hands made me feel strange. Part of me hated how easily she pulled me into these little shared girl things. Another part of me liked the closeness of it more than I wanted to admit. We were about to put on the same red lace and go out with two men, and the fact that she wanted us wearing matching panties made the whole night feel even more intimate and humiliating.

“What about bras?” I asked.

“I got us matching ones too,” she exclaimed, “but our outfits don’t need bras tonight.”

The idea of going without a bra made me uneasy, but I didn’t argue.

“Come on, girl,” she said. “Let’s get changed so we can start on makeup.”

I stepped into the red lace panties and pulled them up, the lacy fabric settling against my smooth skin. At the same time Kaylee started undressing. She unhooked her bra and let it fall. Her breasts were full and perky as always, nipples already a little tight from the cool air. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down her hips, stepping out of them one foot at a time. Her ass looked plump and smooth as she bent slightly to step free of the fabric. When she straightened I saw her completely naked for the first time: the soft, pink lips of her pussy, the smooth skin around it, everything open and inviting in the bedroom light. Looking at her made my tucked clitty strain uselessly against the tight tape, unable to get anything remotely resembling an erection. Instead, a warm, intense heat spread low in my belly and stayed there. I wanted her so badly it hurt. I wanted to touch her, to be the one who got to have her, to be a man for her. The knowledge that I never would, that I was standing here in matching red lace panties without a cock between my legs while she got ready to go out with a real man, made the wanting feel even more hopeless.

She noticed me staring. A little smile pulled at her mouth as she stepped into her own matching red lace panties and pulled them up. “You like what you see, princess?”

I nodded, eyes dropping from her breasts to the floor, face hot with shame.

She stepped in close and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek.

“You’re so cute,” she murmured. Then her hand came down in a light smack against my ass. “But let’s hurry up. We need to get ready for the boys.”

She took my hand and led me over to the vanity, the red lace of our matching panties the only clothing either of us wore.

We sat side by side at the vanity, the cool air of the bedroom brushing over my shoulders as my bare breasts sat freely and openly on my chest. Every time I shifted on the stool the lace whispered against my smooth, round ass. Kaylee’s nearly naked body was right there next to me, her full breasts, the soft slope of her stomach, the red lace that skimpily covered her glorious pussy. I kept catching myself staring. She noticed every time.

“Eyes on your own face, girly boy,” she said with a little smile the first time she caught me. “You’re supposed to be making yourself pretty for Michael, not drooling over me.”

I dragged my gaze back to the mirror and picked up the foundation sponge. The long red acrylic nails made everything harder. They clicked against the bottles and reminded me to move more delicately. I had only worn acrylics a few times and still wasn’t used to how they changed every small movement. Kaylee worked faster beside me, her own shorter nails moving with easy confidence.

She started on her blush while I was still blending.

“Are you nervous about tonight?” she asked, smoothing foundation along her jawline.

“Yeah,” I said. “A lot, actually.”

She looked confused. “Why? It’s not your first date with a guy,”

I kept my eyes on my reflection, carefully working the sponge under my eyes. The acrylics made even the smallest corrections clumsy. I debated whether I could respond honestly to her. It felt like I could.

I sighed. “You know I’m straight, Miss Kaylee. You have to know that. I’d rather be going on a date with you. I want to be the one taking you out.”

Her expression softened like she felt bad to me. She turned slightly on the stool to look at me, her breasts jiggling with the movement. “That’s really sweet, Fiona. But you’re my sissy, you know? I only date men.”

“I know,” I answered, quiet and sad as I reached for the contour palette.

She picked up her own brush and continued sculpting her cheekbones, the soft rose making her face look sharper and more delicate.

“You should take some pride in it, though,” she said after some thought. “The fact that you’re going out with a real man tonight and then sucking his cock afterward is going to turn me on so much. Probably more than my own date will.”

I froze for a second with the brush in my hand, heat crawling up my neck. I forced myself to keep blending.

She continued, clearly enjoying my embarrassment. “Letting a real man cum in your mouth while I watch, or even just knowing it’s happening… it does something to me. It makes me wet just thinking about it.”

I moved on to eyeshadow, trying to focus on the deep red-brown I was packing into the crease.

“Does it bother you?” she asked after a moment, carefully applying a soft gold shimmer to her lids. “That I get off on your emasculation?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “But I also… I don’t know. I want you to be turned on. Even if it’s because of this.”

She smiled like I’d said exactly the right thing and reached for her liner.

We worked in near silence for a stretch after that. I finished the rest of my eye makeup: shimmering red on the lids, thick winged liner, false lashes that made every blink feel dramatic, while she finished hers with thin wings and two coats of mascara. Every time I glanced sideways I caught the soft jiggle of her breasts or the way the red lace clung to her ass, and every time she caught me she gave me that same small, knowing smile.

When I finally uncapped the bright red lipstick she was already glossing her own nude-pink lips.

“You’re going to look so pretty for him, he’s really lucky,” she said sweetly.

I carefully filled in my mouth, the acrylics making the line harder to keep clean. The same bright red as my nails stared back at me from the mirror when I finished. My face looked fully glam: heavy contour, bright blush, dramatic eyes, shiny red lips. Hers looked softer and effortlessly sexy.

Kaylee helped me fix my hair next, brushing it before settling a thin red headband into place so it sat neatly across the top of my head. She handed me a pair of red hoop earrings and watched while I carefully worked them through the holes, the long acrylics making even that small task clumsy. She put on her own larger pink hoops at the same time.

Then she stood and walked over to the closet. When she came back she was holding a short, sparkly red dress on a hanger. It was off-the-shoulder, with long sleeves, a big bow tied at the center of the chest, and cutouts that would show the sides of my waist. The fabric was covered in tiny red sequins that caught the light. It was short enough that it would barely cover the tops of my thighs.

I stared at it, anxiety building with every second. “That’s… really slutty…”

Kaylee laughed softly. “That’s the point, girl. You’re sucking cock tonight. You should look the part.”

She had me step into a pair of sheer black pantyhose first. The thin material whispered up my legs as she carefully guided it over my knees and thighs so it wouldn’t snag on my acrylic nails. Only after the pantyhose were in place did she help me into the dress. The sequined fabric was tight and stretchy as it slid up my body. She adjusted the off-shoulder neckline so it sat correctly, tied the bow between my breast forms, and smoothed the hem. Red heels came next: high, strappy, the same bright shade as the dress. She buckled them around my ankles while I held onto her shoulder for balance.

She handed me a small red sequin heart-shaped purse on a thin chain, then picked up her perfume bottle and sprayed me three times, once on each side of my neck and once across the tops of my boobs. The scent was sweet yet heavy, more elegant than what I was used to. She sprayed herself with the same bottle afterward.

Then she took out her own outfit: a tight pink satin mini dress with thin spaghetti straps. She stepped into it and pulled it up over her hips and breasts, the smooth fabric clinging to every curve. The hem sat high on her thighs. She slipped on matching pink heels and grabbed a small pink purse, then turned to face me fully dressed.

She looked stunning. The pink satin made her skin glow, her blonde hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders.  Looking at her made that same hopeless desire twist low in my stomach again. She was so far above me.

Kaylee’s eyes lit up as she looked us both over in the full-length mirror.

“We need to take pictures,” she squealed, grabbing my hand. “Come on.”

Kaylee pulled me in front of the full-length mirror and immediately started posing, tugging me into place beside her.

“Come on, smile,” she said, already angling her body toward mine. “We look too sexy not to take pictures.”

I let her position me. The short red sequined dress hugged every feminine curve I had. The off-shoulder neckline sat low across my upper arms, the big bow tied neatly between my breasts. The sheer black pantyhose made my legs look smooth and long under the tiny hem, and the red strappy heels forced my weight forward so the dress rode even higher. My dark hair framed my face under the thin red headband, the red hoop earrings swinging every time I moved. My bright red lipstick and heavy glam makeup stared back at me from the mirror: dramatic eyes, sharp contour, shiny mouth. Next to Kaylee in her soft pink satin mini dress I looked like the more feminine, sluttier girlfriend of the two.

She made us do a bunch of poses. Side by side with our hips cocked the same way. One where we both turned and looked back over our shoulders. One where she wrapped an arm around my waist and I leaned my head against her. We kept dissolving into laughter between shots. The longer it went on the more I actually started having fun. The sequins on my dress caught the light every time I shifted. The sweet perfume we both wore floated between us. For a few minutes it felt almost normal, just two girls getting ready together, taking pictures, being cute and silly in front of the mirror.

Then the bedroom door opened.

Miss Connery stepped in and I tensed immediately, the easy laughter dying in my throat. She looked us both over and smiled. “Happy Valentine’s Day, girls.”

I dipped into a small curtsy, the tight red dress clinging to my thighs, and answered in the submissive voice she expected. “Happy Valentine’s Day, Miss Connery.”

She walked closer, eyes bright with that familiar pleased expression. “Look at you, Fiona. All ready for your second date with a man. How are you feeling about it?”

I knew what she wanted to hear.

“I’m so excited,” I lied. “A little nervous, but mostly excited. I want to make it a good night for him.”

Miss Connery’s smile widened. “Good girl. You’ve come so far. I remember the boy who came here thinking he was going to get somewhere with my daughter. And now look at you, standing here in a tiny red dress, full face of makeup, about to go on a proper date with a real man. I bet you never imagined your first date with Kaylee would be the two of you in dresses on a double date with two guys.”

Her words landed exactly as she meant them to, driving home the point she had been making to me for months. I kept a pretty smile on my face anyway.

“No,” I said quietly. “I didn’t.”

She reached out and adjusted the bow on my dress with a critical little tug. “And tonight you’re going to give him your first real blowjob. I want you to be good at it. Take your time. Make him feel powerful, like a man. He’s paying for a nice dinner for you, so you be extra flirty and sweet the whole night. Understand?”

I nodded, hating my life in that moment. “Yes, Miss Connery.”

She looked like she had expected more resistance out of me but was pleasantly surprised. “Good girl.”

The doorbell rang downstairs.

My stomach dropped. Kaylee grabbed my hand and squeezed it, eyes shining with excitement. The three of us headed down the stairs. My pantyhose whispered with the movement. I could feel the soft weight of my breasts bouncing and the tight, featureless mound between my legs with every dainty step. I felt like a lady, even if I didn’t want to.

Kaylee opened the front door.

Two guys stood on the porch. John stood in front, tall and broad-shouldered in a dark blue button-down. He smiled the second he saw Kaylee, stepped inside, wrapped an arm around her waist, and kissed her like it was the most natural thing in the world. When he pulled back he handed her a small bouquet of pink roses. She laughed and thanked him, already leaning into his side. I hurt to see that, a real man taking the lead with my queen, kissing her, grabbing her, while I looked to her for permission for everything.

The second guy was a little taller, had lighter brown hair, and wore a light blue shirt. He looked at me and smiled as he held out a small bouquet of red roses.

“You must be Fiona,” he said. “I’m Michael. You look really beautiful.”

I felt myself blushing. I took the flowers carefully, my long red acrylic nails bright against the stems.

“Hi, Michael. Yeah, I’m Fiona.” My voice came out breathier than I meant it to, almost like I was in a daze. “You look really nice too.” I stepped in and gave him a shy little kiss on the cheek, hoping that would be satisfactory for Miss Connery. Behind me I heard her let out a quiet little giggle.

She had us pose for pictures right there in the doorway. The first one with both of us holding our flowers while the guys stood behind us with their hands resting on our waists. Then another where each of us turned and kissed our dates on the cheek. The camera on her phone clicked twice before she waved us off.

“Have fun, girls,” she said, still smiling. “Take care of them boys, their delicate.”

I knew that comment was directed at me.

Michael offered me his arm. I slipped my hand around his bicep, solid and huge compared to mine, and let him lead me down the walkway toward the car. Kaylee was already ahead of us with John, his hand low on her back, the pink satin skirt of her dress moving with every step. Watching them together sent a sharp, familiar ache through my belly. I tightened my grip on Michael’s arm and forced the soft, flirty smile on my face as we walked, my heels clicking delicately against the pavement, my slutty dress and the bounce of my breasts all reminding me exactly what I was and what I was not.

The car was warm and relatively quiet on the way to the restaurant. I sat in the back seat next to Kaylee with my knees pressed primly together and the little red heart-shaped purse resting on my lap. Michael drove while John sat in the passenger seat. Watching him turn around to effortlessly flirt with her while I sat there quietly in a sparkly little dress sent a sharp, painful reminder through me that she was on a date with a real man tonight and I was not her main focus. I hated that.

When we pulled into the parking lot both guys got out first. Michael came around to my side and opened the door for me. He offered his hand without making a big deal of it. I kept my knees together the way I had been taught, swung both legs out to the side as one unit, and let him help me stand. His hand stayed lightly at my elbow for an extra second until he was sure I was steady in my heels. The subtle, protective care in the gesture made me feel delicate and looked-after in a way that felt uncomfortable. Beside us Kaylee’s date was doing the same for her, his hand steady at her elbow while she laughed at something he said. Watching them together made the wanting twist low in my stomach again. I wanted her to be mine, but I knew she never would be.

We walked into the restaurant with the guys on the outside and the two of us clinging lightly to their arms. The contrast felt impossible to ignore, their broader shoulders and longer strides, their deep and commanding voices, the hard feel of Michael’s bicep under my manicured fingers versus the soft bounce of my perky boobs and the dainty click of my heels. Michael shortened his stride so I wouldn’t have to rush to keep up with him. Every small adjustment he made for me only underlined how differently we moved through the world. He was all power, purpose, and strength. I was all grace, beauty, and delicacy. We were like two different species.

Once inside, Michael gave the hostess his name and the reservation time. She smiled and led us to a booth along the wall. Kaylee slid in first, then I followed so the two of us were sitting in the middle with our dates on the outside, my pantyhose-clad knee resting against Kaylee’s under the table.

Michael looked at me once we were settled and smiled. “You really do look beautiful tonight. That dress looks great on you.”

I felt myself blushing again. I tilted my head a little the way I had learned to do when being flirty.

“Thank you,” I said. “You look really handsome. The blue is a good color on you.”

Across from us Kaylee’s date was saying something similar to her. She laughed and touched his arm, completely at ease.

The waitress arrived with a bright, professional smile and introduced herself. She asked what we wanted to drink. Michael ordered whiskey. John ordered a beer. When the waitress looked at us Kaylee asked for a glass of white wine. I ordered the same without thinking too hard about it, the girly request feeling fitting for the role I was playing.

“We’re actually ready to order food too,” Michael said before the waitress could leave.

Kaylee reached for the menu. “We haven’t even looked…”

“Don’t worry about it,” John said calmly, his hand finding her thigh. “We come here all the time. We’ll order for you.”

Michael nodded in agreement and started speaking to the waitress, choosing a pasta dish for me and describing exactly how he wanted it prepared. John did the same for Kaylee. The waitress wrote everything down, then glanced at the two of us with a small approving smile.

“They made good picks,” she winked. “I think you girls are in good hands.”

Both guys chuckled. Kaylee grinned and leaned into John’s shoulder. “I guess we are.”

I smiled too, soft and agreeable, but the whole exchange left an odd feeling behind. Being ordered for without ever touching the menu, sitting between two men who simply decided what we would eat, the waitress treating it like the most natural thing in the world, all of it reenforced my role and made me feel smaller and more feminine than I already did. Michael’s knee rested near mine under the table, solid and unthinking in the space he took up. Next to us John rested his hand on Kaylee’s thigh under the edge of the tablecloth. She didn’t move it away. I kept my own hands folded neatly around the little red purse in my lap and tried not to stare or show that I was jealous.

Once the waitress left, the conversation settled into two quieter pairs. Kaylee and John leaned into each other, already speaking in lower voices, while Michael turned toward me, one arm resting along the back of the booth behind my shoulders.

“So,” he said, breaking the ice, “what do you like to do when you’re not getting taken out by hot guys?”

I forced a giggle at his corny attempt at flirting. “Um…I like movies. And music. Nothing very exciting.”

I felt like my response was a bit dry, but he was clearly intent on keeping the conversation going. “What kind of movies?”

“Mostly romance,” I said, giving the stereotypically feminine answer. “Kaylee makes fun of me for it.”

He smiled like he found that charming. “I can see that. You seem like the type. I’m more of an action guy, but I’ll sit through a romance if the company’s good.”

“Have you ever actually watched one?” I asked.

“Once or twice,” he smirked. “Don’t tell anyone.”

I laughed again, unable to ignore the contrast between me and a guy who found even watching a romance movie to be embarrassing and feminine. “Your secret’s safe.”

The drinks arrived a minute later. I took a careful sip of my white wine, my bright red lipstick leaving a mark on my glass. Across the table Kaylee laughed at something John said and touched his chest. The easy way he occupied the space with her and took control made it clear why I was not the one taking her out on dates.

Michael nodded toward her. “You two seem really close.”

“We are,” I answered a bit too intensely. “She’s… she’s been a big part of my life this year.”

He looked at me curiously. “In a good way?”

I hesitated just long enough to choose the right answer. “In an important way.”

He let that sit and took a drink of his whiskey, probably not wanting to dig too deep into that. “So what about school? Are you liking senior year?”

“Mostly, yeah. Some classes are better than others.” I turned the glass slowly between my dainty fingers. “What about you? You’re a senior too, right?”

He nodded quickly, seemingly a bit nervous around me. “Yeah. I’m liking it too. Easy to have fun if you want to.”

I smirked at him, taking the opportunity to do what I thought was flirting. “Do you want to?”

He shrugged, smiling a little and clearly not picking up on my attempt. “Sometimes. I try to stay focused on my work”

The talk drifted toward the future as we drank more.

“You thinking about college yet?” he asked.

“Yeah, I don’t know where yet though.” I kept my voice casual even though the thought of college brought a ton of confusion. “I keep changing my mind about what I even want to study.”

He smiled like he could relate. “I get that, any ideas?”

I had to genuinely think about it for a second. It wasn’t like I had much time to think about that this year while I was spending my days learning to braid hair, apply makeup, and suck dick. “Um…maybe something with writing. Or design. I don’t know.” I hesitated, then added, “Sometimes I wonder if everything will feel different once I’m actually there.”

He leaned closer like he was suddenly more interested in what I was saying. “Different how?”

I gave a small shrug. “Just… different. Like maybe I’ll know what I’m doing more. Or maybe I’ll have absolutely no clue.”

He nodded like he understood, even though he couldn’t. The situation was way more complex than what I conveyed to him. College was supposed to be the place where I might finally get to be a man again, maybe even get a girlfriend. Sitting there in a short red dress with my knees pressed together demurely and a man’s arm behind my shoulders, I wasn’t sure I would even know how.

“What about you?” I asked with a sweet smile. “Where are you thinking?”

He looked a bit disappointed. “State school, probably. Business or something practical. My dad’s big on practical.”

Now I was the one leaning in acting interested. “Does that bother you?”

“Sometimes. But I’m not trying to fight him on everything.” He looked at me over the rim of his glass. “You seem like you’d fight for what you want.”

I almost laughed at how wrong he was. I was a straight guy who wanted to be a man and get girls and tonight I was wearing a dress and getting ready to suck his dick. I just smiled and took another sip of wine, amused by the irony.

The food finally arrived. Michael had ordered me a creamy pasta that was delicious, I was actually glad he had ordered for me, I would’ve never picked that. I kept my elbows in, forked each piece neatly, and brought the food to my mouth without leaning too far forward. Michael watched me for a second with an appreciative, slightly amused look that made heat crawl up my neck.

“You eat like such a proper lady,” he chuckled, not unkindly.

I blushed, completely embarrassed but playing it off like I was enjoying his flirting. “Is that a compliment?”

He smiled “Yeah. It is. You’re very cute.”

Our conversation grew looser  as the wine settled in and we both relaxed. He told me about a trip he had taken last summer with friends to the beach when one of them got lost on the way back to the house. I laughed at the right moments and asked questions that kept him talking. “Did you actually leave him there overnight?”

He chuckled. “Almost. We texted him a few wrong addresses first.”

“That’s evil,” I giggled, genuinely smiling.

“Hilarious,” he corrected. “What about you? Any good trip stories?”

I thought hard about it for a minute. I didn’t really have any. “Not really. My parents work a lot so we don’t go many places.”

At some point his knee pressed lightly against mine under the table. I didn’t move away. He was a sweet enough guy and a gentleman, I felt safe around him. A little later his hand settled on the back of the booth again, fingers close enough that I could feel the warmth of them near my shoulder. Next to us John had his arm fully around Kaylee. She looked completely at home there. The sight sent the familiar dull ache through me even while I kept smiling at Michael, trying to act like I didn’t care.

“You’re quiet all of a sudden,” he noticed.

I immediately perked up. “Just listening to you.”

He smiled “You’re very cute when you listen to me.”

I was aware of the flirty implication. If I was gonna suck his dick I figured I should at least break the ice first. I bat my lashes and smirked. “Oh, are you flirting with me, Michael?”

He looked proud of himself. “Might be.”

By the time the plates were mostly clear his hand had moved. It rested on my upper thigh, warm and possessive over my thin pantyhose. The contact made my skin feel tingly and sensitive, and I was buzzed enough that the self-consciousness and shame I was feeling had loosened up a bit. I giggled at something he said and let my fingers brush the back of his hand, then the solid muscle of his forearm.

“You’re strong,” I cooed, staring up into his eyes, humiliated by my own behavior but oddly proud of myself for how good I was getting at this.

He squeezed my thigh under the table. “And you’re incredibly sexy in your little red dress.”

I giggled and looked away, my face turning bright red.

Every small touch from him left me feeling soft and feminine, completely yielding to his lead. I knew I was good at this, far better at it than I had ever been at being the one who initiated, the one who led, the man. The thought killed me, but I knew now wasn’t the time to harp on it.

The waitress returned and asked if we wanted dessert.

Michael glanced at me. “Do you want anything else?”

I shook my head, still smiling. “No, thank you. I’m good.”

Kaylee said the same. The guys asked for the check. When it came they paid without discussion. Michael stood first and offered me his hand again to help me out of the booth. I took it, kept my knees together, and let him guide me up. He kept his hand at the small of my back as we walked out of the restaurant, the four of us looser and louder than when we had arrived.

Outside the air was cooler. We were halfway across the parking lot when Michael stopped. He turned me gently by the waist so I was facing him, looked down at me for a second, and said, “You know you’re really fucking hot right.”

Then he kissed me.

It wasn’t careful. His hand came up to the side of my neck, thumb under my jaw, and he pulled me into it. The height difference forced me up onto the balls of my feet in my heels. My sequined dress pressed against his shirt. I could feel the solid muscle of his body against my soft breasts, the warmth of his mouth, the faint taste of whiskey. My hands settled against his chest because there was nowhere else for them to go. The kiss went on long enough that I stopped thinking about what I was doing and simply stayed in the moment, my painted lips yielding to his insistent mouth. For a few seconds the role felt almost natural, like I had been born a girl and always dated guys. The humiliation was still constant, but it sat underneath a strange, quiet acceptance that this was what I was tonight. Somewhere in the back of my mind the bigger question still turned: how long this would be my role, whether I would ever get to be the one who backed a girl into a car and kissed her like this instead, or if I would one day end up as someone’s wife…or sissy.

When he finally pulled back I was a little breathless. He smiled like he liked the way I looked right then, flushed and helpless. I reached up to tenderly wipe away some lipstick I had gotten on his lips.

We got into the car and the both of us immediately started touching up our lipstick. The two guys took the front seats again while Kaylee and I slid into the back together, the short sequined dress riding high on my thighs as I settled in with my knees pressed together. As soon as the doors closed Michael spoke up from the driver’s seat. “Hey, we can go to yours, right, Kaylee?”

Kaylee turned and looked straight at me. The knowing little smirk on her face was impossible to miss. “Yep. My mom’s out for the night, so we have the house all to ourselves.”

My stomach knotted up immediately as I thought about what I was supposed to do once we got there. The panic cut through the leftover warmth of the wine and the kiss, settling low in my stomach as the car pulled out of the parking lot.

When we got back to Kaylee’s house she put on a movie without any of us planning on watching it. The living room was dim except for the glow of the television. Kaylee and John took one end of the couch while Michael and I took the other. He pulled a soft blanket over the two of us and I settled against him the way I knew I was supposed to, like a girl who was desperate for physical contact with a guy she liked, my legs intertwined with his and my head lying against his firm chest.

Michael kept his voice low while the movie played. “You cold?”

“A little,” I admitted.

He shifted closer so his side pressed fully against me. His breath warmed the side of my neck when he spoke again. “Better?”

I’m not sure why, but my voice came out almost like a moan. “Yeah.”

His hand settled on my thigh over the blanket, completely casual. A few minutes later it slipped underneath. The warmth of his palm over my thin pantyhose made my tucked clitty start to strain, and when it failed a feeling of warmth and tingliness started to spread, a sensation I was familiar with from my last date with Tom. “You’re very handsy.”

He basically whispered right into my ear. “You’re very hard to keep my hands off of.”

I let out a quiet breath that was almost a gasp. Across the couch Kaylee was already on John’s lap, one of his hands in her hair. The soft sounds of them kissing killed me. Every time I glanced over the sight landed like a dull blade, her body relaxed and passive under a real man’s hands while I sat there in a tiny dress waiting for my man to do the same with me. My focus shifted back to Michael as his fingers traced slow circles higher on my thigh.

He slowly leaned in and started kissing the side of my neck. The first touch of his mouth was light and soft, an almost ticklish feeling. The second was slower but firmer. I inhaled sharply and tilted my head without thinking, giving him more room, my instinctual surrender to his advances leaving me ashamed and confused. Maybe I really was too natural at this. I had never been good at taking the lead with women, but it sure seemed like I was good at making men want me, and I always seemed to respond passively.

The kissing stayed on my neck for a while before he turned my face and found my mouth. It started soft and tender but got more intense fast. His tongue pushed past my lips as I parted them for it, my bright red lipstick already starting to smear as he took me. One of his hands stayed on my thigh. The other came up and found my breast form through the sequined fabric. He squeezed carefully, testing, and apparently couldn’t tell it was fake. I forced a low moan out like I was enjoying being felt up, hoping desperately that he wouldn’t figure out they were forms. Across the couch Kaylee made a similar sound against John’s mouth as he massaged her ass. Our girly moans filled the room at the same time, another one of those deeply emasculating yet intimate, almost sisterly moments we would always share together.

Michael grew more aggressive by degrees. His hand slid higher on my thigh until his fingers brushed the edge of my lacy panties. His other hand kept working my boob, thumb dragging across the fake nipple that was apparently also extremely believable through my dress. I touched him the way I had learned to with Tom, my fingers lightly brushing his chest, then the side of his neck, then the solid muscle of his shoulder. Everything about him felt bigger and harder and more powerful than I was. The difference lived in every inch of our bodies.

When his hand finally slipped fully under my dress and pressed against the front of my panties I started breathing harder. He rubbed in slow, firm circles, clearly believing he was touching something else. The sensation of him rubbing me like that felt better than it had any right to. The wine, the kissing, the constant sounds of Kaylee reacting to the same treatment a few feet away, all of it stacked until the friction had me moaning like a bitch in heat into his mouth. My hips gyrated into his hand without second thought. I knew this was the point where I was supposed to return the favor. I didn’t want to, but I figured it was now or never. I reached down almost on instinct and found the hard line of his growing cock through his pants. The size of it under my palm made my stomach drop. Between the size of his manhood and Tom’s, I knew for sure that mine had always been small. I rubbed along the length of it the way I had the last time with Tom, firm and steady as I felt him get harder beneath my hand.

Michael let out a low moan and kissed me deeper. His hand rubbed the front of my panties more insistently. The other squeezed my ass under my dress, pulling me closer. I kept stroking him through the fabric, my long red acrylic nails bright and girly against the dark material of his pants. Every time I glanced sideways I saw John with his hand under her pink dress, her head tipped back, the two of them completely absorbed in each other. The jealousy I felt was killing me, but at the same time the shared reality of both of us being used like this on the same couch created a strange, humiliating bond that only made the shame worse.

His fingers reached under my pantyhose and hooked into the waistband my red lace panties and started to pull them down. Panic immediately cut through the haze of pleasure, shame, and confusion.

I had to stop him immediately. I broke the kiss just enough to whisper against his mouth. “I… I can’t. I’m on my period. I’m really sorry…but I can use my mouth.”

Michael’s hand stilled. He kissed me once more, softer this time.

“It’s okay,” he murmured. “You don’t have to.”

The escape sat right there, begging me to take it. I wanted to take it so badly my hands almost stopped moving. I didn’t want to give a guy a blowjob, I didn’t even want to be sat here kissing one. But I remembered Miss Connery’s and Kaylee’s instructions and the consequences waiting if I failed. Ever since my spanking I had been in their good graces, life could get much worse if I lost that.

I pulled back just far enough to look at him, my hand once again moving slowly over the hard outline of his cock and forced the most emasculating words I had ever spoken out in the softest, neediest voice I had. “I really want to… please let me suck your cock…”

Michael’s mouth curved into a small smirk. He kissed me again, deeper this time. “You really want it, huh?”

I whined against his mouth, still stroking him through his pants. “Yes, please… it feels so big.”

Michael’s hands settled on my shoulders and guided me down. I went without resistance, the short red sequined dress riding up as I sank to my knees on the living-room floor in front of him, terrified of what I was about to do but relieved he had not discovered my secret. This was the spot that I had knelt in countless times in front of my mistresses. I hated that I thought it, but it seemed fitting that this was the spot where I knelt to suck my first cock. My sheer black pantyhose whispered against the carpet, my heart beating so hard I could feel it in my throat. Every second that passed made the reality of what I was about to do settle heavier in my chest. The months of training, the feminization, the entirety of my training, everything had led me here, and there was no way out of it that wouldn’t cost me more than I could stand.

He unbuttoned his pants and pushed them open. When he pulled himself free the size of him made my breath catch. Thick, already fully hard, the head flushed with a bead of precum already on it and close enough that I could feel the heat of it against my face. The sight alone made me feel helpless and small. Kneeling like this, looking up at a real man’s cock while my own was tucked flat beneath my lacy little panties to look like a pussy, I understood the difference between us with painful clarity. I hated it, but I understood why this was where I was tonight. I understood why I wasn’t the one taking Kaylee out, why I got bullied by girls while these guys fucked them, and why I was about to have a veiny cock in my mouth. I was so ashamed of who I was, my male pride all but destroyed, but I understood my reality.

“Whenever you’re ready, baby,” Michael said, his voice low. He scooted forward to the edge of the couch so his manhood pointed directly at my mouth, only a few inches away.

I glanced sideways.

Kaylee was already on her knees between John’s legs, her blonde hair moving as she worked his cock like she was in love with it. The wet sounds coming from her mouth were the only ones in the otherwise quiet room. The sight made me sick to my stomach, the same jealous yet oddly grounding feeling I had gotten watching her get fucked by Max.

I hesitated for one more second, then reached out with a slightly shaky hand and wrapped my fingers around Michael. I had almost forgotten what it was like jerking of Tom, I was completely caught off guard. The heat and weight of a real cock was nothing like my dildo. It was warmer, heavier, alive under my palm, the skin soft over the hard core of it. I stroked him slowly from base to tip, looking up as Michael let out a low groan that told me I was doing a good job.

I rubbed his pulsing manhood for a few more seconds while the pressure to get started built. I could tell he was getting antsy but was too sweet to say anything. There was no escape, nothing else left to do. I leaned in and started the routine I had practiced dozens of times on my dildo until it lived in my muscle memory. I pressed a series of soft, tender kisses against the head, each one leaving a bright red lipstick mark on the warm, flushed skin. The heat of him against my lips was startling. When I looked up, Michael was watching me with open hunger. The eye contact made me feel so vulnerable and submissive, but I held it.

I dragged my tongue slowly up the underside from the base of his balls all the way to the ridge of the head, tasting clean skin and a faint trace of salt, then back down again, repeating the motion like I was licking a lollipop until his breathing started to change. After some more procrastination, reluctant to fully commit to this, I accepted my fate and surrendered fully. I opened my mouth to take him in, yielding to the masculine invasion of my pretty mouth. The solid weight and feel of a real cock settling across my tongue was so different from the neutral silicone I had trained with that for a second my mind went completely blank. He was hotter, heavier, the skin smoother, the slight pulse of him unmistakable against the roof of my mouth. I looked up at him the way I had been taught, eyes soft and submissive, and started to move.

“Oh yeah, baby,” Michael groaned. “Just like that.”

I worked him with slow, careful passes, sucking gently on the way up and swirling my tongue around the head on every bob of my head. The taste of him filled my mouth, clean and faintly salty, nothing like the plastic flavor of the dildo. After a few moments I brought my hand in, stroking in the same rhythm as my mouth the way the practice sessions had drilled into me. My long red acrylic nails looked obscenely feminine wrapped around him. Michael’s hand came to rest in my hair, not forcing me, just guiding. The pressure of his fingers against my scalp made the whole act feel even more submissive, even more like something being done to me rather than by me.

I kept going, eyes flicking up to his face whenever I could stand it. Every time our eyes met the shame hit harder. He was loving this, looking down at me like I was the most talented little cocksucker he had ever met. My motions were smooth and sensual, the product of all those nights practicing until my jaw ached. How natural it felt only made the humiliation deeper, like pleasing a man this way was instinctual to me.

At one point I glanced sideways again and found Kaylee looking over at me. Both of us had a cock in our mouths. A shared, wordless understanding passed between us, two girls on our knees, both of us sucking and submitting for our men’s pleasure.

Michael again moaned as I swirled my tongue around the sensitive spot beneath his head. “Mhmm good girl Fiona…”

I took him deeper on the next pass, letting his cock push further back, then pulled back slowly with a long suck that hollowed my cheeks. I licked a slow circle around the head again, tasting another drop of precum, then sank back down, using my hand to twist gently on the shaft in the same direction of my mouth. The wet sounds of my own work filled the small space between us. I kept the rhythm steady and focused, exactly the way the dildo sessions had taught me, even while the reality of the living, pulsing weight in my mouth made everything feel more intense and irreversible. No matter what happened after this, I would always be a cocksucker.

A little later, when I took him deep again he gasped, arching his hips to drive further inside me. “You look so fucking hot with my cock in your mouth, Fiona.”

I kept sucking him, the wet sounds of my mouth mixing with the ones coming from Kaylee’s end of the couch. Eventually his hand in my hair grew firmer, more dominant. He began forcing me down in longer, deeper strokes until I was taking him into my throat on every pass. My hands left his cock and braced against the solid muscle of his thighs. I didn’t fight the pace; I wasn’t someone who fought anymore. I just relaxed my throat and surrendered, letting him use my mouth the way Miss Connery and Kaylee had taught me to.

His breathing turned rough. His grip on my hair tightened even more. He started moving my head faster and faster until he was basically fucking my mouth in short, urgent thrusts. I stayed on my knees and took it like I was his toy, eyes watering, my bright red lipstick smeared across his cock, my sequined dress bunched around my hips. The wet, rhythmic sound of his cock driving into my throat filled my ears. When he finally tensed the change was sudden and obvious. His whole body locked up as a broken groan tore out of him and the first thick pulse of cum flooded my mouth, then another, then another, heavy and hot and endless. I stayed exactly where I was and swallowed every drop, the taste thick and salty and far more pungent than what Kaylee referred to as my own “girl juice.” He kept my head in place even as the thrusts slowed and his cock began to soften between my lips, still guiding me through the last weak pulses until there was nothing left.

I stayed on my knees with his softening cock still resting on my tongue, his hands still in my hair. When I glanced sideways again I saw that Kaylee was still blowing John. The sight of her still obediently sucking while Michael’s cum filled my own mouth broke me. The full weight of everything I had just done, everything I had become, hit me at once. I felt weak and used and completely broken. It took everything I had not to cry right there on the floor.

Instead, I pulled back carefully, crawled up onto the couch, and climbed into Michael’s lap, straddling him. I buried my face against the side of his neck and shoulder, seeking the physical comfort of being held even though I didn’t actually want it from him. His arms came around me without hesitation. I stayed there with my eyes closed, the taste of him still in my mouth as I tried to keep tears from falling while the movie neither of us was watching continued to play in the background alongside the sound of John exploding on Kaylee’s face.

That night I sat on Kaylee’s bed in the sheer pink nightie she had given me, the skimpy fabric barely covering anything. The events of the evening kept turning over in my head no matter how hard I tried to stop them. The taste of Michael was still faintly in my mouth. The memories of the night put a pit in my stomach: being on my knees in the living room, of looking up at him while I submitted to him, of Kaylee doing the same thing only a few feet away for a real man who certainly wasn’t me. I had finally stopped crying a little while ago, but the hollow, broken feeling hadn’t gotten any better.

Kaylee sat beside me in her own skimpy nightie, the thin straps slipping off one shoulder as she carefully wiped the last of her makeup away with a wipe. She looked calm and completely at ease.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I picked it up without thinking.

The group chat I was in with Amy, Christina, Miss Connery, and Kaylee had a new message from Miss Connery. Attached was a video. Even the thumbnail was enough. I was on my knees in my red dress, Michael’s cock in my mouth as I surrendered my own manhood by sucking his. The text simply read: “Natural cocksucker.”

My whole body started shaking. They had a video of me sucking cock.

“Kaylee…” My voice came out thin. “How…how does she have this?”

Kaylee set the wipe down and looked at the phone, then at me. Her expression softened with something like sympathy.

“Mom set up hidden cameras in the living room,” she confessed quietly. “She wanted a recording of your first blowjob. Sorry, girlfriend.”

Another round of tears spilled over as I processed it. I tried to turn away, but Kaylee was already crawling over to me on the bed. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me against her, one hand stroking the back of my head through the soft pink fabric of the nightie. “Shh. It’s okay, Fiona. I’ve got you. You’re okay.”

I cried harder into her shoulder, my whole body shaking as I heard my phone continue to chime with more texts from the group chat. She held me until the worst of it passed, murmuring reassurances against my ear.

After a while she pulled back just enough to look at me. Her eyes were filled with affection.

“I want to do something for you, Fiona,” she smiled. “Something nice.”

She stood up and reached into the drawer of the nightstand and pulled out the little silver key. “Pull down your panties for me, princess.”

My hands were still shaking, but I obeyed. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of the simple pink panties I had changed into and pushed them down my thighs. Kaylee leaned in, fitted the key into the lock, and turned it. My cage fell away easily. She tossed it aside onto the bedspread like it didn’t matter.

Then she reached up, slipped the thin straps of her own nightie off her shoulders, and pushed the fabric down. It pooled around her waist. She was left in only her panties, her breasts bare and perfect in the low light. She guided me forward until she was cradling me in her lap, my bare thighs against hers. Without being told, I opened my mouth and leaned in. My lips closed around her nipple like it was the most natural thing in the world.

“That’s it,” she cooed, voice soft and high. “That’s my girl. Just like that.”

The warm weight of her breast filling my mouth brought immediate relief and pleasure. I suckled slowly, eyes lifting to hers. My clit was already starting to swell in the open air, nothing like the actual cock I had sucked tonight, but clearly growing aroused. I reached down for it without thinking. Kaylee caught my wrist gently but firmly. “No, cutie. That’s my job tonight.”

She wrapped her fingers around me instead. The first slow stroke made my whole body jolt, a high, needy whine vibrating around her nipple. She smiled down at me and kept the pace steady and gentle, her thumb sweeping over the tiny head on every pass.

“I’m so proud of you,” she cooed. “You were such a good girl for Michael. You looked so pretty making him happy...such a perfect little cocksucker.” Her hand kept moving, slow and completely in control. “You made me so wet watching you. And the way he looked at you… he was so turned on, baby. You did that. My sweet little princess did that.”

I kept nursing, eyes locked on hers, completely pliable and submissive under the combination of her voice and her hand. The shame was still there, clawing at the back of my mind, but it was overwhelmed by a desperate, grateful relief at being held, touched, and spoken to like this.

“You’re never going to be a man again after tonight,” she said a bit more cautiously, in that soft, cooing tone. “You know that, right? No matter what you tell yourself later. Once you’ve been on your knees for a man and swallowed his seed… there’s no going back. You’re a sissy all the way through. And that’s okay. That’s what I want. That’s what you were always meant to be.”

My hips twitched under her hand. Soft, high-pitched whines and moans kept escaping around her breast. The pleasure built fast under the steady stroke of her fingers and the warm, maternal pressure of her nipple against my tongue. I felt like putty, like something soft and shapeless she could mold however she wanted. The fact that I loved it only made the shame worse, every word she said landing like it was the absolute objective truth.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Let it happen. Cum for me, princess. Cum for me…”

I broke with a long, muffled cry against her breast, spilling over her fingers in helpless little spurts while she kept stroking me through it, cooing soft praise the whole time. When the last tremor faded she slowly 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 her cum-covered hand up to my mouth.

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned in and lapped it up like a puppy, tongue dragging over her palm and fingers, not even caring when it smeared across my chin and the corner of my mouth. Kaylee watched me with an adoring little giggle.

“Does girl cum taste different than man cum?” she teased, voice still light and sweet.

Heat flooded my face. I was too ashamed to answer. She giggled again, soft and fond, and guided my head back to her breast. I latched on immediately, the familiar comfort of her nipple settling everything else into the background.

She stroked my hair with her clean hand.

“You know, princess,” she said, almost thoughtfully, “a lot of guys have been commenting on your Instagram asking if you have an OnlyFans. And being that you’re such a perfect little cocksucker now… I thought this could be a good way to get you some money for some more pretty dresses! How does that sound?”

The idea of becoming an internet whore should have horrified me. On some level it did. But I was too far gone, too soft and submissive, too completely under he spell in that moment. All that came out was a low, mindless moan around her breast. I didn’t even know what I was trying to say.

I stayed there with the mixed taste of my own cum and her soft skin in my mouth, her heartbeat steady under my cheek, her fingers moving slowly through my hair. I couldn’t think straight anymore. All I knew was that tonight had proved what she and her mother had been telling me for months. They owned me. I was a complete sissy. Whatever came next would be decided by them, not by me. And right now, in the quiet of her bedroom with her breast in my mouth and the last of the shame and pleasure still humming under my skin, I was simply grateful for the reprieve, for this small pocket of little-girl time with the girl I worshipped.


Part 9
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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 excitement. “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.


Part 10
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I did my usual sigh of relief as the dismissal bell went off at the end of Miss Connery’s class, an announcement that the humiliation of being me in public was over for the day. I stood up slowly, smoothing the back of my floral sundress down over my butt, and picked up my books. The stack pressed into the soft weight of my boobs under the thin fabric of my dress as I walked, my bra straps cutting a little at my shoulders as I hugged everything to my chest.

I minced out into the hallway, quick and ladylike.

My heels clicked daintily on the tile. My skirt swished around my thighs with every short step. After all this time as Fiona I still focused on both of those things every time. It felt like I would never get used to this.

Other students were already pouring out of classrooms. A few of them looked at me as always. I kept my eyes forward and my books tight against me as I tried to make my walk look poised and in control, like it belonged to a confident lady who had always carried herself this way.

Samantha was standing by the water fountain in a cropped top that left the bright pink band of her bra sitting out in the open and black leggings that showed off everything. As usual, she was wearing makeup, and it wasn’t subtle. A little crowd was gathered around her, two guys I recognized from my third period and a couple of girls I used to sit near in the cafeteria back when I was still sitting with my old friends. Samantha’s voice was high-pitched and fast, trying to explain why he was dressed this way, hands moving frantically. It was pointless though, they all saw her for what she was, a sissy being bullied and publicly humiliated. They all started laughing when one of the guys reached out and snapped the strap of her bra, making her wince and let out a girly “oww.” I just kept walking, feeling sorry for her and thinking to myself that it would probably be easier for her if she just became a girl full time too at this point. Ironically it drew less attention.

My locker was at the end of the row. I spun the combination and started sliding books in, my dress riding up a little in the back when I bent over.

Then I felt someone step in behind me, their body, clearly a guy’s, pressed up against mine while their hand settled on my ass over my skirt and squeezed. I gasped, the startled sound coming out gentle and girly.

When I turned, I saw that it was Nate. I forced myself to smile, genuinely relieved it was him but also humiliated to be grabbed like that in public, if at all.

I felt my face and neck heating up. “I didn’t know it was you.”

He smiled back. “Sorry. You just look so pretty today.”

He leaned in to kiss me. Just as I began to get on my tippy toes to kiss him back, I saw them. Standing across the hall were my old friends, watching me lean in to kiss a boy, their mouths already curving into those little smirks that revealed their amusement at my situation. My stomach knotted up immediately and my cheeks burned with shame. Still, I shut my eyes anyway and let him kiss me. His hands found my waist over my dress and held me there, thumbs pressing into me just above the hips, the sensation comforting albeit emasculating.

When he pulled back I looked over again and saw that they had not moved, their expressions a mix of shock and amusement as they made eye contact with me. My cheeks were bright pink. I never thought I’d be standing in school in a floral dress, kissing boys in front of my old friends. I felt like a complete pussy.

Nate didn’t seem to notice them, or at least he did not care. “I gotta run. I’ll text you, okay?”

I smiled up at him. “Okay.”

He kissed me again, quicker, and then he was gone down the hall.

I finished putting the last of my books away, thinking about my situation with him.

I did not like boys, I knew that. I wanted Kaylee. That would never change, I wasn’t gay. But I had to date guys now, and Nate already knew what was between my legs, which meant I did not have to spend the whole time waiting anxiously for him to find out and lose it on me. Also, if I was being honest with myself, he was really sweet. We had been on three dates, and he had been a complete gentleman every time. Sure, there was some making out in his car and once on the couch at his house, his hand on my thigh and once higher, feeling up my boobs over my dress. But he had not pushed for more, and he had genuinely never made me feel uncomfortable. I definitely appreciated that. If my only choices were between a man treating me like a lady and a whore, I preferred being treated like a lady by a long shot. I also couldn’t deny that a lot of our time together had been fun. He had a way of taking charge of the situation, making me laugh, and making me feel safe and accepted. If I had to date a guy, I was glad it was him. Still, it killed me that I had to date a guy in the first place. The knowledge that I was the dainty girl in the pretty dress being led around by her man stung deeply. And I had a creeping feeling that it wouldn’t stop here, I suspected very strongly that Nate would wind up being my first boyfriend.

An hour later I was back at Kaylee and Miss Connery’s house, already changed into my sissy maid uniform, my makeup done super sexy: bright red lipstick, false lashes, heavy blush, and smokey eyes. My white lace choker was tight around my throat and my little frilly maid cap was, as usual, pinned into my hair. My stilettos made every step short and careful as I picked up my pink jewel-encrusted plug and a small bottle of lube from the dresser and minced over to Kaylee’s bed.

I stopped at the edge of the mattress, dipped into a curtsy, and used the cute, extra girly voice I knew was demanded of me when I made this request that was now a part of my daily routine. “I’m all ready, Miss Kaylee.”

I held the plug out to her in both hands, the lube bottle tucked against it, and forced myself to say the rest, nearly wincing as the words fell from my painted lips. “Would you please plug my pussy?”

It came out sweet and high-pitched; I hated how pathetic and desperate it made me sound, like I needed it. I knew that a real man would never stand there in a maid dress and lipstick asking the woman he loved to stick a butt plug in his ass. I wasn’t a real man though. I knew that, not that it made this any less degrading.

Kaylee giggled. “Sorry princess, my mom wants to do the honors today. She’s waiting downstairs.”

My face tightened. I looked down at the floor, already dreading Miss Connery’s hands instead of Kaylee’s, the plug suddenly heavier in my fingers. Kaylee doing it had at least felt like something private between us, we had a special bond. Her mom doing it made it so much worse.

“Okay, Mistress,” I mumbled.

Kaylee hopped off the bed, still giggling, and kissed me on the lips. Kissing her still got me, a little slice of heaven amidst my humiliating life. I smiled in spite of myself.

She took my hand and led me downstairs. “Come on, sissy, I’ll join you.”

I walked beside her in my heels, plug and lube in my other hand, skirt bouncing with each step, the choker too tight against my throat every time I swallowed.

Kaylee let go of me at the bottom and plopped down on the couch next to Miss Connery. I strutted the last few steps in front of them as seductively as I could, stopped, and curtsied again. My voice came out weaker than it had upstairs, but I still pushed it into that same enthusiastic girlish tone. “Hi, Miss Connery.”

I held the plug and the lube out toward her, my cheeks already burning with shame. “Um… would you please plug my pussy?”

Saying it to her was so much worse. Kaylee was one thing. Standing in front of my teacher, the woman who had destroyed my masculinity and broken me down into a completely emasculated bitch, was another.

Miss Connery smiled like she was about to burst out laughing at me. “Of course, Fiona! How sweet of you to ask. Bend over, honey.”

I turned around feeling completely pathetic, put my hands on the coffee table, and bent over for her, my ass in the air, my little maid skirt tipping forward so there was nothing covering me but my panties. The position alone made my thighs shake. Kaylee giggled behind me.

A second later Miss Connery hooked a finger in the crotch of my panties and tugged them aside. Cool lube smeared between my cheeks, then the tapered head of the plug pressed against me and started to sink in, stretching me open in a slow, slick push that I felt all the way up into my stomach. I gasped, high-pitched and startled, as the widest part popped through and my hole closed around the neck, the jeweled base seating flush against me. The weight of it sat inside me immediately, leaving me feeling full and owned, every tiny clench making the jewels kiss the fabric of my panties. Both of them giggled at the sound I made.

Miss Connery gave my ass a firm slap. The plug jumped with it as my cheeks jiggled from the impact. “There you go. All in, princess. Now what do you say?”

I stood up slowly, hyper aware of every movement, the plug shifting when I straightened, pressing deeper inside me when I put weight on my heels. I fixed my panties, smoothed my skirt back down, and turned to face them. I hated myself for doing it, but I curtsied and thanked her anyway. “Thank you, Miss Connery.”

She smirked at me the way someone smirks at a puppy that has finally learned to obey. “You’re so welcome, girly girl. Now you know the drill. Get into position.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled.

I lowered myself to my knees in front of the couch, my skirt pooling around my legs on the floor, the plug seated deep in me and driving even deeper as I settled. I still could not shake it, the humiliation of asking her for that, of thanking her like it was something I wanted, referring to “my pussy” in front of both of them like that’s just what it was. It was normal for me now, but no matter how many times I did it, I doubted it would ever stop serving as a humiliating and painful reminder of my reduced status and the shame and emasculation that came with it.

Miss Connery looked down at me on my knees, still smiling like this was the best part of her day. “Guess what you’re doing today, little girl.”

My voice came out small. “What, Miss Connery?”

She cooed at me the way somebody coos at a baby. “Today you get to start your first day as a camgirl! Isn’t that exciting? You didn’t think I forgot about that, did you? Your fans love you on social media, honey, and now they’ll finally get the chance to interact with you.”

The announcement put an immediate pit in my stomach. I had been dreading this for weeks, telling myself it might not actually happen, and now it was here and I felt sick knowing I was about to sit in front of a camera and perform for men who paid to watch me.

Kaylee lit up on the couch. “Oh my God, this is gonna be so great for you, Fiona! I’ll post the link on your social media right now!”

She was already typing, thumbs flying, grinning at the screen.

I stammered, my hands twisting in my skirt. “But… but I don’t know how to be a camgirl.”

Kaylee looked up. “It’s easy, princess. You just sit in front of the camera and talk to your fans, and when they tip you to do something on your menu you do it.”

Miss Connery smiled. “Don’t worry, little girl. Kaylee will be in the room with you the whole time. Just follow her instructions and remember to be sweet and sexy for your fans. The whole shy thing you do could work, but you’ll definitely need to act perky and excited when you interact with them too.”

I nodded, more on instinct that agreement, not really knowing what else to do. I was shaking, horrified by the fact that I was about to be turned into an online sex worker. “Um… what’s on my menu?”

They both giggled at that, the same little shared laugh they used whenever there was something humiliating waiting around the corner for me.

Kaylee set her phone down. “Well, cutie, that butt plug you’re wearing has Bluetooth, so they’ll be able to control it if they pay enough.”

My head snapped up. “What?!”

“Yep,” Kaylee said happily, “and also…”

Miss Connery cut her off. “Let it be a surprise, sweetie. Now let’s go, girls. It’s Fiona’s first day at her new job!”

They stood up fast while I rose slowly, the plug shifting inside me, my heart already pounding as I followed them to the stairs. Every click of my stilettos felt louder than it should have.

Kaylee’s room looked the same as always, only now, it somehow felt scarier. She set up her computer and opened it to the account they had made for me: Princess Fiona. The profile picture was an old one, me on her floor in a pink lace bodysuit, riding her pink teddy bear. I stared at it, knowing the men who were about to come in had already been looking at it.

She sat me in a pink rolling chair, propped the laptop on a stand, and had me roll back until I was in full view of the camera. Then she mirrored it to the TV on the wall. I appeared up there in the empty chat room: slutty maid uniform on, legs crossed demurely at the knee, red mouth, lacey maid cap, choker, the whole sissy maid thing, staring at myself in shame knowing that a bunch of horny men were about to see me this way and probably jerk off to me.

“There,” Kaylee said. “Now you’ll be able to show them your full body while still reading the chat and requests.”

My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. I was sure I was going to throw up. “Mistresses, please…”

“Enough, sissy,” Miss Connery snapped. “This is happening.” She was already at the door. “I’ll see you girls later. Let me know how she does, Kaylee.”

Kaylee responded like everything was normal. “I will!”

The door shut. As soon as she was gone I was basically hyperventilating, short little breaths that made the choker feel suffocating. Kaylee came over, leaned down, and hugged me, her hair falling against my cheek. “It’ll be alright. Just do this for me and I promise I’ll reward you after, okay?”

I still felt sick and ashamed, but I knew I had no choice. “Okay.”

She smiled at me as she fixed a stray lock of hair on my face. “That’s my little girl.”

I blushed. I hated that it worked on me.

She stayed close and lowered her voice. “Okay, now listen. I created some structure for your first session so you wouldn’t be totally lost. You’re gonna introduce yourself first as Princess Fiona and thank everyone for coming to meet you. You need to act like a complete princess. I want your girliest, sweetest, softest self the entire time. Okay? Even if that means emasculating yourself a little bit for the boys’ entertainment.”

I nodded, forcing back the urge to cry..

She continued. “After you introduce yourself, ask everyone’s name and say hi to them and personally thank them for joining your chatroom. Men love that kind of personal touch. Once the introductions are done, tell them that you wanna play twenty-one questions and that you’ll pick whichever questions they give that interest you the most. Remember, if at any point someone buys something off your menu you have to do it, okay?”

I was horrified by what could be on there. “But what’s on my…”

She shushed me softly. “It’ll be less stress if you just do it without thinking, okay?”

I nodded again, terrified and ashamed, my hands locked together in my lap in a failed attempt to make them stop shaking.

Kaylee stood up. “Alright, pretty girl, I’m gonna open the chat room up now. Smile pretty and remember, you’re Fiona, a horny sissy who’s super excited about all this male attention, right?”

I said nothing.

Kaylee knelt down in front of me again. “I need you to say it, girly.”

I sighed. The words came out shakily. “I’m Fiona, a horny sissy who’s super excited about all this male attention.”

She smiled and kissed my forehead. “Good girl.”

Then she walked around behind the computer, out of the camera’s view. “Oh, and I can see everything on my phone. If I have any instructions for you I’ll type it out so that it shows up on the TV, okay?”

I nodded, still staring at myself on the TV in my maid uniform looking like a man’s wet dream, about to serve as exactly that.

Kayle pushed a button on the laptop. “Alright, Princess Fiona, smile and remember how to behave. You’re on in three… two… one.”

I was still shaking but I forced a smile, bright and very awkward, just as the chat room opened and dozens of usernames started popping up as they joined.

The chat filled up faster than I expected. Names stacked down the side of the TV, little dollar signs already blinking next to a few of them as a few tips rolled in.

Kaylee’s text flashed across the bottom of the screen. “Smile. Introduce yourself.”

I swallowed, sat up straighter, and made my voice as happy and girly as I could. “Hi… um, hi everybody. I’m Princess Fiona. Thank you so much for coming to meet me! I am so, so happy you’re all here, I really am. This is my first time doing this and I’m a little nervous, so please be nice to me, okay? I just wanted to say thank you for joining my chat room. It means a lot that you wanted to come see me.”

The comments started rolling.

BigDave88: holy shit you’re even prettier than your pics
MikeInOhio: you look so sexy in that maid outfit
CoachT: stand up I wanna see the whole uniform
Anon4: look at that body, she has to be on hormones
TylerB: those lips were made to suck
NiceGuyRyan: you’re gorgeous Fiona don’t be nervous
Brad: I see from your menu that ass is plugged already
DaddyKen: say hi to daddy baby

I let out a little giggle because Kaylee had told me to sound excited, even though my hands were still shaking in my lap. “Hi, BigDave, thank you, that’s so sweet. Hi Mike. Hi CoachT, I will in a second I promise. Tyler… um… thank you? I think? Hi Ryan, you’re really nice, I appreciate that. And, um, DaddyKen, hi. Thank you all for being here, seriously. I want to know your names too, so if you haven’t said hi yet please do, I want to thank you personally.”

More names popped up. More dollar signs. Five dollars here, then ten. Someone tipped fifteen and then left a minute later.

I thanked each one like Kaylee told me, repeating their names in that same soft princess voice, smiling at the camera until my cheeks hurt.

“Okay,” I said, clasping my hands together the way a girl does when she’s trying to look cute. “I thought it would be fun if we played twenty-one questions. You can ask me anything and I’ll pick the questions that interest me the most and answer them for you, okay? Don’t be shy.”

The questions flooded in.

SissySarah: hey girl are you a sissy full time?

I looked at the camera. I could feel Kaylee watching from behind the laptop.

“Yes,” I said, and made myself keep going instead of stopping at the one word. “I am a sissy full time now. I go to school as a girl. At home I’m a girl. I actually don’t have any boy clothes anymore. For a while I was sneaking around and hiding it from my parents and classmates, but now I’m Fiona all the time.”

NiceGuyRyan: that’s actually really cool
Brad: no man does that unless he knows he’s meant to be a bitch
Anon4: full time sissy LOL
DaddyKen: good. stay that way

I forced a polite smile. “Thank you, Ryan. And… I know, Brad. I know.”

The next question was already being spammed.

CoachT: are your tits real
TylerB: fuck yeah show us
MikeInOhio: $20 show your boobs
BigDave88: pop em out slut
DaddyKen: she’s loving the attention

“Show my tits” popped up on the screen with a chime, indicating that menu item had been paid for. Kaylee nodded at me from behind the camera, just once.

I looked down at the neckline of my maid dress, then back at the lens, my face burning.

“They’re not real,” I mumbled, trying to keep the sweet voice from cracking. “They’re forms. They’re glued on so they stay on all day and they look real, and they even feel real, especially when I touch them over my dress or bra. I have to wear them every day though.”

Having answered the question, I slowly hooked my fingers in the neckline of my uniform and tugged it down, popping my boobs up and out over the lace so they sat on display, pale, round, and heavy on my chest, the nipples perky and realistic. I kept smiling even though I certainly did not feel like smiling.

The chat exploded.

TylerB: fuck
CoachT: those are so realistic
Anon4: little sissy with BIG tits 
NiceGuyRyan: they’re beautiful Fiona
Brad: bounce them fag
DaddyKen: leave them out
MikeInOhio: aren’t you gonna thank us for looking at your tits and giving you attention

“Thank you for looking at my boobs and giving me attention,” I muttered, completely degraded and ashamed of myself. “I hope you boys like them.”

I sat there with them out, reading every crude line, answering the ones that asked me something directly, calling men by their names while my boobs were on full display. Obviously they were fake, but I wore them so often that they had begun to feel like a part of my body, like I really was exposing myself to all these men. After a minute I lifted the neckline and tucked them back into my bra and dress, my hands shaking so hard my nails scraped my skin.

“Okay,” I whispered, then forced it louder. “Okay. Next question.”

SissySarah: how did you become a sissy
Brad: yeah tell us the whole thing
DaddyKen: who did this to you

I took a breath. This one I could not answer briefly even if I was allowed to.

“It started at the beginning of the school year,” I said, looking down in shame. “I was rude to my teacher, who is now my mistress, in class. Her daughter invited me over and I thought it was because she liked me. I thought I was going there to hook up with her. She talked me into putting on her panties and…she recorded it. After that I didn’t have a choice. They started calling me Fiona that night and they made me take all my body hair off. They painted my nails and dressed me up, then took me lingerie shopping. Then they gave me rules. I had to answer to my new name, wear a bra and panties every day, keep my toes painted, and stay clean shaven. They had me come over pretty much every day after that for my girl training and drilled me until I was totally obedient and feminine. It just kept escalating from that point on.”

The comments were ongoing throughout my whole monologue.

Anon4: no real man lets that happen
CoachT: you were never a man
NiceGuyRyan: that’s crazy Fiona
TylerB: I’d have fought
Brad: but she didn’t that’s why she’s in a maid dress, total pussy

I kept going, trying not to get emotion.

“Um…every day I had lessons after school. You know…walking, talking, makeup, heels. They started me doing maid work at their house. They locked me in a chastity cage so I couldn’t use…um, so I couldn’t use it like a boy anymore. They got me breast forms and made me wear them every day. They taught me how to flirt with guys. Over time there were more and more rules. I had to sleep in nighties, spend hours dressed at home, go on dates with boys. Recently my parents found out, and my mistress said since they already knew there was no reason for me to be a boy at all anymore. So now I go to school as a girl…and that’s how I’m here.”

The chat sat on it for a second, then got meaner and more aggressive.

DaddyKen: you weren’t meant to be a man
MikeInOhio: any real man would’ve stopped this
SissySarah: honey I wish this would happen to me, you definitely let these two women turn you into this
CoachT: say it. say you were never a real man faggot
NiceGuyRyan: I’m sorry that happened but you look like you belong like this
Brad: be grateful they made you so sexy

Kaylee’s text crawled across the TV. “Answer them. Be sweet.”

I smiled at the camera while I blinked back tears.

“I was never a real man,” I admitted, slow and ashamed, knowing it was true. “You’re right. A real man wouldn’t be sitting here in a maid dress thanking you for coming to look at him. I know I’m not a man…that’s why I’m Princess Fiona now, and that’s why I’m here with all of you.”

The tips kept coming, more and more names flooding in as I sat there with my hands folded in my lap, my butt plug heavy inside me, smile still glued on as I waited for the next question like a good girl..

Brad: so are you like the daughter’s cuck
Anon4: she gives big cuck vibes
DaddyKen: answer honestly princess

SissySarah: pussyfree is the way to go for us girl

“Sort of,” I answered, my smile faltering as I contemplated the complicated nature of our relationship. “Her name is Kaylee and I don’t know if that’s the word she would use, but if you’re asking if I want her and still end up watching her with guys instead, then yes. I went over her house the first time because I thought she liked me, I thought I was going to hook up with her. Obviously that is not what happened. She started dating this guy Max…she loved having me in my maid dress answering the door when he picked her up. I hated having to stand there and look at them. The first time I had to serve her mom while Kaylee got ready for him, I wasn’t practically losing it. Then her mom sat me down and explained to me that girls want real men, not sissies, and that I needed to get used to my new role with women. So I guess… sort of. Yes.”

The chat liked that too much.

TylerB: no surprise there
CoachT: she’s definitely a cuck
NiceGuyRyan: that sounds hard Fiona
MikeInOhio: you still in love with her aren’t you
SissySarah: being her cuck sounds fun!

“I definitely love her,” I admitted, seeing no point in lying but being embarrassed admitting that in front of Kaylee who was looking at me like my responses were adorable. “But I know I’m not what she dates. I’m more like her girlfriend…she calls me her little girl and I’ve really grown to love our relationship, even if I’ll never be her man.”

SissySarah: aww I love that for you
Brad: did you ever watch her get fucked? how did it feel
DaddyKen: yes answer that little girl

“Yes,” I squeaked out. “I watched them. Max was over one day, and I snapped at him because he smacked my ass, and Kaylee called me into her room and made me stay. I had to watch him fuck her….I had to sit there in my uniform and watch. He was like, pounding her and she was making sounds like she loved it. I could see all of it, how big he was, how easy it was for him to take control like that and please a woman, how much she wanted him. It was a big turning point for me in realizing I would never be a real man. I wanted so badly to be the one in the bed with her. Instead, I was dressed as her sissy maid tied up in a chair watching. It was so humiliating…I was so jealous. But it was also… I don’t know how to say it but…I felt close to her the whole time, like she was showing me exactly where I belonged and sharing an intimate moment with me at the same time. Afterward she was so sweet to me. That’s the part that showed me I was a real sissy. I watched a guy take her like I never could and then I became her little girl in response.”

Anon4: meant to be…
CoachT: did you cry?
TylerB: such a beta 
NiceGuyRyan: I’m sorry that sounds really hard
Brad: take your dress off sissy
BigDave88: yessss strip for daddy princess Fiona
DaddyKen: I just bought it on the menu, lose the dress little girl

I looked to Kaylee to save me but she simply nodded.

“Okay,” I whispered, reluctantly accepting the situation. “Okay, somebody tipped me to take my dress off, so… I guess I have to. Thank you for the tips, really.”

I stood up in front of the chair. On the TV I watched myself do it, which made it so much worse. I reached back and worked the zipper down, then slipped the straps off my shoulders and let my maid dress fall to the floor around my stilettos. The cap was still in my hair, the choker still on my neck. Underneath it was just my white silk bra and panties, the plug’s base making a little dent against the silk, my cage obvious if anybody looked closely enough at the front of my panties. I sat back down with my knees together like a nervous little girl, crossing my legs at the knee like that would somehow be more modest.

TylerB: fuck look at her
CoachT: tiny little bulge LMAO
MikeInOhio: those panties are soaked aren’t they
Anon4: you’re actually really hot
NiceGuyRyan: you look really pretty Fiona
Brad: I’m so fucking hard right now
DaddyKen: such a good girl
SissySarah: yassss queen

I folded my arms over my bra, then forced them down when Kaylee shot me a look.

“Thank you for the tips, boys,” I mumbled, shy and quiet. “I appreciate all of the compliments.”

NiceGuyRyan: so Fiona what did your classmates and friends think of you when you came out
CoachT: your old guy friends probably want to fuck you

“At first they thought I lost a bet,” I answered, reluctantly accepting the question. “On Halloween I went to school dressed like a prom queen and Kaylee told me to use that as an excuse. Some of them bought it or at least pretended to, but they still took me to the locker room and made me show them my boobs and my panties. After that it got worse. They got awkward…they asked if I was gay. They stopped talking to me like I was one of them. Then I started sitting with Kaylee and her friends, she told all those girls that I was a very feminine gay boy who wanted to be a girl and I had to act like it around them. Then more people found out. There were these two bullies at school…Layla and Hannah. They walked me through the halls dressed as Fiona with my hands tied behind my back and showed my old friends my chastity cage, it was horrible. But now I go to school as a girl every day and my teacher told the class to treat me like one. I think that most of them do, but most of my old friends look at me like I’m a total sissy and I guess they’re not wrong. Today they watched me kiss a boy at my locker.”

My voice thinned out on that last part.

Brad: you don’t need guy friends anymore you need boyfriends to fuck you
Anon4: those guys probably already knew you were a bitch
DaddyKen: you’re meant to date men not be one of them
NiceGuyRyan: that must hurt
SissySarah: are they cute?

“It does hurt,” I said, fighting back tears as the whole thing began to feel like a therapy session. “I know what you’re saying. I’m probably not meant to be a man and am better off dating them…I know I’m not one of them anymore…”

MikeInOhio: are you really a maid
SissyKatie: just joined, girl you are goals

I looked down at my dress on the floor, then back at the camera.

“Yes,” I smiled, grateful to shift the conversation away from my old friends. “I am really a maid. When I go to my mistresses’ house I serve, I clean, and I wear this uniform, or one like it. I always curtsy when I’m given an order or when I first present myself to them dressed. It’s actually my job when I’m here. I cook and I pick things up and I bring them drinks and I stay pretty and cute while I do it!”

The tips kept chiming. I felt a little chill run across my exposed skin as I sat there in just my bra and panties, smiling like a demure sissy and feeling completely vulnerable.

CoachT: do you get punished if you disobey
SissySarah: OMG that would be so hot
DaddyKen: tell us how they keep you in line

“Yes,” I admitted. “I get punished, but I try to avoid it. It started with the video. Kaylee recorded me that first night, and after that I didn’t get to refuse things because of them blackmailing me. Then once they laid out the rules, they made it clear that if I fought the rules it would get physical. Before Halloween I told my teacher I would not go to school as a prom queen. She spanked me while Kaylee and her friend watched. I mean like actually spanked me over her lap, until I was sobbing and promising I would do it and admitting I was a sissy, not a man. That was the first time I really broke. After that, if I stepped out of line it happened again. A few months ago when those two bullies Layla and Hannah walked me through school in a dress, I hid in the bathroom and missed my teacher’s class, and she spanked me for cutting. She didn’t care why I did it. She told me my nails were staying painted twenty-four-seven after that, even at school, as punishment. They also put a camera in my bedroom so they could check I was dressing at home and sleeping in my nightie. So yes. I get punished. I learned pretty fast that saying no just makes the next thing worse, so I try to be a good girl.”

NiceGuyRyan: that’s tough Fiona
Brad: they broke you
Anon4: you cried like a little bitch
TylerB: do you say thank you for the spankings
MikeInOhio: are you still scared of your teacher

“I’m very scared of her,” I admitted. “And yes, I always thank them for disciplining me and helping me become a better sissy.”

Brad: you said they keep you locked?
CoachT: show your cage
BigDave88: It looks so tiny through her panties there’s barely a bulge 
DaddyKen: just paid panties down princess

The chime came in that it had been purchased on my menu. I didn’t want to take it out. Of all the changes that had happened this year, my shrunken clit and it’s tiny cage were among the things I was most ashamed of. I looked toward Kaylee, my whole body trembling. She nodded.

“Yes,” I said, and my voice went thinner even while I tried to keep it perky and sweet. “They keep me locked. I have been in a cage since Halloween. It’s like one inch. I only come out when they decide.”

I swallowed. “Okay…um, somebody tipped me to show you my clitty, so here you go.”

I stood just enough to hook my thumbs in my panties and work them down to my thighs. The little pink cage sat there in the open, my clit soft and trapped inside it, the lettering easy to read on camera. I sat again with my panties stretched around my legs, thighs trembling.

Anon4: THAT’S it?
CoachT: tiny
TylerB: Princess Fiona’s pretty clitty LMAOOOO
Brad: no wonder they locked it away
MikeInOhio: pathetic
NiceGuyRyan: oh Fiona
DaddyKen: good girls don’t need a dick

Kaylee’s text crawled across the TV. “Stand up and jiggle it for them. Be cute.”

My face went red. I reached down and took the cage between two fingers and shook it the way she told me to, showing off how tiny and useless it was in the cutest, most degrading way possible.

SissySarah: cuteeeee jiggle that thing girly
TylerB: that’s hysterical
CoachT: leave it out
Brad: do you always call it your clitty
DaddyKen: oh princess you have to admit that’s not a penis

“I refer to it as my clitty, yes,” I admitted, suddenly reminded of how emasculating a thing I had grown so used to was. “It’s not a penis. That’s why they put this on me. My teacher said I wasn’t a man so I didn’t need one. I guess she’s right…I don’t really ever use it.”

I started to pull my panties back up and another tip stopped me.

MikeInOhio: leave it out
SissySarah: can you still get hard
CoachT: does it even work

I left my panties where they were, knowing Kaylee wouldn’t want me to pull them up when tips were flowing.

“Not like it used to,” I sighed. “When they first unlocked me after Halloween I was horrified. It had gotten much smaller and it wouldn’t get fully hard. I…I had to jerk off to a picture of a guy from school and then they made me drink it. It just like…leaked out. It’s gotten way worse since then. This cage is one inch and I fit in it. When I do get to come now it usually isn’t even from that. Kaylee will hold me and let me nurse on her. Sometimes she uses her hand, but the last time I came it was from the plug while I was still locked. I had a full-body orgasm with this thing on and it barely grew at all. So if you’re asking if it still works the way a boy’s is supposed to work, no. It swells in the cage and it leaks. I don’t get to finish like a man anymore, but um I guess it still kind of works if you meant if I could come.”

TylerB: so it doesn’t work
Brad: that’s a girl’s orgasm sissy
Anon4: she is literally the biggest pussy I’ve ever seen
DaddyKen: you’re a very sweet little girl Fiona
SissySarah: maybe it’s a good thing your clitty doesn’t work, I wish mine didn’t

I pulled my panties back up over the cage timidly, with shaking hands. I sat back down, flushed, exposed, degraded, and terrified of whatever they were going to buy next.

SissySarah: how does it feel to be emasculated like that it sounds so hot
Brad: locked up with a dead clitty LMAO
DaddyKen: she loves it

“It feels like they took away the part of me that made me a boy and my male ego went with it,” I squeaked out after a moment of reflection. “It’s hard. I mean I can look down right now and see that it doesn’t work and remember when it used to get hard. Now that swelling up and leaking is all that it does, I don’t feel like a man anymore. Honestly, sitting here talking to you with it locked away knowing that you all have real dicks that you’re free to touch whenever you want makes me feel like a little bitch.”

They loved that.

SissySarah: That’s so fucking hot

BigDave88: I’m rock hard right now bitch boy
TylerB: take your bra and panties off 
CoachT: I want to cum looking at your girly body
DaddyKen: I paid princess, strip now
MikeInOhio: leave the heels on

Kaylee nodded, grinning at me like she was loving this even though I was feeling like a cheap whore.

“Okay,” I mumbled, and I could hear how broken it sounded even as I tried to keep up my “Princess Fiona” voice. They wanted to jerk off to me. “Okay. Thank you for the tips. I’m going to strip for you guys now.”

I reached back and unhooked my bra. My boobs bounced on my chest as the cups fell away and I dropped the bra on top of the dress. Then I worked my panties down over my stilettos and stepped out of them. When I sat again there was nothing left but my heels, choker, maid cap, boobs, chastity cage, and the jeweled base of the plug invading my cheeks. I crossed one knee over the other out of habit and then uncrossed it because hiding felt pointless. I was naked for a group of horny men, hard cocks probably already in their hands. I felt my face burning with shame, my body trembling, whatever bit of pride I had completely snuffed out.

NiceGuyRyan: you’re stunning
TylerB: I’m gonna cum to you faggot
Anon4: what a pathetic whore
CoachT: spread your legs slut
Brad: that’s a sissy if I’ve ever seen one
DaddyKen: such a good girl
MikeInOhio: I want her tight boy pussy
SissySarah: princess Fiona you are GORGEOUS girl

“Thank you all,” I forced a weak smile, unsure of what to say while a room full of men jerked off to me. “I feel really exposed. I know that’s the point.”

A chime hit louder than the others. Someone activated my toy.

The plug came on inside me without warning, a low buzz that pushed straight into the sensitive spot it had found the other night. My mouth opened and a little whimper came out before I could stop it.

Brad: how does your butt plug feel faggot
TylerB: yeah how’s that pussy feel
CoachT: moan louder sissy

“It feel…” I moaned again, my tender hole pulsing. The vibration was rolling through my hole and up into my stomach, the jeweled base kissing me from the outside every time I clenched. “My um, my pussy feels so full…thank you. It’s buzzing like crazy inside me and making my clitty strain in the cage.” I moaned again, more of a high-pitched whine this time. “I can feel myself getting so wet. It feels so good. Ah…sorry. It’s hard to talk while it’s on.”

I was moaning between sentences and I knew they were loving it.

DaddyKen: just came looking at her little clit shaking
Anon4: this bitch loves it
NiceGuyRyan: you’re so hot Fiona
Brad: do you like men

The plug kept going.

“No,” I murmured, trying to make it sound certain through the shaking. “I don’t like men. I’m not gay. I like girls, especially Kaylee. I only date guys because I have to now, and because she tells me to. She likes to see me on a real man’s lap.”

TylerB: bullshit you definitely like men
CoachT: you were made for men princess
DaddyKen: that plug in your pussy says otherwise
Brad: you’re on cam for guys to jerk off to baby
SissySarah: come on all sissies like male attention you can admit it
NiceGuyRyan: I believe you but you look like you were built for men

“I understand,” I said, eyes wet, plug still buzzing. “I hear all of that. But I really don’t like men. I know you won’t believe me.”

SissySarah: what’s the farthest you’ve been with a man
CoachT: you been fucked?

Two chimes came in, one turning the plug up, the other saying “Dildo sucking, two minutes.” Kaylee stepped just far enough into view to set my black dildo on the floor, right in front of me, then disappeared again. Her text hit the TV. “Answer the question and then do the two minutes girlfriend. You know what to do.”

“The farthest I’ve been is I sucked a guy’s cock,” I barely got it out as I picked it up. “On Valentine’s Day there was this guy…his name was Michael. Kaylee was next to me doing the same thing to her date. Before that I jerked a guy off in a movie theater and I had to lick it off my hand. That’s the farthest I’ve gone...”

The plug ramped up again as I leaned forward and took the head of the dildo into my mouth. It was thick and long, but nothing I wasn’t experienced with. I went down on it the way they had taught me using this very toy, taking it deep, slow, rhythmic, looking up at the camera through my lashes because I knew that was what men liked. The buzz in my ass made my throat jump. I whined around it and the sound read as eager even though I was completely humiliated in that moment.

TylerB: that’s it
CoachT: deeper
DaddyKen: such good little cocksucker
Anon4: princess Fiona finally working
Brad: I think she found her calling
MikeInOhio: Fuck I’m gonna cum
SissySarah: taking notes from your girl
NiceGuyRyan: you look like you’re really good at that

I kept going, bobbing my head like an eager slut, spit and lipstick smearing along the shaft, the plug hammering inside me, my caged clitty leaking against my thigh. I managed to read some of the comments while my mouth was full. I could not answer them, I could only read them calling me a cocksucker and a size queen and a faggot and a good girl. When the two minutes were up I pulled off with a sexy wet sound and gasped, eyes shining with tears I was barely holding back, dildo shining, naked and on display in my greatest moment of shame.

“Two minutes,” I whispered. “Thank you for the tips…I hope you guys enjoyed.”

TylerB: what’s your favorite part of sucking cock
Brad: don’t get shy now cocksucker
DaddyKen: I’m hard again for you princess

MikeInOhio: Just came wish it was in your mouth
SissySarah: SIZE QUEEN tell us your favorite part
 

Kaylee’s text slid across the bottom of the TV while I was still holding the dildo. “Be sexy. Tell them what you love sweet girl”

I set the toy down on my thigh and kept my smile on even though I felt like a used and abused sex toy. I basically was.

“My favorite part,” I smirked, cute and girly the way she wanted, “is how big it feels when it first hits my tongue. I like when I have to stretch my mouth around it and I can feel that pulsing while I’m on my knees. I like the heat of it on my tongue, and I like when it gets harder because of something I did with my mouth. I like the way a guy’s hand feels in my hair when he decides how fast I go. And I like right at the end, when I can tell he’s about to finish and give me his man juice. That’s the part I think about after. That’s the part that makes my clitty leak in the cage even though it embarrasses me.”

CoachT: that’s a slut talking
Anon4: she LOVES cock
NiceGuyRyan: you can suck mine if you want Fiona
TylerB: no she needs cock
SissySarah: would you say you crave it…even though you’re “straight”

“I crave being good at it for my mistresses,” I replied tactfully. “I love it when they’re proud of me”

Brad: do you have a boyfriend
DaddyKen: she must
CoachT: I wanna hear everything

“I don’t have a boyfriend yet,” I said with a very intentional coy little smirk. “Not officially. There’s this guy, Nate. He’s on the football team. He came up to me at a party, he already knew I was trans because Layla and Hannah told him. He asked for my number and I gave it to him because I figured if I have to date boys, I should date one who already knows my little secret. We’ve been on three dates so far and um, it’s been good. He picks me up, opens doors, calls me pretty. He’s really sweet…he makes me feel safe and beautiful, which is nice, I guess. I have a feeling he’s going to be my first boyfriend whether I like it or not.”

I was still talking when the next chime hit.

BobbyKing: twerk
Brad: stand up and do it
TylerB: shake that plugged ass

Kaylee pointed at the floor in front of the chair.

I stood up shakily on my stilettos, dreading doing this but knowing that my ass was more than fat enough. I turned around so they could see my ass, put my hands on the back of the chair, and bent over until my ass was in the air. I twerked for them, shaking my ass while more tips rolled in. Each of the bounces made the jeweled base of my plug wink at the camera and made my boobs jiggle on my chest. My cage swung a little, as much as a one inch piece of plastic could. I could see myself on the TV doing it, naked except for heels and a maid cap, smiling over my shoulder as I shook my bare ass for the room full of horny men.

Anon4: oh my God
CoachT: look at that ass
DaddyKen: good girl bounce
MikeInOhio: Nate is a lucky guy
SissyHunter: that’s not a man’s ass
NiceGuyRyan: I’m so hard for you Fiona
TylerB: I wanna bury my cock in those cheeks

“I’m glad you like it, boys” I squeaked, breathless, too embarrassed to address the overtly sexual comments. “Thank you for the tips.”

I sat back down shaking.

SissySarah: are you friends with other sissies

“Yes,” I said, happy the conversation was moving away from a bunch of men saying they wanted to fuck me. “One, her name is Samantha. She used to be my close friend Sam. Layla and Hannah feminized her. I walked into the bathroom one day and she was wearing lipstick and looking terrified. They made us make out while they recorded it. After that they started to bully her and turn her into a sissy like me. She still tries to explain herself to people and pass as a man, but it doesn’t really work. We actually had a few playdates at my house. I do her makeup and dress her like me and then we color, dance, put on fashion shows, and talk about boys while the girls supervise us.”

The plug kicked on again, harder than before. I jerked in the chair and grabbed the armrest.

DaddyKen: so what’s your ideal penis like
Brad: be specific

Kaylee’s text appeared on screen “Be descriptive. Don’t rush.”

“Ummm,” my speech deteriorated into a moan, “I don’t want something mean-looking. I want it thick enough that I have to really open my mouth, but not so big I panic. I want it clean. Really big. I want the kind of cock that feels heavy in my hand while I jerk it and twitches when I lick the underside. I want the head to be smooth so it slides on my tongue. I want veins I can feel against my painted lips. I want a guy attached to it who takes charge without being mean, who tells me I’m pretty while he’s using my mouth, who lets me go slow at first and then pick it up at my own pace. I want to taste him before he comes so I know it’s happening. I want it to feel like too much compared to what’s in my cage, but not compared to like, a porn star’s.”

The comments rolled under the buzz of the plug, some of them already telling me I had just described my future, and as I sat there flushed and dripping in the cage, waiting for them to spend more money on me, it felt hard to deny.

The next question made my stomach drop before I even opened my mouth.

CoachT: 19 do you plan on getting fucked anytime soon
TylerB: Nate’s gonna do it
Brad: be honest
DaddyKen: she needs a good fucking

The plug was still a dull buzz in me from before. I folded my hands in my lap like I was all of a sudden a sweet little lady instead of an online whore.

“I don’t plan on it,” I replied. “But I know it isn’t up to me. My mistresses decide what I do…Men on here just paid to turn my plug on and to watch me suck a dildo so…I’m not really in a position of power. All I know is that I used to think there were lines I wouldn’t cross, but they’ve constantly pushed me far beyond them all. I hope they don’t make me any time soon.”

SissySarah: thoughts on hormones? surgery? E changed my life
MikeInOhio: you should get a real pussy
NiceGuyRyan: do YOU want that

“Same answer,” I admitted, trembling as I processed the truth of it. “It isn’t my decision to make. They talk like this is permanent…I go to school as a girl now. My parents know. I hope not, but it doesn’t feel impossible anymore.”

The final question rolled in, and it lefe me contemplating.

Brad: do you like being a sissy
CoachT: she must
DaddyKen: admit it doll

I looked at myself on the TV, naked in the pink chair, boobs on display, cage leaking my sissy juice, plug deep inside me, and I almost broke down completely.

“No,” I said first. “I hate a lot of it. I hate walking through school in a dress hearing my heels click like I’m some dainty think. I hated my old friends watching me kiss a boy today. I hate asking my mistresses to plug my pussy and thanking them for it. I hate this cage. I hate that my clitty doesn’t work. I wanted to be the guy and I wanted to get girls…”

I had to breathe. “But I also know I’m not a real man. A real man doesn’t end up here. A real man doesn’t suck cock or paint his nails. I do. I walk and talk like a lady, I crave being called pretty, and my favorite thing in life is nursing Kaylee while she calls me her sweet little girl. Some parts of my life feel like relief, which is the most humiliating part to admit. When she holds me I feel safe. When I do what I’m told my old male ego gets quieter. I think I was probably meant for this, and there are some parts that definitely feel natural and even fun to me. I like being her girl and…even though I’m straight…male attention can be exciting. This is just who I am now.”

I was already tearing up when the next purchase chimed.

MoneyMike07: just paid $50, plap your balls with the dildo for 2 minutes and degrade yourself bitch

Kaylee’s texted me. “Two minutes, baby. Meaner than you want to be ??”

I picked the dildo back up. I spread my knees so the cage and my balls were on camera, and I started tapping the toy against my balls and the locked plastic, little wet plaps that made my whole pelvic floor jump with pain and made the plug kick inside me.

“I’m Princess Fiona,” I said, already starting to cry but still keeping my voice as girly as I could. “I’m a pathetic sissy maid with a one-inch clitty that doesn’t work. I suck cock. I twerk for strangers. I ask my teacher to plug my pussy. I’m a complete failure as a man. I was never going to be one. This is my destiny. This is what I am. I’m a pathetic little bitch who performs for men. I belong on my knees. I belong in panties. I belong in this cage. I’m Kaylee’s sissy and I’m too much of a faggot to ever be her man. I deserve to be your entertainment. Please jerk off to me. I want to know that real men got to cum to me.”

I kept plapping despite the pain and the tears running down my cheeks. The comments blurred. Good girl. Pathetic. Again. Harder.

My throat hurt. My tears spilled over without me sobbing, just sitting there wet-faced and naked while the toy smacked against the most broken part of me and I called myself the things I knew they wanted to hear and I knew everyone, including myself, knew to be true.

When the two minutes ended I dropped the dildo into my lap and sat there shaking, drained, humiliated down to nothing, right on the edge of breaking down into hysterics.

A comment popped that made my stomach turn even after everything else.

BigDave88: just came again
TylerB: same
CoachT: good, she earned it
DaddyKen: what a sexy little whore
Brad: easiest money I ever spent
SissySarah: I’m so wet in my own cage right now
MikeInOhio: that mouth and that locked clitty, I’m done

They started talking to each other like I was a thing on the table.

TylerB: she’s so fuckable
CoachT: Nate’s gonna fuck her and she’s gonna love it
DaddyKen: she should’ve been born a girl
Brad: best new girl on the site

Kaylee’s text popped up across the TV. “Ask to rate their penises. Be sweet. Act like you love it.”

I wiped under my eye with the back of my hand and put the princess voice back on.

“Um… if any of you wanted to show me,” I said, smiling like it was a treat, “I would really, really love to rate your penises! I think that’s so hot. Please send pictures. I want to see.”

The first picture hit the side panel. Then another. Then a pile of them, hard cocks filling the little windows around my own naked body on the TV. I leaned toward the camera like I was delighted.

“Oh my God, DaddyKen, that’s… that’s really big. Thick. I love the head on it. Do you think I would look pretty with it in my mouth? Tyler, yours is so long, I don’t know if I could take all of it but I would try so hard for you. CoachT, wow. That’s a real man’s cock. That’s the kind I was talking about earlier. Brad, I love how hard you are in that picture, it makes me feel so small and dainty. BigDave, thank you for showing me, that’s so hot, you see I’m blushing. Mike, that’s beautiful, I mean it. I would get on my knees for any of these. You all look so much bigger than me. You’re all so manly and big!”

I kept going, naming them, rating them, telling each one what I would do, while my cage sat wet and useless in my lap and my face stayed arranged in that grateful little smile. A few more men said they finished from me rating them and I acted like I was flattered.

Kaylee’s next text came in. “Ending the stream. Tell them you’ll be back tomorrow. Thank them.”

I looked at the camera.

“Okay, um, I have to go, princesses like me need their beauty sleep,” I said, forcing a giggle that sounded cracked. “Thank you so much for coming to meet me! Thank you for the tips and the questions and for showing me your beautiful cocks. You made my first time so special. I’ll be back on tomorrow, so please come see me again, okay? I can’t wait. Goodnight boys! Thank you for having me.”

The screen went dark.

The second the little light on the laptop died, I broke down. The sobs that came out of me were ugly and loud, not cute, not girly, just a release of all the shame that had been building up since the first username appeared. I folded forward in the chair with my hands over my face and cried like I could not get enough air.

Kaylee was there immediately. She pulled my head against her, worked her shirt and bra down, and put her breast in front of my mouth while her other hand stroked my hair. “Shh. That’s my girl. I’m so proud of you! You did so good! You were perfect for them.”

I latched on while I was still crying, mouth sealing around her nipple in desperation. The warmth of her skin and the comforting pull of her nipple felt like the sun in the winter. I suckled hard, messy, crying on her chest, and even with the plug still in me, her breast in my mouth quieted me. I kept sucking, still crying, but held there, her hand in my hair, her voice cooing proudly over the top of my head.

The next two evenings after school I went straight back to Kaylee’s room and sat in front of the same camera.

Some of the names were new. A lot of them weren’t. BigDave88. TylerB. DaddyKen. Brad. I started recognizing who paid for the plug and who wanted me to talk dirty and who just sat in the chat calling me pretty. That was one of the parts that got under my skin. I was getting to know them. Anonymous men who wanted to fuck me, and I knew which one liked the sound of my voice and which one paid to see my cage and which one said goodnight like he was my boyfriend. I smiled for them anyway. I thanked them by name. When Kaylee ended the streams I still ended up against her chest, but it was never as bad as the first time. I had already learned to be a girl, now I was learning to be a whore.

Kaylee didn’t take me to her house after school on Thursday.

I got in the car in the frilly dress I had worn to school and only noticed the wrong turns after we passed the street we always took. “Where are we going, Miss Kaylee?”

“The salon, Miss Fiona,” Kaylee giggled. “We’re getting mani pedis with some of your cam money. I heard Nate’s asking you to prom tomorrow, and that Troy’s asking me at the same time. I want us looking pretty for our men, and for the pictures they’re definitely going to take with us.”

Our men. I looked down at my hands resting on my tiered skirt. Our men.

We sat side by side in the chairs and got matching light pink gel nails, fingers and toes, the same pretty shade on both of us. The tech kept telling us we were going to look so cute. Kaylee talked like it was the most exciting thing on earth: dress shopping, prom pictures, corsages, the whole thing. I watched the pink go on my nails and thought about standing next to Nate while somebody took a photo of us, my hand on his big arm like the delicate thing I was now, and my stomach went tight.

When she pulled up in front of my house that night she put the car in park and looked at me. “We need to dress sexy for school tomorrow. Sexy lingerie underneath too. You want to look good for your handsome man, right princess?”

I nodded, cheeks burning. “Yes, Miss Kaylee.”

She leaned over and kissed me. I kissed her back too hard, hungry for her in a way I could never be for Nate, my clitty immediately straining uselessly in the cage. We stayed like that for a little while, her hand on my waist over my dress, me smiling against her lips every time she kissed me again.

Then she told me to go inside.

I got out of the car and minced up the walk in my heels, still tasting her, still throbbing, already knowing what I was going to put on in the morning, more so for her than him.

The next morning, I sat at my vanity in some of my sexiest lingerie, the set Kaylee had once told me I looked like a lingerie model in.

My bra was red lace, dark and thin, with little floral embroideries stitched over the cups so the pattern sat right on the curve of my boobs. The underwire pushed them up and in until they looked perky and grabbable, the kind of breasts a guy’s eyes would go to immediately. My panties matched, the same red lace and the same flowers spreading over my plump ass and down between my hips, the back cut so high that most of my cheeks sat out of them, the front stretched tight over my clit. My body looked like a seductively wrapped present.

I leaned into the mirror and finished painting my mouth a bold crimson red. The same color as the lace. I was blotting the second coat when my bedroom door swung open.

“Hey, um, Fiona…”

My dad stopped in the doorway. His eyes went wide.

I gasped and covered my chest with both arms on instinct, my skimpily clad body on full display, my painted nails bright against my smooth skin. “I’m getting ready for school, Daddy!”

The word came out of me without any though. Daddy. It was automatic. It sounded so girly.

He looked away fast, already stepping back. “Sorry. I…sorry.”

The door shut hard.

I sat there with my arms still crossed over my bra, my face burning so hot it felt like I had a fever. He had seen me in my lingerie, delicate and vulnerable and sexualized as ever. My boobs sitting in the lace. My panties covering my demolished manhood. My makeup half done. And I had called him Daddy like I was his sweet teenage daughter. A son did not say squeal “daddy” from his vanity in his red lace lingerie. I stared at my face in the mirror, that crimson smear, and thought about him walking back down the hall with that picture in his head. My dad. Seeing me in my daintiest bra and panties getting ready to look sexy for my man to ask me to prom.

I finished my makeup quickly, barely able to focus.

I stood up and stepped into my skirt. It was a red plaid schoolgirl skirt, so short it stopped just under the curve of my ass, the hem brushing the lowest edge of my lace panties when I tugged it up around my waist. If I bent even a little the whole back of my pretty panties would show. I pulled on my cropped top next. It was tight enough that my boobs looked huge in it, shoved up by my bra, and that red lace sat faintly visible through the fabric, a shadow of red flowers and straps for anybody standing close. I stepped into my shiny red heels, packed my phone and lipstick into a little red leather purse, and padded to my own bedroom door like I was headed for the electric chair.

Downstairs my dad was waiting in the kitchen. He did a double take when I hit the bottom step. His eyes went over my skirt, my boobs, my midriff, my heels, my purse, and my mouth, looking horrified. I watched him take in how slutty I looked like he was struggling to process that was me.

“I’m um, sorry about before, Fiona,” he said. He sounded incredibly uncomfortable. “I’ll knock next time. Have a good day, sweetheart.”

Sweetheart.

“Thanks, daddy,” I mumbled, hating myself for calling him that again, unable to even look at him.

I walked out to Kaylee’s car with my heels clicking down the driveway and my skirt barely covering me, the word daddy still sitting in my mouth and my dad’s eyes still sitting on my boobs.

I spent the entire day at school feeling like I had left the house naked.

My red plaid skirt stopped just under my ass, so the stairs were a problem and the desks were a problem and standing in line was a problem. Every time I sat down I had to pin my knees together or the floral red lace of my panties showed, and every time I stood up I felt air on the backs of my thighs where a normal hem would have been. My cropped top shoved my boobs up until they looked huge, and my red bra was faintly visible through the fabric, flowers and straps visible to anybody walking toward me. My shiny heels clicked on every tile. Guys stared like they wanted to eat me. Not the quick glances I had gotten used to in my usual dresses, the hungrier kind that lingered and could be felt even when I walked past them. Girls did the other thing. Judgy little looks. Comments they did not bother whispering. One of them in third period said slut when I passed her row and a couple of people laughed. I kept my red purse against my hip and tried to walk like Kaylee had taught me, poised, in control, a confident girl who had chosen this, yet I still felt like I was under a spotlight the whole time.

Emily was the only one who made me feel good about how I looked in a way that wasn’t sexual. She grabbed my arm between classes and told me I looked so sexy it was actually unfair, and she meant it, which somehow made me blush and giggle when I thanked her, like that had been exactly what I wanted to hear. At lunch the girls at my table lost it the second I sat down. They wanted to see my nails. They wanted to see my lingerie. They said Nate was going to cum in his pants when he saw me. I smiled and thanked them and sat there with my skirt riding up on the cafeteria chair, listening to them talk about my body like I was a piece of art they were admiring.

By last period I was worn out from being looked at. I just wanted to go home and take the outfit off. Instead, I found Kaylee outside waiting for me in a tight pink minidress that clung to her the way my outfit clung to me, except she carried herself with confidence.

“I heard the boys are waiting in the hall on the second floor,” she squealed, already walking.

I minced after her, my heels ticking beside hers, my nerves starting in already.

On the stairs she went over the reaction I was supposed to give Nate: act super cute and excited, say yes of course, kiss him, make a big fuss about the bouquet and the sign. I nodded along and felt sick the whole time, dreading the moment I would have to perform like it had always been my dream to be asked to prom by a guy, hoping the second floor would be empty and knowing it would not be.

We turned the corner and found it was definitely not empty.

Nate and Troy were standing in the middle of the hall holding big glittery signs that said PROM? They also had bouquets of flowers in their other hands. A bunch of people had already stopped to wait and see our reactions. Some of them had their phones out. My cheeks were already burning, I knew this was going to be embarrassing.

Nate’s face lit up with pride when he saw me, like he knew this outfit had been for him.

They walked up to us at the same time. “Will you go to prom with me?”

Kaylee squealed yes before I could even get a breath out and jumped into Troy’s arms, kissing him passionately, her tight pink dress bunching in his hands. I had to watch it and pretend like I was happy for her.

I followed the script I knew was laid out for me.

I squealed yes, high-pitched and girly, as I stepped into Nate and kissed him like I meant it, my red lipstick on his mouth, my chest pressed to his, my short skirt riding up and visible to everyone in the hallway. People oohed and awed like it was adorable, making the whole thing that much worse. I had spent much of high school imagining what I would do when I asked a girl to prom, who it would be, how she would react. I never imagined myself wearing a miniskirt, getting asked by a football player before squealing yes and kissing him like I was head over heels for him. this was another one of those moments where I knew that even if I ever went back to being a boy, I would always remember it and know I could never be a man.

He put the bouquet in my hands. I took it the way Kaylee had told me to, emphatic, burying my face in the flowers with a big smile on my face. “Oh my gosh, they smell so pretty! Thank you!”

After what felt like a million photos of us with our prom dates, we finally gathered our flowers and our signs and started heading out with the boys.

Nate reached for my hand in the parking lot and I gave it to him, my bouquet tucked in my other arm, my miniskirt fluttering dangerously high in the breeze. Troy was holding Kaylee against him as they walked just ahead of us. Every time his hand slid lower on her dress I had to look somewhere else, still struggling to accept seeing her with someone who wasn’t me. But Nate’s fingers laced through mine were surprisingly grounding. For a second I almost felt like a regular girl just casually walking with her man.

They took us to a place near school and got a booth in the back. It was a late lunch, not far off from dinner time, but the four of us were hungry. Nate let me in first. I tugged my skirt down as I sat so I would not flash the whole restaurant, and he looked at me like maybe I had not done the best job.

“Cute panties,” he said with a smirk.

I glanced at the other tables, then back at him, embarrassed and hoping no one else saw the sexy red lace barely covering my most intimate parts. “Oh my gosh, Nate, this skirt is way too short.”

Kaylee snorted. “Don’t let her fool you, she loves the attention. She picked them out to look sexy for you Nate.”

I sat there, cheeks burning as the menus came. I ordered a pasta that looked filling while still being light enough not to make me bloat. Nate ordered a burger. Troy stole fries off Kaylee’s plate before his food even arrived and she smacked his hand, laughing. The vibe between the four of us felt easy, comfortable, less like the other dates I had been on and much more playful.

The conversation drifted back to the boys’ promposal, Kaylee asking a million questions.

Troy started going on about he almost dropped the sign in the parking lot. Nate said he sat in his car for ten minutes before walking into school with it, worrying that maybe he had gone a little over the top with the glitter.

“Yeah, it is a bit girlier than anything I expected from you, Nate,” I teased with a little smirk on my face.

“Says the one in the schoolgirl skirt,” Nate retorted playfully.

I felt my face turn pink and looked down at my skirt instead of answering, which made Kaylee start giggling. It dawned on me how ridiculous it was for me to tease anyone about being girly, nevertheless the football player who was taking me to prom.

Nate’s hand settled on my thigh under the table, right on the bare skin my skirt did not cover but should’ve if it was a normal length. I froze for half a second, then decided to just relax. I was safe with him, I knew that by now. He was a sweet guy who knew my secret and still really liked me. Even though he wasn’t exactly my type on account of the dick between his legs, I had experienced much worse.

His thumb began to move on my inner thigh as his hand crept higher beneath my skirt, sending that tingly feeling straight up my spine. As he got closer to my panties, my clitty did a helpless little twitch inside its cage, making me squirm in the booth. He smirked at me like he knew exactly what he was doing to me. It still brought me a ton of shame whenever a man was able to get me turned on like that, but I had gotten used to it. I was a sissy now, caged almost twenty-four-seven and conditioned to enjoy being touched like a girl. My reaction didn’t surprise me.

Watching Troy, or any man for that matter, with Kaylee was something I didn’t think I’d ever get used to though. He kept playing with the strap of her dress. He kissed her when she made a joke, dominant and smooth. It irked me that Troy, like other men I’d seen her with, were allowed to kiss and touch her whenever they wanted. On the other hand, I had to wait for her to kiss me, I could only ever touch her the way a girl would touch her partner or the way a baby would suckle her mom, and I needed permission for just about everything from her, down to what color i painted my nails. I wanted to be the man who took control, kissed her effortlessly, and touched her like a man touches his girl whenever I wanted to. But as I sat there in my red lipstick and my miniskirt with another boy’s hand on my thigh, I understood that wasn’t for me. I was a sissy, and I was at least very grateful to be her sissy and to have the special relationship that we did.

The topic of my transition came up midway through our meal. It wasn’t super tense or anything, but I definitely felt a bit awkward talking about it.

Troy nodded at my outfit. “I still can’t believe you’re the same person from the beginning of the year. No offense.”

“It’s okay,” I replied honestly, cheeks heating up a bit as I stared down at my pasta. “I can’t believe it either.”

Nate squeezed my thigh, clearly aware that I was a little uncomfortable. I appreciated that, he was really sweet and in tune with my emotions.

Troy held up his hands. “I’m not trying to be a dick, you know. I’m just saying, it’s wild sitting here with you looking like this and remembering the scrawny guy from gym class. It’s not like I care though; I’m not trying to be mean. You’re very pretty, I don’t mean anything negative by it, I’m just saying it’s crazy.”

“Thank you,” I mumbled awkwardly, both embarrassed by the conversation and grateful that he was at least accepting of me and wasn’t saying anything mean. It was of course still super humiliating to be sitting there with my male date while I was wearing a miniskirt, lipstick, and painted nails, wearing sexy lingerie for him underneath as well while I sat across from the love of my life on a date with her own man. I had mostly gotten used to that though. I never got to feel like a man anymore, because I wasn’t one. That had been stripped away from me. Now I was just grateful when I was treated like a lady rather than as a sissy to mock or a whore to take advantage of, even if I was dressed like a whore.

I began to lighten up a bit as conversation gradually shifted away from my transition and towards lighter topics.

Kaylee told the guys we had gotten our nails done the same shade of pink so we would match each other and look cute for them. Embarrassed by how girly that made me sound and not really knowing what to say, I held my hands up and wiggled my light pink gels like I was proud of them.

“That’s actually crazy,” Troy said, once again looking at me a bit intently.

“Why is it crazy?” I asked, my voice betraying the fact that I was getting annoyed.

“I just can’t get over it,” he said. “You used to be a regular dude. Now you’re saying you got your nails done so you could look cute for your man. It’s…cool.”

Nate shot him a look to stop, then draped his arm around me, smiling. “It’s very cool, and very cute. Fiona is the best.”

He leaned in and planted a soft kiss on my cheek, holding it for a second before pulling back.

I felt myself blushing again, smiling even though I didn’t want to. I made myself giggle a little, twirling a lock of my hair around my finger as I smiled up at him, not fully understanding why I was trying to be cute for him. “Thanks, Nate.”

I didn’t want him to stop treating me this way. That was the part that confused me most inside. I had spent the morning getting caught in lingerie by my dad. I had spent the school day getting called a slut and stared at in the hallway. All throughout I had hated it, merely forcing a smile through it because I had, for a while now, accepted that I was a sissy and that was my life now. This was different. I was being cute on purpose for Nate, craving his attention and his protective masculine energy and it was working. I liked how Nate looked at me when I talked. I liked it when he tucked my hair behind my ear and smiled at me. I still felt like I was a straight guy deep down and that I should not be dressed as a girl out on a date with a football player. But I couldn’t deny that his hand on me left me feeling tingly, warm, and safe in his presence.

By the time the plates were cleared we were still chatting, nobody was in a rush to leave.

Kaylee had her phone out, flipping through dresses, angling the screen so I had to look. “I’m doing red. Something that’s sexy but also classy. You should do pink; it fits your whole aura.”

“You don’t think the trans girl wearing pink is a bit cliche,” I responded, Kaylee and I exchanging a knowing look as I realized that I had for the first time just referred to myself as a trans girl. I felt a blush creeping back in as she smirked at me like this was some sort of small victory. I guess it was. Her and her mom had won. They turned me from a normal guy to a very feminine trans girl and I had pretty much accepted it.

“I think you’d look beautiful in a little pink dress,” Nate said with a smile.

I smirked at him, resting my hand on his which was on top of my thigh. “Something tells me you just want it to be short.”

“Easy access,” Kaylee teased. “Don’t worry, we’ll find you something that’s super pretty and still short enough to be sexy for your man here.”

Troy leaned back. “We’re still deciding on how to get there. A party bus would probably be more fun, but a limo is nicer for pictures. We could probably sneak drinks in either.”

“Party bus, definitely,” Kaylee said immediately.

“I don’t really have a preference,” Nate said. “What do you think, Fiona?”

I looked at the bouquet on the seat beside my purse, then at my pink nails resting on Nate’s under the table.

“I don’t really have a preference either,” I squeaked out, then smiled at Nate. “I just wanna make sure we get a bunch of cute pictures together.”

I wasn’t even sure why I said that. In reality the whole ordeal was probably going to be one of the most humiliating of my life. My parents were gonna see me all made-up and dressed like a princess while a football player led me off to one of my biggest milestones. It was as if as soon as we had sat down, my mind had shifted into be cute for Nate mode.

Nate smiled. “Me too.”

His hand slid a little higher on my thigh, now completely under my skirt, and to my surprise, I let him, spreading my legs slightly in a sort of unspoken submission to his advances. I couldn’t explain it, but I was really enjoying being Nate’s girl. It was humiliating, sure, but far less uncomfortable or unpleasant than how I had felt around any of the boys I had been with previously.

The arcade they brought us too next was louder and brighter than the restaurant, all flashing cabinets and that recycled-air smell of tokens and fried food. I had left my bouquet in the car because there was no way I was carrying flowers throughout the arcade. Nate paid while I stood there clutching my little red purse, feeling extremely exposed and vulnerable around so many people again. We all started off playing together, the four of us crowded around air hockey while Kaylee smashed the puck hard enough to make Troy yell when it hit his finger. I missed two shots in a row because I was reluctant to really bend over and get into the game, afraid that I would show the whole arcade my panties if I did. Nate came around behind me to fix my grip, his chest against my back and his hand covering mine on the handle. He joked that I was holding it like I was scared of it. I told him I was wearing a miniskirt in public and I was scared of everything, which made him laugh before he leaned down to kiss the side of my neck, quick and warm, eliciting a girly little giggle from me. It was super embarrassing to react like that in front of Kaylee who I pathetically still wanted to see me as somewhat of a man, but it was sweet and I couldn’t really be annoyed about it.

Two games later Kaylee and Troy drifted toward the photo booth and the racing simulators, leaving Nate and I alone.

Pinball was the first game we played together. He set my purse on the neighboring machine and stood behind me without even pretending it was about teaching me how to play, so the flippers were clicking under my pink nails while his lips were on my neck and his hands were on my waist.

“Nate…” I nearly moaned as he left a gentle trail of kisses down my neck, leaving a warm, tingly feeling spreading down my neck and spine.

“Yeah?” He replied in a husky voice against my ear.

“People can see us…” I squirmed a bit.

“I don’t care,” he said as he turned me by the hips and kissed me on the lips, pinning me against the cabinet so the glass edge pressed into my perky ass. His tongue was in my mouth as his hands slipped around and started to squeeze my ass, eliciting a soft little whimper I was embarrassed to have made.

A few minutes later a kid two machines over started playing, and clearly he was very aware of us, coughing and making other noises to get us to notice him and stop. I shoved at Nate’s chest, giggling and burning with shame at the same time.

“You’re so embarrassing,” I said in a tone that made me sound unserious.

He smiled at me. “You can’t get all dressed up like that for me and expect me to keep my hands to myself.”

I cringed a little as I thought to myself that he was right, I had chosen this. Kaylee told me to dress sexy, but I was the one who picked this slutty outfit out, and now I was the one acting head over heels for him. A few months ago, I would never have done this unless I was forced at every step of the way; I really was becoming more of a sissy by the day.

The basketball game was difficult only because I had to stand there shooting with my cropped top riding up every time I lifted my arms, my bra flashing every time the fabric rode up, while Nate barely shot at all and just stared at me like I was his dinner. When I actually sank three in a row he grabbed me from behind, his dick pressed up against my ass and both hands on my breasts as he kissed my neck again.

I looked around the aisle anxiously and whispered again unconvincingly, “Come on, Nate, I look like such a slut already…”

That didn’t stop him. He again spoke right up against my ear. “You’re letting me though…I think that makes you my slut.”

I hated that my clit twitched when he called me his slut, but it did, once again swelling up inside the panties I wore for him as he continued to kiss and grope me and I continued to let him.

Every time he backed me into a machine I kissed him, and every time his hand slid under the hem of my skirt I arched into his grip. It was humiliating, being groped by a man in an arcade while wearing a plaid micro skirt and a crop top that made my boobs look amazing, but my body was not on the same page as my pride. My clitty kept swelling against the plastic, a dull helpless throb that got sharper every time his mouth found mine. My skin felt oversensitive, the air-conditioning too cold and his hands too hot. After the third long kiss against a racing cabinet, I could feel my panties clinging to me, starting to get wet.

He put his forehead against mine and asked why I was being quiet. I told him I was trying not to make him cum in the middle of an arcade, and he chuckled like I had just made a joke and kissed me again.

We found a motorcycle game in the back, two seats molded onto fake bikes in front of a huge screen. I climbed on first, struggling to fix my skirt as I sat down, the cold vinyl on the backs of my thighs a constant reminder of my vulnerability. Nate swung on behind me with no space left between us, his chest sealed to my back, his hands covering mine on the handles. When he scooted forward I felt it, his hard, thick manhood pressing right against my ass through his jeans and my almost-nothing skirt, begging for entry to my tight boy pussy. I stared at the starting lights and did not move. He asked if I was good and I let out a soft “mhm,” because if I used a real sentence I was going to sound as uncomfortable as I felt. It wasn’t like I had no experience with hard dicks before, I certainly did, but this felt different, almost like my body was asking for it. That part made me more uncomfortable than the dick itself.

The race started and I twisted the throttle too hard as he laughed and switched his grip on to my hips and pulled me back onto him, which put his cock more firmly between my plump cheeks. The dying part of me that was still male wanted to lean forward. I pushed back instead, a small grind I could have blamed on the seat if he were stupid, but he was not stupid.

His breath hit my neck. “Fiona…”

“What?” I replied coyly, “I’m just playing the game.”

I did it again, slower, rolling my ass against his hardness while the bike on screen took a corner I was not watching. The shame was killing me inside; I was dressed like a slutty schoolgirl in public, grinding on a football player’s hard cock. As much as I yearned to be a man and stop what I was doing, it felt too good against me. My locked clitty was throbbing, my panties were soaked, and it even felt like my pussy was squeezing as though something were inside it, a sensation I had become familiar with from my time with the plug. I could feel the lace of my panties going slick against the cage.

“I can’t help it,” I whispered in a mock-innocent voice.

His hands flexed on my hips and helped me do it. We were barely steering as he basically dry humped me on the game. The finish animation played and neither of us got off the bike, the screen screaming CONTINUE? in huge letters while Nate’s hands stayed right where they were. I could still feel him, hard, aching for me. I pushed back one more time and looked over my shoulder, trying for flirtatious even though my face was on fire. “Is somebody a little excited?”

Nate groaned, deep and masculine. “I think you are too.”

I leaned my whole body back into him and turned my head, my ass against his dick, my mouth at his ear, and used the girliest, sexiest voice I had. “My panties are soaked right now.”

His hands tightened hard enough to leave imprints on my waist. “Do you want to go to the car right now?”

I couldn’t even form a word. I basically whined. “Mhm.”

He got off first and took my hand, pulling me down off the bike. I had to fix my twisted skirt with my free hand as he pulled me along. I felt the cool air on my wet lace as he led me through the machines toward the exit, not exactly rushing, but definitely not taking his time. Kaylee and Troy were at a claw machine near the door. Kaylee looked up, read the look on my face, and smirked like she knew exactly what was happening. My face burned bright red as I kept walking, humiliated and ashamed of what I was doing but still following him, because I wanted him more in that moment than I wanted to maintain my dignity and pride.

I climbed in first, my wet panties cold against my ass on the seat, and he followed, shut the door, and pulled me straight onto his lap so I was straddling him in the cramped backseat. My knees sank into the upholstery on either side of his hips. My short skirt rode up immediately. His hard cock was right there again, thick under his jeans, pressed to the soaked lace between my legs, and we were kissing before I had time to decide if I was going to go through with this.

It was not the cute hallway kiss from the promposal. He took control like he had been holding it in since he saw me in this outfit, one hand in my hair, the other already under my skirt, grabbing my ass over my panties hard enough that the lace dug into my cheeks under the pressure of his rough fingers. I made a needy little sound into his mouth as I ground down on him like a bitch in heat. Every grind made the wet fabric slide. Every grind made me more aware that I was the soft little bitch in the situation.

“Fuck, Fiona,” he muttered against my mouth, squeezing my ass again, both hands now, kneading it roughly, pulling me down harder onto him.

I kissed him back too eagerly, lipstick smearing, my tongue in his mouth once he opened his as if I had been waiting for his permission. My body had that same tingle, except now there was no kid two machines over coughing to make us stop. It was just us alone in the parked car. I was ashamed of how fast I got into it, how naturally I ground in his lap like a girl who wanted to get fucked. A few months ago this would have taken threats. Now I was rocking on him on purpose, my soaked panties dragging over denim, my hole fluttering like it expected to be penetrated, my clitty throbbing with nowhere to go.

He broke the kiss only long enough to hook his fingers under my top and pull it off over my head. My hair caught in it. My arms went up for him without me even thinking about it. He was in charge; there was no doubt about that. There I was just sitting on his lap in my red lace bra, the floral embroidery squeezing pushed-up tits that he had already been staring at all day. “Take your skirt off too.”

I had to climb off his lap to do it. The backseat was too small and my hands were shaking. The zipper and the tight waistband fought me, so he helped, tugging it down over my hips while I shimmy-stepped it off in my heels. It hit the floorboards in a little plaid pile. I was left crouched over the seat in just my bra, panties, and shiny red heels. He sat back and looked at me. Not glancing. Looking. A look that drifted from my mouth to my chest to the wet spot on the front of my panties. The kind of look a guy gives a girl he wants to bend over and fuck.

I felt it in my whole body, that sudden sense of vulnerability that I was a girl alone with a man who wanted me.

The silent staring was making my blush and squirm. I tried to make myself sound coy instead of panicked. “What?”

He didn’t hesitate. “You’re so fucking hot.”

He grabbed me by the waist and yanked me back onto his lap hard enough that I gasped, and then his hand cracked across my pantied ass. The smack was sharp through the thin lace. I squealed, high-pitched and girly, and he was already kissing me again, swallowing the sound, pulling me down so his still-hard cock mashed against the soaked crotch of my panties with only that thin scrap of fabric between us. I could feel how big he was compared to what I had in my cage. I could feel the heat of him. When I ground down, the wetness made it slicker, my ass flexing in his hands while he moved me like I weighed nothing.

That was when the urge hit, and it hit very clearly. I wanted his dick in my mouth.

Not because Kaylee told me to. Not because I needed to distract his roaming hands. Not because Miss Connery said I had to learn my place. I wanted it because I was a feminine, submissive little thing who wanted to please the man who made her feel like a princess and a slut at the same time. He made me feel safe and beautiful and protected and it had made me feel all soft and mushy around him. I wanted to please him. I wanted to submit to a real man who deserved my submission.

It ate away at me that I felt this way. Every time I gave Michael blowjobs it was because I had to. This was the first time the want was coming from me, the first time I was actually craving cock in my mouth.

I looked at him. His eyes were dark, mouth smeared with my lipstick, hands still locked on my ass like he was hanging on for dear life.

“I want your dick in my mouth, Nate,” I whispered. “Can I please give you a blowjob, baby?”

Nate looked like I had just said the thing he had been waiting for since he met me. He kissed me once, intense but brief. “Of course you can, baby.”

Baby did something to me. It should have felt embarrassing being called baby by a man. Instead it went straight down my spine and into my cage, another helpless swell, another pulse of wetness in my already dripping panties. I was his date, his slut, his baby, and my body did not argue with any of the three.

I slid back off his lap and down onto all fours on the seat, knees on the upholstery, ass up in the air. I went at his jeans like I was starving, popping the button, yanking down the zipper, helping him shove them down when he lifted his hips. His underwear tented obscenely. I hooked my pink nails in the waistband and pulled, and there it was, thick and flushed and wet at the tip, twitching in the dim car light.

It was around the same size as Michael’s, maybe a little bit bigger. It was definitely the biggest one I had ever had in front of my face and compared to my little one-inch clitty it looked like it belonged to a different species. I felt the heat radiating off of it. The smell was clean skin and sweat and raw masculinity. My mouth watered.

I skipped right over the pretty licking-and-kissing routine my mistresses had made me practice on the dildo. I went down on it immediately, lips stretching around the fat head, then further, taking him in a fast greedy bob that made him hiss. The second it filled my mouth something in my head shifted, like a deep sense of peace had come over me. Like my body knew it was right where it belonged. I was on all fours in lingerie in a parking lot with a football player’s cock on my tongue, and instead of the usual panic there was this confusing sense that I was doing the right thing.

I started sucking him for real, wet and sloppy, face down, ass in the air, the thin lace of my panties plastered to me as I focused hard on his rock-hard manhood. Every bob made my boobs bounce in the bra. Every time I sank lower my throat fluttered around him and my clitty throbbed in its cage like it was trying to participate and failing. I moaned on him because I could not help it and the vibration made his hips twitch. I looked up through my lashes with his dick still in my mouth, the sort of submissive eye meant to convey that I was his bitch and I loved it. I held it as I took him deeper. I kept going until my lips were at the base and my nose was in the hair at his stomach and my throat was full of him, and I just stayed there a second like I loved it.

On some level I did. That was the part I knew I was going to hate later. My panties were getting wetter the longer I had him in my mouth. My pussy kept squeezing and pulsing. My scalp tingled when his hand landed in my hair.

Then he started smacking my ass.

Not playful little taps. Real slaps across the lace, first one cheek, then the other, the sting blooming hot under his rough palm while I swirled my tongue around the head of his cock in my mouth. I whined around it as he spanked me, and the sound made him do it again. Another smack. Another whimper I could not hold back. I arched my back on purpose, pushing my ass up and back toward his hand, wiggling it like I wanted the next one, presenting it to him like I knew how sexy I was. The shame of my behavior sat right next to the pleasure of it. I was enjoying being spanked. I could feel myself tilting into each hit, his hand snapping back against my cheeks, his cock sliding over my tongue in the same rhythm. My whole body was lit up and dripping, lined up for him like this was what my mouth and my ass were made for.

I kept sucking him like a desperate whore, and the sound he made in his throat went straight through me and sent a shiver throughout my whole body.

Then he groaned, “I’m gonna finger your pussy.”

My eyes shot up to his with his dick still stretching my lips, panic setting in immediately. The minute he met my eyes I felt myself relaxing, a soft, compliant feeling taking over. My body was his at that moment, there was nothing to think about. If he wanted to put his fingers in my pussy, he would, the same way he had his hard cock in between my pretty red lips. I was his to use as he pleased.

He did not give me time to think about it. He stroked my hair and guided my head back down, his voice low and authoritative. “Don’t worry, baby. Just focus on my dick.”

I went completely submissive in that second, my mouth sinking back onto him as he guided me back down. My job was to suck cock, whatever he did was not for me to worry about. I watched him put two fingers in his mouth to get them wet, and then he reached his arm reached over my back to my ass. He hooked my panties aside, his fingertips quickly finding my hole and just playing there at first, circling and pressing, not inside me yet. I squirmed with his cock on my tongue and gasped around it, running my tongue around the head.

Then they slipped in, both fingers, slow, stretching me open in a way the plug never could. I inhaled hard around his dick and had to stay there a second, stuffed at both ends, my panties yanked to the side, my locked clitty leaking in its little cage. He started moving his fingers, curling them gently inside me, and the feeling was incredibly foreign even though I was no stranger to having something in my ass. This was not silicone or cold metal. This was a man fingering me, playing with a spot the plug had never quite hit, and my thighs shook while my mouth went sloppy on him and drool smeared around him.

I sucked him like I needed it after that, not the practiced dildo rhythm I had trained, just desperate, my lipstick gone, spit running down his shaft and onto his jeans. Every time his fingers curled in my boy pussy I moaned on his cock and took him deeper, both my holes opening up to him because my body had decided that was what I needed. He kept a steady pace in my pussy, in and out, that same spot again and again, while I bobbed and slobbered and looked up at him like he was the manliest man who had ever lived. I could tell he was loving this, feeling like a man, confident and fully in control in control with his jeans around his thighs and two fingers in his bitch while she was on all fours worshipping his cock like that was the natural order of the things.

I could not stay still. My hips kept pushing back onto his hand and then rocking forward so his cock hit the back of my throat and his fingers went deeper, the wet sounds of both things filled the car. My clitty was a leaking mess in the cage, pulsing in time with his fingers, useless and oversensitive, and my nipples ached against the glued on forms while the freshly spanked skin of my ass cheeks stung every time his wrist brushed it. I whined whenever he rubbed that inner spot just right.

He smiled down at me. “That’s it, baby. Just like that. You’re such a good girl.”

I hated how much those words turned me on. I sucked harder, hollowing my cheeks and sucking his cock with a passion, keeping my back arched so he had an easy angle into my pussy. It got wetter and sloppier and more shameless, my thoughts narrowing to the heat and the stretch and the taste of him. I could barely process the fact that a real man’s fingers were in my boy pussy while I worshipped his cock. The male part of me wanted to tap out and remember I was supposed to be disgusted. The rest of me was dripping and obedient and chasing the next curl of his fingers, just wanting to be his good girl.

He talked to me through it in that same deep voice, telling me I was doing so good, telling me to keep my ass up, telling me my pussy was so tight, and every word made me sink further into the role I had asked for when I followed him to the car. I was the one in lingerie. He was the one with his fingers inside me. I was the one making those girly little sounds around a cock that actually worked. My jaw ached. My knees ached. My tight hole kept grabbing at him like it did not want to give his fingers back, and I let it, rocking on his hand while I drooled on his dick and tried not to think about Kaylee’s smirk at the claw machine.

The pressure started low and deep, not in the cage but behind it, the same full-body build I had gotten from Kaylee’s vibrating plug except this had a person attached. I started shaking for real, my breath coming in wet whines around his shaft, my pussy clamping down on his fingers in little helpless grabs. Nate felt it and sped up, still gentle but faster, hitting that spot like he knew I was close.

I completely came apart on him. My pussy clenched hard around his fingers and my whole body went violent with it, thighs locked, back bowed to the man inside me, a loud broken moan vibrating straight onto his cock while my clitty spurted inside the cage in weak little jets that soaked the front of my panties. It was nothing like a man’s orgasm, way more powerful, and it kept going, close to a minute of raw sensory overload with my mind smeared blank except for the stretch in my ass and the thickness in my mouth and the sound of myself coming like a slutty girl. I could not think. I could only shake and suck and take it.

Near the end of it his manhood pulsed and twitched on my tongue as he groaned. I did not think at all. I just sucked faster and greedier, chasing him through my own aftershocks. He exploded in my mouth while I was still trembling, hot pulses of cum hitting my throat. I swallowed all of it like I needed it to breathe, gulp after gulp, sealing my lips around him so none of it escaped. The taste was thick and salty and specific to him which I loved. I kept swallowing until he was done.

Afterward we just stayed there, his fingers still inside me wiggling lazily, keeping me open, his cock softened on my tongue while I continued to suck it on instinct, little nursing pulls like I did with Kaylee except this was a man I had just finished. I was dripping and half-naked, the panic completely gone. What was left was this quiet, heavy peace, the comforting feeling of being filled at both ends by him, used and held at the same time. Laying there with a man inside me, I understood it in my body instead of as a rule somebody had told me. This was why I was a sissy. Not the clothes by themselves, and not even the cage. This. Being the submissive one. Being the one with the pussy. Being the girl with a real man in her.

That night I barely made it onto Kaylee’s bed before my body gave out.

I was still overwhelmed by the day, makeup smeared, the taste of Nate somewhere under my toothpaste, my ass sore in a way that made every shift on her sheets remind me what I had done in his backseat. The second I started to line the afternoon up in my head, the promposal, the restaurant, the arcade, and the car, I felt that familiar crack opening, the one that always turned into me sobbing about not being a man. I shut it out. I did not have the energy left for another identity crisis. I just let myself go heavy in her arms, my face against her chest, a few tears slipping out anyway while I drifted, because even without thinking the thought all the way through I knew I was not going to wake up the same person who had walked into school that morning. I had been used like a whore by a real man and I fucking loved it.

I slept like a baby that night.

The next thing I knew Kaylee was standing over me in sexy pink lingerie, shaking my shoulder. “Wakey wakey, princess.”

I sat up in my sheer baby blue nightie and immediately stared at her like there was an angel standing over me. The lace clung to her the way lingerie was supposed to sit on a girl, her breasts full and perky in the pink cups, her stomach soft, her hips and ass filling out her panties like the set had been made for her. I could see her nipples through the lace. For a second Nate and everything that happened in the car felt like it couldn’t have been real. She was what I wanted.

“Good morning, Mistress,” I said, looking up at her like she was a goddess. “You look so beautiful.”

She smiled, leaned down, and kissed me on the lips. “Thank you, pretty girl. Now put your butt plug in and get dressed. We’re doing a special camming session today.”

I stood up, the nightie floating around my thighs, the cage a dull weight underneath it. “Special, Miss Kaylee?”

She giggled. “Yes, princess. Very special. Today I’ll be joining you on stream along with Layla and Samantha. Your fans have been asking to see you two girls play together, and Layla and I thought it could be fun if we joined you. Layla and I will be wearing face masks of course. Can’t have our faces being seen on camera, you know?”

I nodded. “Of course, Mistress.”

The irony was there immediately, completely unfair. I was the one whose face was on the account. I was the one who had to once again introduce myself as Princess Fiona to a chat room full of men so they could jerk off to me. I was the one who was going to be recognizable all over the internet before long if this continued. They got masks. I got to be recognized as an online sex worker. I understood it though. I was her inferior, it made sense.

She kissed me again, this time on the forehead. “Well, get dressed and do your makeup, you little slut. They’ll be here in twenty minutes. Your outfit is in the closet.”

I blushed, knowing she was referencing what I had done yesterday. “Yes, Mistress.”

I started walking toward her closet.

Twenty minutes later I was plugged and dressed, standing in the middle of Kaylee’s room trying not to look at myself too long in the mirror, because the costume made me feel ridiculous. It was a playboy bunny costume: a black strapless bodysuit, tight enough that my boobs made a clean sweetheart line across the top and the high-cut hips left most of my ass out, with a little white puff of a tail sitting right over the jeweled base of my plug. Black velvet ears stood up off a headband in my dark hair, which Kaylee had me put in a high ponytail with bangs swept down onto my forehead. She had me finish me with hoop earrings, heavy lashes, and bright red lipstick that made my mouth look like it belonged around a man. My light pink nails looked almost sweet against all that sexy black. The white pumps put me up on my toes, and I could feel the plug every time I shifted my weight, a thick reminder tucked under the tail, the cage making a faint shape at the front of the bodysuit if I arched at all.

Kaylee looked me over and smiled. “You look so cute. Strike a pose for me.”

I did the one that came out automatically, kicking my right heel up behind me and making a little heart with my hands in front of my chest.

“Too cute!” she squealed.

The doorbell rang and she was already heading out. “That must be the other girls. I’ll go get them.”

A moment later she walked back in with Samantha and Layla. Layla looked sexy and mean in the way she always did: red lingerie, dark lace, a balconette bra that pushed her breasts up into a soft heavy shelf, thin straps on her shoulders, matching high-cut panties with little straps over her hips, a garter belt, sheer stockings, her hair down. She did not need a costume. She just looked like the girl who owned the room. Together, her and Kaylee looked like goddesses, beautiful creatures meant to dominate and own the like of Samantha and I. Samantha was in a matching bunny costume, the same black strapless bodysuit, same ears, same white tail, same white pumps, except they had put a blonde wig on her. It was long and styled with bangs, and her makeup was done as heavy as mine with a red mouth, thick lashes, heavy blush, her nails also painted pink. She looked so shy and uncomfortable, which unfortunately for her only came off as coy and sexy in an innocent sort of way.

I forced my perky voice. “Hi, Miss Layla! Hi, Samantha!”

“Hello, sissy,” Layla said, looking me up and down. “Don’t you look adorable. Why don’t you two girls greet each other properly.”

We both knew what that meant. Samantha and I stepped in close and kissed, sweet and closed-mouth at first, then a little longer when we realized they were still watching, our hands on each other’s waists like two girlfriends who actually wanted it. Every time our bodysuits brushed I felt her shaking. Kaylee and Layla giggled.

“Alright, girls,” Kaylee said, already heading for the computer. “Let’s get started.”

She started showing Layla the account, the camera, the chat, the menu, and Samantha turned toward me the second their backs were angled away, her eyes wide and wet under the blonde bangs.

“I’m panicking, Fiona,” she whispered. “I don’t want to do this. She put a butt plug in my ass and it’s so uncomfortable. What do we do?”

I stroked her arms gently, the way Kaylee did to me when I was about to cry and kept my voice quiet enough that it would not carry. “Just try to relax, girl. Just follow my lead and it’ll be over before you know it. I promise.”

I smiled at her. Samantha gave me a shaky little nod, clearly unconvinced and petrified, her white bunny tail trembling when she breathed.

Kaylee pulled two chairs in front of the camera and pulled on a sparkly pink face mask as she sat down, Layla dropping into the other one in her red lingerie and a little black mask over the bottom half of her face. Layla pointed at the rug. “On your knees, bitches. Sit close together, close enough that your hips touch.”

Us bitches knelt side by side in our bunny suits, white pumps tucked under us, tails sitting on our thighs, plugs making both of us hold ourselves a little too carefully. Kaylee leaned forward and opened the room.

The names started flooding in immediately. BigDave88. TylerB. DaddyKen. Brad. New ones too. The TV on the wall showed all four of us, two masked girls in lingerie in the chairs and two submissive bunnies on the floor.

Kaylee smiled at the lens. “Hi boys! Miss Kaylee and Miss Layla here tonight. You already know Princess Fiona. This is her sissy girlfriend Samantha she was telling you about. Say hi, girlies.”

I put the perky voice on that I had gotten used to using.

“Hi everybody! I’m Princess Fiona. Thank you so much for coming back! I missed you all. This is Samantha. She’s a sissy like me, and she’s really nervous, so please be sweet to her, okay? And these are our mistresses. They’re being so nice letting us play for you tonight.”

Samantha’s voice came out thinner than mine. “H-hi. I’m Samantha.”

TylerB: Two sexy ass bunnies
DaddyKen: the blonde one looks scared it’s so cute
Brad: princess im so glad you brought a friend
BigDave88: is she had big a pussy as you Fiona?
CoachT: make them kiss
SissySarah: Fiona introduce the mean one she’s so sexy

Layla crossed her legs, stocking whispering. “The mean one can read your messages you little bitch. Speaking of little bitches, Fiona, tell them who I am.”

“That’s Miss Layla,” I gulped, looking at the camera because she flicked her fingers at it when I looked back at her. “She’s one of the beautiful girls from school who…who helped me learn my place as a sissy. She’s very pretty and she’s very smart. Please be respectful to her.”

Layla laughed as she pet my head. “Good girl.”

Kaylee leaned her chin on her hand. “They want to see your costumes. Spin girls. Both of you. Stand up.”

We stood. The heels made our movements dainty, even by our usual standards. I turned first, letting them see the strapless neckline, the high-cut hips, the white puff sitting over my plug, the faint shape of the cage at the front of the bodysuit. Samantha copied me a second later, blonde hair swinging, and the chat started tipping just for that.

MikeInOhio: spin again faggots
Anon4: look at those asses
NiceGuyRyan: Samantha youre so pretty!
DaddyKen: just paid $15 make the blonde twirl
TylerB: Fiona you look so slutty it’s turning me on

“I’m glad I’m turning you on, Tyler,” I forced. “Thank you, DaddyKen. Samantha, they want you to twirl again, girlie.”

Samantha gave me a panicked little look before she did it, a shaky spin that made her tail bounce. Layla reached out and smacked her ass as she came back around.

“Smile when you do it,” Layla said. “You’re not at a funeral.”

“Yes, Miss Layla,” Samantha whispered, and the smile she forced was worse than no smile. She was terrified of Layla in a way I never quite was with Kaylee

Brad: kiss
CoachT: just paid $30 kiss girls
SissySarah: youre both girls its no biggie

Kaylee read it out loud like she was already loving this. “You heard them. Kiss each other, sissies. Show them how much you love each other.”

I turned Samantha by the waist so we were facing the camera and kissed her, slow and passionate, one hand on her jaw and the other drifting down to her perky cheek.

When we broke apart we drifted back to our knees as Kaylee pointed at the floor again.

“Good girls,” she said. “Now ask the men what they want to see you girls do first.”

I looked up through my lashes at the camera, sweet and seductive.

“What would you boys like us to do for you?” I asked. “We’ll be good girls for you. We promise.”

Brad: let your mistresses decide
DaddyKen: yes let Miss Layla run it
TylerB: Turning their toys on
CoachT: punish these bitches
SissySarah: the girls should pick

The plugs buzzed to life inside us before Kaylee even finished reading the chat. Mine came on in a low familiar buzz that made my pussy clench around the jeweled neck and my knees shake. Samantha jerked like she had been electrocuted, a sharp gasp ripping out of her, both hands flying back toward her tail before Layla slapped them down.

“Ah…Fiona…” she whimpered, eyes wet with tears already. “It’s…it’s buzzing in me, it’s moving…”

“I know, honey,” I cooed, trying to save the moment. “But we need to be good girls and let these men play with our pussies.”

Kaylee put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed like she was proud of me as she spoke. “You boys want us to decide. Lucky us. I see somebody already turned on the toys. Say thank you, girls.”

“Thank you for playing with our pussies,” I whined like a grateful little bitch, because that was the language they liked.

Samantha tried but it came out completely broken. “Th-thank you.”

Layla crossed her legs. “Get up, girls. You’re gonna do some cute little bunny hops. Keep your feet together, hands up by your chests, and hop around the room. If I see you walking, I’ll beat your little fairy asses on camera.”

We shakily stood in our white pumps and held our hands up the way she wanted, pink nails tucked near our collarbones, and started hopping the best we could in heels with plugs buzzing inside us. It was exactly as degrading as it sounds and worse because of the heels and the buzzing. Every little bounce made the white tails jump and the plugs jolt inside us, our boobs jiggling against the strapless necklines, our cages tapping the front of our bodysuits. Samantha’s kept breaking rhythm, thighs shaking, mouth open, the first-time look of somebody who had only just learned what a plug felt like sitting still and was now finding out it could be incredibly intense when it was on.

Kaylee counted us around the pink rug. “Hop, hop, hop. Smile, Fiona. Samantha, hands up. You’re bunnies, not people…certainly not any kind of men.”

The buzz jumped a level. I hissed and kept hopping. Samantha cried out, high-pitched and startled, and she almost folded.

Layla leaned toward the camera. “Two locked up sissies hopping around like bunnies. Aww Samantha looks like she’s going to cry…that’s a brand new pussy, boys. Don’t worry, she’ll get used to it.”

BigDave88: lmaooo she can barely move
MikeInOhio: faster
NiceGuyRyan: Samantha looks miserable
TylerB: Fiona say I’m a cute little bunny

Samantha’s next hop was more of a stumble. I could see her whole stomach jump when the toy surged inside her. If this was truly the first time having her pussy stretched, I felt bad that it had to be like this.

Kaylee pointed at me. “Say it while you hop, Fiona.”

“I’m a cute little bunny,” I moaned, bouncing, voice bright because she would make me redo it if it came out flat. “I’m Princess Fiona and I’m a cute little bunny.”

Layla’s tone was harsh. “Samantha.”

“I’m a cute little bunny,” Samantha whispered, then moaned in the middle of it when the plug pulsed again. “I can’t…”

“Louder!” Layla snapped.

“I’m a cute little bunny, she whined, sounding like she was about to cry.”

Layla laughed. “Good girls. Now turn around and bend over bitches. Hands on your knees, feet apart. Shake those asses for the real men.”

We faced away from the camera and bent over, the high-cut bodysuits leaving almost nothing to the imagination. I could feel air on the undersides of my cheeks and the jeweled base of my plug buzzing under the cute little tail. Samantha’s thighs were trembling so hard the tail looked like it was shivering on its own. Kaylee reached over and flicked my tail. “Shake, princess.”

I did, little humiliating wiggles that made the plug grind inside me and the tail bounce. Samantha’s version was far worse, more twitching than dancing, until Layla slapped the back of her thigh. “Don’t be shy now. Your girlfriend’s putting on a show. Copy her.”

Anon4: plug prints are hot
DaddyKen: just paid $20 I want to see the sissies spank each other
CoachT: Fiona spank your girlfriend
Brad: hard

The toys throbbed in sync and Samantha whimpered out loud, forehead dropping toward his knees.

“You heard them, girls,” Kaylee said. “Fiona first. Start with ten. Count them. Thank her after, Samantha.”

I put Samantha on her feet, bent her a little by the hips, and smacked her ass where the bodysuit left her bare, the white tail jumping under my pink nails. Each slap drove the buzzing plug deeper into her. She yelped on one, actually sobbed on four, and by seven she was up on her toes in the pumps like she was trying to get away from what was inside her.

“Thank you, Fiona,” she managed at ten, voice a complete wreck.

“Your turn, Samantha,” Layla said. “Don’t tap her like you’re sorry. Punish her for being as big of a pussy as you.”

Samantha’s hands were shaking when she spanked me. The first two were nothing. Layla snapped at her and the next ones landed sharp over my own buzzing plug, and I made those same girly sounds I had made for Nate in the car, except now it was for the entertainment of a few dozen men. I counted. I thanked her. My ass was so hot and my clitty was swelling in the cage from being hit and from the toy.

Kaylee clapped once, delighted. “Good job girls! Now make out. And since you’re both obviously so horny, fondle each other’s clits while you do it. Show the boys that you’re not like them.”

We stood close. I took Samantha’s face and kissed her the way they wanted, open-mouthed enough to look passionate as our waxy red lips met. The bodysuits were thin. I could feel the hard little outline of her cage through the front of the costume, a little bigger than mine which was still tiny, and when I cupped it she jumped against my mouth, the plug still working her so hard she kept breaking the kiss to gasp. I made her do the same to me, guiding her hand to my locked clit as the chat went wild

TylerB: I cannot believe they used to be men
DaddyKen: princesses you are adorable
SissySarah: lucky girls

Samantha made a broken sound into my lips when I squeezed, her whole body jerking on the toy, and I felt my own clitty leak against the plastic as her painted fingers tightened on me. We stayed like that, kissing, hands on each other’s locked and useless parts, plugs buzzing on a stranger’s schedule, while Kaylee and Layla talked over us to the men, asking who was prettier, who kissed better, who was more pathetic, whose pussy was taking it worse.

The tips stacked so fast Kaylee did not even bother reading them one at a time.

DaddyKen: just paid $40 spank them while they kiss
CoachT: make them cry
TylerB: Miss L do the blonde

“Paid request,” Kaylee exclaimed, already standing. “Keep kissing girls. Hands on each other’s clits. We’re going to work those tails while you sluts play.”

We stayed standing in the pumps with our mouths joined together, and the first slap landed across my ass while Samantha’s lipstick was smearing across mine. Layla took her and Kaylee took me, and they did not tap us lightly. They spanked us open-handed over the thin black lycra and the buzzing plugs, so every hit drove the toys deeper and shoved us further into each other’s mouths. I grabbed Samantha’s clit hard and she grabbed mine, and the two things together, kissing her and getting beaten, made my eyes water almost immediately.

“Look at this,” Layla said to the camera, landing another one that made Samantha yelp into my mouth. “Two locked bunnies making out while their mistresses paint their asses pink. They need this.”

Samantha was already loud. The plug was still a brand-new kind of awful for her, and every spank turned the buzz into a jolt. She kept breaking the kiss to gasp, and Kaylee snapped at us to keep kissing, so I pulled her back in by the clit and kissed her through it, tasting salt because she had started crying. My own ass was going hot and tight, the skin under and around the high-cut bodysuit stinging, the tail bouncing when Kaylee’s palm found it.

MikeInOhio: harder
SissySarah: Fiona needs this
NiceGuyRyan: they’re crying
Anon4: princess can take it

The toys surged with the hits. I felt it in my hole, a thick electric grind that made my knees dip and my clitty leak in the cage, and Samantha shook so hard her hoop earrings winked in the light. Kaylee hooked two fingers in my tail and used it like a handle to keep my ass where she wanted it, spanking in a steady rhythm while she talked over us. “This is your Princess Fiona, boys. Say thank you, Fiona.”

“Thank you,” I whined against Samantha’s mouth.

Layla cracked Samantha again. “And this one still thinks she’s going to go back to being Sam. Tell them how your pussy feels, Samantha.”

“It won’t stop,” she sobbed, kissing me sloppy because she knew we had to keep kissing. “Please, Miss Layla, it’s too much.”

“It’s not,” Layla said, and spanked her anyway.

They kept going until my throat hurt from the sounds I was making and Samantha’s mascara was running under the blonde bangs. My eyes were wet too, not a performance cry, the real sting-and-shame kind that comes when you are in a bunny suit getting spanked for horny men’s entertainment while another sissy you used to be friends with is shaking in your arms. We were both tearing up, kissing through it, asses burning, plugs throbbing, when the next question popped up in a pile.

Brad: have they ever sucked each other’s cocks
CoachT: 69 the sissies
DaddyKen: just paid$50 
TylerB: tiny clits in pretty mouths

Layla read it and laughed, delighted. “No. They haven’t. That’s a great idea.”

Kaylee was already behind me, popping the little hidden clips at the crotch of my bodysuit and peeling the lycra aside so the pink cage sat out in the open under the camera, then doing Samantha next. Our two little cages looked ridiculous against the black bunny costumes and white tails. Kaylee and Layla had the keys. The cages came off with that familiar humiliating click, and what was left was worse than the plastic, two shrunken, barely there sissy clits, mine slick from leaking, hers even wetter, both of them trying to swell and not getting far. Two degraded pussies on full display.

“On the rug, ladies,” Kaylee said joyfully. “Sixty-nine time ladies. Fiona on top. And when you’re about to cum, you pull out and do it on each other’s faces. Clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, ever the obedient sissy.

Samantha just nodded, crying again as the reality of what was about to happen hit her.

I climbed over her on the pink rug, white pumps still on, ears still on, and lowered my mouth onto her tiny barely-hard excuse for a cock while she reluctantly did the same to mine. It was nothing like blowing Nate. There was almost nothing to take. I could fit all of Samantha on my tongue without even trying, the head still soft and leaking. The shame of that was almost worse because I knew that was how I must’ve felt in her mouth too. She made a defeated, whiney sound around me when I started bobbing. I felt her mouth on my own clitty, wet and clumsy and feeling amazing because I was so close already from the spanking and the plug. It dawned on me that this was the first blowjob I had ever received, and of course, it was not from a girl.

The toys kept pulsing. Every surge made Samantha buck up into my mouth and gag a little even though I knew there was not enough of me to gag on. I moaned on her because the combination of her tongue and the plug hitting that deep spot inside my pussy was scrambling me. Kaylee and Layla stood over us in their masks and lingerie and talked to the chat like we were a demo.

“Look how small they are,” Layla giggled. “That’s why they’re getting sucked by each other and not real women. Fiona, don’t pretend that’s a dick. Treat it like the clitty it is. Samantha, if you scrape her with your teeth I will make sure this is not the last blowjob you give this week.”

DaddyKen: pathetic
CoachT: holy fuck I’m about to cum
TylerB: they belong like this

The high setting on our plugs made Samantha scream around me. Her hips jerked and her plug made her convulse from the inside, while I held her ass and kept sucking through it. Kaylee’s heel was near my head and I could feel her watching. My own orgasm was coming fast, that same deep build inside me, my barely-hard clitty twitching on Samantha’s tongue, leaking onto her red lipstick. I pulled off her just long enough to gasp that I was close. Kaylee told me I knew what to do.

I yanked my hips back, stroked what little I had with two fingers, and came on Samantha’s face, weak spurts striping her cheek and the blonde wig and the corner of her open mouth. It looked sad and it felt enormous, my pussy clamping on the buzzing plug, my whole body shaking while the chat applauded like I had done something impressive.

“Your turn, Samantha,” Layla ordered. “Cum on her face, now!”

She pulled off me with a wet sob, barely having to touch herself, and came across my mouth and my cheek, even less than I had, warm and gooey and humiliating as it landed on my red lipstick. I kept my face there and let it paint me, bunny ears still on, tears still on my lashes, her taste mixed with mine, both of us trembling on the rug with our bodysuits unclipped and our plugs still going and our mistresses laughing to the men who had paid for it.

Kaylee snapped her fingers. “Get up. Both of you. Stand side by side and smile. Let them see your pretty faces!”

We stood on the pink rug in the unclipped bunny suits, white pumps planted, faces covered in cum, and turned toward the camera. Samantha’s blonde wig was crooked. My red lipstick was smeared. Both of our faces were wet with what we had just done to each other, thin streaks of cum on our cheeks and mouths, tears cutting through the blush and mascara. Kaylee told us to hold the smile anyway, so I did, the bright awkward smile barely faltering. I was a well-trained bitch.

The comments kept coming and Kaylee made us read them out loud.

TylerB: look at those sluts
DaddyKen: princesses loved it
Brad: I just busted the fattest load to the blonde’s face 
CoachT: good girls
Anon4: sissy facials cant beat it
NiceGuyRyan: Fiona you’re perfect
SissySarah: they both look perfect

“Look at those sluts,” I read, still smiling. “Princesses loved it. Just came to the blonde. Good girls.” My voice stayed soft and girly even as I trembled, and each line landed in my chest while the cooling mess on my mouth made me want to wipe it off, but I knew I was not allowed to.

Samantha whispered the next ones because Layla pointed at her, and her voice broke on the words used whore. Then another comment slid up.

BigDave88: wish I could’ve seen Samantha fuck Fiona
TylerB: next time
DaddyKen: she doesn’t belong fucking anyone

Kaylee leaned toward the camera. “Don’t worry, boys. Fiona will be losing her virginity very soon. And eventually I’ll have her getting fucked on stream.”

Layla laughed. The chat exploded. Samantha’s shoulder was against mine, both of us still smiling because nobody had told us we could stop, cum and tears shining on our faces under the lights.

Losing my virginity to a man. That was a whole new level, I had sucked cock, cum from a plug, been fingered, and pretty much become a girl in the social sense.  Still, somehow, I had kept that last line untouched in my mind, the idea that I would never actually be the one getting fucked. I had never imagined it as something that would happen to me. Now Kaylee had said it like it was already booked, and as I stood there in my bunny costume with Samantha’s cum on my mouth and my own drying on her cheek, totally degraded, it felt inevitable.


Part 11
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Sarah’s brush was wet against my tender lips. She was Miss Connery’s friend, an attractive woman in her mid-thirties who had been hired as my personal prom beautician. I felt like I was in a bizarre dream as I sat at Kaylee’s dining room table in my strapless pink lace bra and matching high-cut pink panties, knees together, feeling like a doll while a stranger made me pretty for my prom. My bra was thin enough that you could see my boobs through the cups, the scalloped edge sitting low enough on my chest that most of the upper curves of them showed. My panties were worse. They were sheer at the front and the sides, the lace sitting high on my hips, the crotch pulled tight over my tuck so there was nothing to see but a smooth, flat little mound that resembled a pussy from the skin being pulled back by the tape. I shifted, the lace feeling painted on to my soft skin, freshly waxed that morning. My long pink acrylics traced the top of my smooth thigh, as if to test whether this body were really my own. My crystal chandelier earrings swung whenever I turned my head, cool against my neck.

This time last year I had been a boy counting down to senior year, thinking about girls, parties, and maybe getting laid before graduation. Now here I was, sitting passively in lingerie at my teacher’s dining room table while a beautician finished up my prom makeup, letting myself be turned into a princess so I would look glamorous for photos, my parents, my mistresses, and of course, my boyfriend when he picked me up. It would have been humiliating if I had been able to really process it, but it felt almost like a dream, like I had swapped bodies with someone else. Only I hadn’t, this was me now, this was what I had been building to all year.

Kaylee sat across the table in a red set that was even sexier than mine, her strapless bra pushing her perky breasts up even more, her tiny panties disappearing between her thighs and barely covering her perfect pussy. Another beautician that her mom was friends with was working on her face. Kaylee caught me looking over at her and gave me a small smile. I forced one back, even though inside part of me was hurting. I wanted to be her date; I wanted it so badly even though I knew I wasn’t man enough for her, or a man at all, for that matter. I was grateful for this though, grateful to be her sissy and share in this intimate, feminine moment together as we both got ready for our big day.

Sarah leaned in close and smiled at me. She smelled like setting spray and mint gum.

“You girls look so beautiful,” she said, and smiled again as she started lining my lips.

“Thank you,” I smiled back at her, my voice far more high-pitched and girly than hers even though she was a real woman. I still could not believe this was happening. I had been a man at the start of the year, intent on turning Kaylee into my girlfriend, or at least the girl I lost my virginity to. Now I was Fiona, a pretty teen girl who genuinely knew nothing about what it was like to be a man except from observing my father and boyfriend who both treated me like a delicate little princess.

As Sarah filled the liner with bright cherry red lipstick, layer after layer until my lips were thick and wet, I felt like a delicate little princess. She sat back. “All done with your makeup, sweetie.”

I was polite by default, my girly sweetness ingrained into my personality. “Great, thank you so much! Can I see?”

Miss Connery walked in from the kitchen before Sarah could hand me a mirror. “Wait until your hair’s done, Fiona. You girls do look gorgeous though. Your dates are some very lucky boys.”

“Yes they are,” Kaylee said as she smiled and winked at me. She looked like a supermodel already: bright red lips, dark fluttery lashes, a body that won’t make most men whip their heads around even if she had clothes on, the kind of beauty that I now worshiped and envied more than pursued. I blushed and smiled back, feeling completely ridiculous about myself, how natural it felt for me to sit there like this, how feminine I had become. She knew I wanted her. She knew I was in love with her and wanted more than anything to be hers. I felt weak and ashamed looking into her eyes as we got ready side by side for our boyfriends to come pick us up for prom, a powerful girl and her soft sissy, two very different visions of indisputable femininity.

Sarah started on my hair, teasing my long, silky locks as she puts pins in it. I felt her pulling it into a high ponytail, my hair thick enough that I could feel its weight and the ponytail tight enough that it made my scalp tingle a bit. As she moved to the front, loose strands of hair falling softly around my face, she asked me questions about Nate while she worked. “So…I assume your man is picking you up here?”

I looked up at her, my long lashes fluttering at the top of my vision. “Yes he is…he’s a really great guy.”

She smirked at me, a knowing girl to girl sort of look. “And are you and this great guy getting a hotel together after?”

I glanced at Kaylee. She was smiling into her own mirror, not even trying to hide how pleased she was to see me sitting in lingerie and talking about my boyfriend while I got my hair done, so deeply immersed in femininity.

“Yeah,” I blushed deeply, lowering my gaze as my cheeks heated up. “He bought us a room together.”

Sarah gave me another playful smirk, clearly teasing me but obviously not knowing the full extent of how embarrassing this was for me. “Just make sure he uses protection, missy. The last thing you want is a boy getting you pregnant right out of high school.”

Kaylee burst out laughing, barely able to compose herself as my cheeks burned even hotter. Sarah kept talking like this was all normal, like I was just your typical vulnerable, ditsy girl with a boyfriend she was head over heels for. I guess it wasn’t that far off from what I had become, although I wondered to myself what she would think if she knew what was tucked beneath my pretty pink panties.

When my ponytail was set she lifted the tiara Kaylee had picked out for me a few weeks ago when we bought our prom dresses together. The sparkly pink bejeweled metal was heavier than it looked, the cool points settling against my scalp. I felt it with every small movement of my head, a princess’s crown, a sign of elegant femininity, a constant reminder of how far I had come.

“All done,” Sarah said as she held up a handheld mirror.

I looked beautiful.

My bangs were swept across my forehead softly, the rest of my soft brown hair pulled high, a few wavy pieces down at the sides. The sparkly tiara was perched daintily on my head like it belonged there, a perfect complement to my shiny chandelier earrings that caught the light at every angle, the combination adding a sense of grace and elegance. My face was made up perfectly: winged liner, mauve-pink shadow, blush high on my cheeks, my cherry lips looking shiny and plump. The girl in the mirror was gorgeous. Not gorgeous for a sissy pretending to be a girl, absolutely gorgeous, a pretty princess waiting to be swept off her feet by her man. I stared at her and felt that very familiar sense of panic set in as I thought about my parents seeing me like this. They knew I “wanted” to be a girl now, and they saw me in flirty dresses and skirts every day, but this was different. They were going to see their son looking like an ethereal, hyper feminine teen girl in a lacy pink dress and a tiara. That part of me was humiliated and terrified, but another, much louder part of me could not stop looking. I knew I looked beautiful. I could feel Kaylee watching me from across the table and I knew she thought so too, which meant more to me than anything in the world. I also couldn’t deny the giddy butterflies I was feeling thinking about how Nate would react when he saw me like this. I wanted to look pretty for him and I knew I did.

“Thank you so much!” I squealed emphatically. “It’s perfect!”

Kaylee was thanking her girl at the same time. Miss Connery already had her purse out, talking to both women, cash changing hands as she walked them to the door. Kaylee and I were up out of the chairs before the door even started to close. We squealed like two little girls, grabbed each other, and hugged, our curvy, lace-covered, sweet-smelling bodies pressed up against each other in excited girly glee. Again, I couldn’t believe this was me looking and acting like this, but it was. It felt natural, I didn’t know how else to be.

“You look so gorgeous,” I told her, looking up through my lashes at the girl who I would do anything for.

She looked at me like I was the most adorable thing in the world. “So do you, princess. Nate’s gonna rip those panties off you the minute he gets you alone tonight.”

I giggled, a coy girly little giggle that betrayed how excited I really was. My face burned with shame at how I reacted even though in reality I was more than a little proud at the same time, standing there in the sheer pink lace with a tiara on my head, feeling like the princess they always insisted on calling me.

The door clicked shut and Miss Connery turned around. “Alright, girlies. Time to get dressed.”

Miss Connery lifted Kaylee’s dress off the hanger, a short red lace prom dress covered in sparkly sequins that threw light as she held it up. It had a very low sweetheart neckline, wide straps, and a poofy satin bow tied at the waist. The skirt stood out on its own, stiff and flaring out dramatically.

Miss Connery took a step towards her daughter before stopping and then turning to me with a smirk creeping in. “Fiona…why don’t you help Kaylee get dressed for her man.”

My cheeks went the same color as the pink lace I was wearing. The thought of dressing her for her date with the real man who got to take her to prom stung, but I still wanted to do it immediately. Any sort of closeness to her was like heaven, and helping her dress for a date was exactly the kind of intimate, feminine, submissive task that seemed made for me.

I smiled at Kaylee, addressing Miss Connery. “Yes, Mistress.”

Kaylee smiled at me. It just felt right as I took the dress and held it open near the floor while she stepped in, one leg after the other, before I drew it slowly up and over her wide hips. I slowly ran the zipper up her bare back, savoring the closeness to her and the scent of the perfume on her neck. I pulled it closed until the bodice locked around her curvy body, the dress fitting like it was tailor made for her. I fixed the bow, adjusted the straps, and set the neckline so that her boobs would look perfect for her man. She was my queen, my goddess, my owner, and I was grateful for the task and the touch.

I picked up her sparkly red heels, slowly dropping to my knees in front of her. The floor was rough against my bare knees, but I didn’t care. I held out the first heel for her, waiting for Kaylee to lift her foot and slip it in. Instead, she slowly and seductively raised her knee, bringing her foot right in front of my painted lips. She wiggled her painted toes, the same red as her dress, right in my face, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her body. I looked up. She was smiling triumphantly, powerfully, looking down at me with a superior look that said she knew I was her bitch and I liked it. She looked stunning, the sparkly red dress accentuating her perfect curves: tiny waist, perky breasts, and long legs that went on forever. Her facial expression was different than I was used to from her, imperious, as if she understood in that moment how perfect she was. The bow sat on her hip and tied the picture together like she was a beautiful gift, a beautiful gift I worthy of wrapping but not the man enough to unwrap. I melted into submission, understanding my place beneath her immediately and instinctively as I leaned forward and gently kissed the top of her foot. She let out a soft little giggle, like she was amused but also found it adorable that I had actually done that.

I slid the first heel on and buckled the thin strap around her ankle, savoring the privilege of touching her. Once it was on, she effortlessly extended her other foot. I kissed that one too, a rush of warmth overwhelming me as I pulled back and put the other shoe on. When I finished she looked down at me with clear affection. “My sweet girl.”

I melted again, taking the hand she offered as I stood up, never breaking eye contact.

Then Miss Connery took my dress off the hook. It was a pale pink lace minidress over a satin lining, off the shoulder, with cute little flutter sleeves that would flail around my slender arms, a sweetheart neckline that would show the top of my breasts, and a short skirt with a lace overlay that would no doubt swish around whenever I moved. She held it open at the floor. “Alright, sissy. Your turn.”

I stepped in gracefully with pointed toes, shimmying my hips to help her as she drew it up my body. The lining was so cool and slippery against my hairless body, a constant reminder of my femininity. The lace settled over my waist, then my bra, then the zipper closed as my skirt came to around rest mid-thigh, fluttering prettily around me. She helped me into my pale pink heels, 4-inch ones with thin ankle straps, enough height that I knew to focus extra hard on walking ladylike to keep my balance. Then she stepped back with a triumphant look on her face, like this was the moment she had been waiting for since she first decided I belonged in skirts and panties. “Give us a twirl, princess.”

I twirled, my skirt swishing around me before brushing back down my thighs. My earrings tapped my neck as well, everything I was wearing feeling so fluid and airy except for the tiara pinned to my head. I let out a high-pitched little giggle as I twirled, feeling like the pretty princess I had become.

Miss Connery watched me with emotion building behind her eyes. “You know I’m proud of you, right, Fiona? We both are.”

I took a piece of my skirt between two of my manicured fingers and looked down at the floor bashfully. I didn’t often hear that from her. I didn’t ever hear that from her.

I couldn’t help but smile and blush. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Her voice was different, soft and maternal for once instead of cold and derisive. “No, honey, I’m serious. We’re very proud of you. I know this hasn’t been easy for you, but you understand now, right? You understand you’re not a man and never really were, right? You needed this past year to become the princess standing in front of me right now, the girl we always knew you could become.”

I looked down at my pink toenails peeking through my open toed heels. It was embarrassing to say, but I knew exactly what she meant. I had known it for months. Still, admitting it out loud made my face burn with shame. “Yes, Miss Connery. I know that now.”

She smiled and pulled me in for a hug for the first time ever, gesturing for Kaylee to join us. Kaylee came in from the side and joined us in a group hug, a mix of perfume, curvy bodies, and high-quality lace pressing together. Miss Connery’s hand found the small of my back, holding me tight as if to convey she really cared for me. I felt my eyes beginning to sting, the emotional intensity of the moment registering instantly. I almost cried into her shoulder, finally receiving some degree of affection from the woman who had treated me as a student, a failed boy, a sissy, a whore, and a project, but never really someone deserving affection.

A knock hit the front door as the three of us slowly broke apart.

Miss Connery chuckled. “Are we ready, beauty queens?”

I could feel butterflies in my stomach. My first boyfriend was about to take me to prom, and I was lucky enough to go alongside the girl I worshipped. The squeal that came out of me was super high-pitched and girly but I didn’t even care. “Yes!”

Kaylee laughed under her breath and gave me a quick hug from behind, then she took my hand. We walked toward the door together, her fingers laced through mine, our two short dresses swishing as we walked to greet our men.

Kaylee pulled the door open while I stayed right beside her. Nate was on the front step in a black tuxedo, and the sight of him knocked the air out of me a little. He looked tall and handsome, his jacket sitting just right on his broad shoulders, his bow tie dark against his white shirt, his hair combed back, his jaw smoothly shaved. He was holding a bouquet of pink roses against his chest, presumably for me. Troy stood next to him with Kaylee’s flowers, but I could not look at Troy for more than a second. Nate was the one my eyes were drawn to.

He looked at me slowly, taking his time, from my tiara down to my made-up face, my boobs, my dress, my smooth legs, then back up to my lips. His smile lit up the room. “Holy shit, Fiona. You look beautiful.”

I blushed, my face and neck heating up at the compliment. Even in my heels I had to tip my head back to face him, grinning sweetly. Standing that close to him I felt so feminine; I was tiny, pretty, and soft, very obviously the girl in the relationship.

“You look so handsome,” I cooed, hearing how soft and high-pitched it came out. “I mean it. You look really, really cute, Nate.”

Kaylee laughed under her breath beside me.

Troy looked her up and down. “You look so hot, Kaylee.”

“You don’t look bad yourself,” she giggled.

Nate held the bouquet out. Pink roses, the stems wrapped in satin. When I took them the petals were cool and a little damp against my fingers. “These are for you.”

I gushed over them, genuinely appreciating the gift. “They’re so pretty. Thank you.”

I went up on my toes because there was no other way to reach him. He bent down and kissed me softly, his mouth warm and inviting. I felt the faint scrape where he had shaved, his hand spreading over the lace at my waist like he was claiming me in my pretty dress. I kept my chin up and let him do it. When he pulled back I was still holding the flowers against his jacket, smiling so hard it almost hurt. It was hard to make sense of. I wasn’t gay, but I really did like Nate, and between the way he was treating me and the occasion, I felt more feminine than I ever had before.

Kaylee turned and kissed Troy. After giving us a moment with our dates, Miss Connery reached between us with both hands out, taking charge of the flowers. “I’ll put these in water before they wilt. Hi, boys. You both look very handsome.”

“Hi, Miss Connery,” Nate said. “Thanks for having us.”

“Hi,” Troy said.

She headed down the hall with both bouquets. Nate took my hands, his larger ones enveloping mine completely. He looked down at me as I looked up through fluttery lashes, the difference between us unavoidable. He was a real man, strong, rugged, and dominant. I was his girlfriend, pretty, petite, and ladylike.

“I can’t believe it,” he said, still smiling. “Your dress. Your hair. You look like a princess.”

I smiled back at him and felt my face heating up. “I feel like one right now. You look really really cute too. I like your bow tie.”

He chuckled. “You know Kaylee told me pink to match you and I almost listened to her.”

I adjusted it, my pink nails sparkling against the dark black. “I’m glad you didn’t. Black is better on you…you look like a man.”

He squeezed my hands. “I’ve been thinking about this all week.”

I leaned in to hug him, enjoying the warmth of his body pressing up against me. “Me too.”

Miss Connery came back with her phone already up, recording us like any proud mom would, though I knew there was some other, less wholesome part of her that enjoyed recording me acting girly with my man for another reason.

Nate glanced at Troy and grinned, turning back to me. “I got you something else.”

They both reached inside their jackets and took out little clear boxes. Mine had a white rose and pink ribbon. Kaylee’s was red.

“It’s a corsage,” Nate said. “Can I put it on you?”

“Yes.” I held out my left arm for him, my wrist limp and my manicured fingers displayed. My pink nails looked dainty against his knuckles. He opened the box and took the pin like he was afraid of hurting me. “Hold still, baby.”

The rose sat cool on the inside of my wrist. He worked the ribbon around and slid the pin through, careful, his thumb brushing my slender wrist. I watched his hands the whole time. I knew Miss Connery’s phone was recording us but I still could not make myself play it cool. I liked him doing this. I liked being the girl he was pinning flowers on. It all felt right. The only thing better than being a boy’s girlfriend would have been being a girl’s girlfriend, but I knew I was meant to be a girlfriend.

He stepped back, smiling like he was proud of himself for doing it right. “Is that too tight?”

I smiled back at him, grateful for how gentle and kind he was with me. “No…it’s perfect.”

I went up on my toes again and kissed him. “Thank you. I love it.”

Nate kept my hand after he finished. His thumb ran over my knuckles and then over the corsage, like he couldn’t believe how soft I felt. “You ready to go, baby?”

“Yes!” It came out too fast and too excited to pretend like I was cool and casual about this.

Kaylee nodded. “We’re ready.”

I picked up my purse from the table by the door. It was small, sparkly, and covered in pink glitter, a gold clasp that clicked shut in my palm next to the flowers on my wrist. Kaylee had a tiny red one. We turned back toward Miss Connery.

“Bye, Mom,” Kaylee said.

I blushed, embarrassed as I looked up at the woman who had turned me into this. “Bye, Miss Connery.”

She smiled like we were both her daughters. I guess in some demented sense, we were. “I’ll see you girls at pre-prom for pictures. Have fun!”

“We will,” Nate said.

He put his hand on the small of my back as we stepped outside. The early evening air touched the tops of my shoulders as the little sleeves fluttered against my arms and my heels clicked on the walk. His hand covered most of my back through the lace. I leaned into his side without thinking about it, the corsage caught between my wrist and his jacket, and I kept looking up at him while we walked. It still felt surreal. He was the man taking me to prom. I was the sissy walking next to him in a pink dress and a tiara. And I didn’t hate it. My life had certainly taken a bizarre turn over the past year.

Hannah’s front lawn was already a mess of girls in short dresses and boys in tuxes, phones up, parents calling names. Layla was in a tight black dress that made her look older than she was, her plump ass on full and shameless display. Hannah had on a pale blue dress that showed her legs and drew attention to her ample chest with its lowcut neckline. Christina looked powerful in a gold minidress, tall and tan, her blonde hair down her left shoulder. Amy was in a soft white dress with a slit, her brunette hair in voluminous waves, looking just as sweet and innocent as I had come to know her to be. It dawned on me that I even thought like a girl now, immediately appraising dresses, makeup, and hair the minute I arrived.

Nate parked at the curb. He came around and took my hand to help me out, my lacy pink skirt blowing in the breeze when I stood. Kaylee got out on Troy’s side the same way, the two of us ladies letting our men lead us to the curb.

Christina spotted us first. “Oh my God! Kaylee! Fiona!”

She and Amy came at us in a rush of perfume and hugs while Nate squeezed my hand and peeled off to greet the other guys with Troy.

Amy held me at arm’s length and actually bounced with excitement. “You look so pretty! The tiara. The dress. I love it, girl. It’s so you!”

“You look beautiful, Amy,” I exclaimed and I meant it. The white made her look like an angel.

Christina looked me over slower, then smiled like she had decided to be nice for the occasion. “Okay. I have to say it. You look really good, Fiona. Like…actually gorgeous.”

I felt my face burning, once again taken aback by the kindness from someone I had grown used to bullying me. “Thank you, Christina. You look amazing! The gold look so perfect on you.”

“I know.” She flicked my skirt with two fingers, light, teasing. “Look at you though. A few months ago you were still trying to act like a guy. Now you’re showing up to preprom in a tiara and a pink prom dress on a man’s arm. It’s kind of amazing…I’ve been telling you this was your new reality.”

Kaylee laughed. “Leave her alone. She knows she’s a sissy, just let her enjoy herself tonight.”

“I’m being nice,” Christina said defensively. “I am.”

We all stood there gushing over how pretty each other looked, like we were just four normal girls excited for their prom. I was giggling when I looked past Christina’s shoulder and my smile faltered.

Samantha was on the far edge of the lawn in a big sparkly pink ballgown, her skirt huge, the bodice tight against the D cup boobs she was forced to wear, her blonde hair long and shiny down her back. She wore bright, very pink makeup, heels that looked like they were at least six inches, and a corsage like mine. Next to her was this guy from class, Rich, in a tux, and behind them two adults who looked extremely uncomfortable.

I gasped. “Is that Samantha?”

Christina followed my eyes and chuckled. “Yep. Layla and Hannah decided she needed to go to prom and she needed a date, so they blackmailed Rich into taking her. They actually look cute together.”

Kaylee’s voice softened. “Wow. She looks so pretty.”

“They dyed her hair blond and got her extensions for tonight,” Amy said. “I doubt she’ll be allowed to change back after.”

“Oh my God.” I kept my voice down. “Her parents are here. They look super uncomfortable.”

Christina laughed. “Yeah. I can’t imagine it’s easy seeing your son in a sparkly pink dress.” She glanced at me, still smiling. “Then again, you would know.”

I let it go. I did not have anything smart to retort with, and my focus was on my emasculated formerly male friend. “I should go talk to her.”

I walked over like an elegant young lady: dainty steps, my skirt fluttering along with my sleeves, my wrists limp with my purse dangling over the crook over my elbow. I heard my own voice come out with excitement before I reached her. “Samantha!”

We hugged and air-kissed like the other girls were doing. Up close her dress was even bolder and pinker, all glitter and layers upon layers of skirts, and the blonde hair made her look like a Hollywood star. I wanted her to feel pretty, even though that was probably not what she wanted. “Oh my gosh, you look so pretty!”

Her smile was a fake, weak little thing. She leaned in so only I could hear her, and the panic was obvious from the tone of her voice.

“I can’t believe they made me do this,” she whispered. “They dyed my hair and gave me extensions. I told my parents it was a dare but they obviously don’t believe me…they see how everyone’s treating me and they made a bunch of comments about how girly I’m carrying myself. The worst part is they told me…they told me I have to suck his dick tonight. Fiona, I can’t.”

I put my hand on her arm, my nails settling on her soft skin. I remembered the first time I had been told I would need to blow a guy, I remembered what she was going through. “It’s going to be okay. Just focus on what you can control. Be a good girl for them tonight and be a good girl for him. Trust me, honey, it’ll be so much better that way.”

The advice came out of my mouth before I could think about it, and I felt ashamed and pathetic for giving it immediately. I told her she should suck a man’s dick and be a good girl. That was my advice. That was what I thought would help. That’s what came naturally to me now, submit and obey.

Samantha’s breathing slowed a little. I started to say something else and then I turned my head and saw my parents on the walk with Miss Connery. They were smiling at me. My dad had his phone down at his side like he had already taken a picture, probably because my mom told him to. I could see the look on his face, he was struggling to believe the dainty girl in pink with a tiara perched in her hair was the boy he had raised. My mom waved, smiling like this was all normal.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment; this was the moment I had dreaded. I gave them a small smile and a girly little wave back, fingers wiggling like I was a beauty queen waving to my audience.

Kaylee was watching me from the lawn with the other girls. She mouthed “introduce them” and tipped her chin toward Nate.

The humiliation was immediate and intense. I was going to walk my manly boyfriend over to my parents while wearing my pink prom dress, tiara in my hair, corsage on my wrist, my perky breasts peeking out at them. They were about to see firsthand the contrast between me and a real man that had been both the source of my shame and pleasure. I nodded at Kaylee obediently.

“I’ll be back, just smile and try to have fun,” I told Samantha, then I went to get Nate.

I found him by the other guys and took his hand before I could think of a way out of this. There was none. “Nate, I want you to come meet my parents.”

He smiled like he was honored I asked. “I’d love to.” His fingers closed around mine and he started walking with me, then shortened his stride so I did not have to rush in my heels to keep up. That sight of them watching us approach made my stomach drop. We looked like what we were: a cute couple headed to prom together, only I was the girl in the relationship, something I knew my parents had never counted on.

I had never pictured this either, but it was my reality now, and I could either face it like a confident young woman or a scared sissy. Masculinity was no longer an option on the table for me.

My mom smiled first and her whole face changed like she was genuinely excited. I wasn’t surprised, she had actually grown quite fond of having a daughter, I had a feeling this would be big for her. “Oh, Fiona, you look so beautiful.”

She came over and hugged me tight, her hands running over the back of my dress. When she let go she held me at arm’s length. “I love your dress, sweetheart, you look beautiful.”

I giggled and pinched the hem of my skirt between two fingers because I didn’t really know what else to do with my hands. “Thanks, Mom.”

My dad stepped up next. He looked like he was really trying, but I could still tell he would be more comfortable shaking his son’s hand instead of hugging his sissy daughter. I couldn’t blame him, but it still stung.

He put his arms around me anyway, squeezing me tight as if to tell me he loved me without saying the words. “You really do look beautiful, honey.”

“Thanks, Daddy.” My voice came out small and squeaky. My boobs pressed into him through my dress and I was suddenly very aware of my feminized body, of how soft and curvy I must’ve felt against a man who used to hug his lanky son. I pulled back too fast and smiled too hard.

My mom’s eyes went to Nate. “And who’s this handsome young man?”

I blushed, but I managed to keep my voice even. “Um…this is my boyfriend, Nate. Nate, these are my parents.”

Nate put his hand out. “So nice to meet you both.”

He shook my mom’s hand, then my dad’s. My dad’s shake lasted a second longer than it needed to.

“Nice to meet you, Nate,” my dad said. “You play football, right?”

Nate smiled like he was proud of himself and that I had clearly told them that. “Yes, sir. Wide receiver.”

My dad stammered like he was looking for something else to say. “Good. That’s good. You uh, you been treating our girl right?”

Nate glanced down at me like he could feel me shrinking. “Yes, sir. I really like her.”

My mom laughed, trying to make it lighter. “Well, she looks very happy. How long have you two been together?”

“A little while now,” Nate said. “I asked her to prom a couple weeks ago.”

“That’s sweet,” Mom said. “And you got her that corsage? It’s beautiful.”

He smiled again. “Yes, ma’am.”

My dad was still looking at him, not unkind, just measuring. “You driving tonight?”

Nate shook his head. “No, sir. We’re going with the group.”

My dad nodded awkwardly. “Good. Always remember, no drinking if you’re behind the wheel.”

Nate shook his head. “No, sir. Of course not.”

Every sir made me feel smaller and girlier. I stood between them, smaller than them both even in my high heels, my pink lace dress fluttering in the wind, earrings swaying, my little tiara sparkling prettily while father spoke to my boyfriend like I was something small and delicate that needed protecting. I kept smiling. I kept holding Nate’s hand. I could not think of a single thing to say. The men were talking.

Kaylee’s voice cut across the lawn. “Fiona! Nate! Pictures!”

Nate squeezed my hand. “It was a pleasure to meet you both.”

He shook their hands again and started towards the lawn. I stayed behind a second and hugged my mom, then my dad. He bent to my ear. “Be safe, sweetie.”

I nodded. My throat tight and my cheeks pink. “I will, daddy.”

My mom touched my arm before I could escape. “Yes, listen to him, sweetie. We obviously know you can’t get pregnant, but it’s still important to use protection. If you’re thinking of doing anything, make sure that Nate uses a condom.”

My dad’s face went stiff like he couldn’t believe she had just said that. Mine went hot enough that I felt it in my ears. I stared at the grass for a second and then made myself look up, desperate to get out of there. I hated that my dad was now picturing me having sex as a girl, with a man. “Okay, Mom.”

I turned back toward Nate and the others before anybody could say anything else. I caught up with him quickly and he took my hand again. My parents fell in behind us with the rest of the adults, phones already coming up for pictures as I walked toward Kaylee with my boyfriend’s hand around mine, blushing so hard it felt like a hot flash.

The photographer clapped his hands effeminately and started lining people up on the front walk like this was a wedding. “Girls in front. Guys behind your ladies. Hands on their waists. Ladies, I want those nails where I can see them.”

Nate stepped in behind me and his hands settled on my waist, thumbs on the lace, fingers almost meeting in front just above my panties. I put my left hand over his so the corsage and my pink acrylics sat on top of his knuckles. The pose pushed my back into his chest. My skirt brushed his thighs and I smiled the way I had been long trained to smile, like a happy girl. My mom was already taking her own pictures off to the side. My dad had his phone up too. I felt both of them looking at my mouth, my chest, Nate’s hands on me, and my cheeks burned, but I still arched a little into him because I wanted the picture to show a cute, loving girlfriend being affectionate with her man.

The photographer got into position. “Beautiful. Hold it.”

The shutter went. Someone’s dad yelled for another. We did two more of the same thing, then the photographer waved the boys off. “Just the girls now. Come in tight, ladies.”

We packed together, perfume and sequins and my lace against Amy’s white dress. Kaylee’s bow dug into my hip. I put one hand on my hip and one on Christina’s arm, smiling until my cheeks ached. The flutter sleeves kept slipping when I moved and I had to keep setting them back on my shoulders.

Then the guys took a few shots together, tuxes and stupid grins, while I stood off to the side with the other girls and watched Nate laugh at something Troy said. He looked so confident, so at ease, so natural at being manly. I looked down at my own painted toes peeking through my open-toed heels and felt the difference between us again. Even before I had been feminized, I had never been that kind of man. We were different to our very core.

“Smaller groups,” the photographer called, pointing first at Christina, Amy, Kaylee, and me. Christina slung an arm around my shoulders and smiled at the camera like an angel. Right as the photographer lifted the camera she slid her other hand down under my skirt and poked her finger between my cheeks through the thin lace of my panties, quick and intrusive.

“Christina,” I hissed, still smiling.

She giggled. “Hold still, princess.”

I kept the smile plastered on anyway, my mom was looking. I did not want to break the pose and have them see me being bullied. The shutter snapped and Christina laughed under her breath and did it again on the next one, lighter, like a reminder that I was a bitch. We did a few more: all of us crouched a little, then two and two, then Kaylee and i in the middle with Christina and Amy leaning in. I kept trying to look cute for Nate, who was watching from the driveway with his hands in his pockets, looking over at me like he couldn’t believe how lucky he was to have me.

“Fiona and Samantha,” Layla called. “Come on, ladyboys. You two need a few.”

Samantha looked like she wanted to die. I walked over to her anyway because there was no version of this where they didn’t make the two class sissies take photos together. Her ballgown swallowed the space between us. We put our cheeks together first, then held our hands out so both corsages showed, then the photographer had us turn our shoulders in and smile over them like we were best girlfriends. Someone told us to twirl. I did it because Kaylee was watching and Nate was watching and my body was programmed to obey. The pink lace swished around my thighs while Samantha’s huge skirt billowed like a curtain. Our parents were both taking pictures. The embarrassment sat right next to the little rush of feeling like a princess twirling in my prom dress and knowing the photos would be cute.

The photographer called out. “One more. Hold the skirts.”

I pinched the hem of my dress and cocked my knee demurely, smiling sweetly at the camera.

Then it was just Kaylee and me. That was the one I really wanted. We stood close, her arm around my waist, my head tipped toward her shoulder because she was taller in her heels than I was in mine. The photographer had us face each other, then face the camera, then laugh at nothing so the pictures would look like candids. I could smell her perfume, I could feel the sequins on her dress brushing against my arm. I smiled up at her like I always did, enamored by her beauty.

The photographer called over our dates. “Now with the boys.”

Nate and Troy stepped in. We did one with the four of us, then the photographer split us into couples and worked his way down the line. When he got to us he pointed at the walk. “You two. Closer. Boyfriend, hand on her waist. Girlfriend, look up at him like you love him.”

I did. I had to. He was so much taller that looking up was the whole pose. His hand spanned my back. I put my fingers on his bow tie and let my nails show. I knew how weird it must’ve looked from my parents’ perspective: their son in a tiara, hanging on a football player, smiling up at him like his ditsy little girlfriend.

We weren’t done yet though. “Good. Now kiss her.”

Nate bent down. I went up on my toes and met his lips without thinking. His mouth was warm and safe as usual, a respite from the moment as I closed my eyes and melted into him. I heard the shutter go off while we were still kissing each other. My mom made a cooing, happy sound under her breath. I kissed him again when the photographer asked for one more, and I hated that they were seeing how good I was at this.

We did a couple more, his forehead against mine, then one with me turned in profile so my sparkly crystal earrings showed.

A horn cut across the lawn. The party bus pulled up at the curb, lights already on inside, music blaring out when the door folded open.

“That’s us,” Kaylee said.

We went down the line of parents. I hugged my mom, then my dad as he said be good in a voice that sounded awkward and reminded me of my mom’s comment earlier. Nate shook their hands again. I told them I loved them, and then Nate put his hand on my back and walked me toward the bus, politely escorting his girl up the stairs.

He got on first and turned and took my hand so I could climb the steps in my heels without flashing the whole lawn. The inside was black leather and cheap lights and the smell of too much perfume. Nate sat and tugged me down onto his lap like that was right where I belonged. My skirt rode up as I settled, his arm hooking around my waist as I felt his thighs under me, solid, bulky muscle beneath my cushiony ass. Around us the other girls were doing the same thing, dropping onto their dates like it was the most natural seat in the world. Kaylee was already on Troy. Samantha was perched stiffly on Rich, the pink ballgown everywhere as she fidgeted uncomfortably.

I adjusted my dress, crossed my ankles, and let Nate hold me. Through the window I could still see my parents on the lawn with their phones down at their sides. I looked away and smiled at nothing, sitting on my boyfriend’s lap in a tiara, waiting for the bus to move. The worst was behind me, and now I could just relax and enjoy being treated like a princess by the sweetest man in the world.

The bus lurched away from the curb and the lawn slid out of view.

Amy leaned over from her date’s knee. “Your makeup is literally perfect, Fiona. I’m so jealous.”

“Sarah did it,” I said with a smile. “Kaylee’s mom hired her.”

Christina snorted, already comfortable teasing me again. “What a lucky little girl you are having your own personal beautician.”

Kaylee twisted on Troy’s lap so she could see me. “You look happy, babe.”

I was, there was no denying it. Would I have chosen to be a man if possible? To snap my fingers and suddenly be strong and dominant and worthy of a girl like Kaylee. Absolutely. But that was reality, and that wasn’t me. I was a sissy, and in that moment, on the lap of a handsome man who treated me right, seated next to the love of my life, dressed to the nines, I felt like the luckiest sissy in the world.

The boys started in on sports and who was going to whose afterparty. Their voices were deeper than ours, more stoic. I felt Nate laugh more than I heard it, his chest moving against my back.

A plastic bag came out from under a seat. Little airplane bottles filled with vodka and tequila getting passed around.

“Oh, we are not doing this dry,” somebody said.

They started passing them. Nate cracked one and handed it to me first. It smelled like cheap vodka and candy.

“Take a small sip, baby,” he said. “It’s strong.”

I took it. It burned going down and I made a face that made Amy laugh. I handed it back and he finished it without any reaction, then kissed the corner of my mouth, the taste of alcohol on both our lips.

Another one bottle. Then another. The bus got louder as each one went down. Someone turned the music up. The lights along the ceiling went pink and then purple. Girls started talking closer to their dates’ ears. I watched Layla pull her guy in by the tie. Hannah was already kissing hers. Samantha was still sitting stiff on Rich, but she took the bottle when it came around and drank, and some of the panic that was obvious in her shoulders seemed to ease itself.

Nate’s lips found my neck, tickling me with gentle little kisses that sent shivers down my spine. I turned on his lap without thinking about how it looked in front of everyone, one knee on either side of his thighs, my dress riding up, and I kissed him passionately. His hands slid under the lace and up the backs of my legs to my thin panties, his hands warm on skin that had been waxed smooth that morning. I made a sound into his mouth that I did not mean to make, a weak little whimper that I hoped no one heard. He pulled me closer as I felt him getting hard under me, the length of it poking up against my pussy.

I broke the kiss just enough to giggle against his cheek. “Excited already?”

He laughed, low. “Be honest. You can’t wait to see it tonight.”

Heat flooded my face. I bit my lip and looked at him through my lashes. “Maybe…”

“Fiona.” Kaylee’s voice cut through the music. “Come dance.”

I turned. She was in the aisle with Layla and Samantha, the three of them already moving with the rhythm of the music, the pole in the center of the floor catching the lights. Samantha still looked incredibly embarrassed, but she was smiling a little, the big pink skirt swaying dramatically when she stepped, beautiful, but very obviously a sissy. Kaylee crooked her fingers at me.

Nate squeezed my ass once like he was giving me permission.

“Go,” he said against my ear. “Make it sexy for me.”

I got up carefully so I would not flash the whole bus and went to them on the moving floor. The vodka sat warm in my chest, loosening me up a bit. Kaylee grabbed my hands and pulled me in until our hips were almost touching. Layla took my waist from behind, grinding against me. Samantha stayed close enough that her skirt brushed my legs but was reluctant to fully get into it.

We danced like the boys were the reason, doing everything we could to look sexy for them. Kaylee rolled her body against mine and I followed her, doing my best to mimic her but definitely falling short. The pole was cold when I put my hand on it. I circled it once because Layla did, then again slower, letting my skirt lift and drop, unintentionally flashing my panties at anyone watching. Somebody whistled, and I did not look to see who.

Layla took the pole next and made a joke of it, back arched, laughing. Samantha tried a less confident version and hid her face after, but she did not stop. I ground back against Kaylee when she pulled me in, her sequins scratching my lace, her mouth near my ear telling me I looked good. The bus took a corner and we all tipped and laughed and then kept going, my earrings swinging and tapping my neck every time I turned my head.

Nate was still in his seat with his legs spread, erection obvious to me, smiling at me like he knew I was doing this for him, which I was in part, as well as for Kaylee. I rolled my hips again and watched his mouth open a little. That made me feel sexy in a way that made my toes curl. I liked being looked at that way.

We kept at it through two more songs. Hands on waists. Ass to hips. The pole as an excuse to turn around and shake our asses. Samantha loosened enough to put her arms over her head and let me grind on her. Kaylee kissed my cheek in the middle of it and I giggled and kissed her back, quick, girly, having the time of my life.

Then the bus slowed and the music suddenly dropped. Through the tinted windows the hotel lights came up, a banner, a line of other students in dresses and tuxes already going in.

Nate stood and came down the aisle to take my hand. “Come on, baby.”

He led me to the steps and got off first so he could help me down in my perilous heels. The early night air hit my shoulders, cooler than the bus as I stumbled out. My legs felt unsteady beneath me, a feeling I had not felt since I started in heels. He leaned in as I found the sidewalk. “Is someone a little drunk?”

I giggled and held onto his jacket. “A little.”

The hotel’s hall was already loud when we came through the doors. Lights over the dance floor, a DJ in the corner, a fake garden of flowers along the stage. The other girls didn’t bother to look for their tables. They pulled their dates straight onto the floor, and I did the same thing, my fingers hooked in Nate’s, my heels already finding the beat before we were all the way out there.

Nate’s hands immediately went to my waist. I put mine on his shoulders and we started moving with everybody else, nothing fancy, just a nice little warm up to the night ahead of us. Kaylee and Troy were right beside us. Christina had her guy by the tie, kissing him aggressively, clearly the dominant one of the pair, no surprise there. I let Nate spin me, loving the feel of my pink skirt lifting and twirling around me. I saw Kaylee watching me with a sly smirk and giggled, embarrassed but also grateful to be the princess she had turned me into.

A slow song bled into a faster one but I stayed close to Nate anyway, my boobs against his chest, his cologne and my perfume mixed up between us. My corsage kept catching on his button. I giggled and fixed it while he leaned down to kiss my forehead like he found the gesture cute.

Then I heard my name. “Fiona!”

Emily was coming through the crowd in a baby blue satin dress that looked breathtaking on her, fitted through the waist and then flaring out in a sweet tulle skirt, her dark hair up with little pieces down around her face. She looked sexy and sweet at the same time. We both made the same little squealing sound and grabbed each other.

“Oh my God,” I said into her shoulder. “You look so pretty!”

“Girl, you look prettier,” she said back, holding me out so she could see the full outfit. “I love this for you, baby. You look like a princess.”

I wanted to cry, she was always such an angel. “So do you. Baby blue is perfect on you, Emily.”

We air-kissed, cheek and cheek, standing there holding hands in the middle of the floor while our dates waited for us.

“Is that Nate?” she asked, smiling. “He looks cute!”

“Yep.” I glanced back at him. He gave a little wave. “He’s been so sweet with me all night.”

She smiled like she was happy for me and as always I could tell it was genuine. “He looks so handsome in his tux. My date is over there. His name is Chris. We only started talking last month but he asked me in the courtyard in front of everybody so I couldn’t say no.”

My face lit up, genuinely happy for her. She was gorgeous, sweet, and smart, she deserved some male attention. “That’s so cute. I’m so happy for you, girl!”

“Your dress is actually insane,” she said, touching the flutter sleeve with two fingers. “Is this the one you tried on when we went shopping that one time?”

I shook my head. “Different one. Kaylee picked this.”

“Of course she did. She looks hot as usual.” Emily smiled at Kaylee and gave her a little wave.

She turned back to me. “We should all take pictures later before everybody gets messy.”

I nodded. “Yes. Please.”

“What are you doing after this, by the way?” she asked. “Straight to your room?”

I felt myself starting to blush but managed to plat it cool. “Yeah. Nate got us a room here. Kaylee and Troy got one too.”

“Us too. A bunch of people are going to that afterparty at Jason’s first, but I think we’re skipping it.” She squeezed my hands. “I’m really happy you’re here like this. You look so happy as a pretty little prom queen.”

“I am,” I admitted, and it was true enough in that moment that I did not overthink it.

The music dipped and the DJ tapped the mic. “All right, seniors, we’re going to start serving dinner in a few minutes, and then we’re announcing your prom king and queen, so start heading to your tables.”

Emily rolled her eyes and smiled. “Of course they announce it over food.”

“I’ll find you later,” I said.

She giggled, as if to say she doubted it. “You better.”

We hugged again, tighter, then air-kissed and let go. I turned back toward Nate. He had been waiting without rushing me like a perfect gentleman. He slipped his arm around my waist as soon as I reached him and walked me off the floor like that, his hand just above my butt, my shoulder against his side.

Our table was near the front of the room. Kaylee was already pulling out her chair. Nate pulled out mine for me, a perfect gentleman. I sat down between them, smoothing my skirt under me, my thigh against Kaylee’s on one side and Nate’s jacket against my arm on the other, still feeling a little dreamy being at my own prom as a girl.

The table filled in around us. Kaylee and Troy had their heads together on my left. Christina was talking over Amy to the boys across from us.

Amy leaned in. “I love your nails, Fiona. They’re so cute.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I was scared they’d snag on my dress, but they haven’t so far.”

Plates soon came down in a line. Chicken, some kind of pasta, a roll that looked stale and not worth the calories. Nate cut his food without thinking about it and then glanced at me, a smile spreading as he caught me looking at him.

He leaned in so only I could hear him over the room. “You know I’ve been thinking about getting you out of that dress since I picked you up earlier.”

A chill went straight down my spine, my cheeks heating up. I smiled demurely at him, trying to act like we were having a normal conversation.  “Nate.”

“What? I’m being honest.” His voice stayed easy, confident. “You were on my lap for twenty minutes. You know how I feel.”

I glanced around the table to make sure no one was overhearing our conversation, then back at him. “Someone might hear you.”

“Nobody can hear me.” He took a sip of water as he slipped his hand on my thigh. “You excited about later?”

“Very.” That was not the whole truth. I was incredibly nervous about spending the night alone with a boy. There had been more than a few references to sex made by both him and my mistresses, and I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. “You’re not being subtle.”

He leaned in to whisper in my ear. “I don’t feel like being subtle. I feel like fucking you.”

I could feel all the blood drain from my face as I looked down at my nails resting on the tablecloth. I had no idea what to say, so I just forced a cute giggle instead, although it came out awkward and uncomfortable. Nate got the hint and changed the conversation topic, leaning back a bit and rubbing my thigh gently.

The DJ tapped the mic. “All right, seniors. It is time to announce your prom king and queen.”

A ripple went through the room. Kaylee grabbed my wrist.

“Crystal and James,” the DJ announced after a bunch of theatrics, and everyone in the hall cheered and freaked out even though most of us saw it coming.

They stood up from a table near the stage looking like they had been styled for a magazine. Crystal’s dress was long and white, covered in tiny crystals, probably costing thousands of dollars. James was in a tux that made Nate’s look like a rental even though it wasn’t. Somebody put a cheap crown on her and a matching one on him before they stepped onto the floor while the first slow song started.

All of us girls oohed and ahhed like we were supposed to. I watched how confidently and naturally the two of them moved with everyone watching them, two people who had always been certain of their gender roles and had no qualms about playing them out for a huge audience.

“They’re hot,” Kaylee murmured.

“They look like models,” I added.

We finished what was left on our plates while they turned in a slow circle under the lights. When the song ended the DJ hopped back on the microphone. “I want everybody back out here. Let’s go. Everyone, grab your dates.”

Nate stood and held out his hand. I took it and got up carefully so my skirt would fall right. It really wasn’t that short, but I wanted to be graceful tonight. Kaylee was already on her feet with Troy. The four of us started toward the floor with everybody else, his fingers laced through mine, the music coming back on louder than before.

The floor was packed and the bass was in my ribs. Nate’s hands found my waist and I let him spin me, the pink lace twirling around me majestically, the flutter sleeves slipping on my shoulders every time I raised my arms. My chandelier earrings tapped my neck when I finished the twirl. I kept noticing the corsage on my wrist whenever I put my hands on Nate’s shoulders, the rose crushed a little against his jacket.

We danced in the group more than we stayed alone. When a slower song finally came on, Kaylee took both of my hands so we were facing each other. Our boobs touched. I could smell her perfume mixing with mine. She leaned in until her mouth was at my ear, her cheek almost against the earring.

“You look so happy like this. So girly.” She pulled back enough to see my face. “Did you ever imagine your prom would be like this?”

My cheeks burned as I thought about what I had always imagined my prom would be like. “Never. It’s so crazy.”

She giggled “A few months ago you were still fighting me about wearing makeup, this is a big change.”

I blushed again. “I know.”

She squeezed my fingers, her nails tapping against my acrylics. “Look at you now though. Pretty dress. Tiara. Boyfriend. You’re actually doing it, you actually became a girl. I’m proud of you.”

I looked at her pouty red lips and felt butterflies in my belly. “Thank you. I wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for you.”

“I know,” she said, giggling, and then her eyes moved past my shoulder. “Ugh. Look at Samantha.”

I turned to look at her. Samantha was on the edge of the floor with Rich, her big pink ballgown taking up way too much space, glitter catching every light. She was stepping just enough to say she was dancing, but her shoulders were up around her earrings. They both looked miserable

Kaylee’s voice dropped. “Why don’t you go talk to her? She’s obviously not as comfortable in her femininity as you. I think she could use some advice from another sissy right now.”

The word sissy sat there for a moment, almost like I had forgotten I was not a girl. I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

I walked over delicately in the heels, my dress swishing around my legs the whole way. I touched Rich’s arm. “Can I borrow your pretty date for a minute?”

He looked relieved. “Yeah. Go ahead.”

I took Samantha’s hands, both very damp. I started moving with her so it would look like dancing, our skirts bumping, my lace against all that sparkle. “How you doing, girly?”

Her eyes filled up so fast I thought she was going to start crying right there.

“I can’t believe I’m at prom like this,” she whispered. “I can’t believe they dyed my hair. I can’t believe my parents saw me like this. I always thought I was going to come with a girl, Fiona. Not like this. Not in this stupid dress with him.”

I nodded and kept my feet moving. I tried to make my voice as soft and soothing as possible. “I know. I know.”

Her voice cracked. “It’s humiliating. Everyone’s looking at me. He keeps touching my back like I’m actually his girlfriend.”

I nodded sympathetically “I saw.”

She swallowed. “How are you okay with this? You look like you’re having the best night of your life.”

I answered her honestly because she looked like she needed that more than a pep talk. “I’m not entirely. It’s humiliating and confusing, I’d much rather be here as a man with Kaylee... But I’m having fun and making the best of it.” I let go of one of her hands and turned in a little circle on purpose, my skirt flaring out, the earrings swinging, trying to be silly and make her smile. “How often do you get to feel like a princess?”

She did not smile. I took her hands again. The music thumped through the floor into my heels. “Listen. This isn’t how either of us ever saw our proms going. Or our senior years. But it is. We’re girls now. We might as well make the best of it.”

Samantha nodded, a small surrender. The ballgown made even that look stiff. “But I really don’t want to suck his dick.”

“I get it.” I kept my voice soft. “You know that’s part of this though. We’re sissies. That’s out of our control. Honestly, if I were you I’d just do the best you can so he finishes quickly, and then you can cuddle and talk the rest of the night. Who knows? Maybe he’ll turn out to be a fun guy to be around once you relieve all that tension for him. Nate definitely is.”

She nodded again, dejected, and I felt ashamed for being so broken and brainwashed, even compared to her.

I kissed her cheek, lipstick to blush. “We’ll talk later, girl. Try to have fun with him, Rich isn’t such a bad guy.”

I started back toward Nate, but Kaylee stepped into my path before I got there, smiling like she had been waiting, and took my hands so they were in hers. “Come with me to the little girls’ room, little girl.”

I nodded, confused. “Okay, Mistress.”

She led me off the floor. I followed her through the crowd, our heels clicking, skirts brushing strangers’ legs, earrings swinging.

Kaylee pushed the bathroom door open with her hip and pulled me in after her. The music dropped to a thud through the walls. She did not even bother to check the stalls. She pushed me back against the tile and kissed me like she had been waiting all night to do it, mouth open, her body flush against mine. I gasped before kissing her back just as hard. Her hands went straight to my ass and squeezed through the dress, pulling me into her, while I grabbed at her waist and pulled her closer, loving the feel of our bodies pressed together. She tasted like punch and lipstick.

She pulled back just enough that our mouths were still almost touching, her fingers still on me. “I need you to do something for me, sissy.”

Her hand slid under my skirt and found the front of my panties. She rubbed two fingers there like I had a pussy, slow and teasing, right over the tuck. The lace was thin enough that I felt every pass of her nails like I wasn’t wearing any panties at all.

I moaned into her mouth. “Anything, Mistress.”

She kept rubbing. “When we get back out there I want you to do everything in your power to get Nate hard. Grind on him. Kiss him. Rub his cock. Anything to get him dying to fuck you.” She pressed a little firmer. “Then let him.”

My eyes went wide, anxiety hitting so fast I felt it in my stomach. “Um. Mistress, I don’t know if I can. I’m afraid…”

Kaylee giggled but did not take her hand away. “I know you are, Fiona…such a sissy.” She rubbed again, watching my face as I moaned beneath her touch. “But you also know you have no choice, right? You’ve known this was coming for a long time, haven’t you?”

The sound I made was embarrassing, a submissive little whine. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.” She smiled, inches from my face. “Now go out there and make me proud. And just maybe I’ll return the favor.”

She pulled back her hand and stood back. I stared at her, shocked and then so excited I felt like screaming. I had never thought I would get to have sex with her. She was my mistress, my owner, my superior, I could barely fathom the though of penetrating her. but I knew I wanted to. Then the rest of my mind caught up and the excitement dropped. “But Mistress… my clit doesn’t really work.”

Kaylee giggled again, like it was hysterical to hear me admit that out loud. “You leave that to me, princess. You just go out there and be the cock-hungry little slut we’ve turned you into.”

I nodded.

She smiled. “Good girl. Now go fix your lipstick and get ready to slut it up.”

I came out of the bathroom with my lipstick redone and went straight to him. I didn’t say anything, I just put my hands around his shoulders and kissed him like Kaylee had just kissed me, open-mouthed, hungry, finishing with a playful little nibble on his bottom lip. Nate made a surprised sound and then kissed me back, his hands finding my waist and pulling me closer. When we finally broke apart he was smiling like he was surprised by the sudden display of affection. “What was that for?”

I looked up at him through my lashes and clutched on to his shirt leaning up for another kiss. “You look so sexy.”

He laughed under his breath and pulled me in again. We kissed through the next stretch of the song, slower, then not slow at all. His hand slid down to my ass and started groping me.

Then we started dancing in a way that was not really dancing. I put my back to his chest and bent over, rolling my hips and shaking my ass against him like a stripper, my short skirt giving me nothing to hide behind as he pressed right up against my panties. I could feel that he was already hard. I felt it against my ass on the first grind and kept going, I needed him that way. His hands gripped my hips and pulled me tighter. I reached behind me and found his manhood through his dress pants and rubbed once, just enough to make him hiss in my ear. “Fiona.”

I did that cute little mock-innocent thing I had gotten good at. “What?”

He kissed my neck, just under my earring. His stubble scraped against me, making me gasp at the contact on the super sensitive spot. I tipped my head back so he could have easier access and kept grinding against him. My dress was so thin I could feel the heat of his body through it. Every time I rolled back I felt his cock twitch, an exciting little affirmation that what I was doing was working. I was definitely enjoying it myself, starting to feel my panties get wet and the rest of my body become more tingly the longer we danced like that.

We turned to face each other again. I put one thigh between his and let him hold my ass while I kissed his cheek, his neck, the place above his collar. He was groping me openly now in front of everyone, but I didn’t really care. I was what I was and by now they all already knew it. My nails slid down his chest as I looked up at him and bat my lashes like a girl in love.

“You’re killing me,” he said.

I laughed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He groaned into my neck. “I need you so bad.”

I turned in his arms so my back was to him, my mouth near his ear. “Then take me up to our room and fuck me.”

Nate went still behind me. When I looked back over my shoulder his eyes were wide and then very interested. “Are you…are you sure you’re ready for that, baby?”

He was sweet for asking. I hesitated, actually thinking about it, him on top of me, his cock in my pussy, the culmination of a year of emasculation finally coming to fruition. Then I moved a bit and felt my lacy skirt flutter around my thighs again. I was suddenly aware of the tiara on my head, the sweet chemical taste of my cherry lipstick, my long pink nails resting on his hairy arms, the gentle rise and fall of my boobs with every breath. I immediately remembered what I was and what I was meant to do.

I looked up at him, submitting completely to the man I knew would be taking my manhood for good. “I don’t know if I’m ready. But I know I need to feel you inside my pussy tonight. Can you do that for me, Daddy?”

The look on his face changed so fast it caught me off guard. He kissed me hard and grabbed my ass with both hands, pulling me up against him. I held onto his jacket and kissed him back, accepting my fate and doing my best to relax and accept this.

When he pulled back he was already looking toward the tables. “Grab your purse. Let’s go.”

I minced over as quickly as I could in my heels, my skirt nearly bouncing, and snatched the glitter clutch. On the way back I passed Kaylee. She was watching. Christina and Amy were watching too. Kaylee’s mouth curved into a smile, not a mocking one, one that said things were exactly as they should be. I still blushed and looked down at the floor, deeply humiliated to be seen doing my little walk of shame. Even still, on some level I felt proud, proud because I knew I was on the brink of becoming exactly what Kaylee and Miss Connery had molded me to be. I had been a good girl for them and I knew it.

Nate took my hand and nearly dragged me out of the hall. I had to take quick little steps to keep up. We went out of the hall into the hotel lobby, the music cutting off behind the doors, the air cooler on my shoulders. He did not stop touching me while we waited for the elevator. His hand on my lower back. Then my ass. Then the back of my thigh under my skirt. I stood there holding my tiny purse, looking at the lit numbers, feeling his hardness pressed up against my hip.

The elevator opened on our floor and Nate practically dragged me down the hall to our room before I could think. The second we stepped inside he shut the door behind us and picked me up, his hands gripping my ass like I was his property, my dress riding up as I wrapped my legs around him on instinct. He pinned me to the wall hard, making me gasp as he kissed me like he owned me. I moaned into his mouth softly, completely submissive under his dominant touch. His body was all muscle, his strong hands digging into my soft cheeks while his hard cock bulged against the front of my little panties. I felt so much smaller and weaker than him, held up like I weighed nothing, my pink nails resting on his broad shoulders while my legs locked around his hips. I kissed him back softly, my sticky red lips parting in surrender to his persistent tongue. My entire body was trembling in his arms, terrified about losing my virginity. At the same time, I could feel my clitty leaking from the excitement of being manhandled like this. I could barely make sense of my own thoughts, weakly thrusting my hips to grind against his hardness without even thinking about what I was doing.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned against my mouth.

He carried me a step off the wall and set me down, my heels settling on the floor with a dainty little tap. My breathing quickened along with my pulse as he reached behind me and started taking off my dress, his hands pulling at the zipper. I felt the dress loosen as he drew it down my arms, past my breasts, and down my waist until the pink lace was a heap around my heels. I stood there feeling completely vulnerable in nothing but my high heels, lacy bra, sheer panties, and my pretty little tiara. I could feel his eyes on me, taking in my body like it was his dessert, and as much as it terrified me, I liked it. As nervous as I was, I couldn’t deny I felt sexy standing there in my sexy lingerie for my man, a picture of soft, submissive, femininity there for his pleasure.

He unbuttoned his shirt quickly, his muscular chest quickly coming into view. His whole body, his chest, his shoulders, his arms, all of it was so obviously manly and powerful compared to my own slender, womanly figure. It made my cheeks burn with shame, but deep down I knew what I needed in that moment. I slowly dropped to my knees while he was still working the last button, looking up at him in awe. I got his belt open, then his zipper, and tugged his pants and underwear down together. His cock sprang out immediately, already hard, thick, the head wet with excitement. The size of it still got me, especially pointed right at my painted lips. I had sucked it many times before, but the moment it popped out still got me every time, a simultaneous reminder of what a failure I was as a man and what a success I was as a sissy.

I parted my lips and took him in slowly, his warm, throbbing manhood filling my wet mouth immediately. I moaned around him, genuinely enjoying the taste. I was terrified of being fucked, but feeling his cock in my mouth brought a sense of serenity I had grown used to, similar to the way I felt sucking on Kaylee’s breast. I was still ashamed by what that said about me, but I was used to it, my panties wet and dripping with arousal. I bobbed, my lipstick smearing on his shaft, one hand on his thigh to steady myself, the other wrapped around his cock, jerking him in sync with my tender blowjob. He put his hand in my hair, carefully avoiding my tiara, which I appreciated, and guided me gently. I looked up at him while I sucked him, taking in the view above me: a real man standing proud, muscles rippling, cock throbbing as he looked down at his pretty princess on her knees.

Then I felt a deep submissive urge I had never felt before. Without stopping to think, I pulled off him with a wet popping sound and moved my head to the side, licking his balls before taking one into my mouth. It was so humiliating, sucking a man’s balls because I knew that was where I belonged. I couldn’t really explain it, it was like some part of me was telling me I needed to worship and pleasure the source of his manhood, and it was so natural for me to do. He groaned loudly as I started to suck on them softly, looking up at him tenderly for approval that came in the form of more groaning and stroking my hair. Eventually I went back to his cock, then to his balls again, back and forth, savoring the taste of him all over my tongue, my knees hurting, my panties soaked. I could feel my tucked clitty straining against the tape constricting it, hyper aware of how little it was compared to his superior manhood.

He let out another loud, guttural groan. “You want me to fuck you, baby?”

My heart began pounding in my chest as I processed what he had just said. I wasn’t ready to be fucked by a man. I was terrified, and beyond that, I had always thought I’d lose my virginity to a woman, fucking, not getting fucked. But deep down I knew this had to happen. I knew what I had to do. I nodded with him still in my mouth, bobbing on his slick manhood, a muffled little yes escaping my lips around his head.

He pulled out, his dick leaving my lips with an emphatic pop that left me feeling like the slut I was about to become. “Get on the bed.”

I stood slowly, my legs shaky, and climbed up on the bed. I turned to sit facing him, still in just my lingerie, heels, and tiara. I knew how sexy and innocent I looked to him, but now that was making me more nervous than anything.

He smiled down at me. “Take your bra off, baby.”

I reached back and unhooked my bra, my hands shaking like leaves. The cups came away, leaving my perky round boobs on display for his pleasure. I dropped the bra off the side of the bed and sat there in just my panties, heels, and tiara, a picture of innocent femininity, trying to look natural and hide my discomfort as I looked up at him. He stood over me with his cock pointed right at me, still wet from my mouth. My body was literally shaking as I nervously shifted, toying with my tiara as he looked at me like I was his prey. That look usually just turned me on, and it still did, but now, knowing I was about to be fucked, it felt different, more vulnerable.

He climbed onto the bed and over me, his shoulders shutting out the light from the lamp. The mattress dipped under his weight, and I could I felt the heat of him before he started kissing me, the hair on his chest brushing my smooth skin, his cock heavy against my inner thigh. I was shaking under him, staring at a man settling between my legs, and my first thought was that I was not ready, that I should tell him to stop.

He kissed me slowly, his tongue unhurried, and I opened for him with a soft sound. He sucked two fingers, reached down, and pulled my panties aside. His fingers slid through the wetness down there and pressed into me, making me whine into his mouth, my hips twitching up off the comforter. He worked them in and out of my virgin hole, kissing me the whole time, the anxiety loosened a little as he fingered me. My thighs fell open. I kissed him back instead of turning my head, surrendering to him, my nails on his back, my pussy making small wet sounds around his fingers.

After a minute or two he lifted his mouth. “Are you ready, baby?”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to tell him that despite everything I had done, I wasn’t gay and didn’t want to feel his cock inside me. I was so scared my voice almost was not working. But then I realized something, I felt safe with him. If I was going to be pinned under a boy who was about to fuck me, and I was certain by now that was the destiny my mistresses had laid out for me, I was glad it was him. He was gentle with me, sweet, kind. Even now, with my legs spread, his cock pressed up against me, and his fingers inside of me, I felt more like a precious girlfriend than a whore. I was submissive to my core, the way my mistresses had made me. They had ordered me to do this. I wanted to please them. I wanted to be the girl they had created.

I met his gaze my voice soft and sweet. “Please be gentle with me.”

He smiled. “I will, baby.”

He slipped his fingers out, hooked my panties, and slowly drew them down my legs and off over the heels, revealing the little strip of tucking tape that kept my silhouette looking feminine. In that moment I was actually embarrassed to have a penis, hoping he would pay too much attention down there. He didn’t seem to care. He lifted my legs and put them on his shoulders, folding me until my knees were close to my own face and my pussy was lined up under his cock. I could smell him. I could see the thick, wet head of him right there, inches away from invading me. My pink nails dug into the sheets, anticipating what was about to happen. The position made me feel tiny, opened, like a powerless little thing completely in her man’s hands.

He looked directly into my eyes as he started to push in.

I gasped as he entered me, the head stretching me open, hotter and thicker than a plug or his fingers. He kept going, slow, filling me inch by inch until I could feel his manhood pulsing all the way in my belly. My mouth stayed open. My eyes stung. I couldn’t believe this was happening. He was inside my pussy. A man was inside me.

He fucked me gently at first, rocking, kissing me, stroking my hair lovingly. I looked up at him while he did it and it felt unreal, his muscles, his hips, the weight of him driving that cock in and out of a body like I had been designed for his pleasure. Shame burned deep inside me, the last remnants of my old self screaming out to be a man and stop this. I had wanted to lose my virginity to a girl. Instead, I was losing it laying on my back in pink heels and a tiara with a man between my legs. I could feel myself tightening around him, my pussy pulsing every time he drew back, that deep, pleasureful place inside me lighting up as he reached farther inside me than anything ever had.

He groaned. “How’s that feel, baby?”

“Good,” I whimpered, as he thrust deeper, the sound I made making him smile.

He sped up until the gentle rhythm was gone, until each thrust shoved me up the bed a little and I had to grab the comforter to stay in place under him. He grabbed my ponytail and pulled, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to hold me in place and make me feel even more like his submissive little bitch. He pushed his thumb past my red lips as I moaned, sucking it without being asked, drooling around his knuckle while he fucked me. His other hand closed on my boob, squeezing, thumbing at me as though I had any sensation on the silicone. I whimpered around his thumb like I did, pushing my hips up to meet him and drive his manhood deeper inside me. “That’s it, baby. Take it like a good girl.”

He pulled out all at once. I gasped at the loss feeling empty, clenching. He flipped me, his hands on my hips, and put me on all fours. My heels dug into the mattress. My ass was in the air. I felt the wetness running down the inside of my thigh now, my clitty leaking like a faucet.

He thrust back into me from behind in one long stroke and I cried out. He fucked me doggy style like that for a while. I could feel it and hear it at the same time, my cheeks clapping against his hips every time he rammed me, his balls slapping my thigh on every stroke, skin on skin, wet and loud in the quiet room. My breasts swung under me as I rocked back and forth. The pleasure stacked with each clap, my tucked clitty throbbing and twitching beneath the soaked tape, leaking onto it, while inside I was stretched and filled so full it radiated up my spine and out into my stomach, my pussy clutching him on the way out and taking him again, deeper than the plug had ever been, an intense rolling heat that made my elbows shake. It felt like there was electricity coming from inside me.

I lifted my head and saw myself in the mirror right in front of the bed.

The girl on the bed still looked beautiful. She had a soft face, pretty makeup, her pouty red lips open as she moaned, her tiara sitting elegantly amidst her now messy hair, looking innocent and girly even with her back arched like a slut. Everything that I was seeing in the mirror was female: a sexy girl, ass up, boobs jiggling, waist small in Nate’s hands. Behind me Nate was all man, gripping me, slamming into me, making my cheeks clap against him as my painted lips parted to let out soft little moans and whines.

I watched him fuck me and I understood now that I was a girl.

I was feminine, soft inside and out. I had never been a man. I had obviously been pretending. I was born to be a sissy, to wear dresses, to take cock, to look this pretty while a man pounded my pussy. This was what I wanted, what I needed, what I belonged doing. For the first time I felt grateful to Kaylee and Miss Connery, actually grateful, for every humiliation and every rule and every time they had emasculated me or made me do it myself. The final picture was finally here, and it made sense.

Nate spanked me, the smack loud, the sting landing on my cheek just as his hips clapped against it. “Fiona…you’re such a sexy little slut. You were made for this cock.”

“Yes,” I whined, pushing back so my ass met him. “Yes, Daddy. Fuck my pussy. It’s yours. I’ve needed this. I’ve needed you to fuck me.”

He groaned and spanked the other side, the heat of his smacks radiating throughout my body and meshing with the heat I was feeling inside me.

He kept going, hips clapping my ass while he spanked it, his balls tapping my thigh, the wet clapping sounds of my submission filling the room.

He groaned as he slowed his thrust, driving deeper than before. “That’s it. Take Daddy’s cock. Ohh your pussy feels so fucking good.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whined, pushing back onto him, my arms shaking. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. Fuck me.”

He spanked me again and grabbed a handful of my ass, using it to pull me onto every thrust, my boobs jiggling wildly as I watched us in the mirror, my open mouth, his body driving into mine, my cheeks bright red with handprints that marked his dominance over me. The heat inside me kept building until I was making broken, incoherent little sounds on every clap, my tucked clitty twitching and leaking into the soaked tape, my hole fluttering around him.

He sped up. “I’m close, baby.”

“Please,” I gasped. I was shaking so hard I could barely hold myself up. “Please cum in me. I need to feel you cum in my pussy. Cum in me, Daddy, please, I need it, I need your cum…”

He slammed in deep as quickly as he could, groaning like a horny caveman.

It started in my pussy, a hard involuntary clamp on his cock, and then it ripped outward through my stomach, my hips, the backs of my thighs, up my spine into my nipples and  down into my tiny clitty until even my fingers and toes locked up and convulsed. I dropped to my elbows with a cry I did not recognize, ass still up, taking him, my whole body seizing in waves that would not let me breathe right. My pussy kept squeezing him in tight rhythmic pulls, milking his manhood, and then I felt the first hot jet of his cum hit inside me and it set the whole thing off again harder, a second peak following the first. Each pulse of him was a thick wet heat blooming deeper, flooding me, and every pulse made me clamp down again, made my legs kick, made my mouth hang open as I moaned against the sheet. I could feel it filling me, leaking around his shaft, running down over my own twitching clitty as it shot out its own weak little spurts, and the sensation of being pumped full while I was already coming made my vision go spotty. I sobbed into the comforter, shaking, pussy spasming, clitty jerking and spilling a thin pathetic mess into the wet lace, nothing compared to what he was emptying into me, and I still could not stop coming, my ass pushing back on him like my body was trying to keep every drop.

He collapsed onto my back, still inside me, both of us panting into the sheets. His cock softened slowly, still wet, leaving a lingering sense of fullness as it shrank. He kissed the side of my neck, gentle now, his mouth on the damp skin under my earring, one arm hooked around my waist so I stayed under him.

I felt warm all the way throughout my body. I felt warm, safe, feminine, like the happiest sissy in the world. My fear was gone. What was left was that quiet submissive calm I got when I nursed on Kaylee, only heavier, my body used and full of him. I turned my face toward the mirror and saw it: me beneath him, conquered, his bigger body covering mine. I knew with absolute certain after this that I would never hear that voice inside telling me to man up again. That part of me was gone now, fucked out of existence by a real man who showed me what a sissy I was.

Epilogue: (3 Days Later)

I did not know what room I was in now, only that I was somewhere in my mistresses’ house. Christina and Amy had spent twenty minutes in Kaylee’s bedroom doing my face with heavy eyeliner, too much blush, a sticky pink gloss they kept layering on until my mouth felt wet and sticky, then they split my hair into two high pigtails and tied them with pink bows. After that the blindfold went on, thick enough that I could not see light.  The dildo they shoved into my mouth was huge, my jaw aching around it. They put headphones in my ears, and girly pop music blasted so loud I could not hear my own breathing or their feet on the floor.

I was naked except for the plug seated deep inside me, my cage, and the pink rope around my wrists. My hands were bound behind my back, pulling my shoulders open, pushing my breast forms out. They led me by both arms. The floor kept changing under my bare soles, soft, then tile, then something warmer like wood, and every step made the plug shift inside my hole. I felt completely exposed, boobs out, stomach bare, my little clitty and my balls hanging uncovered for whoever was in the room. I was shaking. I kept swallowing around the silicone and tasting it.

Someone flicked my balls, a sharp snap of fingers against the most delicate skin I had. I flinched hard and groaned around the dildo, a sound I could not hear over the music. It happened again a few steps later, and I knew it was Christina without needing to see her. My knees wobbled. One of their nails dug into my arm as they kept me walking.

After a few minutes of what I deduced was walking me around the house, they stopped me and pushed down on my shoulders.

My knees hit the hard wood floor.

The headphones came off first. The silence was jarring, almost confusing after all that noise. Then the blindfold peeled away and the living room lights nearly burned my eyes. Then they pulled the dildo out of my mouth, a thick wet slide that left a string of spit from my lip to the toy.

Kaylee and Miss Connery were standing over me in long elegant gowns, hair done, jewelry on, looking like they had dressed for a ceremony. I had to tip my head all the way back to see their faces. In the corner Christina and Amy had their phones up, recording, both of them still in regular clothes, smiling at the screen.

I stayed on my knees with my wrists tied, the heavy makeup drying on my skin, the pigtails brushing my bare shoulders, the plug still stretching me open, spit on my chin, and looked up at my owners, weak and powerless, waiting for them to speak.

Miss Connery looked down at me for a long time before she spoke, and when she did her voice was the same one she used in class when she wanted the whole room quiet.

“Look at you. A year ago, you were a disrespectful little brat in the second row who thought he was going to fuck my daughter. Do you remember that boy, Fiona? Because I do. I remember his walk, his voice, his pathetic male pride. I have spent this year taking every piece of that apart. I waxed you, taught you makeup, locked away your clit, taught you how to to curtsy, trained you to please real men, put you in dresses and skirts, and exposed you to the world. You are feminine now. Pretty in the face, soft in the voice, tiny between the legs. You got fucked by a man a few days ago and you told us you liked it. You look like a girl, act like a girl, and now think like one too. I’m sure you realize by now that this is not a costume you can take off after graduation. That is what you are now.”

I stared up at her, eyes wide, the pigtails hanging against my bare shoulders, and I could not find a word to say.

“I enjoyed it,” she said, almost gently. “I want you to know that. I enjoyed stripping you of your masculinity. I enjoyed stripping you of your pride. Watching you break and rebuild as my me and my daughter’s toy has been one of the great pleasures of my adult life. My job is done now though, but that does not mean you are free. You are my property, and that means you are mine to give.”

She put her hand on Kaylee’s back without looking away from me. “I am giving you to Kaylee. You will be her sissy in college, and afterwards if she wishes it. That is what come next for you our pretty princess. Do you understand what I have just told you?”

I nodded. My throat was too tight to do anything else. I knew this was coming, but it was still a lot to wrap my head around.

“Kaylee,” Miss Connery said. “What would you like to tell your sissy?”

Kaylee stepped closer until the hem of her gown almost touched my knees. She looked at me the way she had in the bathroom at prom, fond and absolute, like she both owned me and loved me.

“I am so proud of you, Fiona,” she said. “I need you to hear that first, because I mean it. I love you. I love what we have, I love it when I nurse you like a little girl, I love the nights you sleepover, the way you look at me like I’m the greatest thing that ever walked the earth. You are the best thing in my life, and I am not going to pretend that is not the truth.”

Tears were already starting. I blinked as they fell down over my heavy blush.

She continued. “But you also need to know that I own you. I am in complete charge. Not as a game. Not as a temporary thing. Completely. Your clothes, your body, your accounts, who you date, who you fuck, whether you get to come. That’s all up to me now. Do you understand?”

I nodded.

“Good girl.” She drew a breath. “This is what your future looks like. You are going to keep camming until you are one of the most famous little porn starlets on the internet, and we are going to make a lot of money together. You are going to college as a girl. You are going on female hormones. You are getting breast implants. And if I decide I do not want that clitty and those balls on my property anymore, they come off. You will never fuck a woman. You will get fucked by a lot more men than Nate, but I know you’ll love it. Do you understand?”

I could not stop crying. The tears ran off my chin onto my chest. I was overwhelmed by everything she was saying, and by the permanence of it all. But I was also relieved in a sense, belonging to her was what made me happiest, and I was glad that wasn’t going to end any time soon.

Kaylee’s voice went quieter. “Do you accept my ownership? It will not make a difference if you say no. I am only asking because I want to hear you choose it.”

I nodded, small, submissive, my tied hands flexing behind my back like they wanted to reach for her.

The room broke into applause, Christina and Amy still recording, Miss Connery’s hands coming together slow and sure, Kaylee smiling down at me like I had reacted exactly as she hoped.

Kaylee walked to the couch and picked up a black bag. She took out a strap-on, thick, pale, around the same size Nate’s was, and buckled the harness around her gown at the waist. The dildo jutted out in front of the silk. She squeezed lube into her palm and stroked it down the shaft, looking at me the whole time. “I promised I’d fuck you if you fucked Nate, right, baby?”

I had pictured myself fucking her when we spoke in the bathroom, pictured being allowed to feel like a man even if I wasn’t one. I felt humiliated and pathetic for having thought that, for not understanding by now that it was not my place to fuck anyone. I also felt giddy, stupidly giddy, because the love of my life was going to be inside me.

I did not wait to be told. I dropped forward onto the floor as best I could, face-down, and shimmy-turned until my ass was toward her. I lifted my hips and wiggled, the plug shifting, my pigtails swinging over my face.

Christina burst out laughing. “Holy shit...she’s presenting herself.”

Kaylee laughed too, softer though, more affectionate, and dropped down behind me. Her hands found my ass, spread me, and worked the plug out in one slow pull. I gasped at the empty stretch. Then the slick head of the strap-on lined up right before she pushed in, filling the space the plug had left, thicker, longer, her hips meeting mine through the gown.

She fucked me slowly at first, long strokes, and spanked me in between them, the crack sharp in the quiet living room. Christina and Amy crouched in front of my face with their phones, close enough that I could see the lenses, close enough that every wet-eyed blink and every open-mouthed moan was going on video.

“Hold that face,” Christina murmured. “That’s the one.”

Kaylee’s palm landed again. “Good girl. This pussy is mine. Say it.”

“My pussy’s yours,” I whined. “I’m yours, Mistress.”

I was completely overwhelmed, shaking on my elbows, the future she had just described looming in my head as she fucked me: camming, college as a girl, hormones, implants, maybe no clit and no balls, men I had not even met yet. It all terrified me, but I knew that if Kaylee chose it, it was my destiny. I would not have wanted to belong to anyone else. Kaylee’s strap-on kept moving inside me, her gown whispering against my thighs as I took her on the living room floor like the sweet little bitch they had made, crying a little, pushing back, hoping Kaylee was enjoying this as much as I was.

The End.
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