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BECOMING THE PROM QUEEN
Part One
Charlie and Robert, best friends since almost the day they met, have grown up together. Things are changing though, they are growing up, fast. They are no longer children, carefree and wild. They have become young adults, and they are only weeks away from leaving high school, only weeks away from one last, major milestone in their school lives… prom.
Except the pair have decided not to go. Nonplussed about “dates” or partying, content instead to spend their time together playing video games, eating pizza, and enjoying each other's company, just the two of them as they’ve always preferred, they’ve decided to skip that final ceremony before they head off to college together. Only, not everyone agrees with their decision…
Mia, Robert’s stepsister, thinks missing prom is a mistake they’ll regret. It's a once in a lifetime event, so they should go, have fun, and enjoy themselves.
When they make excuses about not being able to find dates Mia steps in with a plan. They can go as each other’s dates, with all the excess that entails—the car, the flowers, the suit, and even the prom dress. When the best friends resist Mia steps in to insist, and it becomes clear to both of them that the only thing left to do is work out who’s going to be wearing the gown…
The friends are unable to choose, so Mia rolls a die, and Charlie gets lucky. With not much time left before prom Mia begins the work of getting him ready to be his best friend's date for prom. There’s much to do, and even more to learn, but Mia is confident that Charlie can master it all and become the prom queen...




One
It was another night like any other, Robert and Charlie sat up in Robert’s bedroom playing games, watching anime, laughing, just the two of them, not a care in the world, only that wasn’t true.
They had spent countless days and nights like this, in Charlie’s room, in Robert’s, in each others’ gardens, in living rooms watching movies, out together on their bikes or skateboards, and they had never grown bored of it. They had grown up together, had known each other since their very first day of school, were been friends, best friends, had been like brothers to each other. They were almost inseparable, a pair, but… things were beginning to change.
They were both adults now, both just about to head off to college—the same college, true, since they had both applied together, different courses but on the same campus—and things had to change, didn’t they? They’d have to grow up, whatever that meant, but first, they had to face prom.
“I don’t see why everyone’s making such a fuss about it.” Charlie said. “It’s just a dumb stupid party, loads of people spending too much money on cars and suits and dresses and hair and make-up and flowers and other crap just so they can take some photos and go to one boring party with cheesy music played too loudly.”
Robert laughed. He loved listening to Charlie’s humorous rants, his misanthropic sense of comedy, but he knew that the prom was annoying him, distracting him, and he intended to take full advantage of that distraction. He jabbed the controller in his hand, a flurry of button presses, his character on the screen moving quickly. The lithe female ninja jumped, clad in only a skimpy set of pink lingerie that had cost him actual money to buy as an unlockable skin, and proceeded to perform a lethal combo on Charlie’s character, a cute schoolgirl wielding an enormous sword.
Robert giggled as the combo went off flawlessly, and he took Charlie’s character from almost full health to zero, winning the match. Charlie just stared at the screen, shocked.
“What was that… you… you…”
“I beat you fair and square.” Robert said. “I’ve been practising that combo for weeks now, and with you obsessed with prom, ranting away, you were distracted, so I just took advantage.”
Charlie turned to look at his friend and stared for a moment. Then laughed.
“Asshole! I thought you were listening to me.” He said.
“I was, but… you’ve said it all before, and even though I agree with you, what are you going to do? I mean, people will still go, but we don’t have to. We can just order pizza and play games and watch movies and have our own party like we planned.”
Charlie glared at his friend, faux anger, then laughed again.
“Yeah, true. I definitely prefer our plans. Bad horror movies, pizza, and video games beat some dumb stupid prom any day.” He said.
The pair had agreed early in their last year of school that they would not go to the prom. They had said it was pointless, just an excuse for a silly party, and why would they want to go anyway?
They had always had each other, and though they had a few other friends, they had no other close friends, and neither of them minded. They liked being together, the two of them, and anyone else just seemed an intrusion almost, so though they enjoyed hanging out with their other friends, they were always glad when they got away and just got to be alone, just the two of them.
There was another problem with prom too, one that had gone unspoken between them. Prom was, mostly, for couples, and though they were a pair, they’d both felt very aware of the fact that neither of them had ever even been on a date, or even had much luck with girls. How were they meant to go to prom, with all the couples dancing, if it was just the two of them? That would be awkward, right?
“Yeah exactly. Just… we can celebrate in our own way. Just… just us.” Charlie said.
Robert nodded, a look in his eyes that Charlie could not quite decipher. There was, unspoken, ignored, locked away in the recesses of their hearts, a small part of both of them that felt almost a pang of loss at not going to their prom. It was something that they could only experience once, a threshold between their childhoods and their adult lives, a chance for memories, and… they were going to miss it.
What was the other option though? Go alone, just the two of them? All of their other friends had found dates, but Charlie and Robert had skimmed over that whole part of their adolescence.
Sure, neither of them were the classic definitions of masculine appeal, both of them small and slim and slight, and where their classmates and friends had all blossomed into handsome, broad, muscular, tall young men, Robert and Charlie had… not, but they were both far from unattractive. They had remained youthful, slim and slight, almost dainty, with features that were almost pretty. They had both had female friends, had even received a fair bit of female attention, but in the end, they had been content with the company of each other, happy just spending time as the two of them, rebuffing the girls who pursued them as though fearful that their presence might disturb or disrupt the connection between them.
They were happy as a pair, content and comfortable with each other, but… there was a part of both of them that was curious about prom, about what it might be like if…
“You cannot skip prom!” A voice from Robert’s door said.
The two friends turned and looked across the room to see Robert’s step-sister, Mia, standing in the doorway looking almost shocked and outraged. She stared at the two friends, like a sister to both of them, and shook her head.
“I did not hear you right, did I?” She said.
Robert and Charlie glanced at each other, then looked back to Mia. They both nodded, just a little timid.
“Yeah, you did, we just… it’s just all a bit pointless so we’re not going to…”
“Prom is not pointless!” Mia said, her tone loud and exasperated.
Her father and Robert’s mother had married years before, and Mia and Robert had grown up together, with Charlie a common enough guest that he too almost viewed Mia as a sister figure, just as she viewed him as another irritating pest of a little brother. Mia and Robert were close, but they were very, very different.
Where Robert, and Charlie, were quiet, reclusive, Mia was not. She was popular, and beautiful, had blossomed into a stunning young woman, and she had enjoyed the luxury of her pick of boys to attend her prom with. She had loved the experience, the shopping for dresses, the make-up and hair and nails, the dancing, the boys vying for her attention, and it seemed impossible to her that anyone would miss their prom without a very good reason, and in her mind, pizza, video games, and bad horror movies were not a very good reason.
“You absolutely cannot skip your prom. You will regret it when you’re older, trust me. You’ll look back and think what if and stuff and it's an experience you can only have once. You’ve got plenty of experience of sitting alone in your room like a loser, and I’m sure you’ll get loads more experience with it as you get older too, but you only get one prom. You absolutely have to go.” Mia said.
“I… I’m not sitting alone in my room.” Robert blustered.
Mia laughed.
“Yeah, you are. Charlie doesn’t count.” Mia said, teasingly.
Charlie blushed. Mia harassed and teased Robert and him, but she was never cruel or unkind, and he understood what she was trying to say. Them spending time together was so common and unusual, and they were so close, that being together was almost like being alone, only… better.
“He does too and… I don’t even want to go to prom, and neither does Charlie.” Robert said.
“Do you want to go to prom Charlie?” Mia asked.
Charlie blushed. The way Mia asked the question it was almost… it was almost like she was asking him to prom, was asking him to go to prom with her. Charlie blushed and was mute for a moment.
When Mia had first arrived they’d all been children, but then, they’d grown older, and Mia, older than them by a couple of years, had begun to blossom into womanhood. Charlie had watched as she’d become beautiful, graceful, glamorous. He had seen boys fawn over her, lavish her with gifts and attention and dates, and he’d seen her experiment with clothes and make-up and hairstyles and he had been drawn to her, mesmerized by her.
He had seen her get ready for her prom, the dress she had bought, her hair and nails and make-up, and he had seen how radiant and beautiful she had been, just the sight of her stirring something in him, envy and jealousy and lust. He had known her for years, but he had also always harboured a secret, confusing crush on her, so to hear her ask him, almost, to prom, made his heart thunder.
“Of course he doesn’t want to go. We have plans, and our plans are way better than some dumb stupid party.”
“Let him answer.” Mia said. “Well, Charlie?”
Charlie faltered. There was a small part of him… but no, they had plans.
“I, no, I… we have plans, and those are going to be great, and anyway, we can’t go without a date and it’s too late now to…”
“Oh my god! Is that the only reason you’re avoiding it? No date? Ha… I can fix that easily.” Mia said.
“It’s not just… and how would you fix that anyway? There’s no way Charlie is going with you, and I’m not going with one of your dumb friends!” Robert said.
Mia laughed. Charlie’s blush deepened. Was Mia really suggesting that...
“No, not me.” Mia said. “I have a much more fun idea, one that’d mean you get to have your evening together, and you still get to go to prom.”
“What are you…”
“You go as each other's date. Easy.” Mia said.
The two boys froze, stared at Mia, then turned to stare at each other, then… they laughed.
“What? Have you lost your mind? We’re not… that’s just stupid.” Robert said.
“I… how would that even work? I mean, that’s not even a date, that’s just us going together and we talked about that and we said it’d be boring and weird so we made other plans.” Charlie said.
Mia sighed, rolled her eyes, and shook her head, a display of obvious, over the top exasperation.
“Not, not just going together, you make it a proper date. You go the full way, you get the car, flowers, clothes, everything. One of you gets the proper suit, and arranges to pick the other up in a limo, and the other…” Mia stopped, smirked. “The other gets the prom dress and the hair, make-up, nails, and a pretty corsage.”
The boys froze. Then Robert laughed, again, but less certain this time.
“There’s no way either of us is doing that. We… well, for a start we’d look stupid.” Robert said.
Charlie was just frozen. His head was spinning, his heart beating fast, his stomach in knots. Why? The thought of a dress, flowers, hair, nails, make-up, his mind drifted back to how glamorous and beautiful and pretty Mia had looked at her prom. That same sense of envy and jealousy stirred in his belly. Robert was right though. There was no way, and… they’d look stupid, and people would laugh, and…
Mia’s face was suddenly stern. She did not laugh.
“You would not look stupid. One, I would make you look amazing, and two, you would both look stunning in a prom dress, all made up. Plus, it’d be fun. I’d enjoy giving one of you a make-over, and you’d both get to go to prom with a date you know you like spending time with. Like, how is this not a win, win, win scenario? I’m amazing.” She said.
“I…” Robert faltered.
“You really think we could…” Charlie said.
Mia looked at him, winked, smiling. She nodded.
“I know you could. Both of you. You’re both already fairly cute and pretty, and with my help you’d look hot, beautiful even.” Mia said. “And, if it’s an extra incentive, I’m not taking no for an answer. I think you should go to prom, and I’m going to help you. You said you didn’t have dates, so I’ve come up with a solution, and I’m not letting you miss this experience.”
Robert stared at his step-sister. He laughed, gently, unsure. He knew what a force of nature Mia could be, as did Charlie, but could she really…
“You can’t make us.” Robert said, his tone not quite certain.
Mia only smiled.
“Remember when the wiring in the microwave suddenly ‘shorted out’ and it caught on fire three years ago? Remember the smoke damage? I know you were cooking your old action figures, and I’d hate to see our parents take a chunk out of your college savings to make up for what they had to pay to have the kitchen fixed.” Mia said.
Robert and Charlie froze. It had been a dumb game, just wanting to see what would happen, simulating an acid attack or something silly on some old toys. They hadn't meant… they had told no one… how had Mia…
“You wouldn’t.” Robert said, sounding less convinced now.
Mia nodded, grinning.
“I would, and I’d be doing it all for you. I just don’t want you two to miss out on something special. Trust me, you’ll thank me eventually. So, who do I get to makeover? I’ll let you two pick who’s the lucky girl who gets to come dress shopping with me.”
The two friends froze. Neither spoke. Mia sighed dramatically.
“Well, I’ll pick then.” She said.
She reached down and rummaged in her pocket and fished out a small six-sided die, pink, embossed with gold.
“Even numbers Robert, odd Charlie, okay?” She said.
The boys sat still, unable to bring themselves to agree to her terms, but aware they could not refuse. Mia took their silence as agreement. She threw the die high into the air, then caught it, read the face before slipping it back into her pocket, not bothering to show the result to the boys.
She looked at Robert, then at Charlie. Charlie felt his heart drumming, hard, fast. What was this he was feeling?
“Charlie, you lucky girl.” She said.
Charlie could not move, could not breathe. Robert looked at his best friend, struck dumb. What could they do?
“You don’t have to…” Robert whispered.
“I told you, I’m not taking no for an answer, and trust me, you will both thank me for this. Now, I’ll need a day or two to get everything ready for your first lesson Charlie, but… follow me, I think I can put together some homework to get you started.” Mia said.
She stood, waiting, watching. Charlie turned to Robert.
“I mean… unless you’ve got a better plan?” Charlie said.
Robert was still for a moment, then shook his head.
“I guess… it’ll be a date then.” Charlie said.
He laughed, not sure what he was feeling. Slowly he looked back to Mia and rose to his feet. As she walked off he followed behind her, his head full of thoughts of prom dresses.




Two
Charlie walked home with his bag on his back, barely able to believe what was happening. Mia was… she was… he was going to become Robert’s date for the prom, and he had no choice in the matter.
Sure, he could in theory refuse, but if he did then Mia would let everyone know that it had been Charlie and Robert who had set fire to the microwave in Robert’s kitchen, that they had caused the thousands of dollars in damage that had been blamed in the end on faulty wiring. If she did that then there was a high chance both of them would end up losing a fair chunk of the money they’d saved up for college.
Hell, they might even end up not being able to go to college. They might not be able to move out and get a place together as they had hoped. The thought that their plans would be dashed, that everything they had worked for would be ruined, left a pit in his gut.
Would they be forced to stay home and attend a local college? Maybe different colleges so they rarely got to see each other? Or… maybe they’d be forced to get a job to pay the damages off, each of them working at different places, different shifts, both left so tired that they never got time to see each other?
Charlie couldn’t help but feel trapped. If it were just him he’d feel more able to refuse Mia’s ridiculous suggestion that he become Robert’s date, that she could make him pretty, that he could ever look like a cute girl in a prom dress, but it was Robert too. Knowing that if he refused Robert too would suffer was enough to make him comply. He could not disappoint his best friend, would not let him down. Except…
Just the thought of going along with Mia’s plan left him shaken, head spinning, a jumble of emotions he struggled to sift through. There was fear, and anxiety, the certainty that people were going to laugh at him, that they would mock him, call him names, perhaps even hurt him physically. There was dread, the thought that Robert would laugh at him, that even after Mia was done with everything she said she was going to do –hair, make-up, lessons on how to act like a girl, helping him with clothes—that Robert would never be able to look at him the same way again. There was depression, a crushing sense that when Charlie put on the dress, the make-up, his hair styled, he’d look in the mirror and just see… a boy in a dress.
But why did that so depress him? He was a boy, and if he put on a dress, that would just make him a boy in a dress, right? So why did that thought leave his heart feeling as though it were made of glass and it were about to shatter?
There were other emotions too, ones that felt strange in the context of Mia’s threat. There was joy, an odd sense of excitement and anticipation, and there was… hope? But why?
Charlie has always liked spending with Mia. She had become as much like an older sister to him as she was to Robert, annoying at times, but also kind and empathetic and sweet too. As the middle child in a family of three boys, it was nice to have that feminine presence in his life, and he had talked to her about things he had never talked to his brothers or his parents about, had told her things he had never even told Robert.
She was easy to be around and easy to open up to, even if she did tease him at times, but… that was part of her charm. And she really was charming.
Maybe that was it? Maybe Charlie just liked being around Mia, and was thus excited by the thought of having to spend so much time with her, having her teach him how to be more feminine, dressing him, working on his make-up, his clothes. Maybe it was just exciting because he had a crush on her? She was very attractive, and he had always admired her in an odd way. He remembered how he had felt when he had seen her in her prom dress, that odd cocktail of emotions, envy, jealousy, and… something more. Maybe he just had a perfectly normal crush on her?
That idea put him at ease. It was okay for him to be excited then, it was allowed for him to feel oddly eager for all Mia had said she was going to do. It was just because he wanted to spend time with a pretty girl, and that was okay, right?
Yet… that didn’t explain it all.
He was headed home, and he was excited in a peculiar way about getting there. Tomorrow Mia had said she would start her lessons, but in his backpack was the package she had given him.
Homework, she had called it. Something for him to do when he got home, to prepare himself. He had no idea what was in the package, yet he was oddly excited to find out, and he walked a little faster than usual, unable to fully contain his anticipation.
Charlie wondered just what was in the package, and his mind began to wander over the possibilities, each seeming more thrilling than the last. What kind of homework was Mia going to set him?
By the time he arrived home, it was all he could do to avoid rushing up to his room. He said ‘hi’ to his parents, and was relieved to find his younger brother out at a friend's house, while his older brother had moved out a couple of years before.
“How was your evening? Have fun at Robert’s? Get up to anything exciting?” Charlie’s father asked.
Charlie blushed, stammering. What would his parents say if they found out about Mia’s plan, that he and Robert were going to prom after all, and with Charlie as Robert’s date.
“I… err… yeah, not much. We just… just played some games and chatted. I had dinner there, and… yeah, not much.” Charlie said, flustered.
His parents both smiled, nodding. They knew what the boys were like. They had let Robert sleep over or camp out in the yard countless times, had helped raise Robert just as much as Robert’s parents had helped raise Charlie, and though the two sets of parents weren’t best friends they were close, bound together by the bond the two best friends shared, all of them watching the boys grow from toddlers to children to teens and now to young adults, young men. Only… Charlie was going to be going to his own prom as a… a girl, and young woman. What if they found out? What would they say? What would they think?
Just imagining their look of disappointment left him crushed. Imagining their disgust was almost enough to make him cry.
“And we… we… err… we might even be going to prom.” Charlie said.
He knew he needed to tell them. They, like Mia, had said the boys would regret their decision later in life, but, unlike Mia, they had not come up with a plan to force the pair to go. That they were now going, that Charlie would need an excuse to be out of the house for the night, perhaps even several nights depending on Mia’s plans, meant he needed to tell his parents something.
Their faces lit up, both of them smiling at the news. He felt glad to have made them happy.
“That’s great! You’re going to have an amazing time.” His mother said. “Did you both manage to get dates in the end, or are you just going together? Both would be fun, and I know you’ll be glad you went in the end.”
Charlie stalled. How was he supposed to answer when technically he should say yes to both. They were going together, just the two of them, but… they had also found dates, even if in the unconventional form of each other.
“I… err… yeah it’s just the two of us. We’re going together.” Charlie said.
That would raise the least amount of further questions he reasoned. If he admitted they were going with dates then his parents might ask who, and how was he then supposed to explain that Mia was making him into Robert’s date.
“Aww… well, I think that’s really sweet, and in some ways better than going with someone you don’t know well. I think you two will have a lovely time together, just the two of you.” His mother said.
“Yeah, I mean, dates are fun and all, but you two going together will probably be more fun for the both of you than going with someone just because you’re expected to, if you get what I mean? I guess… I just…” Charlie’s father was for a moment flustered, awkward, with an odd smile that Charlie couldn't quite read. “I just… yeah… just I think that’s great, and I hope you both have a great time together. If you need anything, a lift, or money for suits or photos just say. We just want you both to have a good time on what should be a special, memorable night for the pair of you.”
Charlie's blush deepened. He had forgotten about the prom photographer, about the fact there would be photos of the night. There would be photos of him as Robert’s date, in a dress, a prom gown. How would he explain that? And why… why was there a trembling sense of joy in his belly, fluttering, like a weak butterfly, damp with dew, shivering in the morning chill?
“I… thanks.” Charlie said. “And… yeah… I’m just. I’m going to head to bed if that’s okay?”
There was still his homework, the package in his bag Mia had given him. He was still eager to see just what she put into that package.
His parents wished him good night and Charlie hurried up the stairs to his room, shutting the door behind him, locking it. He dropped his bag onto his bed, opened it, and rummaged inside for the package.
It was small, wrapped in a black paper bag. Charlie opened it and tipped it upside down, emptying the contents onto his bed, and he froze. There was a folded scrap of paper and… and…
“Fuck.” He whispered.




Three
The sound of the shower running was a soft, constant hiss, filling the room with steam, and Charlie just hoped it was loud enough to drown out any noise he made. To be sure he wasn’t overheard he pressed play on his phone, queuing up one of his favourite playlists, a selection of cheesy pop songs that always made him smile, and he set to work.
He knew he could not take too long, or his parents would start to suspect something. Though the bathroom was one of two, and his parents also had their own en-suite bathroom, he didn’t want to do anything that would make them suspicious of the truth.
Hell, even he could barely believe the truth.
In front of him, on the counter, was the contents of the package Mia had given him. A box of hair removal cream, a pink razor, a canister of women’s shaving foam, a selection of soaps and moisturisers, and a set of underwear, a pair of pink panties, and a pair of sheer, black, silky pantyhose. The note had been quite specific in just what was expected of him for his homework.
Charlie,
So we can begin the important work of getting you ready for prom without delay, I need you to turn up ready to begin. That means I need you smooth and soft like any girl about to head out for her big night at a fancy party.
I’ve given you hair removal cream. Use this anywhere you have hair that isn’t somewhere sensitive—think legs, arms, belly, butt, etc.—and follow the instructions carefully. After that use the razor to shave your more intimate
areas. You need to be utterly smooth from your nose down, and though I know you’re not the hairiest person, I will accept no slacking!
Once finished, use the soap and moisturiser I’ve gifted you to make your body soft, and to keep it soft. No point letting those newly shaved legs go to waste by letting your soft skin dry out!
Finally, you’ll have noticed the underwear.
You are to wear it, all of it, panties and pantyhose. I expect you to wear them from the moment you finish making yourself smooth—which will be as soon as you read this note—until I next see you. They will help you slip into a more feminine mindset.
I’m looking forward to our lessons, and I know you’re going to look simply stunning once I’m done with you.
Hugs and kisses,
Mia
Mia had been very clear in what she wanted, what she expected, and Charlie knew exactly what he was supposed to do, yet… he couldn’t do it, could he? But if he didn’t, both he, and worse Robert, would suffer the consequences.
He had made sure to read the instructions carefully before even entering the bathroom, had watched videos online to make sure he wouldn’t make a mistake, that it wouldn’t take him too long, but now, confronted with what he was supposed to do, he froze. Charlie had never been hairy, and even now, as a young man, he had remained relatively soft and slim, small, almost petite, but to actually shave, to remove all his body hair, to make himself so feminine, he just… couldn’t. Could he?
Thinking about it he felt giddy, almost nauseous, his breath short, a sense of fear and anxiety, and something more. There was a fluttering in his belly, a tightness in his crotch, a trembling sense of joy.
Charlie bit his bottom lip, gently, staring at the hair removal cream, the razor, his eyes flitting to the panties, pink, soft, silk and lace, and the black pantyhose. He had grown up in a house with two brothers, his mother, his father, so the only female underwear he had ever seen had been his mother’s, and it had never looked quite like this. These panties were smaller, prettier, sexier, and he wondered if they were Mia’s. Did she wear panties like this? Had she worn this pair? How did she look in them?
His mind raced, and the thought that maybe Mia had worn these panties before made the idea of wearing them suddenly more appealing, a naughty thrill running through him that made his cock swell and twitch. Maybe he could just wear them for a bit. He didn’t have much choice after all, and it wasn’t like he wanted to wear them, was it?
Charlie took a deep breath and smiled, his cheeks blushing. His mind made up, aware that he needed to hurry before one of his parents knocked on the door, he began to strip. Once he was finally naked he looked up at himself in the mirror and he exhaled a soft sigh.
He had never really liked how he had looked, was aware that as a young man he was supposed to look different, was supposed to be taller, broader, more muscular, was supposed to have rugged cheeks and a square jaw, a thick heavy nose and a jutting brow. Yet… he was none of that.
He was just…
“Yuck.” Charlie said.
It was a common feeling, a familiar sentiment, a niggling unhappiness every time he passed a mirror, an emotion that had trained him over the years to avoid mirrors and cameras, so normal that he barely even recognised it. Now though, taking a good look at himself, tasked with making his whole body smooth, the sensation was even more intense. He was not hairy or handsome or tall or muscular like his friends, and he could never be… could never be… he knew that this was all a mistake, that he would just look ridiculous in a dress, ugly and awkward, a boy dressing like a girl, and it took all his will not to cry.
He just needed to get through this though, hope that no one really noticed it was him, or try to pass it off as a prank, a joke, so that he and Robert could disappear off to college together and escape. That was the best he could hope for. He could do that.
He had no idea why Mia was being this cruel to him, why she was trying to make him suffer like this, but he could get through it. For Robert, and him, their dream of heading off to college together, he could do it.
Charlie forced himself to turn away from the mirror and reached out to pick up the hair removal cream. It wouldn’t be permanent. It was just for prom. He could do it.
Charlie opened the tub of cream and was hit by the sharp, astringent scent of it, catching at the back of his nose and throat. He knew how to apply it, how to use it, so, without waiting, not wanting his resolve to falter, he pushed aside his fears, his anxieties, and he set to work. He picked up the small plastic spatula that came with the cream and he began to spread it over his right shin.
He worked steadily, efficiently, not wanting to hurry but not wanting to take too long. He spread the cream over his legs, feet, belly, chest, arms. He spread it over his butt, under his armpits, just above his crotch. The scent of it grew stronger, and he tried to keep his mind focussed, but the task was not so complex or demanding that it required the whole of his attention.
Charlie’s mind wandered, and he recalled Mia’s prom dress, the stunning black gown, lace and sequin, the flowing train, the bodice, her arms and neck exposed, a slit up the front to expose her legs all the way up to her thighs. She had looked stunning, and he felt again that same sense of envy and jealousy. Maybe he did have a crush on her, maybe spending all this time with her might not be so bad.
Charlie stood for a time, his mind racing, and his skin tingled as the cream seemed almost to fizz, erasing his body hair, leaving him smooth. What would he look like once it was off? The thought of Mia’s prom gown set his mind racing. What would the dress he was going to be made to wear be like? Would it look like Mia’s, black and slinky and elaborate, elegant, sexy, or would it be pink, red, blue? Would it be frilly, and overly girly, or sleek and womanly, sultry?
He couldn’t help but picture various gowns, and the thought of each made his heart beat a little faster. He smiled, blushing, terrified but… excited. If it meant spending more time with Mia then maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe it might even be a little fun?
After several minutes Charlie set the shower running, letting the water heat, and the bathroom filled with steam. Once the appropriate amount of time had passed he stepped into the shower and beneath the flow of water, and he set to rinsing himself clean.
The cream sloughed off, leaving his skin bare and… Charlie laughed, giggling. His skin, his body, looked so different. As the hair removal cream was rinsed away he was left smooth, utterly hairless, and his skin looked so flawless and silky. He looked so… so… feminine.
Taking the razor and the foam Mia had given him, he set to ridding himself of the last traces of body hair, the hair around his cock, balls, the hair along his butt crack. With the water beating on his back he foamed his crotch, then, hand shaking slightly, began to shave.
The razor dragged over skin, rasping, and the hair was shed, falling to the floor of the shower in clumps of foam only to be rinsed away. The razor worked, and soon Charlie’s cock, balls, crotch were all smooth, hairless, and they looked suddenly both oddly larger and yet smaller, prettier. His cock twitched, swelling slightly, and Charlie bit his bottom lip as a wave of lust crashed over him. He still had to finish and put the underwear on. He did not have time to touch himself.
Controlling his urge to feel how smooth his hardening cock was, Charlie began to foam his butt crack and then set to shaving. This was more awkward, and he went slowly, not wanting to cut himself, but it did not take too long. Finally finished Charlie put the razor down and picked up the shower gel Mia had given him.
He poured a generous dollop into his palm and lathered it in between his palms. The shower immediately filled with the scent of flowers, blossoms, sweet fruits, musk—a dense feminine perfume that made Charlie’s head spin. He was going to smell like that. He was going to smell… pretty.
Blushing, almost dizzy, he smiled as he began to wash, starting at his ankles and working up. His hands slipped over his skin and his cock throbbed hard as he realised suddenly how smooth and soft and sensitive his skin was now. His legs felt… good, delicate and cute, his body tingling to the touch, a shiver running up his spine as his cock ached.
Head spinning, Charlie began to caress his body as he washed. For the first time in his life, it felt pleasant to shower, to touch himself, and he felt… amazing.
His hands slipped up, over his calves, over his thighs, skin smooth and silky and soft. He squeezed, gently at first, then harder, delighting in how he felt. Was this what girls felt like to touch? Was this how Mia felt? Was this how they touched themselves in the shower?
Mind racing, cock throbbing, his hands, foamy with soap, slipped up higher. One slipped up his front, to wash his cock, balls, stroking gently, fingers closing around his hard shaft, while the other slipped up behind him to his ass.
Charlie gasped, a soft whimper. His ass was so smooth now. It felt round and full and pert, perky, juicy, and his cock, small and slim, fit neatly into his grip, cute.
“Fuck.” Charlie gasped.
He needed to be quick, to hurry, could not take too long, but it felt so good. Fingers squeezed his round butt as he washed his cock, stroking, fingertips slipping along his butt crack. It too was smooth now, slippery with water and soap, and his fingertips roamed deep, slipping along, brushing over the rosebud of his hole.
Charlie gasped, his hips suddenly moving on their own, and he pressed back, into the tip of his finger, and it slipped just barely into his tight, wet, foamy, virgin ass. His finger pressed, easing deeper.
His eyes were half-closed, hand stroking his hard, smooth, pretty little cock, fingertip in his hole, teasing. He was so smooth now, cute, feminine. What would he look like in a prom gown? What would the panties and pantyhose feel like on his sensitive skin? Was this how girls played with themselves in the shower? Was this how Mia played with herself in the shower, her fingers inside her, body smooth and soft and sensitive?
The thought was almost enough to make Charlie cum, and he could feel the need rising in him, the urge to cum. He was so close, mind full of prom gowns, Mia, the pink panties that waited for him, heart racing, head spinning, too many emotions to make sense of. Charlie could feel it and…
A knock at the door snapped him from his daze, just as he was about to cross the peak, just as he was about to cum. He pulled his hands away, one hand leaving his cock, throbbing, slippery, smooth and foamy, the other slipping away from his ass, his finger slipping out of his tight, wet, tingling hole. What had he been doing? Why?
“Charlie? You okay in there? You’ve been a while and… there’s an odd smell?” His mother said.
“Shit.” Charlie whispered under his breath.
The smell of the hair removal cream had obviously wafted downstairs, and he’d taken too long. This was why he’d wanted to hurry, but he had been distracted by how good his body felt, how cute he looked, and he’d… he’d fingered his own ass… why?
“I’m fine. It’s just… a new shampoo that’s meant to be good for… dandruff… I… Robert suggested it to me.” Charlie said, scrabbling for an excuse.
There was a pause. Did his mother ever use products like this? Would she recognise the smell? How would he explain that? He blushed, a sense of shame and embarrassment rising that only fuelled his excitement. What was wrong with him?
“Well… okay. If you’re sure you’re alright?” His mother said.
“Fine, fine… just… I’m almost done anyway.” Charlie said.
She hadn’t noticed. Charlie exhaled a sigh of relief.
“Do you need anything then or…”
“I’m fine. I have everything I need.” Charlie said.
The last thing he wanted was for his mother to wait for him, to see his legs so smooth, to ask questions. He had no idea how to explain it and the idea of her looking at him with disdain and disappointment made his heart sink.
“Well… I’ll see you in the morning then.” His mother said. “Goodnight sweetheart. We love you.”
“Love you too.” Charlie added.
There was no way he could let his mother and father find out about this. He couldn’t face their disappointment. He just had to get through it and then… then it was over. It was just one night. Prom. Right?




Four
As Charlie reached his room he dashed through the bedroom door and slammed it closed as quietly but as quickly as he could. He clicked the lock into place and breathed a sigh of relief.
He’d had to run from the bathroom to his bedroom with just a towel around his waist, the underwear Mia had given him wrapped into a tight bundle inside a hand towel. His parents had gone to bed, early, as usual, so he knew it was unlikely they would catch him but still, the thought of them seeing him undressed, or worse, his little brother catching him half-dressed, terrified him now.
His legs were smooth, as was his whole body. How was he supposed to explain that?
He had thought no one would notice, that it would barely make a difference with how little body hair he had, but… he’d been wrong. It had made a massive difference.
Even just catching a glance of himself in the bathroom mirror it had been obvious, and he’d paused to look, had stared at himself, naked, and he’d… liked what he’d seen. He’d always been small, slight, slim, short, and he’d been self-conscious about that, but now, with what little body hair he had gone, he liked his body.
He looked… cute, almost pretty, attractive, perhaps even feminine, and he’d been unable to stop himself from smiling, grinning, blushing. It had been all he could do to resist the urge to stop and stare, to pose, but he’d not wanted his mother to knock again, and so he’d packed his things up, the things Mia had given him, his homework, and had hurried back to his room covered by just a towel, wrapped around his waist, feeling oddly naked.
He was back in his room now though, the door locked, and he had a full-size mirror on the door of his wardrobe. He could…
Charlie checked his door was locked and then stepped across the room to stand in front of the mirror. Even with the towel around his waist he looked different, softer, prettier, and he felt different too, lighter, and he was… he was smiling. He stared at himself and there was no urge to turn away, to hide. Blushing, he reached up to undo the towel, and he let it drop to the floor, pooling at his feet.
“Wow.” He whispered.
It had made a world of difference. Maybe… maybe…
Charlie shook his head. He was being stupid. Sure it felt nice to be smooth, but he’d never look good in a prom gown, would he?
“Right, underwear next.” He said to himself.
He stood still for a moment longer, looking at himself, posing slightly, still smiling, unable to stop himself, then reached out for the bundled hand towel and the underwear hidden inside it. He grabbed the panties first, pink, silk, soft, delicate, and he could not help but admire them, how cute they were, how tiny, and sexy, so much more appealing and interesting than the underwear he was expected to wear. His cock throbbed as he felt the material between his fingers.
Charlie lifted one foot, slipped it through the leg hole, and then repeated the movement with his other foot. He shivered as the cloth caressed his smooth, soft, sensitive calves, his blush deepening as his cock swelled.
He pulled the panties up, slowly. They were tiny, snug, and they caressed his legs, slipping over his smooth, soft, curvy thighs—had his legs always been this curvy, feminine, sexy? How had he never noticed how girly his figure was? Was it just the simple act of shaving, stripping the ugly hair off his legs, revealing how stunning they were, or had the act of putting on the panties opened his eyes to the truth?
He was small for a boy, thin, with a distinct lack of bulk or muscle or hair, but… but for a girl, he was almost… cute. As Charlie pulled the panties up and over his thighs, around his hips, up and over his pert, round ass, he smiled, wiggling to fit them precisely into place, snug and comforting, the fabric soft and silky, making him feel, for the first time in his life, sexy.
He giggled, blushing, and stood for a moment looking down at himself. He felt new, reborn, like someone else, someone better, and yet he couldn’t help but wonder if the panties really did belong to Mia. It made sense that they would be hers, but that meant that she had likely worn them before, that she had worn them against her bare, naked pussy, that the cloth pressing against his smooth, shaved, cute little dick had pressed against his best friend’s sister’s cunt.
That thought sent a thrill through him, making him shiver, and his cock swelled, hardening, throbbing, forming a cute little bulge in his panties. It was almost like his cock was touching her pussy, and as he imagined her body he let his hands wander his, roaming, stroking, teasing, slipping up over his chest, circling his nipples, making him whimper, making his cock throb even harder.
Charlie’s hips thrust into nothing, almost as though fucking the air, trying to fuck the memory of Mia’s pussy that was engraved in her panties, and his cute little dick drooled, a spot of precum wetting the fabric. He had more to put on though, had a pair of pantyhose, and he couldn’t help but wonder how those would feel, how good they would feel, and how he’d look.
He giggled again, head buzzing, horny, and he dropped his hands. He was aching for release, a chance to cum, but it wouldn’t hurt to put the pantyhose on first and see how he looked, to experience how it felt, would it?
Charlie picked up the silky, sheer material, and felt it for a moment, running his fingers over the cloth. They were so smooth and soft and sensual and he couldn’t help but wonder how they would feel on Mia’s legs, how it would feel to touch her legs if she were wearing them, couldn’t help but wonder how they would feel on his legs, how it would feel to caress his legs with them on now he was so smooth, so soft, how it might feel to rub his soft, feminine thighs together.
As his blush deepened, Charlie bunched the material up, and he lifted his right foot, slipping it into the pantyhose. The material was like nothing he had felt before, tight and soft, clinging to his toes, foot, ankle, calf, silky and sensual, caressing, gliding over his skin like a lover's touch. His skin prickled and his cock throbbed. Was this how it felt to get dressed as a girl?
It felt… good. He was excited, smiling. His body was radiating with pleasure, joy, and a warm comfort in his belly that stirred like a sleeping dragon. He was excited to be getting dressed and he could not ever remember feeling that way before.
Charlie pulled the pantyhose up, slipping them over his right leg until the black sheer material was just above his knee before putting his foot down. He lifted his left foot and repeated the act, slipping his foot in, pulling the pantyhose up, shivering, the contact electric, a rush of pleasant sensations that made him almost giddy, and he could not stop smiling, cheeks hot.
With the pantyhose pulled up over both knees Charlie put both feet on the floor. He pulled the pantyhose up, tugging the sheer, tight, silky material over his smooth thighs, and his cock throbbed hard in his panties, the damp spot spreading, a small, almost pleasant knot of shame in his belly at how even his hard dick fit neatly into in the panties.
The pantyhose caressed over his skin, tight, hugging him, shaping his legs, and he wiggled as he pulled them up over his hips, ass, up around his waist, bending to adjust the material so that the pantyhose sat evenly on his legs, the material sheer and not quite opaque so that his smooth skin could be seen through the fabric.
Finally finished he moved, teased by how they felt, wiggling his hips, and he looked down at himself. He giggled, blushing a deep pink, and his cock ached in the most pleasant, delightful, hot way inside his pantyhose and panties. It felt amazing, his legs smooth, encased in the sheer black nylon pantyhose, the material slinky and soft and sensual.
He shifted, wiggling his hips, shaking his ass, posing in a distinctly feminine manner, unable to resist the urge to strut, to show off, even if it was just him present, the urge to watch his pretty body, to feel sexy. Beaming, Charlie turned to face his mirror and stepped across his room on tiptoe—almost as though he were in high heels, strutting, wiggling his hips and ass—to stand in front of it. His mouth fell open but no words came. He was frozen, and it took several moments for his brain to sort through the sudden onslaught of emotions.
“I look…” Charlie’s voice was soft, strained, but the final words refused to be spoken.
He looked hot. His entire body was smooth, soft, delicate, feminine, and with the panties and pantyhose on his legs and ass and hips looked like those of a slim, svelte girl. He could not stop smiling, blushing, a hot sense of joy blooming inside him, his cock throbbing from more than just arousal and need.
Was this what girls felt when they looked in the mirror? Was this was Mia felt like? That sense of happiness and comfort, enjoying how they looked, how it felt to be pretty, to wear such delicate, sensual underwear?
Maybe… maybe the prom gown wouldn’t be so bad? And… it wasn’t like he had a choice. The thought of it, of Mia, spending time with her, being made even prettier by her, only made his already hard little dick harder. He was so horny he could barely think and his dick was so hard, throbbing so intensely, that it hurt.
Charlie pressed his smooth, pantyhose clad thighs together and squirmed, posing as he stared at his sexy, semi-naked reflection. He was so turned on and he looked so sexy, felt so sexy.
Charlie posed, shifting, turning his butt to the mirror and standing to make it stick out. In the panties and pantyhose it looked so round and soft. He reached back and squeezed it, gasping in delight. He shifted, wiggling his hips and ass, and he could not take his eyes off his long, smooth legs.
“Fuck… it feels so hot. I wonder what Mia looks like in this kind of stuff. I wonder if she’ll show me?”
The thought sent a thrill through Charlie. He shifted, posing, watching himself, wondering how it might feel to touch Mia’s stocking-clad legs, caress them, have her caress his, how it might feel to rub their pantyhose clad legs together. His hard dick drooled precum, wetting his panties, and as Charlie watched his reflection he moved to touch himself.
One hand squeezed his ass, the other brushed over his smooth chest, teasing his hard nipples. It felt good, being so soft and pretty, dressed so sexy, and his body felt so much more sensitive, so much more delicate. His hands shifted, teasing over his body, the one on his ass squeezing harder, fingers slipping in, teasing along his crack, pressing into the fabric of his panties, pressing in towards his hole as though eager for some new, more feminine pleasure, while the hand on his chest teased down, over his smooth, flat, taut belly, over his groin, to his crotch, the bulge in his panties, his cute, little, hard, throbbing dick.
He squeezed his dick through the material of the pantyhose and the panties, silky, soft, delicate, a sweet feminine caress, and the cloth, damp with his precum, clung to his hard little dick. He caressed his ass, fingers sneaking in without thinking, craving the sensation he had discovered in the shower, and he stroked his cock, staring at his pretty, sexy reflection. He was so hot, so sexy, a pretty girl.
Charlie worked his hips, thrusting, fucking into his hand as it stroked his dick, pressing back into the fingers that just barely teased at his virgin entrance. He watched his reflection, barely able to believe that it was him in the mirror. He looked so sexy, felt so good, and his dick throbbed, hard.
“Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I… it feels so good.”
His head was spinning. Thoughts of Mia, her body, her clothes, her underwear, how she might look, feel. He thought of what else she had planned for him. Would there be more underwear? What would she make him wear? How would it feel to have her dress him?
Before he had been terrified of her plan, but now he was smiling. Maybe he really could be pretty. Maybe he could get away with this, maybe people wouldn’t recognise him and he could wear a pretty prom gown and go as Robert’s date and…
He thought of Robert, of having to dance with him, dressed in underwear, lingerie, smooth, in make-up, in a prom gown, a pretty girl on a date, and his heart leapt. Something in him burned hot and his hips worked. His hand on his cock, squeezing it through the fabric of his pantyhose and panties, stroked harder, and the hand on his ass pressed in, fingers pressing at the cloth of his panties, hole opening, his fingers just barely entering him, and… it felt amazing.
Charlie moaned and thrust his hips between the sensation in his cock and ass. His mind was spinning, confused, a rush of many overwhelming emotions. His body sparkled with delight, hot bliss, and...
He came, hard, a sudden rush of release. Came into his panties, pantyhose, cumming hot thick cream, coating his panties, his cute little dick, in his cum. He shuddered, pressed back into the finger that was just barely in his ass, moaning, whimpering, the sounds almost… feminine, and he felt for the first time free.
He stared at his reflection, the image of him cumming, the pretty, soft, sexy, feminine version of him cumming. He giggled, a rush of shame, embarrassment, but also joy, happiness, liberation.
“What’s happening to me?” He asked, head dizzy with thoughts and emotions.
As his orgasm subsided he pulled his hands away gently, lifting them off his ass, dick. His panties and pantyhose were saturated with cum and precum, his sticky ejaculate clinging to him.
“Shit.”
Charlie knew he should probably wash them, but… he had been told had had to keep them on. Maybe he could just clean up the worst of his mess with a damp cloth or some tissue, though it would still feel sticky. What choice did he have?
He was exhausted though, after a long day, shaving, and now this. His head was a jumbled mess and he just wanted to rest. He could take a moment to relax and catch his breath surely.
Stepping back, unable to tear his gaze off his sexy reflection, he smiled, buzzing, and collapsed back onto his bed, finally looking away from the mirror as he fell back to lie down. The bed was soft, comfortable. He was so tired, but he was happy, genuinely happy, and he was almost excited to see what else Mia had planned.
He just needed a little rest and then...




Five
Banging on Charlie’s bedroom door woke him from sleep. He opened his eyes and blinked, dazzled, confused. The room was full of light, from his lamp, and from his window, sunlight falling in through the curtains to cast a muted glow over his bed. He rolled over, half wrapped in his sheets, and went pale.
He was still in the panties and pantyhose—just the panties and pantyhose. As he shifted he felt his crusty, cum encrusted panties peel back off his skin, his underwear stained with the proof of last night’s fun, his sin.
“Charlie? Are you up? I didn’t hear your alarm. You’re going to be late for school. You don’t want to get into trouble in your last few weeks before graduation now do you?” His father said.
His father. If he came in now he’d see Charlie dressed in panties and pantyhose, smooth, pretty, and as much as Charlie liked how he looked—even now, panicked, fuzzy-headed with sleep, his soft, smooth dick and panties encrusted with his dried cum, he liked how he looked, thinking himself cute—he was not ready for his father to see him like this.
How would his dad react? What would he say? How could Charlie even begin to explain it?
“I’m up, just… I just overslept.” Charlie said.
He grabbed his sheet and pulled it up and over him, just in case, watching the door, hoping it would stay shut. There was a pause, and Charlie could feel his heart pounding at the cage of his ribs.
“Right.” His father said. “You just… just be quick, or you’ll be late. I’m off to work anyway so I’ll see you later. And… you have a good day. Love you.”
Charlie smiled, a blush.
“Love you too.” He said. “And don’t worry, I’ll get going just as soon as I can.”
There was the sound of footsteps outside the door, growing quieter. Then the front door opening and closing as his father set off to drop his younger brother at school before driving himself to work. His mother would have gone to work early, and that left Charlie home alone.
His cock throbbed as he shifted in bed. The pantyhose felt really good on his soft, smooth legs. He was late though, very late, and he needed to hurry.
He needed to get ready for a day at school, and his heart sank. Robert was sure to ask him about Mia, and her plans. How could he explain what she had made him do? He needed to see her again later too, for lessons… though what kind of lessons he didn’t know. He felt a sense of dread but also anticipation as he imagined the possibilities.
And… he had to keep the panties, and the pantyhose, on. He had to wear them until he next saw Mia, for lessons. He would have to wear them to school, the soft, slinky, delicate pantyhose caressing his smooth legs all day, his pink panties tight and pretty. He would have to stay in his cum encrusted underwear. The thought shamed him, humiliated him, but excited him. How would he cope?
Rising from his bed, grabbing his jeans, a t-shirt, his jacket, socks, he hurried to get ready for his day. He had no time to worry about what lay ahead, but still, part of him felt a warm glow of something new blossoming in his belly, something bright and hot and wonderful. What was happening to him?
Charlie grabbed his bag and shoes, with just enough time to make himself some peanut butter on bread, and he headed out to face the day, school, Robert, and then, after that, his coming lesson with Mia. Already he was struggling to focus. The sensation of his panties and pantyhose under his jeans, his smooth, soft legs, the crust of his dried cum in his panties reminding him what a filthy slut he was, left him hot and aching and flustered so that he could barely focus on what was going on around him.
His cock throbbed, half-hard, and he took slow, deep breaths to try to calm himself, to lower his arousal, but it did not work. His mind was full of images, Mia, the underwear he was wearing, how he looked in the pink panties and black pantyhose, what else Mia might make him wear, smooth legs and soft body, what else Mia might do to him to make him pretty.
As he rode the bus to school his eyes wandered. He was surrounded by girls his age, women, some young, some older, all of them wearing different clothes, their hair, their faces. For the first time, he really looked at them, not just admiring them but studying them, studying how they moved, how they stood, their different styles, the way they wore their hair and make-up, the colours they chose, their shoes, and he felt a pang, sharp but lingering. They were attractive, and he was drawn to them, but it was more than that, more complicated than that.
There was a subtle envy, a jealousy, a keen sense of loss, almost a pain. The cute heels, the skirts, smooth legs, pantyhose and stockings. What kind of underwear were they wearing? Panties, bras, maybe even suspenders and stockings, their bodies smooth. There was no fear in them. They were free to wear dresses and skirts, to bare their legs, to smile with painted lips, long hair, delicate perfume.
Charlie felt good in his panties and pantyhose, a warm knot of joy in wearing them under his jeans, the way they hugged his legs and hips and ass, the way his body felt, tingling, softer and more sensitive now, but he had to hide it. Still, he could feel the pantyhose almost creeping into his soul, subtly changing the way he moved, stood, shifting slightly to feel the caress of them on his thighs.
He wiggled his hips without thinking, a blush, wondering what it would feel like to be able to bare his legs, a short skirt like some girls at his school wore, or a summer dress. If Mia was serious about her plan then he would likely be wearing a dress, a prom gown, at some point soon, and that thought made his heart flutter.
He had been so opposed to the idea before, the thought of being made to dress like a girl and act as his best friend’s date, but now… now it was more complex. He liked how he had looked the night before in the mirror, in his panties and pantyhose, he liked how it had felt to be smooth and soft, and he was enjoying the naughty thrill of wearing pretty, feminine, cum encrusted underwear under his clothes, but… it was wrong, wasn’t it?
Even as he watched the other women around him, the girls, wanting something he couldn’t quite describe, he felt a hot coal glowing in his gut. He squirmed, distracted, mind fuzzy, and his cock throbbed.
“Hey weirdo. I waved but you just stood there and ignored me. You okay?”
Robert’s voice was close to Charlie’s side. That last stop was his. Charlie had been staring at….
Charlie tore his gaze away from the young woman further down the bus, a pretty brunette with glasses and minimal make-up, a simple grey skirt, tight, black pantyhose—like the pair Charlie was wearing he realised with a jolt—black heels, a white blouse, and he turned to his best friend, fixing a smile. He had been wondering what it would be like to wear heels like that, delicate, feminine, precarious, sexy, and he tried to dislodge the thought, but it was stubborn, and it refused to shift. How would he have to stand and walk to keep his balance? Would it make his legs and ass look as good as hers?
“You okay there?” Robert asked again.
Charlie was silent, a sense of panic. He nodded.
“I… yeah… just… sleep. I didn’t sleep. Well. I didn’t sleep well and I’m tired. Too much coffee this morning. That’s all.” Charlie said.
He could feel the heat in his cheeks, the shame and excitement all rising at once, hot, scalding. He pressed his thighs together and felt his cock throbbing at the sensation of the pantyhose hugging him, squeezing him, caressing him.
“Right. Sure…” Robert said.
He stared at Charlie with a sly look, a knowing smile. Charlie froze. Could he tell?
If anyone would be able to tell it would be Robert. He knew him better than anyone else, they knew each other better than anyone else, so maybe he could tell. Maybe the fact that Charlie was wearing panties and pantyhose was obvious, the fact that he was smooth and soft, shaved, pretty, was obvious. Maybe everyone could tell?
“Sure it’s got nothing to do with later?” Robert asked.
Charlie blinked. His head was spinning, thoughts racing, emotions a storm. Could people tell? Were they all laughing at him? Did they think him a pervert, or… what did Robert mean by later?
“Later?” Charlie asked.
“Later, with Mia. She told me to remind you she’s expecting you and you’d understand. What was it she gave you in that bag yesterday?” Robert asked.
Later. Mia. His lessons to help him become a prom date for his best friend. The shaving, the panties, the pantyhose, they were all just the first part. What else was she going to do? And why did the thought now excite him?
“The bag?” Charlie asked.
He was too flustered to think clearly.
“Yeah. She gave you a bag, said it was homework or something. What was it? Is she serious about… about making you go as my date to the prom? Like… is she really serious about making you wear a dress and stuff?”
There was a catch in Robert’s voice, a note of something Charlie could not quite discern. He was too caught up in his own head though to worry about that. He needed to calm down and focus or he’d never get through the day without his dirty little secret being discovered.
“I… I think so, yeah.” Charlie said.
The prom, being forced to go as Robert’s date, was bad enough, but if he were caught wearing panties and pantyhose to school he knew he’d never be able to explain it or live with the shame. He needed to just get through the day, and then, maybe, hopefully, persuade Mia to let him off the hook with the whole prom date plan of hers. Maybe.
“Shit.” Robert said. “I mean… I was happy with our plan, not going, but she’s really insistent on this. I tried to talk to her this morning and she just kept telling me she was looking forward to seeing you after school. She wouldn’t even talk to me. Just had this dumb, annoying smirk on her face.”
Charlie knew exactly the smile Robert meant. She had worn that smile as she handed Charlie the bag with his homework in last night. It meant Mia had a plan, and that meant bad news for Charlie.
“I… I can try to talk to her. Maybe we can give her something, money, or… I don’t know, just pay her off somehow so she doesn’t tell our parents and doesn’t make us go through with whatever it is she has planned.” Charlie said.
Robert nodded. He was watching Charlie intently, fixed on him, a curious look in his eyes.”
“You sure you’re okay? You look… different. Like, not bad, good even, like you have a glow about you, but… just different.”
“Maybe I’m coming down with a cold after not sleeping well?” Charlie said.
He could feel his cheeks burning.
“Or too much coffee.” He added.
Robert nodded, smiling.
“Yeah, maybe. Just… I wanted to say that I’ll support you. If you want to go through with her plan I’ll stick by your side and… I guess I’d be honoured, maybe that’s the right word, to be your date. But if you want to refuse and see if she tells our parents then… I guess I’ll be there with you too, and we’ll take the consequences together. It’s… it’s your call.” Robert said.
Charlie smiled. He knew Robert would support him, but still, it was nice to hear him say it.
“You… you’d not mind then? Having to go to prom with… with me, in… well, whatever your sister has planned?” Charlie asked.
Robert shook his head, grinning.
“If it's you I know I’ll have a great time, and it doesn’t matter what you’re wearing to me, you’re still you, and I like hanging out with you. I only didn’t want to go to prom because I knew I’d have more fun staying in with you. I just… I’d hate for you to be uncomfortable. We can still go if you want, in suits, or whatever, or… if you want to go ahead with Mia’s plan, whatever she has in her mind to make you wear. That doesn’t matter to me. You're what matters. I want you to be safe, and happy so… I’m here. I’ll always be here.”
Charlie wanted to hug Robert, but he restrained himself. Given his panties and pantyhose situation, he had to be careful.
“Thanks.” He said. “I… I appreciate that.”
Charlie felt warm and safe and cared for, despite his precarious situation and the day that lay ahead for him, despite the unknown plan Mia had for him. He had Robert, and so long as he had him, so long as they were together, he could face anything.
If he had to go to prom in a dress as his best friend's date, to keep to their plan, to get to college together, then he’d do it. He’d wear a stupid dress. He’d go along with Mia’s plan. He’d put up with whatever he had to in order to support his best friend.
And maybe… just maybe, it’d be fun. After all, his smooth legs, his panties, and his pantyhose had been fun, and he had the crust of dried cum staining his underwear to prove it.




Six
The day was both better and worse than Charlie had expected. He was on edge the whole time, nervous about someone discovering his dirty little secret, but his nervousness only made it worse. Robert wasn’t the only one to notice he was a little off, and several of his friends and even just a few people he barely knew asked him if he was okay.
He gave them all the same excuse. Not enough sleep, excited and nervous about the end of their school career and what came next. They all responded that they had similar feelings, that they too were worried and excited, and Robert was there at all times to help.
Robert thought the knew what was wrong, that Charlie was just nervous about his upcoming lesson with Mia, which was partially true, but even he didn’t know the whole truth. That was a secret that only Charlie, and Mia, knew. He was in panties, pantyhose, and his entire body was smooth and soft and pretty.
However, he managed to get through the day, falling into an uneasy routine, taking regular breaks in the bathroom stalls to catch his breath and be alone to relax. It was easier to calm down when he was alone, to let the throbbing semi-erection in his pretty pink panties subside when he was alone. When he was surrounded by other people though his fear, his nervousness, his shame, all seemed to combine into a potent, overwhelming cocktail that made his body hot and his dick ache.
Being around other people, with his secret, was all almost too much. The way the pantyhose hugged his legs, caressing him, the way his panties fit him, it made his whole body tingle, a shiver running up his spine as he moved around, thrilled by the rush of new sensations, head giddy with the naughtiness of it.
It felt good too, right almost, and he couldn’t help but move differently, with more poise and grace, shifting, squirming, feeling cute and pretty. It was almost addictive, a subtle joy that he wanted more of, and he knew Mia had been right. Spending the day in panties and pantyhose was teaching him how to have a more feminine mindset. He felt girlier, prettier, cuter, softer, and he couldn’t stop smiling despite the niggling doubts and worries that were eating away at him.
There had been a few odd moments, times when he had caught himself moving in an odd, playful way, smiling, giggling more easily, occasions when he had found himself staring at the girls in his class, not because they were hot, but because he wondered how it might feel to dress the way they did, to look the way they did, a sense of envy and loss and regret gnawing at him.
Others around him noticed the change in him, seemed more comfortable around him, as though he were, as Robert had said, glowing and they were drawn to his light. His friends laughed at his jokes, listened to what he said, and he talked more, made more jokes, found it easier to relax, was more confident and outgoing, enjoyed himself more.
Could just panties and pantyhose do that? Was it the fact that he was smooth, that he felt a constant sense of being cute under his clothes, a hidden secret that buoyed him up? Was it the constant subtle ache in his belly, that core of excitement and arousal and… something more?
Robert seemed to look at him differently too, and even a few girls made an effort to talk to him, saying ‘hi’, asking him about his plans for prom, for the summer, when normally they’d not even have noticed him. What had changed? Was the fact he was wearing girls' underwear so obvious? Was the fact he felt so much more comfortable in his own skin that obvious? Did it make that much of a difference?
It was a puzzle Charlie would need to worry about later though. As the day neared the end he realised he still had his lesson with Mia ahead of him. Getting through that was his priority.
As Robert and Charlie left school together, as they did every day, as they had every day for years, their friends, and even some girls Charlie knew, but who he had not really ever spoken to, waved goodbye, smiling, telling him they hoped to see him again tomorrow, as though they liked him, as though they were excited to see him, talk to him, and he felt almost as though he had stepped out of a dark cave and into the bright sun. Was this really what his life could be like? Could it really be that easy? Was the secret to being at ease, comfortable, confident, just smooth legs, a pair of pink panties, and some pantyhose?
Was that normal?
“Well, today was… odd…” Robert said.
Charlie blushed. It had been odd, but Robert didn’t know the truth, had no idea just how odd it really was.
“Yeah… people seemed… different?” Charlie said.
“I know right? Like, maybe they’re all just a bit excited and sad that we’re leaving soon, forever, but… I don’t know…”
Robert paused for a moment, as though thinking. Charlie walked beside him. They pushed out through the exit and left the main building, stepped out into the sun. They were leaving soon. They would leave this place only a few more times before leaving for good and then… then they were off to explore their future together, just as they had planned. Charlie just needed to go along with Mia’s plan to make sure that nothing jeopardised that. He just needed to…
“Oh crap.” Robert said.
Robert’s words, tone, snapped Charlie from his reverie. He looked up, ahead, and saw Mia standing by her car, a sleek black sports car, parked just in front of the school building. He felt a chill, but also a shiver of excitement.
She looked stunning, in a pleated, plaid, red and black miniskirt, a ripped black t-shirt with an old weathered band logo on it, black fishnets, and black sneakers. She seemed oblivious to the amount of attention she was getting as the rock music from her car stereo blared, but Charlie knew she had to have noticed. She was just being cool.
“She never meets me from school. Never gives me a lift. So why now?”
Charlie knew why. Mia wanted to make certain he didn’t miss his lesson with her. He felt a mix of emotions, uncertainly, fear, but also anticipation, eagerness. Was he really excited?
“Hi boys.” Mia called as she saw the two friends.
She lifted her hand and waved, almost bouncing, and Charlie couldn’t help but glance at her chest, the jiggle of her tits beneath her tight, stretched t-shirt. She had always been cute, hot even, but now she just seemed even hotter.
Why? Was it the fact he was wearing her panties and pantyhose? That he had cum in her panties and pantyhose? Or was it the power she was now wielding over him?
He knew he could refuse, but there would be consequences, serious consequences. She was almost… almost forcing him to go along with her plan, to submit to her will, and that fact excited Charlie. She was forcing him to go to prom as Robert’s date, to go in a pretty prom gown, was forcing him to become prettier, more feminine. Why did that thrill him?
“Hi.” Robert said, his tone flat.
“Hey…” Charlie said, his voice quiet.
Mia smiled.
“You ready for our date?” She asked, staring right at Charlie.
She spoke loudly, confident, daring others to overhear. People did overhear, and they seemed to suddenly see Charlie in a new light, and he felt flustered, blushing a deep pink.
“I… yeah. Yeah, sure.”
It didn’t matter if he was ready or not. Mia had plans for him, and he was powerless to resist her.




Seven
Mia drove the pair of them home, her music loud, with Charlie in the front seat next to her at her insistence. He sat frozen, pale, squirming, unable to stop thinking about what she might have in store for him, fidgeting, the sensation of panties and pantyhose on smooth, soft skin, a constant distraction.
She was so close, and as she drove Charlie could not help but glance at her legs, the fishnets so daring, bare skin, so smooth, like his now. He could smell her perfume, and his mind wandered. Was she wearing panties similar to the ones she’d given him, the ones he was wearing, the ones he had cum in?
Just remembering that made him blush and squirm, which only made the situation worse. He needed to focus, to calm down, but Mia was not making it easy.
“So, how was your day. Have fun?” She asked, glancing at Charlie in a way that made clear the point of her question.
Could she tell he’d done as she told him, that he was now smooth, cute, wearing her panties and pantyhose, or was she asking for him to confirm that he’d obeyed her? Would she dare tell Robert?
“It was good.” Robert said, answering the question for both of them. “Though, it was a bit odd.”
“Odd how?” Mia asked.
“Just… people I guess. Maybe the end of school is making them weird, but people we’d never really spoken to before came over a few times to say ‘hi’ and chat. Like, they wanted to talk to us when they’d never really been bothered before.”
“Really? How curious. Any idea why?” Mia asked.
Her tone was amused, like she knew but wasn’t ready to share her secret. Robert thankfully seemed not to notice
“I don’t know. Just… they mostly wanted to chat to Charlie. I said to him this morning he seemed different, and he just said he was tired, but… I don’t know… there’s definitely something different today and maybe they noticed that?”
Charlie turned to look out the window, ignoring the looks both Mia and Robert were giving him—Mia’s expression a knowing, smug smile, while Robert looked at him with suspicion. Mia knew why, but Robert was still struggling to work out just what was going on.
Charlie hated keeping secrets from his best friend, but he couldn’t tell him this, couldn’t bear to face the look of disgust and loathing he might get. How could he explain that he’d spent the day in panties and pantyhose, that he’d enjoyed it, even though he’d been forced, that he’d cum in his panties? It was all for a good reason though, right?
“Really? Now, I wonder what could be different about little Charlie…” Mia said, her tone teasing.
Charlie blushed, but stared out the window, watching passing cars, houses. He did not speak, his cheeks burning. He could feel the tension in the car, wanted to confess everything to Robert, but he couldn’t.
It was just until prom, and then… then they’d be free. Everything could go back to normal and they could head off to college together and he’d never have to wear panties or pantyhose again, but… why did that thought make him feel sad?
“What indeed.” Robert added, his voice laden with suspicion. “Just what are you doing to him? If you hurt him or upset him, or…”
“Oh shush! You know I love him as much as I love you. He’s like the second little brother I never had, and I’d never hurt him, or you.” Mia said. “I’m doing this because I care about you both, don’t you get that? I want you to go to prom because I think you’ll enjoy it, and I don’t want you to miss out. I want you to have fun. I want you both to be happy.”
Charlie felt a fluttering in his belly. Mia really did care about him. She loved him, wanted him to be happy, and that made him feel warm and safe while at the same time vulnerable due to his current predicament.
“Then why all these lessons you’ve been going on about? What are you going to do to him? What are you going to make him do? Why make him go to prom as my date if…”
“I said I care about you both, and I’m doing this for you. You need to trust me. I don’t want you to miss out and... you’ll have fun. Both of you will have fun.” Mia said.
Robert stared at his sister before huffing, not quite believing her but knowing it was pointless to argue. Charlie though turned away from the window and looked at the girl in the seat next to him.
He had known her for most of his life, and he did trust her, but… just what was it she was planning? What did she mean by fun? What did she mean by happy?
“And we’re here.” Mia said, grinning at Charlie with her cocky, charming smile.
Charlie looked and there it was. Robert’s house, Mia’s house. They had arrived, and it was time for his first lesson.
“Now, let's get you both indoors. Robert, you can do what you like, but Charlie you’re with me. We have a few hours to work with and there’s so much we need to go over so no delays, and no resisting me, okay?”
Charlie swallowed the lump in his throat, his stomach churning. He was nervous, almost terrified, but curious about what Mia had in store for him. As she pulled the car into the driveway he nodded, smiling, resolved.
“Okay.” He said.
The three of them left the car and headed inside. Robert looked at Charlie, a glance that said what he dare not say in words. If Charlie wanted to say no Robert would be there. If this was too much, if he wanted to refuse, to shirk off this entire idea of Mia’s, Robert would be there to support him.
Only… Charlie didn’t want to say no. If anything, after the day he’d had, a day in panties and pantyhose, after seeing himself in the mirror last night and discovering this new feeling, this new joy, he wanted more.
“Robert you go do whatever it is you do, but stay away from my room. And I say this more for Charlie’s sake than mine, so if you feel like peeking know it’ll be them you upset, not me, understand?”
Robert looked between Mia and Charlie, unsure. Charlie smiled, nodded. He understood Mia’s meaning even if Robert did not. If the lessons took a similar direction to his homework then he’d hate for Robert to catch him. It was bad enough that he was going to have to wear a prom gown in public, on their date, but to be seen in girly, feminine, underwear, to have his best friend catch him smooth and soft pantyhose, or worse…
Why did that idea leave Charlie almost breathless? A sense of terror, yes, fear of the shame and humiliation, but also excitement, his cute little dick throbbing, aching.
“Please.” Charlie said.
Robert nodded.
“Fine. But I meant it. You hurt him and…”
“I am not going to hurt him, or you. Just.. trust me, both of you. Now, Charlie, with me. We have a lot to get done.”
Charlie nodded, and as Mia led off he followed, leaving Robert behind. His heart raced.
Mia led him upstairs, to her room, then closed the door, crossing the room to sit on her bed facing him, crossing her legs in an exaggerated manner that flashed her thighs. Charlie did his best not to stare at her, but could not help but take a lingering look.
“So, tell me, how did you do with your homework?” Mia asked.
Charlie opened his mouth to speak but the words caught in his throat. He took a deep breath, trying his best to remain calm.
“I… yes. I did what you told me.” Charlie whispered.
He could only hope that Robert was doing what he’d been told and that he wasn’t outside listening. Just the thought sent a chill through Charlie.
Mia smirked, nodded.
“I thought so. I can tell you know. There’s something different about you today. You’re almost… glowing. And your smile is brighter. When Robert was telling me about your day in the car I knew why people were suddenly so much friendlier. It’s you. There’s something changed about you. Can you feel it?”
Charlie could feel it. He didn’t want to admit it, but he could. He didn’t know how to explain it, or what it meant, but the panties, the pantyhose, having a smooth body, having a dirty little secret under his clothes, feeling pretty and cute and feminine, it made him feel different, better.
“I… I suppose…” Charlie muttered.
He did not want to admit the truth. Did not want to confront what that meant.
“You’ve been wearing what I told you to? Under your clothes?” Mia asked.
Charlie nodded. Mia smiled.
“Good. I thought so. I can see it in how you move. There’s something more sensual and confident and alluring in how you were walking, even in how you were sitting. I’m surprised Robert didn’t notice, but maybe he did. It helps put you in a more feminine mindset, doesn’t it? Wearing my panties and pantyhose, being smooth. It helps you feel pretty, and that feels good, doesn’t it?”
Charlie nodded again. He was blushing, his cute little dick throbbing, and he could feel himself getting excited, growing hard.
“I thought so. However…” Mia paused.
Charlie stood still for a moment, squirming, aching. Mia grinned at him.
“… I’d be remiss if I just took your word for it.”
Charlie stood, the words settled, then his eyes went wide. Did she really want…
“I need you to prove to me that you followed my instructions. It’s why I picked you up today, to make sure you didn’t change after the day, to make sure you’d worn my panties and pantyhose all day. I need you to prove to me that you followed each and every one of my instructions, otherwise… well, let’s just say there’ll be consequences.” Mia’s voice was soft but with a hard edge.
Charlie shuddered. A thrill of fear and anticipation ran up his spine.
“Prove… how…”
Charlie did not get a chance to finish.
“Strip. Now. Down to your panties and pantyhose. I want to inspect you before our lesson begins.” Mia said.
Charlie watched her, desperate for a sign that she was joking, that she was teasing, but there was none. She was serious. She wanted him to strip. Just the thought, of stripping in front of Mia, baring himself, his panties, pantyhose, his smooth, pretty, feminine body, made him hot and flustered, a burning heat in his cheeks and neck.
She was so hot, and she had so much power over him. He had no idea what she had planned for him, but the thought of that prom gown left him flustered and giddy. If she really made him strip then there would be no way to hide just how excited he was, no way to hide…
“Now Charlie, and hurry. We have a lot to get through today if we’re to get you ready for prom. Strip, and stand still so I can inspect you, and I just hope for your sake you followed my instructions perfectly, otherwise…”
Mia trailed off, left the threat unspoken. Charlie had no idea what she would do to him that would be worse than what she was already doing, but he did not want to find out.
Slowly, he nodded, and he began to obey. Charlie began to strip.




Eight
Mia watched from her seat on the edge of her bed as Charlie began to strip, slipping off his shoes first, then his socks, taking his time, squirming, pale but with cheeks pink from the shame and excitement. He was shaking slightly, clearly flustered, but there was a tension in his movements, in his posture, that told her everything she needed to know.
Charlie was shy, but he was enjoying being made to strip. There was that core of pleasure, of enjoyment, in being forced to expose himself, even if he would not admit it to himself, and seeing that brought joy to Mia’s heart.
He moved to his jacket next, slipping that off slowly, and there was nothing sensual or sexy about his movements. They were perfunctory, slow, almost clumsy, but she would change that. She would teach him how to move with style and grace, she would teach him how to be sensual, sexy, how to tease, and she knew he would learn quickly, and learn well. She knew that and more, knew Charlie better than he knew himself, and she was going to share with him all she knew.
Charlie paused as he slipped his jacket off, and turned to look at Mia. She was watching him closely, her fishnet clad thighs crossed, her short plaid skirt ridden up to expose her upper legs, almost her ass, and Charlie wondered if he looked hard enough he might catch a glimpse of her panties, panties like the ones he was wearing. His heart thumped, and his cute little dick swelled.
“Come on Charlie. I’m not here so you can stare at me, you’re here so you can learn how to be a proper prom date. Remember?” Mia said.
Charlie snapped from his thoughts and realised he had been frozen, staring, and he had been caught. Did Mia know why he was staring? Could she tell what he was thinking?
“I know I’m beautiful, and it’s only natural for you to stare, but you need to focus. How about if you behave and do as I tell you, and if you impress me, I offer you a small… reward.”
Mia spoke softly, her voice like honey and silk, in a way she had never spoken to Charlie before, almost as though she were… flirting with him. Was she? Was that possible?
Her smile was dazzling, and she shifted, uncrossing her legs and… Charlie’s eyes went wide as she opened them, spreading her fishnet-clad thighs wide, her skirt riding up even further, exposing a pair of tight, tiny, black panties, her crotch, her pussy hidden by a scrap of silky cloth.
“Understand?” Mia asked.
Charlie nodded. He was mute, lost for words, eyes glued to Mia’s legs, her crotch, her panties. Maybe she’d make him wear her worn panties….
“Good. Because as much as I like to punish bad girls, I like to reward good girls even more. Now, carry on. I want you in just the panties and pantyhose I gave you. That is, if you’re even wearing them.”
“I am… I…”
“Then show me!” Mia said.
Charlie understood. He nodded again, his blush deepening, mind full of thoughts of Mia, her thighs, her panties. Just what was it she was offering him as a reward?
Eager to avoid the punishment she was threatening, fear of ruining his and Robert’s future, and eager to find out just how she encouraged good behaviour, Charlie reached down to the bottom of his t-shirt and he lifted, pulling it up and over his head awkwardly.
“Well, that’s one thing we’re definitely going to have to teach you. Undressing like that is so uncouth and boring. You’ll never get anyone excited stripping like that.” Mia said.
Stripping? Get someone excited? Charlie felt his head spin. This was all about one night, prom, him going as Robert’s date. What did else did she expect him to do?
“But I’m impressed. It seems you can follow at least some instructions. You were never particularly hairy, but I can clearly see you’re now smooth and soft, which is a vast improvement. You look so cute and pretty.
Now, tell me, doesn’t it feel nicer to be smooth and soft and sensitive?” Mia said.
Charlie’s blush deepened and he felt it creep over his throat, down across his chest. He shifted, squirming, wiggling his hips, coy and timid but… he was enjoying the way Mia was making him feel, that fluttering shame, that hot excitement. He nodded.
“I can’t hear you.” Mia said.
Charlie swallowed, took a deep breath, tried to calm himself but failed.
“I… yes. It feels nice.” He said.
“What feels nice?” Mia asked.
She was really going to make him say it? Why was this exciting him? His cute little dick throbbed, aching, belly fluttering. Why was her power over him exciting him?
He had to delay though, to give himself a chance to calm down. He could feel his cock, throbbing, hard, and he knew if he stripped out of his jeans, stripped down to just his panties and pantyhose, then Mia would see just how excited he was, would know just what a nasty little pervert he was.
“I… it feels nice to be smooth, and soft, and sensitive.” Charlie said.
Mia smiled, clearly pleased with him. Charlie felt his cock grow harder, yet his shame and fear only made the situation worse, only turned him on more.
“Good. Now, continue. I want to see you in those pretty pink panties and those pantyhose. I want to make sure you’ve been a good girl.”
Good girl? Was Mia calling him a… Charlie tried to push the thought out of his head. The words confused him. He should have been insulted, or humiliated, instead, they left him giddy and fluttery and made him smile. Was he a pervert or… what was wrong with him?
He could not refuse though. And worse, he wanted to obey. The reward Mia had suggested, parting her thighs, flashing her panties, it tempted him. What was it she was offering him? Was it worth the humiliation and shame of exposing his arousal while wearing panties and pantyhose? And if he refused… he had to obey, for Robert, for their plans.
Charlie sighed, closed his eyes, and reached to the waist of his jeans, unbuttoning them, slipping them down, wiggling to ease them over his thighs and hips, his movements subtly altered, encouraged by Mia’s words, trying his best to tease, to be alluring.
The jeans slipped down easily, the sheer, silky material of his pantyhose offering little friction, and the brush of denim against his smooth legs through the silky fabric felt almost like a caress, making his cock throb harder, his exposure making his cute little dick harder.
“Oh I like that. That little shimmy was very cute. You’re a fast learner. That’s good. And you obeyed, which is even better. Now, open your eyes while I look at you. It’s not fun if you hide away from me.” Mia said.
Charlie took a deep breath and did as he was told. He opened his eyes and looked up at Mia. She was watching him closely, intently. He felt his heart racing. The way she looked at him, seeing him smooth, in her panties and pantyhose, it made him hot, shame, humiliation, arousal.
“Now, let’s get a good look at you.” Mia said.
She rose slowly to her feet and crossed the floor towards Charlie. She was grinning, and the way she moved, with grace, poise, power, made Charlie feel weak and pretty. In her heels, she was taller than him, and she stood in front of him and looked down, smirking.
Charlie had known Mia for years, but he had never seen her like this, never seen her in this way. He as always known she was beautiful, hot even, but now, here, like this, she was stunning.
It was as though for the first time he was realising that they were both adults, they were both flesh and blood and hormones, and here he was, smooth, dressed in her panties and pantyhose while she inspected him, and it was turning him on. Mia was turning him on. Her body, her clothes, the way she stood and moved, the way she looked at him, the power in her posture, the menace and mischief in her eyes, the affection in her smile.
He wanted to touch her, feel her, smell her. He wanted to feel how soft she was, the curves of her body. He wanted her to touch him, feel him, caress him. He wanted her to feel how soft and smooth and sensitive he was.
“You did a good job for a first time.” Mia said, finally breaking the silence. “You managed to get pretty much every hair, though you missed a few, here…”
Mia reached out and gripped a hair on Charlie’s arm between her thumb and finger and pulled, yanking the hair out by the root. The gesture stung, making Charlie gasp, making his cute little panty clad dick throb.
She moved around him, inspecting him, every inch of him, close, her breath caressing his skin. He could smell the scent of her perfume and her shampoo, the musk of her body, her sweat.
“… and here…”
Mia repeated the gesture again with a hair near his nipple, the pain worse this time.
“… and here…”
Mia moved around Charlie, gripping each hair he had missed, pulling it out, hairs on his chest, belly, legs, arms, butt, thin wispy strands that were almost invisible but that poked out through the sheer fabric of his pantyhose. Each time it stung, his body growing hot, sensitive, so that the pain became worse, a sting that was more than physical, but mental and emotional as well, the pain and shame only fuelling his arousal and need in a potent, addictive cocktail.
“… and here.” Mia said, plucking one last hair from the flesh on Charlie’s inner thigh, high up, peeking just barely out of the hem of his panties.
He was burning, trembling, shivering. Mia looked into his eyes and she smiled.
“I suppose that’s not too bad for a first attempt. The first time is always the worst. There’s so much hair it’s hard to get all of it, but maintaining it is easier, so every other day I want you to shave so you remain smooth and soft. It's important to maintain a proper feminine appearance if you’re to learn how to be a good prom date and look good in your dress. Plus, I know you’ll enjoy being smooth and soft and sensitive, and don’t worry, I will provide you with everything you need.”
Charlie blushed. He had to stay like this, smooth, until prom? He felt a flutter of giddy joy in his belly, glad, but… why? Why did he so like being smooth, soft, pretty?
“However…” Mia added. “… as impressed as I am with your softness, and as happy as I am that you obeyed me, we have a few… little problems.”
Charlie froze. The tone of her voice, the way she was smirking at him. Mia had noticed.
Mia smiled, reached out and traced her fingers over Charlie's chest, her fingertips circling each nipple, gently, caressing. Charlie shuddered, his eyes held by her gaze, her smile, her beauty.
Her fingers traced down, over his belly, slowly, Charlie’s cock throbbing, hard in his panties and pantyhose. Mia looked down at him, her eyes almost glittering, and Charlie was held in her power, eager to obey, aching for the reward she had promised, terrified of her punishment.
She was going to make him into his best friend’s prom date. He was going to stay smooth, soft, feminine, there would be a dress. All of it scared him but… excited him at the same time.
Her hand crept lower, fingers grazing over skin, making Charlie shudder. They crept over the hem of his pantyhose, over the hem of his panties, and down, Mia’s fingertips just barely grazing over the hardness of his cute little dick.
“Don’t think I didn’t notice this, you little pervert. As small as it is there was no way I could help but see it. Getting hard from wearing my panties and pantyhose? Getting turned on by being smooth? Becoming aroused from stripping in front of me? Is the idea of being a pretty prom princess exciting you? Dirty, nasty, filthy, slut.”
As Mia said the last word she squeezed Charlie's cock, gently, making him gasp, a jolt of pleasure that was almost enough to make him cum. He couldn’t though. That would be even worse than…
“And don’t think I didn’t notice those stains. I know what those are. I know what you’ve been doing…” Mia spoke slowly, softly, staring into Charlie’s eyes, daring him to try to deny her accusation.
Charlie could not though. He was in her power now, utterly, and… it felt good. He wanted more.
“You’ve been playing with yourself, haven’t you? You’ve been getting excited by being smooth, pretty, wearing my panties and pantyhose. You got hard at being so soft and cute and sexy and you couldn’t resist touching yourself, could you? You played with your cute little cock and you made a sticky mess in my panties, didn’t you?” Mia said.
Charlie’s blush deepened and he looked down at his feet, ashamed, humiliated, but aroused. What was wrong with him?
“Luckily for you though, I have just the solution to both your problems.” Mia said. “And it’ll definitely help you slip into a more… feminine mindset.”
What did she mean by feminine mindset? Charlie shivered as her hand again squeezed his cock, teasing him. He could barely breathe. She was so hot, and she was touching his cock through the cloth of his panties and pantyhose, her panties and pantyhose.
“But first… we need to fix this.” Mia said.
As she squeezed again, she began to stroke, and without thinking Charlie thrust his hips, working his cute little dick into her grasp. He moaned, the pleasure intense, erasing thought and reason. His whole body pulsed hot with desire and need and lust, the pleasure bright, overwhelming, and addictive.




Nine
“Such a good girl.” Mia whispered.
Charlie could barely breathe, barely believe what was happening. The words sank deep into his mind, into his subconscious, branding him. He was a good girl, and that felt right.
Mia’s hand worked up and down his cute little dick, squeezing his hardness through the thin, silky, sheer cloth of his pantyhose and panties. His body was so smooth now, soft and sensitive and pretty. He felt almost dizzy, so many emotions and thoughts, unable to truly accept what was happening, what Mia was doing, how he felt. The sensations of her hands, stroking him, the way the pantyhose felt on his smooth legs, tight, tingling as he shifted, squirming, thrusting into Mia’s grip, it was all too much. His heart raced, thundering, and he felt almost as though the room were spinning.
“Fuck… I… that feels…” Charlie could barely string a sentence together.
Mia grinned, her hand moving deftly, and she leaned in close, placed a single kiss on Charlie’s cheek. She smelled sweet, of blossoms and musk, and as she pressed her body into his, Charlie could feel the curves of her figure, the soft warmth of her tits, the fullness of her thighs, and it was almost enough to make him cum except…
“You’re such a pretty little thing, aren’t you?” Mia asked.
Her hand had stopped moving, her fingers just barely grazing the cloth-covered bulge of Charlie’s cock. His cock twitched, aching, so hard it hurt, and he felt the peak of his climax subside.
He thrust his hips, desperate for more, desperate to be a good girl, but Mia only teased him, denied him. Her smile taunted him, and he was powerless in her presence, her free hand rising up to stroke his neck, over his shoulder, fingers tracing so gently that it almost tickled.
“I asked you a question, Charlie. You’re a pretty little thing, aren’t you?” Mia said.
Charlie understood. She wanted him to answer her. She was going to withhold her touch until he answered her, until he gave her the answer she wanted, and he knew just what answer she wanted. His head spun, and he swallowed the lump in his throat.
“I am… I am a pretty little thing.” He whispered.
His head spun. It felt good to say it, to give voice to the words, to the thoughts, to the emotions that had been lying coiled within him since last night, since he had seen himself in the mirror, shaved, smooth, in panties and pantyhose. It felt good to confess the truth in front of someone else. He was a pretty little thing.
Mia squeezed his cock, stroking, gifting him pleasure for behaving like a good girl. Charlie moaned, and pleasure radiated out from his cock, more intense than anything he had felt before, his arousal mixing with the pulse of brilliant new emotions.
“You are such a pretty little slut, aren’t you?” Mia asked.
Charlie nodded. His head was spinning, dizzy, breathless. He paused, frozen, was he really a… a… a pretty little slut.
Mia shifted her hands, the one on his panty clad cock stilling, squeezing, an agony of denial and frustration, while the one on his black teased down, along his spine fingers so light it almost tickled. She stroked, and her hand slipped over the waist of his pantyhose, panties, slipped down to his ass, cupping one cheek through the delicate, feminine cloth, squeezing, hard, harder, making Charlie gasp from the pain.
“Answer me.” Mia whispered.
Charlie took a deep breath, nodded. He knew what answer Mia wanted, but he knew it was also the answer he wanted to give, the answer he wanted to give her. He wanted to please her, to have her reward him for being a good girl, but there was also a part of him, small, timid, but growing bolder, stronger, that wanted to be a pretty slut, that wanted to be sexy, cute, feminine, that wanted to be a brazen slut in a prom gown.
“I… I am a pretty little slut.” Charlie whispered, voice soft, almost… girly.
Saying it, admitting it, felt liberating and thrilling in a way that was new and hot. Charlie wanted to be a pretty little slut, wanted to be pretty, cute, wanted to be sexy, but, mostly, he wanted, needed, to cum.
Mia smiled, pleased with him, and she stroked a little faster, her hand on this panty clad dick caressing him through the fabric. Charlie’s cock throbbed, oozing precum, the fabric damp. He pressed his hips on instinct, trying to fuck his best friend’s older sister’s hand, Mia’s hand.
He stared at her, unable to fully believe what was happening. She was so hot, so sexy, and she was touching his cock through the fabric of her panties, panties she had made him wear. He was smooth, soft, sensitive, dressed in her underwear while she touched him, teased him, and why?
Why was she doing this?
His head fumbled, confused. There had to be more to it than just… just… it was too difficult to think, his blood rushing to his cock, his emotions jumbled, pleasure, joy, uncertainty.
Mia’s hand on his ass relaxed, and shifted, teasing, caressing Charlie's pert, round ass. Her fingers crept in, towards his crack, and pressing into the cloth of the pantyhose, the panties, pressed in towards his tight, virgin hole until the tip of one finger just barely caressed his sensitive entrance.
“You want to be a pretty little slut don’t you?” Mia asked.
Charlie understood the rules now. If he wanted more pleasure he had to answer with the truth, had to tell Mia what she wanted to hear, what he wanted to say.
“I… yes. Please.” Charlie whispered. “I want to be a pretty slut. I want to be a pretty slut for you.”
Mia giggled, the sound soft, teasing, making Charlie squirm. He stared into her eyes, saw her playfulness, her kindness, her mischief, her affection for him, all things he recognised, but he saw more too, a sternness, a cruelty, a threat, and a promise of so much more to come.
Her hand caressed his cock as Charlie thrust his hips, stroking, bringing him closer to the brink, to release. Her hand on his ass pressed on, the tip of her finger at his entrance circling, teasing, shivers of novel pleasure running up his spine, a sudden craving and hunger that was new, that he did not fully understand, and his body moved on its own to chase these bright, novel sensations.
Charlie pressed back, pressing his ass into Mia’s hand, feeling her finger, pressing through the silky, soft cloth of the panties and pantyhose, easing into his tight, virgin hole, and it… it felt amazing.
“Fuck…” Charlie breathed, gasping.
Mia smiled, reading his expression, his tone, the movements of his body.
“Does my good girl like having her hole played with? Does it feel good?” She asked.
Charlie paused. Was he really ready to admit… he nodded, not wanting her to stop. He wanted more, wanted to feel more of her finger in his ass, wanted to cum as she stroked his panty-clad dick, dressed in her pantyhose, legs and body smooth, sensitive.
“Please… don’t stop.” Charlie said.
“Then you’re ready to fully submit to me?” Mia asked.
Charlie nodded. He would do anything, he just wanted more of this pleasure, wanted to cum, wanted Mia to make him cum.
“Yes, please…”
“Mistress.” Mia said. “Yes please, Mistress.”
Charlie felt a shiver run up his spine at her words, her tone. She wanted him to call her…
“Yes please Mistress.” Charlie said.
Mia smiled, rewarded Charlie by stroking his cock faster, pressing her finger in just a little deeper, wiggling it. His hole stretched, opening, the nerves around his tight, virgin entrance alive with bolts of bliss, his whole body hot and aching.
His cock throbbed, drooling precum, and Mia seemed to know just how to tease him, touch him, caress him to bring him close to his release, and just when to withdraw, to deny him, letting him fall back from that peak, her hand on his cock lifting just enough to let him calm and settle before continuing. It was agony, torture, delight.
“You are going to make such a pretty, slutty prom queen aren’t you Charlie?” Mia asked.
Charlie nodded. Prom Queen? Could he really be? His head was filled with images of pretty dresses, gowns, heels, make-up, hair, underwear, the image of a tiara, a glittering crown. Could he really be… and why did he suddenly ache for it, yearn for it in a way that almost hurt.
“Yes.” Charlie said. “Yes Mistress. I… I’m going to be a pretty, slutty prom queen.”
Mia smiled, rewarding his answer, bringing him closer again, teasing his panty clad cock, his tight hole, making him squirm, soft, smooth, sensitive. He could no longer think, no longer resist. He was hers to command.
“No one will be able to even recognise you. I’m going to make you so pretty, so beautiful. You’re going to make such a stunning young woman. You’re going to turn heads when you enter that room, and people are going to notice you, see you, see the real you, aren’t they? They’re going to see you as the beautiful, sexy, slutty girl you really are.”
Charlie nodded. He wanted it, wanted all of it. He wanted people to see him, in a pretty prom gown, to think him pretty, beautiful, sexy. He wanted Robert to see him, his date, to think him stunning.
The teasing, the underwear, feeling smooth and soft and sensitive, having his cock and ass played with, it was all too much. It had lowered his resistance, his defences, and the truth was rising up to greet him, enveloping him. The truth had grabbed hold of him and it was going to drag him kicking and screaming into the sun and then… then it was going to set him free. He was…
“I’m going to be such a pretty, sexy, slutty prom queen.” Charlie said.
“Tell me what you want.” Mia said. “Confess to your Mistress.”
Charlie took a deep breath, the pleasure building as Mia teased him, edged him, bringing him higher and higher. His walls collapsed, and he felt the truth rising, eager to be spoken.
“I want to… I want to be pretty.” Charlie said, confessing.
Mia stroked, faster, her finger teasing his hole.
“I want to be sexy, to be beautiful. I want to be a pretty girl in a dress, a glamorous prom gown. I want sexy underwear, heels, and dazzling make-up.” Charlie said.
He spoke the words because he knew Mia wanted to hear them, but, more than that, he wanted to say them. They were his truth, and he finally understood it. He wanted to be pretty.
“Good girl.” Mia said.
She stroked, teasing, and Charlie felt his release rising, the peak, her hands on his panty clad cock, finger just barely inside his tight, virgin hole. He was so close…
Mia did not stop, kept stroking as Charlie neared his peak. She leaned in close, bringing him to the very brink of release.
“Good girl…” She repeated.
Charlie came. He came hard as Mia spoke those words to him, branding them into his mind, his soul. He was a good girl, and he was cumming into his panties as Mia teased his cock and ass.
Charlie thrust, working his cock and hole between Mia’s hands, and he could not get enough of the twin sensations. Nothing had ever felt his good, and his cock pumped jet after jet of thick, sticky, creamy cum into his panties, Mia’s panties.
Charlie's head spun, his heart pounding. He was breathing hard, cheeks flush, his whole body alive, sensitive, buzzing. He had… he could barely believe what he had said, done, what was going to be done to him.
“Such a filthy girl. Making such a sticky mess in your panties, and all over my hand too. Now, be a good girl and clean it all up.”
Mia pulled her hands away, leaving Charlie suddenly bereft of sensation as his climax subsided. He could already feel the sticky pool of cum cooling in his panties. She lifted one hand to his face, palm up, her hand slippery with the mess of cum that had oozed through the cloth of his panties and pantyhose. Did she really mean for him to…
Charlie leaned forward before he could think, reacting on instinct, the desire to please, the desire to be a good girl, a pretty slut. He licked the mess off Mia’s palm, tongue lapping, the taste tangy, salty, but not unpleasant. Charlie cleaned Mia’s palm of the sticky mess he’d made, then swallowed, his blush deepening as he saw Mia watching him, smiling.
“Very good. Now, let’s make sure we fix that little problem of yours more permanently. We don’t want silly little erections distracting you or ruining the way your new clothes fit, do we?” Mia said.
Charlie was still giddy, head fuzzy. He nodded, not fully understanding what Mia meant.
Mia shifted as Charlie stood still, stepped to the side and opened a drawer, pulled out a tiny metallic object and a cute heart-shaped padlock. She stepped back in front of Charlie, grinning.
“Panties down, cock out.” Mia said.
Her tone made it clear she did not want to be disobeyed. Charlie baulked but dared not refuse. He reached up to the waistband of his panties, then, slowly, hands shaking, slipped them down. Mia glanced down, smirked.
“Perfect. Now, this might pinch a little, but I’m sure you’ll get used to it soon enough, and I’m sure it’ll help to really ease you into that pretty, slutty, feminine mindset.” Mia said.
Before Charlie could react Mia stepped forward. She reached out and grasped his dick and his balls firmly, almost threateningly, and then he felt the cold pinch of the metal device being fitted over and around his cock, almost but not quite painful, squashing his dick down.
There was a sharp metallic click, the padlock closing, then Mia stepped back. Charlie looked down and froze. He was…
“There, much prettier. Now you’ll be focussed on becoming the prettiest, sluttiest girl you can be, and no more distracting little hard-ons.” Mia said, her tone pleased and amused.
Charlie was caged. His cock, his dick, caged, locked in a tiny metallic prison that was squashing him almost flat, that would prevent him from getting hard, that would prevent him from cumming. Just the sight of it, the feeling of powerlessness, made his dick throb, but instead of swelling, there was just a dull ache as the cage restrained him.
“What do you say?” Mia asked.
Charlie knew what she wanted. He swallowed the lump in his throat, looked up, looked at his Mistress.
“I… thank you… Mistress.” He whispered.
“Now, I think it's finally time we began the first of your lessons. What do you say, Charlotte?”
Charlie… Charlotte blinked. Charlotte. He was… she blushed, a rush of emotions. If she was to be a pretty girl, maybe even prom queen, she needed a pretty name too, right?
“Yes please Mistress. I… please teach me.” Charlotte said.
Mia grinned.
“Such a good girl.” She said. “Now, onto our first lesson…”
To Be Continued...
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Best Friends
The Lipstick
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Eddie is home alone, and bored. His favourite hobbies no longer interest him, and something just feels missing. Surely there was something he could find to amuse himself, but… what?
Wandering past his older sister’s bedroom he decides to explore her forbidden domain of femininity—he’d been banned from her room for years, and it had always held a certain mystique for him, she was away at college now, she wouldn’t know, so he was free to explore. Entering, it all seems oddly ordinary, despite being obviously girly, but something in the corner catches his eye.
On her dressing table, left behind when she went off to college, her old make-up, and amongst it her lipsticks. Eddie had always been fascinated by her make-up, by how beautiful it made her, how glamorous, and now… now seemed like the perfect opportunity to indulge his curiosity.
It doesn’t take long, but still, Eddie is stunned by the result. With just a little lipstick he looks, and feels, so much prettier. The only problem is that he likes how he looks so much he almost wants to show off.
On a whim, Eddie decides to take a selfie. He looks good, and he ends up enjoying it so much he takes a multitude of photos. Looking them over he realises if he were to crop them just so he'd be barely recognisable. Could he…
Feeling bold, Eddie sends a photo of a ‘girl he’d been talking to online’ to his best friend, Adam. If he realises it’s Eddie, Eddie can just play it off as a prank, if he doesn’t though… just the thought makes Eddie feel warm and joyful.
That photo though sets off a chain of events that leads Eddie, and Adam, to some very hot discoveries...




Shipwrecked: Feminization Island
Part One of a BRAND NEW Series
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Brian, Rick and George, three best friends, are enjoying a well earned holiday after finally graduating from college, one last hurrah before settling into the dreary routines of adult life, but things do not go as planned. While out enjoying the sun and the sea on a paddleboat they encounter a sudden, mysterious, powerful storm, and they are dragged out to sea.
The boys make it through the storm only to find themselves exhausted, and stranded on an uninhabited island. Together the best friends set off in search of shelter, water, food, only to find something that surpasses all hope and expectation.
The island turns out not to be uninhabited but is instead home to a group of young women, all cared for by a mysterious, regal woman called Cyea. Cyea welcomes the boys into her home and offers them food and drink, only her generosity is not all it seems.
Cyea ensnares the three friends in a trap well laid. She has plans for them, plans that will lead them to discover much about themselves, and each other. Slowly the three best friends come to realise that Cyea’s plans for them are more impossible than they could have ever have imagined, their very minds and bodies changing to better suit her pleasure, and, terrifyingly, they each find themselves drawn to her, enthralled by her power and her beauty.
Feminized, seduced, made to submit, the three friends begin to lose themselves to the pleasure and the joy that Cyea offers them. Realizing the true scope of their Mistress’ power they come to wonder… if do not escape soon, just what fate awaits them?






Best Friends
Just The Tip
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Adam is worried about James, his best friend and room-mate since college. While Adam has been struggling to find his feet after graduating, working dead-end service jobs just to pay the bills, James has been… doing nothing.
Though James has been paying his half of the rent, and his half of the bills, Adam can’t help but fret over his best friend. He isn’t working, so must be getting into serious debt, and he rarely goes out anymore, instead choosing to stay at home all day and do… well, Adam isn’t quite sure what James does.
Deciding they both need cheering up, Adam sets about planning a party, gathering all their friends together for a night of fun. His plan works, and James seems to be enjoying himself, and the pair reminisce over old memories, recalling the time they both dressed up in sexy girly outfits for Halloween, ‘as a joke’, but when a mutual friend causes accidental damage to their rented flat, the pair are left with a hefty repair bill.
Adam knows he can’t pay it on his meagre salary, but James has a plan, and a secret…
When James confesses his secret to his best friend, telling Adam how he’s been earning money to pay the bills Adam is shocked, but intrigued. James has been wearing sexy, feminine underwear, posting pictures and videos online, and people have been paying him good money just to see him all dressed up. James is certain he can earn enough for the repairs, but he’ll need to post something new, exciting, and daring, and he’ll need help, Adam’s help…
Can Adam really say no, now he’s realised just how hot his best friend is? What does it mean for the future of their friendship, their relationship? Why is he so drawn to James, and to the exotic, feminine outfits he wears?
And does it really count if it's just the tip… ?




The Femboy Next Door
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Arriving home for the summer after finishing college Adam is looking forward to one last chance to reconnect with the place where he grew up before beginning his new life as a young adult. Full of hope for the future, he cannot wait to see again the places and the people he left behind, the places and the people he’s missed.
First among them is of course Rose, the girl next door, Adam’s best friend, his first crush, and of course her younger brother Dale. The three had grown up together, gone on vacations together, and Dale had almost been like the younger brother Adam never had, annoying at times, pestering, sometimes even irritating, but Adam had missed him. When Adam meets Rose he sees that she has changed, just as he has changed, and he realises his feelings for her aren’t the same.
When he sees Dale for the first time in years he sees that he too has changed. The young, shy boy in baggy sweatshirts and jeans, awkward and sullen and introverted, is gone, replaced with a confident, smiling young man, dressed in hot-pants, long socks, a tiny t-shirt, and roller-skates.
Dale launches himself at Adam, eager for a hug. He’s missed him too, and he’s eager to catch up. The two spend more time together, and Adam soon sees just how happy Dale is, how comfortable he is just being himself, a pretty, cute, sexy femboy… and soon he’s forced to confront his own feelings and his own identity as he finds himself beguiled by the dazzling femboy next door.
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