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Becoming the Prom Queen
Book Two
“Ready?” Mia asked.
Charlie wasn’t ready, but he nodded anyway. Charlie stepped forward, and as his heels clicked the reality of the situation began to sink in.
He was going to prom as his best friend’s prom-date, was going to prom in a gown, he was going to prom as a girl...
Charlie and Robert have been best friends since almost the day they met, but things are beginning to change. 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.
It was a night the pair were intending to skip, but Mia, Robert’s stepsister, has other plans. She’s insisting the pair go together, and to make matters worse, she’s decided that to ensure they get the full experience they’ll need dates. Only… with days to go until prom how are they meant to find dates?
Mia’s solution is easy. They will go as each other’s dates, Robert wearing a suit, hiring a car, while Charlie… Charlie gets to wear the gown. And so begins Charlie’s slow journey of feminization, with Mia teaching him how to be a good girl, how to be a beautiful date for prom.
With so much to learn and so little time left before prom, rejoin Charlie in book two of BECOMING THE PROM QUEEN as Mia continues his crash course in femininity. But as Charlie learns more about being cute,  and even more about himself, he’s left wondering… just what will Robert think of this new side of his best friend and, more importantly, how will they manage their first dance?




One
“Ready?” Mia asked.
Charlie stood, frozen, petrified and anxious and excited. He wasn’t ready, would never be ready, but he also knew that the question was strictly rhetorical.
Whether he was ready or not, it did not matter. There was only one answer acceptable, and he knew Mia expected him to provide it. Nervous, almost shaking, pale, Charlie nodded.
“Ready.” He said.
Mia smiled.
“Good girl.” She said. “Now, let’s begin.”
Charlie stepped forwards. As his heels clicked the reality of the situation began to sink in. He was going to be his best friend’s prom date, was going to attend his prom in a gown, as a girl.
This wasn’t his idea, wasn’t what he wanted to be doing, but it wasn’t like he had a choice. Charlie and Robert had been planning on skipping prom, had been planning on staying home and playing games on the computer, eating pizza, and just spending the night together, alone. It seemed like a perfect idea to him, and to Robert, but Mia, Robert’s stepsister, had other ideas.
Prom was a once-in-a-lifetime event, she had said, and she had insisted they go. When they had resisted she had shown them just how persuasive she could be.
Mia gave the best friends a choice. Either go to prom, or she would tell their parents about the time they set fire to the kitchen and caused thousands of dollars in damage. The threat had made them compliant despite their reservations.
Charlie and Robert had plans to go off to college together, were excited to embark on the next chapter of their adult lives together, and the thought of that being ruined by a dumb childhood mistake they’d made years and years ago was almost painful. And so, when Mia had made clear her plan, to have one of the boys go as the other’s date, they had acquiesced, and Charlie had been picked to be Robert’s prom date.
The date part wasn’t so bad. Two best friends going to prom together might even be fun, even if they’d both just rather hang out together away from the noisy, busy party, but Mia had insisted they get the full prom experience. There was going to be a fancy car, flowers, a suit, and a gown. And Charlie was going to be wearing the gown, as Robert’s date.
Charlie knew Robert would be there to support him no matter what. The two were close, almost like brothers, connected in a way that was beyond words, their bond deep and unbreakable, but the thought of having to go to prom where his entire school would see him, all his other friends, the girls he’d spent countless hours of class with, his teachers, terrified him. What would they say or do when they worked out that Robert’s date was Charlie?
Just imagining it all horrified him, a sense of dread at the idea of being laughed at, mocked, taunted, which was why he was going to do his best in Mia’s lessons. He had no choice but to do as she wanted, to go to prom as Robert’s date, so to make the best of a bad situation he would try his hardest to learn everything she was going to teach him.
Though this was technically his first lesson, Mia had made sure Charlie was prepared. She had sent him home the night before with homework, had instructed him to shave his entire body smooth, and to wear panties and pantyhose to bed and then to school, to help him slip into a more girly mindset, to experience how girls felt. Charlie had been too scared to disobey, despite the unease he felt at her demands, and so he had done just as Mia had told him.
He had made his body smooth, and he had slipped on the panties. And he had been amazed at how good it had felt.
Being smooth, wearing panties, had awoken something in him. Seeing himself in the mirror he had been stunned by how cute and pretty he looked, how feminine. Posing, moving, being soft and sexy, it had turned him on like nothing before, filling him with a bright joy that was overwhelming, and so he’d been unable to avoid the temptation of touching himself, of cumming, filling the panties he was wearing with his spunk.
After everything he’d been through, after all the emotions and the labour of making himself smooth, after his climax, Charlie had fallen quickly into a heavy sleep, and he’d woken late the following day so that he’d had to rush to school without the chance to clean his pretty, girly, feminine underwear, and so he was forced to spend the day smooth, in panties and pantyhose, with his panties encrusted with his dried cum, a constant reminder of his shame. But when Mia arrived to pick the two friends up from school it had only gotten worse for Charlie.
With no time to clean up and hide the evidence of his pleasure, Mia had driven the boys home and had taken Charlie off for his first lesson on how to be a good prom date. Charlie, dreading it, had been told to strip so that Mia could inspect him, check that he had done his homework.
Charlie had done as he had been told, knowing that he could not refuse, that he was powerless to resist, but also finding an odd thrill in obeying, and he had removed all but his panties and pantyhose, hoping that Mia would not notice the stain in his girly pink underwear.
His hope had been dashed though when Mia made it clear she had noticed, and she had told him just what she thought of him. He was a pervert, and she had noticed the crusted strain of spunk Charlie had been forced to endure for the whole day, and, even worse, she had noticed just how hard he was, clearly enjoying stripping, wearing panties and pantyhose, being smooth, obeying his best friend’s stepsister.
Humiliated, Charlie had been forced to listen as Mia had mocked and chided him, and he had been made to stand still while she had set about fixing his little problem, the issue of his hard cock ruining the shape of his panties and any pretty clothes he’d need to wear when he got excited,
more permanently.
First, though, she needed to fix the immediate problem—Charlie’s hard-on.
The immediate solution was simple. Mia made Charlie cum, teasing him through his panties with her hand, making him lick the mess he made off her palm.
The more permanent solution was equally simple, but less pleasant. Mia fitted Charlie with a cage, a tiny metal device that locked his cock away and made it small and flat, permanently. There was now no way for him to get hard, or touch himself and make a mess in his panties. His dick was rendered useless… and then she had set about getting him ready for their first lesson.
It had taken them almost an hour to get Charlie ready for his first lesson with
Mia, the first lesson to get him ready for prom, get him ready to be his best friend’s prom date, and Charlie had been left breathless and exhilarated by the whole ordeal. He had never realised being a girl was so complicated, and so exciting.
Mia had started with clothes, explaining that in order to learn to be feminine, to move and pose and act like a girl at prom, Charlie needed to get used to the way girls’ clothes felt and moved. This made sense to Charlie and seemed only a small step further than the panties and pantyhose he was already wearing, but when he was shown the outfit Mia had in mind he baulked.
“I bought this especially for you, to help you in your training.” Mia said, lifting up the dress to show Charlie. “It’s simpler than the kind of prom gown I have in mind for you, but we’ll be picking that together since it's only fair you get a say since it is your special day. This should still give you an idea of what it will feel like though.”
Charlie blinked, stunned, wide-eyed, unable to speak. He was expected to wear… that? And the prom gown was going to be even worse?
The dress was patterned, white with small pink and red flowers, the material delicate, flowy, a light cotton that shifted easily as Mia waved it in front of Charlie. It was short, with string shoulder straps, no sleeves, low cut on the chest. It looked so small and pretty and… sexy. There was no way he could wear anything like that. He’d look foolish and stupid and ugly… wouldn’t he?
“And of course, you’ll need this, and these.” Mia said.
As she spoke she lifted up a pink bralette, which matched the panties he was wearing, and a pair of cute red heels. Charlie felt his heart sink and leap at the same time.
“I… I…”
“No complaining. You need to get ready for prom, and we don’t have long, so this is going to be an intense crash course on how to be a girl, understand?” Mia said.
He knew he could not refuse her. He knew that he had no choice but to obey, do as she told him, but still, it terrified him, for more reasons than he could easily explain. Worse, there was part of him that was excited. It felt so good to be smooth, to wear panties and pantyhose, and he’d been so hot and squirmy all day, feeling naughty and pretty, that he could not deny how curious he was about how it would feel to go further, deeper.
“Okay.” Charlie said.
Mia smiled, and she stepped forward to help him dress. His cock throbbed, despite having cum only recently, but there was now only a dull ache, the cage, locked on, keeping his dick small and flat, useless.
Mia showed Charlie how to slip the bralette on, how to adjust the cloth and the small amount of padding to give his chest just enough lift to hint at cute little breasts, then showed him how to slip the dress on. It was so small and tiny and cute that Charlie was sure it would never fit. He was a boy, and this was a cute dress for a slim, pretty girl, it was never going to fit. Except… it did.
The dress slipped over Charlie's head, his arms lifted, slipping down over his shoulders and chest, snug but not tight. Mia showed him how to make sure the straps fell in the right place, and explained how to adjust the dress to make sure it sat properly to look its best. It felt like a hug, soft and caressing, tight in all the right places, around his waist and chest, but flowing around his hips and butt and thighs.
“Finally, you need to zip up the back.” Mia said
The zip. That would be the snagging point Charlie was sure, yet, as Mia made him do his own zip up, telling him he needed to learn to dress himself, he felt it close, easily, smoothly, the soft cotton enclosing him, shaping his waist and squeezing just tight enough around his chest, the padding of his bralette. It felt… good, and without thinking Charlie wiggled his hips and butt, delighting in how the skirt shifted, flowing, teasing over his pantyhose-clad thighs. He was wearing a pretty dress and he liked it.
“Cute!” Mia said.
Charlie blushed. He stood out of sight of the mirror but even looking down at himself he couldn’t help but admire how he looked, how it felt. The dress fit. He looked slim and cute. Maybe… maybe he wouldn’t look ugly. That grain of hope lit a bright spark of joy in his belly that fluttered, a delicate flame gusted by fierce winds of anxiety and fear. He could not help but tend that flame though, sheltering it, feeling it grow, its light and heat a welcome balm he had not known he had needed before.
“Now, heels next, then hair and make-up.” Mia said.
Heels Charlie had been expecting, but hair, and make-up. He went pale. Mia only smiled.
“You can’t go to prom as just yourself in a dress, can you? You want to look the part, don’t you? I mean, it should be fun. All the dressing up, getting ready, being pretty, it’s meant to be fun, and you want to look good for Robert, don’t you, want to impress people, want them to think you’re cute. Don’t you?” Mia said, grinning.
Charlie’s head was spinning, her words dazzling him. He… he didn’t want people to recognise him if he was going to be going to prom in a dress, a gown, so make-up and hair would help with that, surely. And… part of him did want people to think him cute, but an even bigger part of him wanted to be pretty for Robert, his best friend, wanted Robert to think him pretty. Why?
Charlie nodded, and that was all the agreement Mia needed. She knelt and got Charlie to lift his feet, slipping each one into a heel, buckling them up tight around his ankle, telling him this was the only time she’d be helping him with his shoes.
As Mia stood up Charlie tested his balance, finding the heels more comfortable than he’d assumed they’d be. They made him stand in a way that made his legs seem longer, fuller, his butt sticking out, his back straight, making his chest seem fuller. With the dress on he looked, and felt… undeniably pretty, like… like a cute girl, and he couldn’t help but smile.
“Wonderful, which means…
make-up and hair. I’m so excited to see how you look! This is going to be so much fun.” Mia said.
She reached out and grabbed Charlie’s hand and practically dragged him towards her dressing table, the surface arrayed with make-up and brushes. He tottered in his heels, not quite having the knack of walking in them, almost falling several times, and was glad when Mia finally sat him on a stool, facing away from the mirrors, looking up at her. He stared into her beautiful eyes and she looked over his face and fussed his hair.
“You have such a pretty face.” She said.
Charlie blushed. He knew he should have chafed at her words, should have wanted words like dashing, or handsome, but he found he actually liked being called pretty.
“I think we’ll be able to work wonders, and luckily you already have a lovely complexion, so you won’t need to change too much in your skincare routine. So, while I start, why don’t you tell me what your current routine is so I can give you pointers.”
Mia reached over Charlie’s shoulder to grab something off her table. Charlie felt her body press against him, the musk of her perfume and the sweetness of her shampoo, the softness of her breasts
“I… I don’t have a skincare routine. I just… I wash with soap and brush my teeth, that’s all.”
As Mia straightened, a set of brushes in one hand, a palette of bright-coloured powders in the other, she gasped, looking down at Charlie in shock.
“You…” Mia stammered, not sure quite how to react to such a shocking confession. “Well, we’ll definitely be changing that, and I suppose that’ll make things easier. No bad habits to undo. Plus, with how pretty you are without a routine I’m sure in just a few days you’ll be looking even prettier.”
Charlie’s blush deepened. He squirmed in his seat.
“Once we’re done with today’s lesson I’ll go over basic skin care with you. You do as I tell you and you’ll be looking radiant within just a few days, and that’s a promise.”
Radiant? Why did that word cause the fluttering flame of joy in Charlie’s belly to swell, growing brighter and hotter? Charlie smiled, nervous, timid.
“Now, let’s get started. I want you to listen and pay attention to what I do and say, because next time you’re going to be doing your own make-up, understand?” Mia said.
Charlie nodded, slowly. He understood, even if the thought left him giddy.




Two
Mia worked quickly and efficiently, brushes caressing Charlie’s face, powders on his eyes, cheeks, nose, brushes teasing over his lashes, outlining his eyes, wet gloss applied to his lips. He could not see any of what Mia was doing, but he could feel it, and she took great pains to explain everything in detail—the techniques she used, how and why she picked the colours, how to match shades to his complexion, how to pick colours and shades for certain looks and occasions.
Charlie’s head spun, and he felt like he was drowning in sensation and information, struggling to take it all in as he experienced the novel caress of brushes and powders and creams. He listened though, trying to remember as much as he could, but he was glad when Mia said she would give him a list of good video tutorials to watch.
“For now I’d say focus on perfecting one look, for prom, so you look your best, something soft and elegant and pretty. Don’t go too brazen or slutty…” She said. “… unless you want to.”
As she winked Charlie felt himself almost glowing. The idea of being… slutty did things to him that he did not expect. Why did the idea of going to prom in a gown wearing slutty make-up made him so excited?
Just how would it feel to be sexy, slutty, brazen?
As Mia worked Charlie felt himself daydreaming. Mia had said they’d pick his dress together. What kind of dress would he want to wear? Though he was being forced to go to prom as Robert’s date, as a girl, he found there was something appealing about the idea of choosing his own dress. The idea of going shopping for a pretty, sexy, elegant gown made prom seem so much more appealing than being forced to go in a boring suit and tie. Would he be allowed to buy underwear too, maybe matching lingerie like women wore in films, elegant and sexy to match his dress?
“There. Now, the last thing is hair. Sit still a moment while I try something.”
Charlie did as he was told, and sat still as Mia added product to his hair, fussing with it for a moment. He tried not to squirm.
His hair was a mess, grown a little wild and long, to almost past his ears, so Mia had plenty to work with, a tangle of dark auburn curls that he’d never really been able to tame and that he’d never really liked. Over the years he’d had far too many haircuts to count, but each had been as bad as the last so that he’d given up even caring about his hair really, but it felt almost pleasant to have Mia massaging his scalp.
“There. That should do for day-to-day, but a haircut would make even more of it. For prom though how do you feel about a wig? You could have long, elegant hair to match your gown and you’d look amazing in photos. We could pick something to your natural hair so it still looked like you, just… longer, more feminine. Just a thought.” Mia said.
A wig? Charlie felt his caged cock throbbing, and he was glad that it was squashed flat, hidden, useless because otherwise, Mia would know just how excited and flustered he was getting.
“However, that’s all for later. Right now, we have your first lesson to get to. Are you ready to see how you look and to begin?” Mia asked.
Charlie was not ready. He could already feel the disappointment and hurt rising. He knew what was going to happen.
He was going to look in the mirror and see himself, a boy, ugly and plain, in a pretty dress, looking awkward and stupid in make-up. No matter how talented Mia was, and Charlie knew she was very gifted with make-up and hair, having seen her style herself in numerous different ways over the years, each as stunning as any other, he would still be Charlie, a dull, boring boy, just a boy in a dress with make-up on, more like a clown than a girl. Prom was going to be miserable. People were going to laugh at him. Robert was going to…
“Charlie?” Mia said. “Are you ready? Do you not want to see how pretty you are now? We have a lot to get through today, and every other day to think of it if we’re going to get you ready to be Robert’s beautiful date for prom.”
Charlie knew he could not deny her, refuse her. It was inevitable if he wanted to head off to college with Robert, if they wanted to stay out of trouble. As much as it pained him to know how he was going to look, how people would laugh, he knew he could do it, for Robert, their plans. It was one night. That was all. One night. It would be over with soon enough.
Mia held her hand out and Charlie took it and she pulled him up to his feet and she led him towards the mirror and his inevitable crushing humiliation. He stumbled in his heels, legs heavy, and even the swishing caress of his skirt against his smooth thighs could not distract him from his melancholy.
Mia stopped, and urged Charlie on, encouraging him to step in front of the full-length mirror. He felt dread creep along his spine, but he did as she instructed. He stepped forward, to stand in front of the mirror, and he looked.
Charlie froze, blinked, and his head spun.
What he saw… it had to be an illusion, or a dream, or…
“Well, what do you think?” Mia asked.
Charlie struggled for words. In the mirror in front of him was… a girl. She was young, pretty, slim, only… she moved as he moved, copying him, his… his reflection. He was that girl.
“I… I…” Charlie stammered, the words catching in his throat.
It was impossible, but the evidence was in front of him, undeniable. He’d always been small and slim, but now, smooth, it looked, and felt, right, and he was attractive, no… pretty. He was pretty, and the dress was so elegant and beautiful. With his make-up and hair done, in his pantihose, the looked like… like a hot girl he might see at school, a girl he’d think was way out of his league.
Yet… he was that girl. She was him, and that fact made his heart swell and his belly flutter and his cock… his cock throbbed, hard, a dull ache as it tried to harden but could not, squashed flat in its cage, but that too felt right, felt good. It was more than sexual. It was an intense, deep emotion, a radiant joy that filled him, and Charlie didn’t want his erection to detract from how he looked, didn’t want his dick to distract him from the sensations and emotions he was feeling. He wanted to focus on this moment, memorise everything about it.
He seemed to float, a quiet stillness as time stood still, and he never wanted it to restart, terrified that if it did that the entire thing would come crashing down, revealed as a fiction, a lie, a daydream. But… as he moved, posing, making his dress swish and flutter around his thighs, pouting, fluttering his long, dark lashes, sticking his butt out, the girl in the mirror moved with him, and the moment went on, and on, the end never coming, and Charlie’s heart swelled.
“You’re beautiful.” Mia said.
Her voice was soft, kind, sincere. There was no trace of the mocking, sarcasm, or derision that Charlie had feared.
He froze, aware of what he had been doing, how he had been moving, posing, how excited he was. Mia had seen all of that. He was a boy, wasn’t he? He shouldn’t be excited to look like a pretty girl, should he? He shouldn’t be feeling so much joy at seeing himself in a dress, make-up, looking cute, hot, with panties and pantyhose on, shouldn’t find the subtle swell of his chest caused by the padded bralette to be so exciting,
should he? What was wrong with him?
“I…”
“I know, it's hard to believe what you’re seeing, but, well, I’m very talented. Plus I have an exceptional canvas to work with.” Mia said.
Charlie blushed. She’d called him exceptional. He’d never been called exceptional, and now… now such words were being used about how good a canvas be made for being transformed into his best friend’s prom date, about how good he was at looking like a girl. Why was he so happy?
“I… thank you?” Charlie answered, unsure if that was the right answer.
Mia only smiled.
“You’re welcome, but you don’t need to thank me, at least… not yet. We’ve still got a long way to go before you’re ready for prom, but I think you’re going to enjoy this a lot more than you feared. Or maybe that is what you’re afraid of, that you’re going to enjoy being pretty, girly, hot, and that once you get a taste of it there’ll be no going back to being a boring old yucky boy.” Mia said.
Charlie’s head spun. That wasn’t what he’d been thinking, but now she’d said it…
He turned and glanced again at the mirror, saw his reflection, the pretty girl. It made him so happy. Maybe Mia was right, maybe there was now no going back? Maybe this was as happy as he was ever going to be and that after this every moment as a boy would feel somehow more hollow. Maybe…
“Now, since you are so happy with how you look, are you ready to finally begin your lesson?” Mia asked.
The lessons. Charlie, in all his excitement, had forgotten that he was meant to be learning how to be a girl, how to be a good prom date so that he could go out in public like… this, as a girl, in a prom gown. He blushed, flustered, but the fear and panic that had been there before were less now, faded, and in its place was a giddy sense of anticipation. Maybe it’d be okay. Maybe other people would think him pretty, or even hot. Maybe Robert would…
“Well?” Mia said. “Are you ready or not? We only have so much time and unless you want to fall flat on your face as you try to dance in your heels on the big night I say we make the most of it.”
Charlie’s blush deepened. He was so caught up in fantasy and daydreams that he’d forgotten Mia was talking to him, had asked him a question. He had been thinking about Robert, about…
“I’m ready.” Charlie said, forcing himself to focus.
Still, the thought of being Robert’s date now, of wearing a prom gown, of dancing, of people noticing him, staring, made him feel… good. What was happing to him? What had that image in the mirror awoken in him? And was there really ever any going back?
“Good. Now, first thing, heels. You are going to be spending as much time as possible in those heels, to get you used to them. The ones you’ll be wearing to prom will likely be a little more… extreme, so you need to get as much practise in as possible. We’ll start simply, with walking, and then maybe try something a little more difficult.” Mia said.
“Walking? I…” Charlie was confused.
Walking was easy, wasn’t it? Why would he need to learn how to walk? Mia just shook her head and sighed.
“It’s more than just walking Charlie, and I do wish you’d just listen and do as I told you. I really only want what’s best for you, and this will go much smoother if you just trust me. For now though… simply put walking is a good way for you to master a few basic skills at once, and also for you to work on your feminine mindset. You see, as you move now is completely unsuitable. You stomp, and there is no grace or poise, no elegance. As a girl, you will need to move with purpose and thought. Wearing that dress will help you, the way it moves will allow you to appreciate what it means to be a girl more fully than just looking pretty.” Mia said.
Charlie’s cheeks were hot. He had never even thought… but it made sense he supposed. As a boy, he never thought about how he moved. He just lumbered about, heavy and stiff and cumbersome, but as a girl… all the girls and women he had ever known had always moved with beauty, grace, almost floating, and there had always been a part of him that had envied them that, their freedom to be so elegant.
Now he was going to have to move like that, was going to have to learn how to float as he moved, how to pose and glide and stand with grace. He felt hot just thinking about it.
“And as an added challenge, you’re going to be learning to walk in heels at the same time. But you needn’t worry. I’m here to help you, and I do want to help you, whether you realise that or not, so just do as I say and I’m sure in no time at all you’ll be a girl of grace and poise who’ll look just divine in her gown.” Mia said. “By the time I’m done with you, jaws will be hitting the floor when people see what a stunning young woman you are.”
Charlie giggled. The way she talked to him, the words, the subtle praise and teasing, made him ache and flutter, but… he wanted more of it.
“I… yes. I’ll do what you say. I’m sorry. I… I’ll trust you.”
Mia just smiled.
“Good, now, time for your first steps as your new self. I want you to try and really focus on how it feels. You want to let your hips roll, feel the way the skirt moves, the way it caresses your thighs, you want that feeling of almost floating as you strut. Keep your shoulders back and your head up. Wiggle your butt. When you step you are to put your heels down first, then your toes. One foot in front of the other will give you that extra sway that is just oh so delicious to watch.” Mia said.
Charlie took a deep breath, running through the mental checklist, repeating what Mia had said in their mind. It was a lot to take in, but it wouldn’t be that hard, would it? Smiling, wiggling his hips, Charlie stepped off… and he tripped, stumbling, falling.
Mia moved fast and caught him, helping him to his feet. Charlie’s heart was racing and he looked up into Mia’s face, expecting anger at how he had failed almost immediately, but saw only kindness.
“Harder than we make it look, isn’t it?” Mia said, laughing.
Charlie nodded.
“Sorry, I…”
“You don’t need to apologise. Just take a moment, calm down, and go again. We have time for quite a bit of practise tonight, and once you get walking down we can move onto some more… advanced moves.”
The thought of what constituted advanced moves sent a thrill up Charlie’s spine, but he pushed such flighty thoughts from his head. He needed to focus. He had been so caught up in how good it felt to be pretty, in how right it felt to be dressed as he was, that he hadn’t paid enough attention to where he put his feet. He was going to do better this time though.
Mia had put so much effort into making him pretty, was willing to help him, and he… he wanted to repay her, even if it was true that she was technically making him do all of this. Still, some part of him felt less and less forced, and more allowed, as if Mia were simply giving him permission to try something new, and daring, as though she were simply holding a door open for him and helping him through.
Charlie took another breath, and stepped off again, concentrating on the placement of his feet, how his hips moved, the sway of his butt, the sensation of his skirt as it swished, caressing his pantyhose-clad thighs. He did better, managing to stay on his feet, though he did stumble and wobble a few times, stepping heel to toe, hips rolling, one foot in front of the other, and he was surprised by just how good it felt.
He walked across the room then stopped, turned back to Mia, grinning, flustered, excited. It was so different to walking as a boy, and he could now see exactly what Mia had meant. In the heels and dress, he would look and feel silly stomping as he always had previously, but if he moved with grace, poise, and elegance, it only accentuated his beauty, and it felt… hot, too.
“Good, but not good enough. Go again.” Mia said.
Charlie nodded and did not argue. After experiencing such a simple, pure pleasure, he was almost eager to obey, glad for the chance to strut and wiggle and float again in his dress and heels.
As he walked back across the room he stepped heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, letting his hips roll, relishing the sensation of his ass wiggling, his dress so sensual. It was easier this time, though still not easy, and as he walked past the full-length mirror he could not help but turn and watch, staring at the pretty young woman who stared back at him. He was her…
True, her movements were clumsy and almost stochastic, and there was a lack of confidence in her eyes, but she was still beautiful, still pretty, and she moved with more poise and grace than Charlie ever had. In her heels, strutting, her hips rolled and her ass wiggled, her skirts swaying around her thighs. What would she look like when Charlie had the hang of moving, walking, strutting, in heels, with a prom gown on? Maybe people would never realise that he was the pretty girl on a date with Robert, maybe Robert would…
“Again.” Mia said. “And focus! I know you look lovely but you need to concentrate on how to walk and move, not on how you look. You can worry more about your clothes and hair and make-up, and how sexy you are, later. Right now you need to learn to move like the pretty girl you are going to become.”
Charlie blushed, pulling his gaze away from the mirror. He turned to face Mia and smiled, flustered and coy.
“Of course.” He whispered.
And he stepped off, trying to master the basic skill of walking, the act of relearning such a basic behaviour with a more feminine edge almost thrilling. As he crossed the room again and again Mia gave him more tips, and he slowly began to master the knack of it.
As his skill grew, soon able to walk without stumbling in his heels, then adding more wiggle, more sway, Mia added to the challenge. She told him how and why to straighten his back, to better show off his ass and tits she said, and told him how to smile and flutter his eyelashes, how to flirt at a glance, because people were going to notice him now as hot as he was going to be.
Charlie felt almost as though he were literally floating, his feet barely touching the floor, but he could also feel the change. He was gliding across the room now, with elegance and grace, and when he chanced a look in the mirror he was stunned to see the girl staring back at him subtly changed.
Her posture was different, and she moved like… like a girl. Before, though the girl in the mirror was almost someone new, Charlie could recognise himself in how he moved and stood, but now, after just over an hour of waking up and down Mia’s room, doing as he was told, learning to pose and stand, she moved like… someone new, someone entirely different, someone pretty and graceful. Charlie looked and moved like a… a cute girl.
His cage felt suddenly very, very tight, and he was again glad for it, hiding his excitement and shame from Mia, his hard cock unable to detract from the look of his pretty dress on his smooth, girlish body, unable to distract him from the pleasure of being hot. He felt his joy blossoming, and he could almost imagine prom now, a kernel of hope, that maybe, just maybe it would all work out okay. Maybe he could look, and act, like a pretty girl, like Robert’s cute date, maybe no one would recognise him, and maybe Robert would...
“I see you finally understand what I’ve been getting at.” Mia said. “It’s not enough to just look the part, but you need to act the part too. That includes basic things like walking and standing. However, I think you’ve made exceptional progress, and you’re quite the natural little charmer. Watching you I’d think you’d been practising for months.”
Charlie smiled, flattered but confused. He was glad Mia thought him a natural, as it would make things easier, and it was nice to be complimented, but why did being complimented for how girly he was make him feel good?
“However, you’ve still got a long way to go, and you’ve still got lots to learn, which means practise, practise, practise. With that in mind, I suggest you spend as much time as possible in your heels, and as much time as possible wearing something pretty.” Mia said.
Charlie nodded. His eyes were wide with worry.
“But I… I won’t be able to wear them at home, and I’ll be at school and…”
“Yes, I know, and I’ve considered that. However, I think I have the perfect solution. You can stay here for a few nights so that we can spend extra time getting you ready. Our parents are away at the moment so Robert and I have the complete run of the house. That means you’ll be able to spend hours in those heels, just moving around and practising.”
Charlie paled. He had stayed around Robert’s often enough, and he knew that his parents wouldn’t object or even be curious about him spending a few nights at his best friend's, but… the idea of wearing the heels beyond the safe confines of Mia’s bedroom left him giddy. What about the underwear, and the dress? Would he be expected to…
“And I know, you’re worried. However, you needn’t be. We’ll ease you, and Robert, in slowly. Though I insist that you continue to wear your panties, pantyhose, and now your cute little bra at all times, since they can be easily hidden under clothes, there is no need for you to wear the dress outside of my room… at least just yet.” Mia said.
Charlie felt the room spin. He opened his mouth to speak, to object, but Mia just raised a hand and silence him.
“Oh don’t be silly. You’ll need to go out in a dress, a gown, eventually, to go to prom, so taking baby steps to get you used to it seems sensible. Or would you rather the first time you leave this room in a dress be to go to prom, with all those people? It’d be a baptism of fire, but if that’s what you wanted?”
Mia let the question hang. Just the thought sent chills up Charlie’s spine. Having to go out in a dress, as a girl, letting people see him as he was now.
Yet… there was something more than fear too. He had seen himself, and he liked how he looked, how it felt, so maybe other people would think he looked good too, would think he looked pretty, maybe even beautiful. Maybe they’d just see him as a cute girl going to prom with her… her boyfriend. Maybe Robert would…
But taking that leap on the night of prom was too much. Doing all of that on prom night, when he’d already be feeling nervous, might just break him. Taking baby steps sounded sensible, and yet again Charlie was reassured by the care Mia was showing for him.
“No, I… your plan makes sense. Baby steps.” Charlie said.
Mia smiled, glad Charlie agreed.
“Good. That means you’re staying here until prom night then. You can go home to fetch some more clothes and things at some point, but you’ll sleep here so we can work on you, and so you can get in lots of practise.”
Charlie’s head spun. Just how much practise did Mia have in mind?
“But for now, I think it’s time we got some food. So, I say we get you out of that dress, for now, and back into something a little more boring, and we can go eat. The heels will be staying on though, and I expect you to keep practising your walk and your movements. Everything from sitting and standing, to eating ,and walking, should be done with a little more grace and a little more femininity, to get you ready. Do you understand?” Mia said.
Charlie nodded. He was flustered, grinning, but the mention of food had reminded him how hungry he was.
He was nervous about being around Robert in heels, but he needed to start somewhere to prepare for prom, so such a small thing seemed achievable. What worried him more was the idea of behaving more feminine, strutting in his heels with his ass wiggling, standing and posing in the cute, girly way he’d been doing. Though it had felt good to experience such freedom, he was unsure how Robert would react, what he would say. Charlie supposed he just had to trust him. They were, after all, best friends, as close as brothers. Maybe it would be okay? Maybe...
“I… I can do that.” Charlie said.
Mia smiled.
“Wonderful. And tomorrow I’ll have even more to teach you.” She said.




Three
Charlie stepped out of Mia’s room in his boring old boy clothes, feeling oddly uncomfortable now, as though he were trapped, confined, and he almost longed for the freedom and the joy of the pretty dress. He was not ready for Robert to see him like that though—he might never be ready, but he also knew he did not have a choice—and the heels he was wearing were bad enough.
Under his clothes, he still had on the panties, pantyhose, and now the padded bralette, its subtle padding making his chest seem just a little fuller so that Charlie was aware that even his boy clothes sat differently now, hanging off his body in a slightly more feminine way. Would Robert notice? Would people at school notice?
As he stepped he could not help but notice the click of his heels on the hard floor of the hallway. Mia’s room had been carpeted, so there had been no sound, but on the wood floor each footfall was accompanied but a click that was at once both ominous and uniquely feminine, and Charlie felt a thrill at knowing he was making that sound, that it was his heels making it.
“You both done?”
Robert’s voice came from downstairs, the noise of the television, one of their favourite games rumbling away. Charlie took a deep breath.
“I was beginning to worry. How was it? Are you okay Charlie, or did she…”
“Charlie is absolutely fine. And yes, we’re done, for now. We’re coming down to eat so no need to get up. Just… remember that Charlie is putting in a lot of effort to get ready for prom so you be nice.” Mia said.
She smiled at Charlie, a conspiratorial grin as though between female friends, and Charlie felt a skip in his heart at the bond that had grown between him and his best friend’s stepsister, the girl he had always so admired and had always thought so beautiful. She had made him cum, had teased him, called him pretty, made him look… like a girl, a hot girl, and she had helped him change back too. And there was more to come. Charlie’s head spun and he stumbled, almost tripping.
“Careful. You want to make a good first impression on your date don’t you?” Mia said, whispering, teasing.
Charlie blushed but… he realised she was right. He did want to make a good first impression. Did he want Robert to… to be impressed? To think that he looked good in heels? That he moved well?
Why?
“Coming down now.” Mia said, going first down the stairs. “Now, is there anything you two fancy for dinner?”
“Pizza!” Robert shouted.
“Not pizza again.” Mia said, firmly. “But I can probably go for pasta and salad. How does that sound?”
Robert huffed, unseen, but Charlie couldn’t almost see his grumpy expression, and he smiled. They had eaten a lot of pizza recently, so pasta actually sounded nice.
“I could go for pasta. Thank you.” Charlie said.
He followed after Mia, stepping carefully down each step, but being mindful to keep the wiggle in his hips and ass. If felt good, in his panties and pantyhose, the soft caress of being so smooth now, and the way his bralette hugged his chest made him feel just a tiny bit girly despite his boring boy clothes, so that he remembered to act with grace, poise, a delicate sensual femininity to each movement.
“Oh, and Charlie will be staying with us until prom, so that he can get lots of practise in. You don’t mind do you?” Mia said, her voice flat, as though she were stating a fact.
“No, of course not. Why would I? It’ll be fun and…”
As Charlie stepped down the stairs he turned and saw Robert, sitting on the sofa, looking up at him, eyes wide. He was staring at Charlie’s feet, at his heels, and Charlie blushed but… he could not help but walk just a little more carefully, not wanting to trip and fall and make a fool of himself, but as a consequence he could feel his hips rolling in a more deliberate manner, his ass wiggling with more emphasis. After the hours of practise with Mia Charlie could not help but strut in his heels, and his movements were absolutely cuter, sexier, and more provocative.
“What… what are you making him do?” Robert said. “Why are you…”
“Oh, will you stop fussing!” Mia snapped. “Charlie and I have been having fun, and I’ve been helping. Why don’t you explain to him Charlie while I make us all some dinner? I can’t be bothered.”
Without another word Mia walked off, heading through to the kitchen to begin making food for the three of them. Robert was left stunned, silent and Charlie descended the last few steps to stand at the foot of the stairs. He tried to act as though nothing was different, but he knew that everything was different.
Though he was wearing his boring old boy clothes, he was smooth now under what he wore, soft, and so much more sensitive. He was in panties too, and pantyhose, and even a padded bralette, his t-shirt sitting differently so that Charlie remained constantly aware of it, moving cautiously to avoid showing off his cute little ‘tits’. Worst, he was caged, locked in a tiny metal device that rendered his cock useless, keeping it flat and tiny, making sure he couldn’t get hard, couldn’t play with himself, couldn’t cum, and all so he could better appreciate what it meant to be a girl, so he could better be his best friend’s date for prom.
“So, how was it, and… what’s up with the shoes?” Robert asked.
Charlie stood still for a moment, restless. He shifted, aware that in his heels, after so much practice, he couldn’t help but move with just a little more grace and femininity. Not only was it habit now, but it felt… good. Why?
“It was… yeah, it was fine. We just… it was practise, like Mia said. I mean, prom’s not that far away now and I don’t want to embarrass myself, or you, and… I guess we don’t really have a choice, unless…”
Charlie’s heart sank. What if Robert had changed his mind?
When Mia had first told them of her plan, and how she intended to enforce it, Robert had said it was Charlie’s decision to go along with it or not. It was him who was going to have to go as the girl, so only if he was willing would Robert agree. If Charlie didn’t want to then Robert would support him, and they’d face the consequences together.
Charlie, unable to face disappointing his best friend, and potentially jeopardising their plans to head off to college, had submitted to Mia’s idea, though he had not liked it, had agreed to avoid getting them both into trouble. However, over the last day he had found a certain joy in what Mia was showing him, teaching him, what she was doing to him, and now he… he wasn’t sure he was looking forward to prom exactly, but he certainly was dreading it less than before, was perhaps even just the tiniest bit excited.
So… what if Robert had changed his mind? What if seeing Charlie in just heels, with just a tiny bit more feminine grace, had been enough to put him off the plan entirely? What if seeing Charlie in heels disgusted him so much that he’d rather face punishment, and not going off to college, rather than be seen in public with him as his date, rather than being seen with Charlie made up in a gown with make-up? How would he react to seeing Charlie in a gown? What would he say if he knew Charlie was wearing panties, pantyhose, a bralette? What would he say if he knew Charlie was caged? Would he hate him? Just the thought made Charlie want to cry.
“… unless?” Robert said.
Charlie squirmed, shifting, wiggling his hips without thinking, flustered with the way Robert was staring at him, at his shoes and legs and… what was his best friend thinking?
“Unless you don’t want to go through with this? If you’ve changed your mind and you don’t want to risk being seen with me in a dress I understand and…”
“No… I mean, not unless you have.” Robert said. “If you don’t want to I support you, but… maybe it’ll be fun? Like… and if we get caught we can say it was just a silly prank, right, but… I mean… if you’re okay with it…”
Charlie smiled. There was a massive sense of relief in knowing Robert had not turned against him. His heart skipped.
“I’m still okay with it. I think… yeah, after all the practise today I think it might not be that bad. Obviously I’d rather not, but… yeah, maybe it’ll be fun.”
Charlie blushed as he talked, belly fluttering in a way he was not used to, cheeks warm as Robert stared at him, smiling back. As Charlie stepped off, walking across the room to sit on the sofa next to his best friend, he remembered to walk carefully in his heels, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, a tingle running up his spine as he felt his hips rolling, ass wiggling.
He stood a little taller too, strutting, feeling… pretty. He was going to be in heels a lot around Robert from now until prom, needed a lot of practise, so he needed to get over his shyness, didn’t he? And… Robert needed to get used to seeing him like this, more feminine, girly, so they could both relax on their… their date.
“So… what is up with the shoes?” Robert said. “I mean… don’t get me wrong, you… you look kinda good in them, and you’ve definitely got the walk down, but… do you need to keep them on? Unless… I guess if you want to I’m cool with that.”
Charlie felt a rush of emotions as he watched Robert fidgeting, his compliments and his acceptance making his heart swell. Why did he ever doubt his best friend?
Did he want to be wearing the heels though? True, Mia was making him, but, given the choice, would he have kept them on? He did kind of like how they felt, and how he moved in them.
“I… it’s a long explanation, but I guess we’ve got time while Mia cooks.” Charlie said, sitting down next to Robert.
Charlie couldn’t help but notice how Robert was staring, more intent than normal. Why? And why did his attention feel pleasant?
As the two got comfortable Charlie began to explain to his best friend just what Mia had told him, how he was going to be staying over, how he was to stay in the heels from now on when around the house, how he needed more practise, how he should take baby steps to get ready for prom. Robert nodded, listening, and Charlie felt oddly warm with the way he paid such close attention to him.
Charlie explained how Mia was going to progress his lessons as slowly as possible, while still hurrying to get him ready, so he had time to get used to each part of the transformation, each step of the learning process, and he would not be overwhelmed on the night. He explained too that the practise was not as unpleasant as he had feared, and that the more he managed to cram in the more confident he’d feel on the big night.
“I think she really is trying to help, in her own odd way. I… I actually don’t think she’s doing any of this to be mean, or trick us, or humiliate us, and though I’m still not sure quite why she’s insisting we go to prom like… this, I… I think it might be kinda fun and silly. And we’ll definitely remember it, right?” Charlie said.
Robert nodded, oddly captivated by his best friend, watching him in a way that was new, glancing down often to Charlie’s heels, shifting in his seat at times as though uncomfortable. Charlie too was uncomfortable, but he sat very still, not wanting to shift and risk it becoming obvious that he was wearing a padded bralette on his chest, that he had, effectively, tits now, and his cage… his cage felt very small and tight and confining, his cock throbbing from the fear and excitement and embarrassment of sitting next to his best friend secretly wearing panties, pantyhose, a bralette, a cage, while openly wearing heels.
“I… I mean that makes sense, I guess. So… you’ll be wearing heels until prom? To practise?” Robert asked.
Charlie nodded. He blushed, an odd thrill at admitting it, but also… something more. There was a trembling sense of shame as he realised that part of him was already thinking about wearing heels after prom. They were only shoes after all, and they were kind of… fun.
“Ah, cool. I mean, so long as you’re okay I’m okay, and… like I said, you do look kind of good in them, so… just… so long as you’re okay. And you… you are okay aren’t you?” Robert asked.
Charlie paused for a moment, considering the question, then nodded, enthusiastically. He really was okay… maybe even better than okay.
“I’m good. You don’t need to worry about me.” He said.
“Food’s almost done if you two are quite finished getting all excited about your date.” Mia called from the kitchen.
There was a smile obvious in her tone, humour, teasing, but as the two best friends looked at each other they both blushed, suddenly shy. Something had changed, and though neither of them could say quite what, the thought of Charlie basically living with Robert until prom as Mia helped him become Robert’s date, left both of them giddy, nervous, but mostly excited.




Four
Charlie and Robert woke up to the sound of Robert's alarm and set about getting ready for school, Robert rising first to use the bathroom while Charlie took time to make sure he was decent. The last thing he wanted was for him to get up, still half asleep, and let Robert see a glimpse of his panties, or his bralette, or, worse, see his cage—though just thinking about it sent a thrill through him. How would Robert react?
The pair made sure to shower, and got dressed into fresh clothes, Charlie having picked up enough clothes to last until prom the night before when Mia very helpfully drove him, teasing him the entire way there and back as well as offering him more tips on how to sit and move, how to ride in a car in a way that was both flirty and cute, and Charlie for the first time in several days slipped into a clean pair of underwear, a clean pair of panties. He had, for just over two days, been wearing panties crusted in his own cum, stained with his shame, and that fact had left him oddly excited and humiliated, a fact that had been worsened by the cage Mia had locked him in.
Now though, he was able to put on clean underwear, changing not just his panties but his pantyhose and his bralette as well, slipping into one of the matching sets Mia had given him—a soft white that he thought would be easier to hide under his clothes should anyone get a peek—as well as a pair of sheer pantyhose that hugged his legs, the material a caress on his smooth, soft, sensitive thighs. As Charlie dressed he thought for the first time about how well the underwear fit him. Mia was far curvier than him, her tits bigger, hips wider, ass rounder, yet the underwear fit him perfectly and it seemed… new, not like old underwear she might have had lying around from years prior. Had she bought it for him specifically?
The thought thrilled and left him with many questions, and that as well as the way it felt to wear the underwear left Charlie glad for the cage, the snug device stopping him from getting hard should he get overexcited in public, which gave him one less thing to worry about, but the fact that he had not been able to touch himself, not been able to cum since Mia had made him cum, made him eat his own cum, had left him pent up and frustrated.
Wearing the heels, the underwear, having to go to school in panties, pantyhose, his padded bralette, having spent the night in heels, moving sexily around the house while Mia offered tips, while Robert watched him, had left him so on edge he was struggling to focus. He was horny, and there was nothing he could do about it, and that just made it worse.
Head spinning, emotions and thoughts a mess, Charlie just hoped school would be a distraction. With so many people excited for prom and for the end of their school careers, things would be too chaotic for him to be able to focus on his situation, right? Unfortunately for Charlie, he was very wrong.
“Are you okay?” Robert asked as they arrived.
Charlie had been nervous on the bus ride, fidgeting, kept distracted by his underwear, his lingerie, and his cage, but worst that been the worry that people were watching him, that they could tell, that they could see that something that changed.
Was Robert looking at him differently? Could the men and women around him, commuting to work, see that he was wearing girly underwear? Was he moving differently? Sitting differently? It felt like it, but… he couldn’t help it. After all the practise the day before, and being kept in the panties, pantyhose, bralette, caged, it felt almost… natural, and Charlie could feel the change, the difference in how he moved, walked, sat. He was trying to be more like a boy but it didn’t work, and no matter what he did he could feel his hips rolling, ass wiggling, a lightness and elegance and grace in his movements that hadn’t been there before, a joy that hadn’t been there before.
“Yeah I… just nervous about prom and stuff, you know?” Charlie said, lying.
He was not used to lying to Robert, and he did not like it, but he knew he could not tell him the truth, could not admit what was really wrong. How would even begin to phrase it?
I’m wearing pretty lingerie and I’m shaved smooth all over like a girl and my cock is locked away and I’m horny all the time because it feels so good and I just can’t help but wiggle my butt as I walk because it feels right and I’m worried people are staring but I also want them to stare and I can’t stop thinking about what’s going to happen next and prom and going on a date with you in a gown and…
Charlie was breathless just thinking it, yet… part of him wanted to say all of it, wanted to tell his best friend. He was so conflicted and confused and bewildered and he was just so horny and the day had barely even begun.
It didn’t get any better once they got to school either.
Robert wasn’t the only one who noticed something was different. Though the day before had been an experience, Charlie’s friends and classmates noting something had changed, today was even worse.
More than one person seemed concerned about Charlie, noting his frequent blushing, his squirming as his cage became tight, and they fretted, asking if perhaps he was sick or coming down with a fever. Each time Charlie had to make excuses, but knowing that people were noticing him only made everything worse, and yet… he liked it too.
Knowing that something had changed in him thrilled him and terrified him. Had the practise paid off? Was it the underwear, or his cage? Or was it…
He couldn’t quite work out what it was, but he knew that whatever it was it felt better, that he felt better than he had in a long time. Walking between classes he moved as Mia had told him, heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, practising even without his heels on, hips rolling and ass wiggling his caged dick tingling, panties and pantyhose so smooth on this soft skin, even the padding in his bralette adding to the sensation, just felt… good, and though he was dressed in drab, boring old boy clothes he still couldn’t help but feel pretty.
As the day passed Charlie became more and more distracted, and less timid. He became less worried about people noticing and began almost to enjoy the thrill of being discovered, of people noticing the change. With the padding in his bralette, he could feel his clothes hanging differently, the swell of his chest causing them to almost flow as he walked, as he strutted, and he could almost feel his heels, almost hear the click, and he wondered how it would feel to be out in public with them on. How would people react to seeing him in a gown on prom night? Would they realise it was him or would they just think him Robert’s date? And… why did both scenarios excite him?
“You look different, and you’re smiling more. It suits you.” One of the girls in his class told him over lunch.
She had never really talked to him before but he knew she was right. He was smiling more, and he felt brighter. Was it just the panties and pantyhose, the feeling of being smooth, or was it something deeper?
Distracted and unable to focus on his lessons, Charlie could not help but daydream. What was his dress going to look like? What was Robert going to do when he finally saw him? Was he going to have to dance? What about the pictures? Their parents would want to see photos of their special night, so how would they explain?
At times, unable to sit still, glancing about, Charlie felt like he caught people staring at him, a few girls giving him curious looks, but mostly… mostly other boys. They were looking at him differently, or at least he thought they were, as though they were seeing something that puzzled them and intrigued them. Was it the way he was moving, some subtle change in him, in how he walked and sat, in his expression, how he carried himself, or had they noticed more?
The thought of his classmates, his friends, realising he was shaved smooth under his clothes, in panties, pantyhose, a padded bralette, thrilled him, shamed him, left him almost breathless, and his caged cock ached with an intoxicating agony that was enough to make him tremble. Was a strap showing? Maybe his chest looked fuller? Or was it just the lingerie making his posture different, more feminine, girlier, prettier?
Was some unconscious part of their male brains noticing him now because of Mia’s training? Were they picking up on subtle signals his body was sending out that even Charlie was not aware of? Were they seeing him as suddenly more feminine and therefore available? Were they attracted to him?
And if so then… was the change in Robert due to similar reasons? He had been treating Charlie differently, and he had seen him in his heels too. So… was Charlie’s best friend, his date for prom, also receiving these signals, if they even existed? And if so, was it only going to get worse as Mia continued his training to get him ready for prom?
And why did that thought excite Charlie? As he blushed, squirming in his seat, constantly aware of his own body now, how hot and soft and smooth it felt, he could not help but wonder about what plans Mia had in store for that night, and for the coming weekend, and the days before prom.
She had talked about needing to go shopping, to pick Charlie’s gown together. She had told him he needed to learn to do his own make-up and… they hadn’t even worked on how he was supposed to dance yet. He was going to prom, as his best friend’s date, in a gown. He’d need to dance, wouldn’t he?
Charlie blushed as he realised for the first time what that meant. He’d need to dance with his best friend, at prom, as his date. He knew how couples danced at prom, how close they got, bodies pressed together, faces inches apart, staring into each other eyes. He knew what happened on prom night…
What did that mean for him and Robert? Would they…
“Hey, are you okay?”
Charlie almost jumped out of his skin. He had been daydreaming, about…
He blushed, cheeks burning, turning a deep pink, and he looked up to see Robert, close, looking down at him with those deep, caring eyes of his, worried about him, and Charlie felt a swell of emotions that were too new and too many to describe.
“I… yeah, fine, just thinking that’s all. I got distracted and then got lost in my own thoughts.”
“Worried about Mia’s plans for later? Or… you know… prom?” Robert said, whispering the last word in a conspiratorial fashion.
Mia’s plans had not been what Charlie had been thinking about, but now Robert had said it is was all he could think about. He had more lessons tonight, with his best friend’s stepsister, yet, rather than worrying, that thought made his belly flutter with a giddy excitement.
“Yeah, prom, I guess.” Charlie said, admitting the half-truth.
He had been thinking about prom, but he had not been worrying about it.
He had been thinking about dancing, with Robert, and… he could still feel his heart racing from the thrill of it. His blush flared, spreading over his throat and chest as he turned away from Robert, unable to hold his best friend’s gaze.
A hand gripped his shoulder, gently, a gesture meant to reassure and comfort him, but the touch only made Charlie’s shame, excitement, and embarrassment even worse. What was wrong with him?
“I… I’m here if you need me. No matter what.” Robert said, voice soft and quiet. “Whatever it is we can get through it together, okay? I just… I just want you to be happy, so if you want to push ahead with this I’m happy to, since, well, I’d be honoured to go to prom with you. But if you want to say no and…”
“I’m fine.” Charlie said.
His heart was beating fast and he felt like his face was going to burst into flame. Why had Robert said that? That he’d be honoured to go to prom with him? Why was he being so sweet and kind and… he was only making it worse!
“I just… we just need to get this over with, right? Then we can head off to college and it’ll all go back to normal, right?” Charlie said.
Robert smiled, nodded.
“Exactly.”
Only… Charlie wasn’t sure what normal was any more, or if he even wanted to go back to it. He wasn’t sure what he wanted.
“But for now you’ve just got to put up with those daft shoes.” Robert said, chucking.
The shoes. The heels. Charlie bit his bottom lip, trying desperately to hide the rush of excitement he felt at the thought of wearing them again, getting to practise in them, and, worst, the excitement he felt at the thought of practising in front of his best friend, Robert, his date for prom.




Five
Mia was again waiting for the two friends after school with her car, offering them a lift so that she and Charlie could begin their lesson for the evening as soon as possible.
“We only have so much time and we need to make the most of it.” She had said.
Robert was just grateful for the ride, but Charlie knew there was more to it than just a lift home. Mia had plans within plans. She wanted to check up on him, keep an eye on him, make sure he was behaving, make sure he could not escape. But… Charlie did not want to escape. He found himself almost eager to submit to Mia’s machinations.
The three arrived home after only a short drive, and again Mia told Robert to amuse himself, and not to disturb them. Robert grumbled, protective of his friend, reluctant to take instructions from his stepsister.
“It’s for Charlie’s benefit. He needs to be able to relax and focus, and worrying that you might barge in at an inopportune moment will keep him distracted and on edge. If you really do care about him then let him have this time to learn and practise, after all, you both want your date to prom to go well, don’t you?” Mia said.
Charlie nodded, squirming. He was fully aware of the sort of things Mia’s lessons would involve, and he was eager for them, but the thought of Robert catching him in lingerie, or a dress, before he was ready terrified him. What if Robert called him ugly, or a freak?
And worse… what if he saw Charlie’s cage, or caught Mia doing what she had done yesterday, touching him, making him cum, making him eat it. The thought both excited and terrified Charlie more than words could express.
“I… fine. Just… Charlie, if you need me, shout, and I’ll be there, okay?” Robert said.
Charlie smiled. Something about his best friend had changed slightly. He was more protective, more territorial. Why? And… why did Charlie like it?
“That’s fine. If Charlie needs you he can call, but I’ll look after him. Now, are you ready for more practise Charlie?” Mia asked.
Charlie looked at Robert and smiled, then looked at Mia, nodded. He was ready, though for exactly what he was not sure.
Without another word Mia led Charlie up to her room, shutting and locking the door behind her, sealing the two of them in. Charlie felt his belly flutter as he wondered just what lay in store for him, head spinning with possibilities.
“Finally just us girls.” Mia said, smiling. “We can relax now and get started, but first we need to get you ready, don’t we?”
Charlie blushed. He tried to hide his joy at the idea of getting ready again, but could not. His smile was bright and bold and beautiful, and Mia could not help but notice it.
“Oh, I’ll take that expression as a yes please.” Mia said.
Charlie blushed again, coy and nervous. He nodded.
“Please.” He said, a quiet whisper.
Mia smiled. Pointed to her bed, a bag on top, closed.
“Your dress is in there. Now, why don’t you get undressed and slip on the outfit I picked out for you, and while you get ready we can talk all about your day and what you got up to and how you found it, girly chat, and don’t spare any details.” Mia said.
Charlie swallowed the lump in his throat. He knew what Mia wanted. She wanted him to confess everything about his day, and the thought of telling her all of it, the daydreams, the squirming, how much he enjoyed it, left him almost breathless, but, at the same time, he knew he could not refuse her.
And so he did as he was told. Charlie stripped down to just his panties, pantyhose, bralette, and he crossed to the bed to see what outfit Mia had prepared for him. As he walked he made sure to wiggle his butt, one foot in front of the other, hips rolling, and he could not help but notice how Mia watched him, studied him, with a smile and a nod of approval that made his heart swell.
“Very nice! I see someone has been practising.” Mia said.
Charlie nodded. As he reached to pick up the bag he told her all about his day, how he had been unable to stop practising, despite being in his boy clothes and clumsy, heavy shoes.
“It just… I couldn’t help it, it just feels more natural now I guess, and more fun. Maybe it’s the underwear or… or the fact I’m smooth now, but even when I tried to walk normally there was still a wiggle to my butt and that kind of… it kind of felt good, so I’d do it more, and then before I knew it I was walking like you showed me in the heels and I couldn’t stop, even when I tried, so I just… I stopped trying.” Charlie said.
“Oh, that’s just perfect!” Mia said, obviously delighted. “It shows the practise and the hard work has paid off, and it just shows that you are an even better student than I imagined.”
Charlie smiled, her compliments and praise warming him. He reached into the bag and pulled out another dress, this one knee length with short sleeves, low cut, tight, with a slit up the back of the skirt. It was black, patterned with red roses, womanly compared to how girly the previous dress was, elegant, refined, but he loved it just the same, and the thought of wearing it thrilled him.
He began to tell her more, going over even the most minor and the most shameful and embarrassing details of his day. He told her about how he noticed people watching him, and how he almost enjoyed that, the idea that they were noticing the change in him, that maybe his walk was drawing attention. Charlie spoke quietly, nervously, confessing, and he found a joy in sharing these secrets, the act of giving voice to them making them easier to bear but also, somehow, brighter, stronger.
As Mia gave Charlie tips on how to slip the dress on—unzip the back, step in and pull it up, breathe out as you zip it up—he told her more, about how he was kind of excited for prom now, but nervous, about how the underwear and being smooth felt nice and about how simple things like sitting and standing and walking felt better now, changed somehow, and that even basic things felt different, new, as though he were relearning even the most fundamental behaviours.
“That’s perfect!” Mia said. “It’s just as I hoped. I think it's probably several things contributing to it, but that you’re having fun shows that you have even more potential than I thought!”
Charlie asked her what she meant, slipping on the dress as told. It felt good, the tight, silken material caressing him as he pulled it up, hugging his slim body as he wiggled his hips and ass to pull it up and over his waist, slipping his arms into the sleeves. It was constricting, confining, but also undeniably sexy.
“Well, the whole point of making you smooth, and making you wear girly underwear, was to help you slip into a more feminine state of mind. I think it’s working, and that, combined with the practise yesterday, and the cage, has helped bring out your inner girl. It just seems she’s stronger and more insistent, and more playful than I thought.”
Charlie’s eyes went wide. His… his inner girl?
“Oh don’t be silly! Looking all timid and unsure. It’s a good thing! It means we can move even faster so we can get even more practise and preparation in before your big night.” Mia said smiling. “But first, it looks like you’re struggling with that zip. Would you like a hand?”
Charlie, flustered, hands clumsy, was finding it tricky to zip the dress up, the material too snug, squeezing too hard. He nodded, and was glad when Mia moved behind him, gripping the zip.
“Now, breathe out, make yourself as thin as possible. This is what we call shapewear so it's meant to squeeze you and help give you more curve.” Mia said.
Charlie did as he was told, breathed out, making himself as thin as possible, and Mia tugged the zip up. It closed, and the fabric of the dress cinched tight, squeezing tightest around Charlie’s waist, so tight the worried the cloth might split but… it held firm, and as the zip was pulled closed he breathed out, slowly, but the material remained firm, almost crushing, limiting his ability to breath and move, but also comforting.
“And don’t worry if it feels too tight. It’s meant to, and it definitely won’t rip. It’s quite heavily and cunningly reinforced, so it acts almost like a corset while also being very sturdy. If anything you’d break before that dress.” Mia said.
Charlie felt a shiver along his spine. He could almost hear his ribs creaking. Could the dress really break him?
“But I don’t think you need to actually worry about that. I sized the dress very carefully, so you’ll be fine. You might find it a little tricky to move at first, but I have no doubt you’ll get the hang of it in no time, and I wouldn’t be surprised if you enjoyed the way it trained your movements.” Mia winked.
Charlie blushed, but he giggled. It really was like having a girly friend, and he felt closer to Mia than he ever had before.
“Now, how about your make-up? I think today you can have a go at doing it yourself, but don’t worry, I’ll help.” Mia said.
Charlie faltered. He’d never even thought about doing make-up, and though Mia had explained what she’d done the day before, he hadn’t exactly been taught how. What if he did it wrong? What if…
“Stop panicking. I can see it in your eyes. Just go sit and I’ll get everything ready and I’ll talk you through it. Trust me!” Mia said.
Charlie looked at her, saw her smile, the look of kindness and affection in her eyes. He did trust her. Even though she was forcing him to do all this, even though he technically had very little choice, he did trust her. He trusted her to show him how to… how to be the best girl he could be, so that on prom night he wouldn’t look a fool, and for the first time he felt a small surge of confidence. Maybe everything would be all right?
Charlie did as he was told and moved to Mia’s dressing table, facing the mirror this time, and he marvelled for the first time at just how well her lights were set up. They lit his face perfectly while not dazzling him, and he saw himself in his slinky, sexy black dress he was stunned at just how feminine he looked.
Even without make-up and without his hair done he looked… hot. His legs were long and smooth in the sheer pantyhose, and the dress really did hug and squeeze his body in all the right ways. His waist was slim now, cinched in by the tightness of the dress and the cunningly hidden reinforcements, making his hips and ass look bigger, and with his padded bra on he looked like he had cute little handful tits. Staring at himself he wondered what it’d be like to have real tits, perky sensitive nipples, and just the thought made his caged dick throb in his panties.
“So, we’ll go for subtle and classy. Lots of dark colours with a subtle purple to go with your eyes. It's important to always try to match the colours with your look and with your natural features. Understand?” Mia said.
Charlie nodded. Mia smiled and began to pick out palettes of colours, pointing to which colours would work but letting Charlie pick the exact shades. Next, she explained which brushes did what, and how to work in the right order so that no step of his make-up process would ruin the previous ones.
Charlie listened and Mia told him what to do, even demonstrating on herself with clean brushes to show the technique. Charlie watched, listened, and did his best to copy, to do as he was told, but it was a lot harder than Mia made it look.
“You’ll get it, you just need practise. You should have seen me the first time I tried to do my make-up! I looked terrible! But, luckily for you, you have me to help you.” Mia said.
Charlie smiled, nodding. He knew that Mia was, technically, making him do this, that she was blackmailing him and Robert to go along with her plan, forcing them to go to prom together, with Charlie as Robert’s pretty date, dressed in a full prom gown, but he still could not help but feel grateful for her assistance. It really was beginning to feel like she wanted, in her own, odd, twisted way, to help him. He didn’t understand why, or even how she was helping, but he could feel it in her softness, her kindness, see it in the way she looked at him, hear it in her voice. She was trying to help him, and he was grateful.
He tried not to dwell on those thoughts though. Tried to focus on the task at hand. He stared at his reflection, his face, and he did his best to do a good job, not wanting to disappoint Mia, wanting to look pretty. The thought that he might be able to do what she did yesterday, make himself look so cute and feminine and sexy thrilled him. He knew it would take practise, take time to master the skill and knack of it but… he couldn’t help but feel a swell of joy at the thought of being able to make himself pretty whenever he wanted to, the freedom that would give him.
As Charlie applied his make-up his mind wandered, picturing all the make-up styles he could play with, all the looks he could experiment with. He could be goth, or preppy, movie starlet, punk, rock, could be plain, or cute, or sexy, maybe even slutty, like a woman in a porn movie or a bimbo. He smiled, giggled. What was wrong with him? He shouldn’t be excited by that. He was… he was a boy, wasn’t he? But then, even as a boy, playing with make-up, being pretty sometimes, he wasn’t hurting anyone. If he enjoyed it… yet, still, it didn’t feel quite right.
“That’s it.” Mia said, watching as Charlie painted his eyelids, a dusky pink with purple undertones, a paler pink to highlight. “But you can be heavier. Remember you’re quite close to your face and studying it. Other people will be further away so you can add more than you think and still be subtle. You don’t want too much, but you can definitely go heavy if you apply it right. “And if your feeling brave, try little metallic glitter at the corners. Silver or gold, just a little bit, can really add just a little something extra.”
Charlie did as he was told, and was amazed by the results. His eyes, already lined with heavy black eyeliner, popped. They looked bigger, brighter, bolder, and he could not help but smile.
“Such an adorable smile could only be enhanced by a little lipstick.” Mia said, grinning. “But first, mascara.”
Charlie blushed. She had seen his smile, noticed how happy he was, and had commented on it. She knew how joyful he was at wearing make-up again. What was she thinking?
He nodded though, and continued with the process of getting himself ready. He applied mascara to his lashes, two coats, to help them look thicker, longer, darker, then added highlights to his face, to make his cheeks look sharper, to add a subtle radiant glow, and then added a deep red to his lips.
“Finally the hair. Since it’s not that long, yet, and it’ll take you far too long to grow, I thought we’d try something new today.” Mia said.
She turned to the side and bent to rummage in one of the drawers beside her. It took only a moment, and she pulled out a long bundle of… hair. Charlie blinked, not quite sure what it was for a moment before realisation dawned.
It was a wig. A long, auburn wig, loose curls, a deep vibrant copper colour that sent a thrill along his spine. Mia was going to make him wear a wig? Charlie was going to have long, wavy, auburn hair?
“Now, let me show you how to put this on, and how to style it. Then we can move on to today’s lesson.” Mia said.
Charlie sat still, letting Mia attend to him, paying close attention. Fitting it was easy enough. Charlie put his natural hair up into a tight cap, then slipped the wig on top, being careful to place it in just the right place, then clipping it to his natural hair with a series of fine hairpins that would secure it but also help his wig feel more connected to him, almost like natural hair. Finally came styling.
“You’ll need to care for it regularly, keep it clean and neat, just like normal hair, but you can do that when it’s off, and I’ll show you how later.” Mia said. “For now, just use your fingers to get any major tangles out and get it back into shape. A little spray can help but as I styled it today you’ll not need that.”
Charlie did as he was told, and brushed out the hair with his fingers. It was smooth, silky, and the colour was so daring and exciting, eye-catching, pretty, feminine, with long curls that fell down around his shoulders and down his back, with a cute long fringe that he swept out of his eyes.
“Perfect.” Mia said. “Now, heels on, and we can begin.”
Charlie slipped into his heels and felt a rush of excitement at the way they hugged his feet, the way they made him stand, the way they made him feel. He never wanted to take them off. He felt… right, and his caged cock throbbed, hard, a dull ache that excited him.
“Now, tell me, Charlie, do you know how to dance?”
Dance? Charlie paled. He had been dreading this. He had no idea to dance even as a boy. He was clumsy and awkward. Dancing as a girl, in a dress, a gown, in heels, was going to be impossible. He shook his head, stomach sinking.
“Well, luckily for you I’m going to show you. Can’t have you going to prom on a fancy date and not dancing now, can we?” Mia said.
Charlie slowly shook his head. The question was rhetorical, and he knew what answer Mia expected. He had no choice. He’d need to learn to dance, and he’d need to dance at prom, with Robert, his best friend, while in a gown, heels, looking pretty, while on a date, yet… the idea filled him with so much happiness he thought he was going to burst. Why?




Six
Mia had Charlie practise for almost two hours. She played a selection of songs, the music she thought was likely to be played at the prom, examples of the major types of beat and rhythm that she thought Charlie would have to dance to, and she showed him how to move to each one.
Charlie watched her closely, desperate to learn all he could, not wanting to disappoint Mia, not wanting to embarrass Robert at prom, not wanting to make a fool of himself, to make people laugh, but also… he was unable to look away. Mia looked so hot as she danced, the way she moved, swaying, grinding her hips, wiggling her ass, stepping in time to the music, so elegant in her heels. Could he ever really look that good?
“It’s easier when you have a partner, as they’ll lead you, but if you can master how to look good dancing on your own then dancing with someone else is easy. Really, the trick is just focusing on what feels good for you. Yes, you need to look good too, but dancing in a way that makes you feel good, and pretty, and hot, and sexy, will make your dancing have that something extra. When you feel sexy you look sexy, and people won’t be able to help but notice you.”
Charlie nodded. It made sense he supposed, but the thought of dancing in a way to make people notice him, to look sexy, left him feeling breathless, terrified, but also eager. He was dreading prom, but as it grew closer, as Mia taught him more, and he had more lessons, he began to look forward to it.
It was awkward at first, Charlie’s steps and movements clumsy, but after so much practise in his heels the day before he soon got the knack of it. He moved slowly, deliberately, wiggling and swaying, strutting, and soon he found he was actually beginning to enjoy it.
As he moved he began to stare less at his feet and more at Mia, seeing her smile, her nods of approval, feeling lighter and sexier, and he began to stare at his reflection in the mirror, began to watch the sexy girl that looked back at him as he danced. She was clumsy, and a little faltering, but as he watched she began to shine, and the thought that that girl was him made him beam with a joy that was bright and new and breathtaking.
The dress looked amazing on him, tight fitting, the reinforced waist, cinched in, giving him curves, his hips wide, ass round, even his chest full, the padding in his bralette making it seem like he had small, cute, perky tits. With his pantyhose on, smooth legs, heels, he looked elegant, sexy, and sensual, and he felt better than he had ever felt before.
He shifted, unable to take his eyes off the beautiful young woman, lithe and thin and pretty, moving to the music, shy but growing more confident, and Charlie was glad for his cage, glad for the way it kept his cock small, flat, useless. It meant his excitement, his cock throbbing, tingling, did not ruin the way the dress fit him, but it also meant his mind was not focussed on his cock, and he could feel the rest of his body, how the dress caressed him, his lingerie so smooth on soft skin, the way his long hair caressed his neck and shoulders.
He felt alive and buzzing, thrilled, happy, and his dance moves became bolder, more confident. He began to enjoy the feeling of dancing, and though he wobbled a few times in his heels, the sense of freedom it gave him made his excitement for prom all the greater. Maybe it really would be okay? Maybe it would be fun? Maybe…
“Move your hips more, and wiggle. Like this.” Mia said.
As she spoke she too began to dance, grinning, and as the music played the two began to dance together. Mia moved close, and she began to dance with Charlie, pressing her body against his, wiggling, and the two danced almost like… like two hot girls, two friends on a night out, and the idea thrilled Charlie almost as much as the contact with Mia.
She was hot, beautiful, and she was dancing with him, pressing her body against his, and he could feel the curve of her, the softness, the warmth, could smell her perfume, her shampoo, her natural musk. His head spun.
And they danced, and danced, and danced. The songs changed, different beats and rhythms, and Charlie danced until he was hot and sweaty, breathing hard, heart racing. His legs were wobbly, feet aching, but he was happy.
“You did well.” Mia said, smiling at him.
Charlie smiled back. After all the hard work, the trying to do better, listening to her instructions, her directions, trying to copy her moves, he was glad for her praise.
“Thank you.” He whispered.
“However…” Mia paused, and her grin twisted, mischief and menace. “I think you can do better. Luckily for you, I have just the method to help you. Why don’t you come over here to me and I can show you.”
Charlie felt a cold chill creep through him. He knew that tone. Part of him was thrilled at the possibilities of what Mia had planned—more devious corruptions like his cage, the panties, his heels—but another part of him feared it, feared just how much he was enjoying what was being done to him. Still, he obeyed, without hesitation. He had no choice after all, yet, still, he couldn’t deny that part of him wanted to obey, wanted her to corrupt him further, and that was what scared him the most. Charlie walked across the room to stand in front of Mia and he looked up at her.
“Bend over the bed, and curve your back so your ass is lifted nice and high.” Mia said.
Charlie paused for a moment, head spinning, a tremble of excitement and fear, then did as he was told, and Mia used her hands to correct his posture, putting him into a pose that felt exposing, a strain from the way his muscles stretched, unused to holding such a posture. The waist of his dress was tight, constricting, but he loved how it made his hips and ass seem fuller, hit tits perkier.
“Now, be a good slut and spread your legs.” Mia said.
Charlie felt his cheeks burn. That instruction, that word… slut, and he had to… had to spread his legs. What was she going to do?
“Trust me Charlie. This will help, and I think you’ll thank me, eventually…” Mia said.
Charlie took a deep breath. He didn’t really have a choice and so he did as he was told, spread his legs as wide as they would go, his thighs squeezed by the tight fabric of his dress on his thighs.
“Here, let me help.” Mia said, gently.
She moved to stand behind him, and hands fell to his thigh, just above his knees, warm and soft. They caressed up, slowly, sensual over the sheer material of his pantyhose, tingling, skin so smooth and sensitive now. They rose higher, up to the hem of his dress, and they began to peel his skirt up, raising it higher and higher.
Charlie gasped, and couldn’t help but give a little wiggle as the dress rose up to his butt, catching there for a moment, and he felt Mia peeling the tight material over the pert peach of his backside, lifting it up over his hips, bunching it up around his waist. The hands slipped back down, caressed his smooth, round ass, squeezing, and they gripped his pantyhose, began to peel them down, peeling them and his panties down at the same time, leaving his ass bare, leaving him exposed.
“Legs a little wider please slut.” Mia whispered, teasing.
That word again. Slut.
It thrilled Charlie and shamed him. He did as he was told, spread his legs as wide as they would go, his panties and pantyhose around his knees, stretched taut by his legs parting. He kept his back curved, face down, ass high. Without thinking he wiggled his butt, loving the subtle jiggle of it, his skin so smooth and soft and sensitive.
His cock was throbbing, hard, but remained locked in its cage, useless, small, soft, a dull ache. He was glad for it, was glad for how pretty it made him feel, how girly and feminine, and for the first time he was able to feel more than just his cock, his mind not focussed on his throbbing erection but instead free to drift, the feel how bright and pleasurable the rest of his body was, hot, tingling, so turned on it almost burned him.
Hands roamed over his ass, and legs, then lifted off, and he was left free to float, mind racing with possibility. Was Mia going to unlock him? Was she going to touch him? He wanted it, yet he also loved how the cage hurt, squashing his dick as it tried to grow hard, forcing his lust to find other places to blossom—his lips, his thighs, his nipples all so sensitive now, his...
Charlie gasped quietly, softly, as something cold and wet dribbled down the crack of his ass, viscous and slippery over his hole, his entrance so much more sensitive and eager for the cage he had been forced to wear. It was like his whole body was changing, becoming something new, something more exciting, something more… feminine, and Charlie liked the changes. As the liquid was warmed by his body’s heat, oozing over his hole, he felt it opening, and he wiggled his hips, an odd sense of hunger and need awakening in him, his entrance so slippery and sensitive.
“Someone want something?” Mia asked, voice teasing.
Charlie blushed. He did want something, though he was not sure what. After being in lingerie all day, smooth, soft, caged, after the thrill of people complimenting him, noticing him, the daydreams and the fantasies, he was so horny it hurt. After the practice tonight, dancing in heels, the sexy dress, with make-up, in his wig, dancing with Mia pressed close against him, he was so turned on he could barely think.
His cock was locked away, aching, but his body was still desperate for release. Maybe…
“Please…” Charlie whimpered, his cheeks hot, heart racing.
“Please what? What do you want Charlie?”
Charlie’s head was spinning. His ass was high, legs spread. He was a sexy girl. So maybe…
“Please, I just… I don’t know any more…”
He whispered, too flustered and confused to be able to put his new needs into words. Mia smiled, laughed, softly, kindly.
“Aww… poor thing. Well, don’t worry, I’m here to help, and I think I can definitely help you know more about what it is you really want.”
As Mia spoke she moved, stepped in close, and Charlie braced himself. For what he was not sure and then…
He gasped again as something cold and hard slipped along his crack, running down, along, slipping over his hole, pressing just slighting into his entrance before slipping away. The sensation was bright and brilliant and joyful. Without thinking Charlie curved his back more, lifting his ass higher, spreading his legs wider, wanting to feel more.
“You like that Charlie?” Mia asked.
Charlie knew he could not lie. He nodded, biting his bottom lip and whimpering as the cool hardness slipped back up, teasing again over his entrance, pressing in, circling, then slipping away. It felt so good. He had never known his ass could be such a source of pleasure.
“Do you want more?” Mia asked.
Charlie nodded again. The hardness slipped down, pressing harder this time, and Charlie felt his ass opening in invitation. He pressed back, felt it slipping deeper, just barely entering his tight hole, and then… it slipped away again, Mia giggling.
“Please…” Charlie whimpered.
He wasn’t sure what it was he wanted, but he knew he wanted it. Something bright and hot was growing in him, a hunger in his ass, a fluttering in his belly, and he wanted more of it.
“You sure? After this, there’ll be no turning back. It’ll definitely help you move and dance in a more feminine, manner, and it’ll help you feel sexier, move with more allure, but once you experience it you’ll never be quite the same.” Mia said.
Her words washed over him, fear and lust and desire, excitement, craving it, the pleasure, the thrill. He wanted to be pretty, to move and dance and strut, but the idea that there’d be no going back, that whatever it was Mia was offering was permanent, left his head spinning. Charlie took a deep breath, trying to calm himself, to make a rational decision, but Mia did not stop.
The hardness slipped up and down his crack, teasing him, driving him wild, slipping over his entrance, pressing, stretching his tight, virgin hole, slipping away each time as the pleasure grew, and Charlie could not help but press back. It was impossible to think beyond his lust and need. He nodded.
“Please… yes…” He whispered.
The cold hardness slipped up, circled Charlie’s hole, then pressed, firmly.
Charlie moaned, bliss, pleasure, submission, and he pressed back, desperate now. Mia pressed harder, Charlie’s hole stretching, and the hardness slipped deeper, deeper, his hole opening, his virgin entrance filled.
“Fuck… oh gods.” Charlie whispered.
Mia pressed on as Charlie wiggled his hip, his hole opening on its own as though hungry, eager to be filled. The hardness grew wider, stretching him more and more and it slipped deeper, pressure, pleasure, twinges of pain, but Charlie would not stop. He wanted, needed, more…
“Are you ready?” Mia asked.
Charlie could only nod, too drunk on pleasure to speak. Mia pressed harder and his hole gaped, wide, filled, and then suddenly, wonderfully, his outer hole gaped and the hardness slipped deep, filling him, becoming narrower as it entered him, his hole closing around it to force it deeper.
Charlie gasped, unable to stop himself from wiggling his hips, shaking his ass, the hardness in his ass shifting with each tiny movement, filling him, pressing on intense spots of bright pleasure inside him, making his body throb, his cage aching. His hole clenched tight, gripping the hardness inside his slippery hole, pressing it deeper, squeezing down on the thickness inside him, the sense of fullness so perfect,
and he moaned, head spinning.
“There. Now, you’re to wear that plug all the time. It’ll help you move, dance, walk, and even sit in a more enticing manner, lots of hip and butt wiggling, since you’ll be rewarded with pleasure for shaking that cute little ass of yours.” Mia said. “Just remember to take it out to shower, so you can be properly clean, and you have permission to take it out to use the bathroom too. Just be sure to use the oil I’ll give you whenever you put it back in. The oil will keep you nice and slippery down there so there’s no chafing, and it’ll also nourish your skin and your pretty little hole, which will only make the pleasure more intense.”
More intense? Already the sensations were almost overwhelming, addictive and bright and heady, that they would get worse both excited and terrified Charlie. He’d never be able to resist the thrill of wiggling his ass, shaking his hips, fidgeting while sitting down, and every movement would cause bright pleasure that would make his body hot, make his caged dick throb, and it’d all be self-reinforcing, making him do it more.
“Now, it’s getting late, so why don’t you pull up your panties and pantyhose and we can go get some dinner before you head to bed? No staying up late tonight! I know it's the weekend but I have plans for tomorrow so you need to be well rested and up early.” Mia said.
Charlie, barely able to focus, did as he was told. He pulled up his panties and his pantyhose and slipped his dress down before turning to face Mia. He could feel the plug shifting inside him, pressing on the spot of intense pleasure, and his body shifted on its own, finding ways to wiggle that caused the most pleasure, shaking his hips and ass like a… like a slut. The thought excited him, making his caged dick throb.
“I… how should I take my wig off and…”
“Oh no, not yet. You can do that before bed, but first, we have to have dinner, you silly girl.”
Charlie blinked. His head spun. Did she mean…
“Don’t look so scared. You managed in heels yesterday didn’t you? And wasn’t Robert sweet and complimentary?” Mia said.
Charlie nodded. Robert had said nice things about his heels, about other things too.
“Well, you can manage this now too. And, if he does say anything mean, which I very much doubt he will since you look amazing, and he cares for you, I will beat his sorry punk ass. Okay?”
Charlie smiled. He nodded. He was glad he had Mia. She really was helping him.
“Plus, wouldn’t you rather find out now that he’s a jerk who doesn’t deserve to go to prom with you, rather than on the night? I mean, you need to wear a dress to prom, so wearing one now, here, with me beside you is just a nice babystep to help you get used to it. It’s just Robert, no one else, and he needs to get used to seeing you like this too, doesn’t he? So really by doing this now it's an act of kindness for both of you.”
Mia’s words made sense. Charlie was going to be wearing a dress, a gown to prom, so he needed to do this eventually, so… why not now? It was safe here, with Mia beside him, and he trusted Robert, so it really was just a small step, to help him and Robert get used to it so that prom would be easier. Yet, still, Charlie was nervous, excited, trembling.
“Only… there is one tiny problem.” Mia said.
Charlie froze. The last time there’d been a tiny problem Charlie had ended up caged. What was Mia going to do to him this time?
“I… what?” Charlie faltered.
Mia just smiled.
“Well, when you go to prom, you have to decide if you’re really going to go as a girl or a boy. It’s up to you, but you do need to make a decision.” Mia said.
“I… but… you said I had to wear a dress, and all this practise… I thought...” Charlie faltered.
Was Mia saying he hadn’t needed to do all of this? Could he have just gone in boy’s clothes? Why did that idea leave him feeling almost… sad?
“Silly girl.” Mia said, grinning. “You definitely have to go in a dress, a gown, to make it a proper date, but, well, put simply being pretty, and feminine, wearing make-up, having lovely hair, doesn’t mean you’re not a boy. Boys can wear dresses, just like girls can wear suits, no matter what people like to pretend. The difference is how you feel, and what you prefer. So, I ask you again, do you want to go to prom as a boy, or a girl? Do you want Robert to call you she, or he? Or maybe even they?”
Charlie’s head spun. He could decide if he was a boy or a girl? Was it that simple?
His heart had leapt at the idea that no matter what he could be pretty, wear a gown, be beautiful, with make-up, in heels, but that he could decide for himself if he’d be going to prom as a girl or a boy was almost too much. He was a boy, had always been a boy, hadn’t he? So it should be easy to say so, to tell Mia that he would just go as a boy in a dress, yet when he opened his mouth to speak the words stuck in his throat.
“Well…” Mia said, grinning.
“I… I…”
The idea of being pretty appealed, being sexy and beautiful, but if he could do that as a boy, why did it feel wrong? Yet, strangely, the idea of the inverse, wearing boring jeans, t-shirts, and sneakers, but being a girl, made his heart leap. Was it that simple?
“I… I think I’d rather go as a girl.” Charlie said, voice faltering.
He felt immediately lighter, as though a missing piece of the puzzle that was Charlie had finally slotted into place. Plus, it was just prom, was just one night. Right?
“I thought so.” Mia said. “Which means, I’d suggest we try that out too. Allow you to see how it feels to be a girl, and give Robert a chance to adjust. That way you’ll both be more comfortable on the night.”
Charlie smiled. He was blushing, but more from excitement than shame and embarrassment.
“But that means… I think a small adjustment is in order. Now, Charlie is fairly unisex, but it's too obvious. However, Charlie could be short for Charlotte, so how about… Lottie?”
Charlie blinked. Charlotte. That was a girl’s name, shortened to Lottie. It was cute, playful, and pretty.
Lottie smiled, blushed. She nodded.
“I… yes, please. I… I think I like that.” She said.
“Lottie it is then. Now, shall we go downstairs so I can introduce you?”
Lottie felt a thrill of fear. She was going to have to go down to see Robert, dressed as she was, in a tight-fitting, sexy dress, in pantyhose, heels, with make-up, and her wig on. She was going to be introduced to him as… as Lottie, as a girl.
Lottie took a deep breath, and exhaled slowly, trying to keep her calm. Finally, she nodded. Mia offered her hand.
“Come with me then. And don’t worry, I’ll look after you.” Mia said.




Seven
Mia led Lottie out of her room and down the stairs, slowly, Lottie’s steps small and faltering. The sounds of Robert playing one of their favourite games were loud.
“Are you done? Finally… I’m starving! However, I did like you said and I didn’t interrupt.” Robert said.
Lottie stopped halfway down the stairs. She was too scared to move, to let Robert see her. What if he laughed at her? She could take a lot of things, but the thought of her best friend rejecting her was enough to almost break her heart.
She wanted to turn and run back up to the safety of Mia’s room, to hide, to strip off the dress and make-up and wig and just go back to being Charlie. Except… she didn’t want that at all.
“Robert, can you be quiet for a moment?” Mia said.
“What? I just… I was just saying… I didn’t…”
“I have something very important to tell you.” Mia said.
Robert fell silent, and Mia turned to face Lottie. She smiled, tugged on her hand gently, urging her down slowly.
Lottie bit her bottom lip, nervous, shy, but allowed Mia to lead her. As she walked she could not help but sway her hips and ass, the way the plug teased her making her whole body throb, the sensations only intensified by her heightened emotional state.
“What is it?” Robert asked.
His voice was quiet, serious. Lottie’s heart was in her throat, beating hard. She knew she looked good, had checked her reflection in the mirror before leaving the bedroom, but… what would Robert think? Would he understand? And… what was it she was asking him to understand? Even Lottie didn’t quite understand what was going on, who she was, she just knew that this, whatever it was, felt right.
“I want to introduce you to your date for prom.” Mia said.
“What are you talking about? I already know Charlie. Why are you being so…”
“Not Charlie!” Mia said, her voice hard.
Robert fell quiet, stunned by his stepsister’s tone. Mia led Lottie down more steps, her ass wiggling, hips rolling, plug teasing her slippery hole. She felt bright, hot, and alive, and she could not stop smiling, terrified but also excited.
Robert was watching the stairs, waiting, and as Lottie stepped into view, guided by Mia, his eyes went wide. His mouth hung open and he blinked, stunned.
“Who…”
Lottie looked up, fluttering her eyelashes. Her best friend was looking at her almost like he didn’t recognise her. She smiled, blushing, shy.
“Charlie? Is that…”
“NOT Charlie.” Mia said. “I told you that already.”
Robert looked at his stepsister, confused.
“This is Lottie, your date for prom, and she is to be addressed appropriately, or I’ll cave your skull in, understand?” Mia said.
She was grinning, but the tone of her voice made it clear Robert should take her seriously.
“She… I… so this is because of prom then?” Robert asked.
“Maybe.” Mia said. “I think whether it's just for prom or not is up to Lottie to decide, but for now, you just need to get used to this. You are taking this beautiful young woman to prom, so think of tonight as a chance to get to know her. A chance for you two to get comfortable with each other. Understand?”
Robert looked back to Lottie and nodded. Lottie’s blush deepened as she saw the way her best friend was looking at her, the way his gaze roamed up and down. He shifted in his seat, almost as though uncomfortable, and Lottie could not resist the urge to wiggle where she stood, her hips and ass jiggling, her plug teasing on her inner walls, a pulse of pleasure that was a bright, addictive reward for being so seductive.
“I… I didn’t recognise you. I… sorry. Lottie. I’ll remember.” Robert said. “You look… you look amazing, you just surprised me, that was all. Do you want to sit down? We can play a game or… just… whatever you want.”
“A game sounds fun.” Lottie said.
She spoke softly, quietly, voice shifted slightly, less Charlie, more Lottie.
“Well, you two go have fun. I’ll go make dinner. Just… be sure to behave, since I’ll be keeping an eye on you.” Mia said, smiling.
Lottie blushed, as did Robert, both caught off guard by the way she phrased behave. Just what did she think they were going to do?
As Mia left Lottie moved to join Robert on the sofa. Without thinking she sat close, her thigh brushing his, but the contact now was different, and as she put her weight down she felt her plug sink deeper into her ass, her body pulsing with strange new sensations, head full of a storm of emotions.
This was going to be more complicated than she’d thought.
“So, what do you want to play?” Robert asked, his voice strained.
Lottie picked a fighting game they both enjoyed, and Robert loaded it up, handing her a controller. Her hand brushed his, a brief, light caress, and they both blushed, pulling their hands away fast, as though burned. They each looked away, not quite sure how to act.
They were best friends, had been for years, but… that had suddenly changed, and it was almost as though they were meeting for the first time. Lottie felt shy, but excited, and she could see the way Robert was looking at her, as though he too were nervous about her, but also… he seemed unable to keep his eyes off of her as they played the game. Lottie won the first match, then Robert won the second. Lottie was finding it hard to concentrate. Her clothes, being so smooth, feeling pretty, and her plug… it was all too much to take in easily. Even her heels, making her sit differently, kept her on edge. Robert had an unfair advantage.
“Best two out of three.” Lottie said, smiling.
Playing the game was helping her relax. Robert agreed, and the third match started. As Robert started at the screen Lottie stole a glance at him. He was almost… cute, sat there, focussed, and she smiled as an idea occurred to her. Feeling bold, and risqué, horny after experiencing so much recently, she shifted in her seat, shifted closer to her best friend, and she tried not to whimper as the plug shifted inside her ass, her caged dick throbbing in her panties.
She needed to even the playing field, put Robert at a disadvantage. If she had to be distracted, then it was only fair he was too…
Lottie pressed against her best friend, her exposed thigh and calf, smooth, clad in her pantyhose, rubbed against his leg, and she couldn’t help but wiggle, the plug in her ass making her body hot, the bright pulses of pleasure addictive, making her body move on its own to chase the new sensations. She felt Robert stiffen, awkward, and shift away, but she was not going to let him escape.
Lottie chased Robert along the sofa until he was pressed against the arm, and she pressed into him, pinning him, squirming so her body rubbed against his. She smiled as Robert began to make small mistakes, not quite able to concentrate on the game. She blushed, her heart beating hard, as she felt the warmth of his body spreading through her, her caged cock throbbing.
Was this what it was like to be a girl? To have that power over boys? To be able to tease them so easily?
She liked it, the thrill of it, the sense of command, to be able to distract her best friend so easily, just by sitting next to him. Grinning, wanting to see just how effective her new womanly charms were, Lottie sat up straighter, pulling her shoulders back, making the padding of her bralette, her tits, sit proud.
She shook her head, letting her long auburn curls swish around her shoulders, flicking them out of her face, and she bit her bottom lip in a careful, deliberate manner. She saw Robert turn to glance at her out of the corner of her eye, watched him look her up and down slowly, his gaze lingering on her legs, hips, ass, waist, chest, before finally looking at her face, staring at her for a moment. His hands on his controller grew still, and she ceased her moment.
She stabbed at her controller, instructing her character to perform a flurry of moves in quick succession, and before Robert knew what was happening the game was over. He had lost, but… he didn’t even seem to care.
“Two one to me.” Lottie said, grinning. “I win.”
She turned to face Robert, and then… froze. They were close, closer than she had realised, and their faces were only inches apart. Robert, slightly taller than Lottie, looked down at her, eyes wide, and almost at the same time they blushed, staring into each other's eyes, and they each became aware that something very fundamental in their relationship had changed forever.
“I… I won.” Lottie said.
She knew she should look away, move away, give Robert more space. Her plan to distract him had worked, so… she should move back down the sofa, yet she couldn’t.
The way he was looking at her, the fluttering in her belly, the tightness in her chest, it all held her in place. She was pinned, trapped, and Robert too seemed frozen, as though he too were trapped, caught by her spell.
“What’s wrong?” Lottie whispered, voice soft.
“Nothing.” Robert said. “I just… you look so different, but… you look the same. I can still see you, but, it's like a different you. Even your smile has changed but you’re still the same. It’s odd, but… I…”
Robert faltered, and his blush deepened.
“What?” Lottie asked.
“Just, you… you’re really pretty. I never thought… I mean, I was always going to support you in your decision, but seeing you like this it’s… with prom… you and me going together, I just…”
Lottie smiled. She waited.
“… I’d be really proud to be seen with you, as my date I mean.” Robert said. “Is that odd?”
Lottie felt her face burning, her throat and chest flush with blood as her blush fully engulfed her body. She had not known what Robert was going to say, but that… that was more than she had expected.
“Thank you.” She said, softly, little more than a timid whisper.
The two stared at each other and there was an awkward silence, the moment stretching on. Lottie squirmed, unable to keep still, and she whimpered as the plug inside her ass pressing on the spot of pleasure, her lips parting. She felt almost pulled towards Robert, and she shifted closer, fractions of an inch.
Robert did not move, did not pull away or move closer, but sat, watching her. The room seemed to fade away, leaving just Lottie and Robert, two best friends on the precipice of a vast, deep, terrifying chasm.
They stared at each other, each waiting for something, though neither of them knew what.
“Dinner’s ready.” Mia called from the kitchen.
Her words snapped them from their daze and they blinked, moved away, turned away from each other. The sound of footsteps made them look to the door. Mia stood in the doorway and looked between them, grinning.
“What have you two been up to?” Mia asked.
“Nothing… just” Robert stammered.
“Just playing games, that’s all.” Lottie said.
Mia smirked. She was silent for a moment, leaving the two friends to squirm.
“Really? That’s not what your blushes tell me.” She said.
“I just…”
“Robert just paid me a compliment, that was all. He was being nice. I just… that’s all.” Lottie said, interrupting her best friend.
“A compliment? How gentlemanly. I approve, and I’m almost sad to interrupt in that case, but don’t worry, you’ll have more time together before prom. For now though, dinner, and then an early night. We’re up early tomorrow. All of us. We’re going shopping.” Mia said.
Shopping? Lottie felt a thrill of excitement and nerves. Was she going to be buying her gown?




Eight
Dinner was more mundane than the rest of the evening, the three sat around the dining table talking, eating, though there was a subtle tension in the atmosphere. Robert sat opposite Lottie, who was sat beside Mia, and Mia seemed almost gleeful as she watched the two best friends squirming, stealing glances at each other before looking down to stare at their places.
Mia asked them how their days had been, about school, and Robert and Lottie gave short answers, neither of them as chatty as they were usually, and they talked to each other less than they normally did. It was as though there was something between them now, blocking their usual back and forth, the easy flow of exchange they normally had. They were suddenly more shy, almost timid with each other, despite having known each other for most of their lives.
Lottie could not help but fear it was because Robert was struggling to accept the changes in her, was struggling to see her as Lottie, and not Charlie. He had complimented her on the sofa, had said he would be proud to take her to prom, but now he could barely look at her. Why?
Had those words been a lie? Was he actually trying to work out a way to avoid being seen with her in public? Was he disgusted, or ashamed, or did he just think it was a dumb prank gone too far?
The thought made Lottie want to cry, and she wanted to ask him, talk to him, but her fear and anxiety stopped her. She didn’t want to lose him. She just wanted her best friend back, wanted to talk and laugh and be close to him.
Though wearing her dress, being pretty, with her wig and make-up on, made her happy, though being referred to as a girl, as Lottie, as her, by Mia and Robert filled her with joy, she would give it all up if it would repair the rift that she could feel forming between her and her best friend. Her happiness meant nothing if she couldn’t share it with Robert.
“So, tomorrow, the shops. Is there anything either of you need?” Mia asked.
Lottie and Robert froze. The question seemed rigged in Mia’s favour, so neither of them answered. Mia smiled, laughed.
“Fair enough. Well, you’ll need to hire a suit, Robert. I’ll give you the details of where to go and what to ask for. The staff there will help with your fitting. Make sure to give them the exact instructions I give you though, understand?”
“I… yeah, sure.” Robert said.
After all Lottie had been through, was going through, it was the least he could do to hire a suit so they both avoided getting into trouble.
“You’ll need a haircut too, so go to the barbers. Something nice. After all, Lottie will be putting in a lot of effort to look her best for you, so it’s only fair you do the same. You want to look back on the photos of your big night together with fondness, don’t you?”
Robert blushed, nodded, aware the question was rhetorical.
“And buy an aftershave too. Go to the counter and talk to the girl there. Ask her advice. Tell her you want a personalised scent for prom and she’ll help guide you to something you like that suits you. Smell is so important, and if you’re going to be dancing you want Lottie to enjoy being close to you, don’t you?”
Robert’s blush deepened, and he nodded again. Lottie shifted in her seat, unable to sit still, her plug teasing her hole, belly fluttering from more than just the teasing sensation. Her body was hot and at the mention of dancing her cock throbbed in its cage. What was Robert going to look like in his suit? What was he going to smell like? And… how close were they going to get?
Mia turned her attention to Lottie.
“And you young lady, you’ll be with me. I have a few shops in mind, and a few gowns that I want you to try on, but I’ll be leaving the final choice on what you wear up to you. However, that means you need to pick everything you’ll be wearing. That means underwear too, and shoes, so be prepared for a long day of shopping.”
Lottie blushed. That Mia had said that in front of Robert had left her flustered and embarrassed, but also excited. Robert had seen her in heels, in a dress, and could even see her legs in her pantyhose, could see how smooth they were, but her underwear was still a secret. Just what she was wearing under her dress had been kept a mystery, but now… now Robert would know that Lottie was wearing lingerie, that she was wearing panties, a bra.
What was Robert thinking? Did the idea disturb him, or was he imagining it? Was he trying to picture what Lottie was wearing, picturing her in panties, stockings, suspenders, something sexy? And if he was… did he like what he was picturing? And why did that thought excite Lottie?
As her thoughts ran away she realised that if she was picking her own lingerie then… then she wouldn’t need to wear pantyhose. Sure, they were comfortable and easy to wear, but they were far from the pinnacle of feminine appeal. If she was going to prom, she wanted to feel beautiful, glamorous, and sexy. If she was going to be allowed to pick her own lingerie then she’d be picking something more exciting than pantyhose, no matter how much she enjoyed wearing them.
“I… okay.” Lottie said.
Mia smiled.
“Of course, that does mean just one tiny little complication.” Mia said.
Lottie looked up at her best friend's stepsister with wide, worried eyes. Mia’s problems always had solutions she’d come to know, but those solutions were often not what Lottie had been expecting, or what she was ready for.
“If we’re going shopping for all this, you’re going to have to try the clothes on, which means you’ll need to spend the day as Lottie.” Mia said. “So, that means from the moment you wake up, until the moment you go to sleep, you’ll be in girl mode. Do you think you can manage that?”
Lottie stared at Mia. She was going to have to spend the day as Lottie, as a girl? She blinked, heart skipping, belly fluttering.
There was a sense of joy at the prospect, but also terror. She’d be expected to leave the house, to go shopping, to be around other people, while as a girl. Mia would be with her she knew, protecting her, and she trusted Mia, but it was still too much. She couldn’t do that, could she?
Yet, she also knew that even though Mia had posed it as a question that she ultimately had no choice. Mia was telling her what was going to happen, and Lottie could either go along with it or refuse, and in refusing risk Mia telling their parents about the secret she and Robert had been keeping, and risk their entire plans for their future. She didn’t have a choice, but… it still felt like an easy decision to make.
“I can… I can do that.” Lottie said, trying to keep the note of delight from her voice.
A whole day as Lottie. She knew that after prom this would all be over, that she would go back to being Charlie, so what did it matter if she made the most of the opportunity, if she just enjoyed it, enjoyed feeling pretty and delicate and girly, if she enjoyed embracing her feminine side, if she embraced this new, bright, overwhelming giddy sense of rightness.
“Perfect, then that settles it. You’ll be in my room tonight.” Mia said.
“Your room?” Robert said.
Mia smiled. Lottie went pale, then pink, blushing, a rush of emotions. She had always slept in Robert’s room when she had slept over. She had assumed…
“Of course. I can’t let her sleep in your room now can I? What would our parents say if I let you have a girl in your room, or what would your parents think Lottie if I let their girl spend the night in a boy's room?” Mia was grinning, relishing teasing her stepbrother and his best friend. “I mean, I get that the two of you are keen to spend some quality time together, alone, but, well, I suggest you save that for prom night.”
Lottie’s blush deepened. Was Mia suggesting what Lottie thought she was suggesting? Was she trying to say that Robert was… interested in her? Was she suggesting that she was interested in her best friend?
Why did that thought make her belly flutter and her ass clench on her plug, forcing it deeper into her tight, slippery hole, the bulb of it pressing on the bright spot of joy within her? She whimpered and squirmed, her movements only making the sensations more intense.
“But you… she… that’s not…”
Mia silenced Robert with a look.
“What’s wrong with two girls sleeping in the same room Robert?” Mia said.
Lottie blinked, head spinning. The force with which Mia had said girls made her chest feel tight, a twinge of fear, anxiety, but also something more, something brighter, joy, brilliant and intense. It was as though Mia really did see her as a girl now, that it was more than just make-up, a dress, lingerie, and a wig. That thought thrilled and disturbed Lottie.
This was all just for prom, wasn’t it? Once the date was over everything would return to normal, to how it was before, and then she and Robert could head off to college together, except, what was normal now? The thought of going back to her old life, being trapped as Charlie, once all this was over made her feel sad and wrong, and when she thought of college, living with Robert, she couldn’t help but picture heels and make-up, the newfound sense of freedom she had discovered thanks to Mia. Could she ever go back to how things were before? And if she didn’t, if she couldn’t, then what would her life be like, what would that mean for her future, for the plans she and Robert had made?
Lottie looked across the table to her best friend, the boy she had grown up with, who had been almost like a brother to her, and she smiled, nervous, timid, unsure, and he smiled back. It was then that she knew that no matter what, no matter who she was, who she became, no matter what path she chose, that it would be okay, that Robert would support her, yet… something had changed.
That smile, that look in his eyes, it was the same one she had always known, only different. He stared at her a little too long, a little too intensely, and the way he looked at her, the way he looked away, made her chest feel tight, her heart light. What was it she was feeling? Why was she so excited now by the thought of prom, or her date?
“Nothing’s wrong with it. I just… I… never mind.” Robert said.
“Oh, did you want Lottie to keep you company in your room tonight? Really, I expected you to be more of a gentleman. Can’t you wait for your date? I know she’s beautiful, but really… shame on you little brother.” Mia said.
Mia giggled, and both Lottie and Robert blushed, barely able to look at each other. The implication in Mia’s words, the suggestion that Robert wanted to spend time alone with Lottie, wasn’t true, was it? They were friends, best friends, yet… the thought thrilled Lottie but also made her heart ache.
“I just… I’m just worried about her.” Robert said.
Mia smiled, nodded.
“How very chivalrous. Lottie will be fine though, and I’ll take good care of her. The only thing you need to worry about is making sure she has a nice time at prom, because if you disappoint her, or hurt her, I will crush you.” Mia said.
She was still smiling, but both Lottie and Robert knew the threat was very real.
“Now, how about you two clean up? I’m going to go get a bed ready for Lottie in my room. Then we can all have an early night, because I have a feeling this is going to be a very busy weekend.” Mia said.
Lottie and Robert both just nodded, and without another word Mia left, heading out of the kitchen, heading upstairs to her room to prepare a bed for Lottie in her room. The thought was making Lottie’s head spin. She was going to be spending the night with Mia, she was going to have a… a girly sleepover. Why did that thought excite her more than the idea of spending the night with her best friend’s hot stepsister?
“Are you going to be okay?” Robert asked, quiet.
Lottie looked at him and nodded.
“I… yeah. I’ll be okay. I mean… I’d rather spend the night with you… I mean… I…”
Lottie realised how what she’d said sounded and she faltered, face and chest hot, tongue suddenly clumsy. Why has she said that? She’d meant…
But it was true she realised.
Robert just stared at her, blushing almost as pink as her, eyes wide.
“I mean…”
“Yeah, sure, I get it.” Robert said.
What was it he got?
“Cool.” Lottie whispered.
Her heart fluttered, and she squirmed.
“I guess… I guess we should clear up then? So we can get an early night?” She said.
Robert nodded. Together the two rose to their feet, and they began clearing the table, moving carefully, and Lottie could not help but notice that Robert was careful not to touch her, or stand too close, and they moved just a little awkwardly. At first, she worried, panicking that maybe Robert had decided this was wrong, this was all wrong, and that he hated her, but then she noticed the subtle bulge in his trousers, and it all clicked.
Robert was hard. She had made him hard. He thought she was hot. Buoyed by that knowledge, full of mischief, Lottie smiled, and as they tidied away the things from the evening meal, making the kitchen spotless, she made sure to put an extra wiggle into her hips and ass, heels clicking, bending over a little more frequently than necessary, stretching on tiptoe to put away dishes so her dress rose up, and she was delighted by how Robert watched her, how his gaze lingered on her legs, ass, body, chest, face. Her caged dick throbbed, and her ass clenched on her plug, her whole body becoming hot, so that by the time they were done Lottie was just as flustered as Robert.
Putting the last dishes away Lottie turned only to find Robert standing close behind and, startled, she tripped in her heels, stumbling. Robert caught her in his arms, his hands on her upper back, and he held her. Lottie realised for the first time how strong and handsome he was, how dependable.
“I… thanks.” Lottie said, looking up at him.
Their eyes met, and Robert held her. Their bodies were close, and Lottie pressed hers closer. She could feel the bulge in his trousers now, throbbing. His cock. His hard cock.
They were both silent. The room seemed to fade. Lottie squirmed, looked up at her best friend. Robert leaned down, his face coming close to hers and…
Their lips met, Robert’s lips pressing against hers, kissing her. There was no doubt, no resistance, no hesitation… Lottie kissed back, hard, hungry and eager. She pressed her body into Robert’s wiggling, and his grip shifted, hands moving down from her back to her waist, caressing softly, roaming down to her ass, gripping her, squeezing, hard, pulling her into him. His cock throbbed hard against her belly. She was… she was exciting him, turning him on, and that knowledge thrilled her.
Robert’s lips parted and his tongue pressed gently into Lottie’s mouth, and she met it with hers. She had kissed girls before, a few times, but it had never been like this, never been this intense, this heady, this passionate. She pressed her ass back into her best friend’s hands and she wiggled her hips, plug teasing her slick inner walls, making her moan, making her whimper.
Robert moaned with her, pressing his cock into her, working his hips. It was heaven, a joy that drowned out all other thought, and Lottie wanted more. She shifted, and pressed her hands to Robert’s chest, then let one slip down, her hand grazing over his belly, over his belt, and her fingers brushed over the outline of his prick. At the touch, Robert moaned, thrust, and Lottie squeezed, gently. He wanted her and… she knew she wanted him. In that moment she had never wanted anything more.
“Are you two done?” Mia called down from upstairs.
The pair froze, then pulled back, looked at each other. Robert had his hand on Lottie’s ass, and Lottie had her hand on Robert’s cock. Robert almost dropped Lottie and she stepped back, snapped back suddenly to reality.
“I… I… sorry.” Robert said.
“You… no, don’t apologise. It was… I think I should go to bed.” Lottie said.
Before Robert could speak she darted from the room.
She didn’t want him to explain, didn’t want him to apologise. She didn’t know what she wanted, but she knew she had enjoyed the way he held her, the way he had touched her, kissed her, the way he looked at her, the way his cock had felt in her hand, throbbing, and she wanted more. She couldn’t wait for prom, her date, and she couldn’t wait for what adventures tomorrow would bring.


To Be Continued...




A Thank You From Keary
Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.
Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx
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Shipwrecked: Feminization Island
The COMPLETE Three Part Series
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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...




Best Friends
Truth or Dare
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Franklin and Quinn, two childhood best friends, have the weekend all to themselves as Franklin’s parents are out of town, and they decide to spend it the best way they know how—playing computer games in Franklin's basement, drinking beers, eating pizza, just the two of them. They deserve it, they had both worked hard at school, scoring excellent marks in their final exams, earning a place at the same prestigious university, the pair earnest, kind, diligent students, but… Quinn can’t help but feel that something is missing.
They’ve just graduated, they’ve toiled and slogged, they should be celebrating, should be out being wild and young and reckless. As much as Quinn loves spending time with his best friend, doing the same thing they always do leaves him feeling like maybe, just maybe, they’re missing out on something special. When Franklin suggests a game of truth or dare Quinn agrees, and the best friends are set on a course that will change the nature of their relationship forever.
Though the game starts simply, with a few revealing truths, it progresses quickly to dares, and the boys find themselves revealing secrets and discovering new delights. With the whole weekend ahead of them, the game continues, and the dares become slowly more adventurous, more exciting, more devious. As the two friends embark on a journey of self-discovery and feminization they begin to discover the truth about themselves, and about each other. In the face of all these new revelations they are forced to come to terms with the feelings they just can’t keep hidden any longer.
Quinn was right. They had been missing out on something special, but that all changes thanks to one silly game of truth or dare...




Blackmailed by Brats
The COMPLETE Six Part Series
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Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.
Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…
Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.
When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she




A Private Practise
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Darren was once the star player on his soccer team, fast, graceful, and confident on and off the pitch, talented enough to earn a place at a prestigious college. All that was changing though.
While Darren was still gifted, still lithe and graceful on the pitch, his team-mates were beginning to outshine him, larger and stronger, with more raw power to make up for their lack of natural skill, and Darren was beginning to falter, his performance on the pitch suffering. It was more than that though. Recently he just felt… out of place, as though something were missing. Where the other boys on the team were off dating and meeting girls Darren never really felt part of it, always uncomfortable and self-conscious, his confidence dwindling slowly over time, his performance on the pitch suffering until finally he knew that his place at college was in jeopardy.
When Coach Morrison asks to see him after a particularly bad performance Darren knows it’s to tell him the bad news, that he’s off the team, but Coach Morrison has other plans. Eager to help the young player he’s come to care about, Coach Morrison offers a novel solution to boost Darren’s confidence—do something bold, brave, and out of his comfort zone… perform as a cheerleader.
Confused, and a little nervous, Darren is willing to try anything, especially if it makes Coach Morrison happy.
To his surprise and joy Darren finds he actually enjoys the novel break from soccer, but when Coach Morrison enjoys the performance a little too much he becomes flustered, and suggests that Darren practise alone to boost his confidence. Darren has other plans though. He enjoyed performing for his Coach, and enjoyed the throbbing reaction of the older, handsome man, the power he had over him. Having discovered something new, something bright and joyful and wonderful, feeling more confident and daring than he has in a long time, Darren sets out to explore this new side of him. Eager to uncover just what this all means for him, and Coach Morrison, anxious to explore their new desires, Darren sets about planning a very private practise...




About the Author
Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.
Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.
Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.
Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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