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The bra was the worst part.

Not the skirt. The skirt I'd gotten used to. It swished when I walked and brushed my thighs and after a few days it was just what I wore. But the bra. Lauren left it on the bed the morning after the second spanking. White. Plain. One of hers. B-cup. No note. No instruction. Just the bra next to the panties and the skirt.

I put the panties on first. Then the bra. Reached behind my back. Couldn't get the clasp. Tried for two minutes. My fingers were shaking and the hooks kept slipping. I finally got it on the loosest setting and pulled the straps up over my shoulders.

The cups were empty. Completely empty. They sagged off my chest like deflated bags. There was nothing to fill them. No tits. No muscle. Just my flat white chest with two pink nipples poking against the inside of the fabric. Every time I moved the cups shifted. The underwire dug into my ribs. The straps slid down my shoulders. I kept pulling them back up.

I looked in the bathroom mirror. Panties. Bra. The bra was the worst because it was honest. The panties could almost pass — they fit, they held everything in, they looked like they belonged. But the bra said what I was. Not a woman. Not even close. A man in a bra with nothing to put in it.

I found a pair of socks in the dresser. Rolled them up. Stuffed one in each cup. Adjusted them until they sat right. Looked in the mirror again. Better. The cups had shape now. Small but there. I turned sideways. Almost looked real.

I did the dishes like that. Swept the kitchen. Wiped down the counters. Scrubbed the bathroom. The socks shifted every time I bent over. I kept reaching into the cups to adjust them. Pushing them back into place. Tucking the edges under the underwire. It became a habit within an hour. Reach in. Adjust. Keep cleaning.

Lauren came home at six. I was in the kitchen. Skirt. Bra with the socks. Panties underneath. Dinner on the stove. The apartment was spotless.

She walked past me. Stopped. Looked at my chest. I froze.

She reached into the left cup. Pulled the sock out. Reached into the right cup. Pulled that one out too. Held them up. Looked at them. Looked at me.

"You don't get to cheat." She dropped the socks on the counter. "You wear what I give you. Not what you want it to look like."

The cups sagged again. Empty. Hollow against my flat chest. She walked to the bedroom without another word.

That was worse than the spanking.

By the end of the first week the outfit was just what I wore.

Panties. Bra. Skirt. Every morning. I stopped thinking about it when I put it on. It was automatic. Wake up. Panties. Bra. Skirt. Start the list. The clasp took me four seconds now. I didn't need a mirror for it.

I vacuumed in it. Mopped in it. Did laundry in it. Ironed her uniforms in it. The skirt swished against my thighs while I pushed the vacuum back and forth across the living room. The bra straps slid down my shoulders when I reached up to dust the top shelf. The empty cups shifted every time I bent to pick something up off the floor. Every time I bent over my ass reminded me of the night before. Still sore. Still warm. She hadn't missed a single night. I'd stopped waiting for her to tell me. By the third evening I was already bent over the bed when she walked in. Panties down. Waiting. She'd say "good" and start. It was part of the routine now. Chores during the day. Spanking at night. Yes ma'am in between.

I caught myself in the hallway mirror one afternoon. Midstep. Holding a basket of her clean laundry against my hip. Skirt. Bra. My hair was getting longer — she'd told me to stop cutting it. It was brushing my ears now. My face was soft in the mirror. No stubble. She'd added shaving to the morning list two days ago. Face, neck, arms, legs. Every day.

I looked like someone I didn't recognize. Not a man. Not a woman. Something in between that didn't have a name yet. My dick throbbed against the front of the panties. I watched it happen in the mirror. Watched the fabric twitch. Watched myself watching it.

I kept walking.

She came home that night and I had dinner ready. She sat down. Ate. Scrolled her phone. Didn't look at me. Didn't comment on the outfit. Didn't comment on the bra. Didn't comment on anything. I stood at the counter in my panties and my bra and my skirt and she ate her dinner like I was a piece of furniture.

That was the night I realized the shame was gone.

Not the arousal. The arousal was still there. My dick was hard in the panties from the moment I put them on in the morning until I took them off at night. But the shame — the hot face, the knot in my stomach, the voice in my head saying this is wrong — that was quiet now. Almost silent.

I was standing in my girlfriend's kitchen in a skirt and a bra doing her dishes and it felt normal.

And my dick was hard the entire time. Like it agreed.
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She came home on a Tuesday with a plastic bag from the drugstore. Dropped it on the bathroom counter. Wax strips. Three boxes. Hot wax. Wooden spatulas. Baby oil. A bag of cotton pads.

"Take everything off."

I was in the kitchen. Skirt. Bra. Panties. I looked at the bag. Looked at her.

"Everything. Bathroom. Now."

I walked to the bathroom. Took the skirt off. Unclasped the bra. Pulled the panties down. Stood there naked in the bathroom light. The fluorescent made everything look worse. My pale skin. My thin arms. The patchy hair on my legs and chest and stomach. The faded pink marks on my ass from the spankings. Always fading, always coming back. A week and a half of her hand and the ruler. She looked at them. Didn't say anything. Got the wax out.

"Sit on the edge of the tub."

I sat. The cold porcelain on my bare ass. She knelt on the bath mat in front of me. Still in her work clothes. Badge on her belt. Hair up. She opened the first box of strips. Read the instructions. Tore one apart. Rubbed it between her palms to warm it.

"Leg up."

I lifted my right leg. Rested my foot on her thigh. She pressed the strip onto my shin. Smoothed it down. Firm strokes. Her fingers pressing the wax into my skin. Then she grabbed the bottom edge.

"Hold still."

She ripped it.

"FUCK—"

The sound came out before I could stop it. A hot line of fire running up my shin. My hands gripped the edge of the tub. My eyes watered. She held the strip up. A row of dark hairs stuck to the wax. She looked at it. Dropped it in the trash. Pressed the next one down.

RIP.

"Ahh—shit—"

"Stop cursing."

RIP.

My teeth clamped together. My jaw ached. She worked up my shin in strips. Methodical. Press. Smooth. Rip. Each one pulled a gasp out of me. The skin underneath was pink. Smooth. Bare. She moved to the side of my calf. The back. Around the ankle where the hair was thinner but the skin was more sensitive.

"Other leg."

I switched. Left foot on her thigh. She started at the ankle this time. I was ready for it now but it didn't matter. Each rip still stung. Still burned. My fingers were white on the tub edge. My breathing was shallow and fast.

She didn't talk. Didn't look at my face. Just worked. Strip after strip. Press. Smooth. Rip. Drop. My legs were half-smooth now. The contrast was jarring — one calf smooth and pink, the other still hairy. She worked up to my knee. Then above. My thighs.

The thighs were worse. The hair was thicker. The strips pulled harder. Each rip left a bright pink rectangle on my skin. I could feel the air on the smooth patches. Cool. New. I'd never felt air on my bare thighs before.

"Arms."

She stood up. My legs were done. Both of them. Smooth from ankle to upper thigh. I looked down at them. They didn't look like my legs. They looked like a girl's legs. Thin. Pale. Hairless. My dick was getting hard. I could feel it happening. Couldn't stop it.

She took my right arm. Held it out straight. Started at the wrist. The arm hair was finer. Lighter. But the wrist was bony and the strip pulled at the skin.

RIP.

I hissed through my teeth. She moved up my forearm. The inside of the elbow. I flinched — the skin was thin there. Sensitive. She held my arm firm. Ripped. My whole body tensed.

"Stop moving."

She did the upper arm. Then switched to the left. Same process. Wrist to shoulder. Each strip pulling a line of hair and leaving smooth skin behind. My arms looked different without hair. Thinner. Softer. The veins showed more. My wrists looked delicate.

When she finished both arms she stepped back. Looked at me. Sitting on the edge of the tub. Naked. Legs smooth. Arms smooth. Hairy chest and stomach and crotch. The faded handprints on my ass. My dick half-hard between my legs.

"Stand up. Arms over your head."

I stood. Raised my arms. My pits exposed. She pressed a small strip into my right armpit. The wax was warm against the hollow. Intimate. She was close. Her face level with my chest. I could smell her shampoo. Her hand smoothed the strip down.

RIP.

"AHH—"

My arm dropped. Instinct. The armpit burned. She grabbed my wrist. Put my arm back up.

"Keep it up."

She pressed the next strip. Ripped. I bit my lip hard enough to ache. She did the other side. Same thing. Both pits smooth. Pink. Stinging.

"Sit back down."

I sat. She knelt again. Opened the second box. Pressed a strip to the center of my chest. The hair there was the thickest. Dark. Curling. She smoothed the strip down with both hands. Pressing hard.

"Take a breath."

RIP.

My back arched off the tub. My hands flew to my chest. The strip had taken a wide patch of hair and the skin underneath was screaming.

"Hands down."

I put them down. She pressed the next strip. Right below the first one. My stomach clenched.

RIP.

She worked down my chest in rows. Strip by strip. Each one pulling a rectangle of hair and leaving bright pink skin. My chest was appearing underneath the hair. Flat. Smooth. Pale. The bra was going to sit different on this. I could already tell. No hair between the fabric and my skin. Just smooth chest against smooth cup.

She moved to my stomach. The trail of hair from my belly button down to my crotch. Strip by strip. Getting lower. Getting closer.

She stopped at the waistline.

"That's enough for tonight." She stood up. Pulled her gloves off. Dropped them in the trash with the used strips. The bathroom trash was overflowing with wax strips covered
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