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Becoming the Prom Queen
Book Two


The kiss lasted only a moment before it was over.
“I’ve been wanting to do that again since the other night.” Robert said.
Lottie blushed, smiling, giddy from the joy of it all.
“You can kiss me again if you want. I’ve been thinking about it too.” She whispered.


Charlie and Robert have been best friends for years, but things are changing. The pair are no longer children. They have become young adults, and they are only days away from one last, major milestone in their school lives… prom.
It was an event the pair were intending to skip, but Mia, Robert’s stepsister, had other plans. She’s insisting the pair attend this once-in-a-lifetime event, and to make matters worse, she’s decided that the best friends are to go as each other’s dates, Robert wearing a suit, hiring a car, while Charlie, or rather Lottie, will get to wear the gown.
And so began Lottie’s slow journey of feminization and self-discovery, with Mia teaching her how to be a good girl, how to be a beautiful date for prom.
But with only days left before prom, will Lottie be able master the skills she needs? She’s lived a lifetime as a boy, but now she needs decipher what it means to be a woman. With so much to learn and so little time left before prom, rejoin Lottie in book three of BECOMING THE PROM QUEEN as Mia continues her crash course in femininity and womanhood.
But as Lottie begins to master being cute, and as she learns what it means to be a girl, there remains the looming spectre of prom night and all the pressure of stepping out into the world as Lottie,
as Robert’s date. Mia though, has a solution. Prom is a big night, so why not reduce the pressure with a rehearsal of sorts, a simple, quiet, intimate first date for the best friends to get to know each other better.




One
The morning was a bustle of activity from the moment Lottie woke up—dressed in the cute pink satin pyjamas Mia had lent her, tiny shorts and a short strappy vest—and she barely had time to think or get her bearings before she was being hurried out the door. Mia had plans, and she was not about to let anything or anyone delay them.
As the car started and reversed off the driveway Lottie shook her head, fuzzy with sleep and the franticness of getting ready this morning, and she realised for the first time that she was out of the house, heading to the mall, as Lottie. Her heart skipped and she felt her cheeks blaze with embarrassment and shame, a tide of emotions.
It had all happened so fast, the whole morning racing past as Mia rushed her from room to room, task to task, keeping her constantly busy with the chore of getting ready so that she’d never really had time to think, never had time to doubt, never had time to let the doubt and uncertainty sink in. Now though, sat in the car with nothing to do while Mia drove the three of them—Lottie and Mia and Robert, her best friend, Mia’s step-brother—to the shops, the doubt and uncertainty were definitely sinking in.
Lottie giggled and wondered for a moment if perhaps Mia had been planning that all along. Perhaps making Lottie feel so hurried had all been part of Mia’s plan.
She’d kept Lottie so busy that she hadn’t had time to realise just what was happening, didn’t have time to realise that she was going to be leaving the house for the first time as a girl, that she was going out as Lottie, to the mall, to spend the day shopping with her best friend and his step-sister, shopping for her… prom gown.
Mia had been efficient, and cunning, and once again Lottie was left in awe of her. She’d got both Lottie and Robert up and had made sure they’d eaten, had something to drink, got dressed, and got out the door within two hours of waking up, all while spending plenty of time to make sure Lottie was looking her best.
Lottie had not had time to sit still and dwell on her thoughts, on all that had happened over the last few days, had been rushed from bed to the shower, down to breakfast, and had then been ushered upstairs to get dressed and do her make-up and hair. She’d not had time to really talk with Robert, her best friend, about what had happened the night before, that kiss, and they’d barely even been able to chat about the upcoming prom, the prom they were going to together, on a… date.
Just a few days ago they’d both been in agreement that they were not going to go to prom, that they’d spend the night in together, playing games, eating pizza. They were just going to hang out, as friends, best friends, like they’d done hundreds of times before over the many years they’d known each other.
But then, just a few days ago, Lottie had been Charlie and had still considered herself a boy. Now, well… now things were different, and Lottie wasn’t quite sure what, or who, she was.
It had all started when Mia had overheard them talking about their plan to skip prom while they were chilling on one of their favourite games. She and their parents and their friends all knew about their plan and had complained to them, but Robert and Lottie had been stubborn. They had just wanted to spend time together, because that was what they enjoyed.
However, while their parents and friends had complained and tried to convince them to go to prom, they’d never pressed the issue. Mia though, on the other hand, had decided to take matters into her own hands. She had insisted that the two go to prom since it was a formative moment, a memorable occasion they’d regret missing, and when they’d been stubborn, she’d brought out her secret weapon.
She knew about the time they’d accidentally set a small fire in the kitchen of hers and Robert’s parents.
It had been years ago, but it had cost thousands of dollars in damage. They had thought no one knew that it had been their fault, because they were melting action figures in the microwave, but Mia had known, and now she was threatening to expose them if they didn’t go along with her plan. Unless they did what she wanted she was going to tell both sets of parents, and potentially jeopardise the two best friends going off to college together, something they’d been dreaming about and planning for years.
So they’d relented, and they’d agreed to go to prom, only Mia had other conditions to her demand. Since they’d complained they didn’t have dates and prom was just over a week away, she’d decided to help them.
They’d go as each other's dates, and to make sure they got the full prom experience they’d need to dress up. One of them would be wearing the full suit, and the other… the other would be dressed in a prom gown, with full hair, and make-up.
It had all come down to a die as to who would wear the dress. Mia had rolled, and Lottie’s, or Charlie’s, fate had been sealed.
It had started immediately, with Mia insisting that given the short time before prom that there was no time to waste. Lottie had been sent home with homework, to get ready for their first lesson the next night. She’d been made to make herself smooth and soft, and had been told to wear panties to bed, and to school. She had still thought of herself as a boy, but very soon that certainty had begun to waver.
That had been the start of the whirlwind adventure. She had been transformed from a shy, timid, slightly androgynous boy, Charlie, into Lottie, a nervous but playful and flirtatious girl and… she was happy.
She had realised being smooth and pretty was fun, that she liked feeling sexy. She had discovered the joy of wearing panties, the excitement, but when she’d got a little too excited she’d given into temptation, playing with herself, cumming in the panties, staining them with her cum, and she had ended up wearing panties stained with her crusty cum for an entire day, while at school, around her classmates, around her best friend.
When Mia had discovered these stains, she had been quick to offer a solution to the problem of Lottie staining her panties.
Mia had caged Lottie, locking her dick away, keeping it small and useless, neatly hidden in her panties, but only after she had fixed the issue of her hard dick, making Lottie cum by teasing her, then making Lottie clean up her mess with her lips and tongue.
Lottie was still locked away, had not cum since that night, days ago, and now, with the constant excitement of her training, her transformation, feeling pretty and sexy and flirty, the shame and humiliation and joy and happiness of it all, she was constantly horny and squirmy, which only made everything worse, and also… better. As her transformation had progressed that horniness had gotten worse, but so her joy too had grown.
Mia had shown Lottie the pleasure of wearing pantyhose, and a bra, making her wear these all day, even at school, and Lottie had found the way her padded te made her chest stick out slightly, made her clothes sit differently, was both thrilling and embarrassing. The thought of someone noticing made her hands tremble and her belly flutter.
Yet, those around her were noticing something change. People were looking at her differently, even while she had still been in her boy clothes, dressed boring and plain and ordinary. They’d seen something in her shifting, and that had only excited her.
Perhaps it was all the practise Mia was making Lottie do, forcing her to wear heels, learning to walk with a strut and a wiggle, shaking her hips and ass, heel to toe. Certainly, Lottie felt different when she walked now and she could feel the change in the way her body moved, a sense of freedom and pleasure in it, unable to stop wiggling, strutting, her ass shaking with each step.
It was a pleasure just to move around now, and not just because of how she walked.
Lottie couldn’t help but fidget in her seat, very aware of what she thought might be the other reason people were noticing her more now. The reason she was moving with more strut and wiggle now, the reason why walking had become so much fun.
She was plugged. Her ass was plugged, a thick, heavy metal bulb in her tight hole, and no matter what, no matter how she moved or walked or sat or shifted, she could feel it constantly teasing her, pressing on the bright spot of pleasure inside her, teasing against her slippery walls, making her body feel hot and fluttery, making her caged dick ache with need.
As she shifted in her seat, the car heading towards the mall, she felt it shift, pressing, teasing, and she did her best not to whimper in pleasure, hot with arousal. Her caged dick throbbed, trying to harden but prevented by her cage, her dick kept soft, useless, the sense of frustration only adding to her horniness. It felt so good, and she bit her bottom lip hard in an attempt to distract herself.
So much had happened already, and things were only accelerating. Mia had told Lottie she expected her to stay at her and Robert’s house until prom, to cram in extra training, which she’d done many times before, having sleep overs with her best friend, only this time she’d be in Mia’s room since it was inappropriate for a girl to sleep in a boy’s room—the suggestion of that wording enough to make Lottie, and Robert, blush.
And then, last night, she had worn her girl clothes in front of her best friend for the first time, had dressed pretty and feminine in front of more than just Mia for the first time, and she had enjoyed it. She had worn a pretty dress, make-up, heels, sexy underwear, and even a wig, and she had spent the night in Robert’s company as Lottie, and she had enjoyed every minute of it.
Mia had said it would help them relax before their big night together, their date, and it had been fun. Lottie had flirted with Robert, and he had flirted back and then… they had kissed. At the end of the night they had kissed, and it had been amazing, and as soon as the kiss had ended Lottie had run up to bed, to Mia’s bedroom, and she had hidden, terrified of what Robert might say.
She was worried he’d reject her, or perhaps even apologise, that he might regret that perfect kiss, but… she didn’t want that. She’d enjoyed the kiss, had enjoyed spending time with him as Lottie, feeling pretty and sexy, feeling desired, and the last thing she wanted was to hear that Robert regretted any of it.
This morning she’d had to face him, but they’d all been too rushed and busy, urged to hurry by Mia, to dwell on last night. She’d blushed when she’d seen Robert, and he’d blushed when he’d seen her, both of them nervous, Lottie unable to forget that kiss, the way her best friend's lips had felt, his hands on her body, holding her, but before she could speak Mia had been hurrying her along, and before she knew it they were all out of the house and being bundled into Mia’s car.
And now they were on their way to the shops, the mall, together, and Lottie could feel her best friend’s gaze on her, watching her, but she didn’t dare talk to him or turn to face him.
She was glad Mia was with them, to break the tension, but even her force of personality wasn’t enough to dispel all of the tension between the two of them, and so Lottie was left wondering just how Robert felt, was left to struggle with her feelings for Robert, her feelings about that kiss, their coming date, all while facing the prospect of a day of shopping as Lottie, in full girl mode.
Mia had been wise to usher Lottie out of the house in a hurry. If she’d had a chance to sit still and get her head together enough to start thinking, she might never have made it out, but now… now she had no choice, and something about that, about being forced along this wonderful journey of self-discovery by Mia, thrilled her.




Two
“Right, you two ready?” Mia asked.
She had parked the car close to the mall and was now turned to face her step-brother and his best friend. Lottie and Robert looked at each other, squirming, blushing, and nodded.
Mia watched them closely, and Lottie tried not to look too guilty. At the moment only Robert and her knew about their kiss, and she wanted to keep it that way for a little while at least, so they could work out what it meant, so she could work out how she felt about him, and how he felt about her.
Lottie nodded, and as she did she shifted in her seat to take a look at herself in the mirror, feeling the plug inside her ass shift, a throb of pleasure. She checked her reflection, her make-up, her wig, wanting to make sure everything was perfect before stepping foot outside the car. She was going out into the world as Lottie for the first time and she was not sure she was ready.
“You look beautiful.” Mia said. “Doesn’t she Robert?”
Lottie glanced back at her best friend in the mirror. She watched him nod, blushing, a nervous look in his eyes that convinced her he was telling the truth, and she kind of liked how nervous she made him, how he stared at her.
Maybe he didn’t regret that kiss? Maybe…
“Plus, today is a good chance for you to get used to being yourself in public. Better to take your first steps into the world as a woman now, with me for support, than at the prom, right? I mean, that’ll be nerve-wracking for lots of reasons, without adding your first time out as you to it as well.” Mia said.
Lottie considered her words, then smiled. She was right, as always, and Lottie was again touched and reassured by just how much care Mia was showing for her.
It would have been easy for Mia to throw Lottie in at the deep end, as it were, to give her a baptism of fire by sending her off to prom in a dress, made up, in heels without any practice or rehearsal, without ever having a chance to feel how it was to be Lottie in public, but instead, she’d taken the harder path. She was spending time helping Lottie get used to it all, helping her take small steps into womanhood, and Lottie couldn’t help but appreciate how she was able to fully savour each step of her journey towards prom, and her date with her best friend.
“I… yeah. I suppose. I just… I’m nervous.” Lottie said. “What if…”
“No what ifs.” Mia said, interrupting her. “You are an amazing and beautiful young woman, and you’ll have me by your side all day. Understand?”
Lottie turned to face Mia and looked into her big, brown, beautiful eyes. She was stunning, and there was such sincerity and honesty and kindness in her expression that Lottie could not but feel reassured.
Mia was fierce and brilliant and hot, and with her there to protect her, look after her, Lottie knew she could do it. She could face the world as herself, and it was better to do it now, with Mia there to support her, than on the night of prom, when there’d also be the pressure of being on a date with her best friend, in a gown, surrounded by her friends and teachers and…
Lottie took a deep breath and pushed those thoughts out of her head.
She would worry about all of that when the night came. For now, she was going to focus on shopping for her prom gown, and she giggled, unable to deny that the thought of shopping for pretty dresses excited her more than she thought it would.
She was going to go shopping as a girl. She was going to go shopping for a pretty dress, a prom gown, and she was going to buy underwear, lingerie, and many other things that Mia had put on her list of essentials. She was… excited for it, her belly fluttering, a sense of nervous anticipation she’d never gotten from shopping before.
Previously she’d been shopping as a boy, and it had been boring, tedious, and she’d always envied girls their vast array of options, the dresses, skirts, leggings, jeans, tops, shoes, boots, heels, their range of accessories, the way they could be so many different versions of themselves based on what they wore, how they dressed, while she’d always felt trapped and miserable.
Now though, now it was all different. Now she was Lottie, and she was free to browse all the bright colours and interesting fabrics and dazzling styles to find the perfect gown for her prom. She smiled, nodded.
“I… I am an amazing and beautiful young woman.” Lottie said, repeating after Mia, an affirmation.
Saying those words thrilled her, and she knew the truth of them. Mia smiled, and out of the corner of her eye, Lottie saw Robert watching her closely.
What did he think about all this? Did he still assume it was all part of the deal they’d made with his step-sister? Wasn’t it all part of the deal? Or was it something more? Something…
“Good, now, you’re staying with me and we’re shopping together, but Robert, you have to go off alone. You’ve got the list I gave you right?” Mia said, turning to face her step-brother.
Robert nodded. He had the list in his hand, detailing everything he had to buy, and telling him exactly what to ask for. Mia had thought of everything, and while she was making more of an effort to make sure Lottie was ready for prom, she was not leaving Robert to his own devices.
She had told him what to ask the sales assistants for, how to make sure his suit fit well, the colours, even telling him how to pick an aftershave that would work for him. She clearly wanted their date to prom to go perfectly, and there was just something about her attention to detail, her fastidiousness, that thrilled Lottie.
Only a few days ago she’d been adamant about not wanting to go to prom but now, the closer they got, the more into Mia’s thrall she fell, the more it became obvious how much effort Mia was making to ensure the night went well, the more Lottie felt that even wild horses wouldn’t be able to keep her away.
“I… yeah. I’ve got the list, and I’ll remember what you told me. I’ve got it all written down.” Robert said.
“Good. Because Lottie is making a massive effort to look beautiful for you, to make sure you have a good night at prom, so you following my instructions is the least you can do.” Mia said. “And as an incentive, if you mess up, and you ruin her prom night, if you’re a lame date, I’ll break your legs, understood?”
Mia chuckled, grinning, her threat only half serious. Lottie and Robert both knew just how mean and cruel Mia could be from experience, so they knew that though she might not go so far as to break any legs, she absolutely expected Robert to take her warning seriously.
Robert nodded, looking only slightly nervous.
“Good. Now, let’s go! The day is short and we have much to do…” She said.
Without waiting for an answer or a response she turned and opened the driver’s door and slipped out of the car. Robert and Lottie exchanged a glance, awkward, timid, but lingering for a moment, the pair blushing at almost the exact same moment, before following Mia’s lead.
Together the three headed towards the mall.
As they entered the massive building, a vast temple dedicated to the worship of fashion and consumerism, Mia dismissed Robert and sent him off on his errand to get himself ready for prom, their date. She then turned to Lottie, who stood nervous, pale, shrunk in on herself, timid and wary.
“Stand up straight.” Mia said.
Lottie paused, then took a deep breath, did as she was told. She stood taller and felt exposed, visible, and it terrified her. She was out in public, as a girl, and she was wearing… people would see...
Robert had left the house in jeans, boots, and a t-shirt, with a sweater over the top, like he’d wear on any normal day, ordinary if not slightly handsome. Mia had left the house in tight, ripped black jeans that hugged her ass and hips, a black t-shirt with an old rock band on the front, the t-shirt tight around her ample chest, a leather jacket, big black boots, and she looked hot, her black hair a sexy mess of curls, just a hint of dark make-up.
Lottie though… Lottie had been forced to wear what Mia told her to wear.
She was in heels, to help her practise her walk, the sway of her hips and ass, and pantyhose, dark sheer silk enclosing her smooth, long, full legs, but they were otherwise bared, only the tops of her thighs covered by the short skirt she was wearing, the pleated cloth patterned with a pink, black, and white plaid. As she moved, swaying her hips, shaking her ass, she was terrified that she was going to flash her bright pink panties, that people would see her underwear, and she daren’t bend over.
Her belly too was exposed, belly button clearly visible, her t-shirt tight and short, hugging her body, the swell of her padded  giving her small, perky tits that showed even more now she was standing up straight. The little jacket she’d been given did nothing to cover her chest but instead just seemed to frame it, drawing even more attention to her hips, ass, tits.
She could almost feel people staring, smirking, could almost hear them giggling. She kept her head down, the long hair of her wig covering her face like a curtain of red curls, staring at her feet, her sexy heels, not wanting to see, not wanting to have her fears confirmed. She could let Mia lead her, could hide, get the shopping done and leave without ever seeing. She could…
“And head up. I’m not going to have you hiding.” Mia said. “You can’t hide at prom, so you need to get used to being out and about in public, being seen, and you’re with me, so you’re safe. Plus, I think it’s unfair to deny the world your beauty and charm.”
The soft, sweet kindness in Mia’s voice was soothing.
She was right too. At prom, Lottie would not be able to hide. She’d have to dance, she would be seen, so it was better to get used to the laughter here, now, with Mia by her side looking after her.
Lottie took a deep breath, girding herself for the crushing humiliation, and lifted her head. She looked up, looked around and… blinked.
She giggled.
“See, not that bad is it?” Mia said.
Lottie shook her head.
No one was laughing at her. No one was smirking. She felt a swell of relief and joy. She was out in the world as a girl, as Lottie, as herself, and… it was fine. No one was staring at her, except, that wasn’t quite true.
A few people were staring at her, were staring at her and Mia.
A group of boys around their age were staring at them, watching them from across the entranceway, but there was no laughter or smirking. They were staring at them with interest, as though… as though they thought them hot.
Lottie blushed. She knew Mia was hot, but they were not just staring at Mia. They were staring at her too, openly looking her up and down, admiring her.
“I think you have some fans.” Mia said, teasing.
Lottie felt her face grow hot, her blush spreading from her cheeks to her throat, down over her neck. She squirmed, belly fluttering, a sense of joy. She couldn’t help but wiggle her hips, the plug shifting inside her ass, teasing her, making her caged dick throb, and the ways the boys were looking at her only made the pleasure better, worse, hotter.
“Shame we’ve no time to stand around flirting, and anyway, you already have a date for prom… so how about we head to the first stop on our list. If we get things done quickly maybe we’ll even have time for a coffee and a cake and a chat. I know an amazing place with the cutest baristas.” Mia said.
Flirting? Was Mia really suggesting that… Lottie’s blush blossomed, and she giggled, nervous, but before she could object Mia reached out and took her hand, gripping it gently, and she led her off into the maze of shops.
Behind her, the boys followed the pair with their gaze, and Lottie could almost feel them watching her, staring at her legs, ass, hips, and she put an extra wiggle into her step, unable to avoid the temptation to tease, delighting in how it felt, rewarded for her efforts by her fat plug shifting inside her tight hole.
She smiled, a bloom of happiness unlike anything she’d experienced before, and as they walked she could not help but noticed other boys looking at them both, at her.
Boys, young men, even a few older men, watched her pass, some of them much to the annoyance of their girlfriends or wives, all of them openly admiring her, looking her up and down, her legs, hips, ass, tits, admiring her pretty face, and it felt good, it felt… amazing. She felt beautiful, and she knew she had Mia to thank. She couldn’t wait to experience how stunning she was going to feel wearing a fancy prom gown.




Three
Mia and Lottie bustled from shop to shop, never standing still for long, and the whole experience was more exhausting than Lottie could have ever imagined. She was giddy from the rush of emotions, the flurry of garments and cosmetics and beauty products, the constant attention from the men around her, the odd jealous or even lustful glare from other girls, other women, and her whole body was throbbing with a constant low-level need and arousal, her caged dick a delicious agony, her plug shifting in her tight hole with every step, teasing her, shifting as she wiggled her hips as ass.
Their first stop was a general clothing store, and Mia took her around the racks and shelves of garments, helping her pick a range of outfits for a range of occasions, each more exciting and dazzling than the last. The look of them, the feel of the cloth, the shape and style, the colours, all of it was so much more exciting than the drab dreary clothes she’d worn as her old self… yet, Lottie couldn’t help but wonder why she needed so many new clothes just for prom?
“I… I thought we were shopping for a prom dress. I don’t need all this for prom, do I?” Lottie asked.
Mia chuckled, picking another cute top, holding it up against Lottie before nodding and adding it to the pile of clothes Lottie was carrying so that she could try them all on.
She stopped and looked Lottie in the eye, grinning. Lottie, heavy laden, couldn’t help but notice how a young man was staring at her, flushing as his girlfriend realised, elbowing him hard in the ribs before glaring at Lottie. It wasn’t her fault he was staring, was it?
Was it her fault she was… she was so hot? She hadn’t even picked her outfit, so if she looked so eye-catching, wasn’t it Mia’s fault?
“You can’t just wear a prom gown every day, can you?” Mia said, as though it was obvious.
Lottie’s head spun. This was all just for prom, so why…
But then, she was dressed as a girl now, was out as Lottie, and she needed more practice, needed to immerse herself into her role as Lottie, so maybe it made sense.
“It’s just less than a week until prom, and you can’t keep wearing my old clothes. Yes, I’m absolutely happy for you to have my old things, since I don’t need them and seeing them go to a good home gives me great pleasure, but... you need to develop your own style, have your own clothes, build your wardrobe so you have a choice of what to wear each day. Or… don’t you want to look pretty, cute, hot?” Mia asked.
Her grin changed to a smirk as Lottie blushed, shifting, nervous and coy. There was so much implied in what she’d said, so many possibilities, yet Lottie had only just begun to unpack what all these sudden changes meant for her future.
Still, she was sure of one thing. The idea of having more fun outfits to choose from, some playful, some cute, some sensible, some outrageously sexy, really did appeal.
“I… yeah, I do.” Lottie said, nodding.
That was all the confirmation Mia needed. She turned and continued to drag Lottie along the shelves and racks, picking out outfits, garments, skirts and dresses and tops, sweaters, t-shirts, jeans, even a pair of cute heeled boots.
“Now, let's get try these on.” Mia said as they finished wandering the last rack of clothes. “We can buy what we like, then move on to our next stop!”
Mia did not wait for Lottie to respond, instead just headed off towards the changing rooms. Lottie, overloaded with clothes to try on, did her best to follow, her heels clicking on the hard floor, the sway of her hips and ass making her plug shift inside her ass, teasing her.
Next stop? She was already exhausted, and she could only wonder how many stops there would be, yet, somehow, she felt only excited for the long day ahead.
Trying on the outfits took longer than Lottie was used to. Normally she would only try on at most try on a single pair of jeans or a sweater, but now she was trying on outfit after outfit, skirts and trousers and dresses, tops and sweaters and blouses. It was bad enough that she was in the girls’ changing rooms, that fact oddly thrilling and reassuring, but having to undress and redress, over and over again, while caged, plugged, knowing Mia was waiting to review her look, just kept her constantly on edge, but in a way that was both hot and pleasing.
With each new outfit, Lottie stepped out of the changing room and took the short walk to the waiting area, where she showed off what she was wearing for Mia. Mia would study her, make her walk up and down, twirl, even bend over or dance, just enough to see how exposing the clothes were, and Lottie could not help but blush at being made to perform in public, showing off in front of the other girls and women in the changing room, the men waiting for their girlfriends or wives trying not to stare or even openly ogling her.
Mia would then ask her what she thought about what she was wearing, and she would listen carefully as Lottie answered.
“It’s good to have a consistent style, even if you play around a bit within that. Like, a colour palette to work from, that way the majority of your clothes go together so you can vary the exact outfit by swapping pieces in and out without having to buy whole new outfits each time.” Mia said.
Lottie listened, nodded. Mia’s advice made sense, and as she pointed out what items of clothes looked best on her, and what ones did little for her body shape or colouring, Lottie began to understand.
She began to pick things that worked, putting together her own outfits, and as Mia praised certain combinations, certain looks and styles, Lottie began to feel her confidence grow, developing a feel for her style.
By the time they were done Lottie was grinning from ear to ear, buzzing from the joy of trying on so many new clothes, seeing herself over and over again in the full-length mirror, each outfit more exciting than the last, and the way people had looked at her, as though she were beautiful, pretty, alluring, sexy, had left her tingling. She had found her style, a mix of pink and black, part bubblegum princess, part goth queen, and she liked the odd mix, the way she could feel cute and pretty, or bold and sexy depending on her mood.
She had left most of the clothes she had taken into the changing rooms behind, but the things she had carried out with her were still enough to give her outfits for the next week or two. When they ran out maybe she’d just need to come shopping again?
But then she realised, prom would be over.
Why would she come shopping for girl clothes again? She’d go back to…
The thought crushed her, a swell of sadness, and she pushed it away quickly, as though it burned her, embracing the present moment firmly, her identity as Lottie. She was shopping for new clothes, underwear, a prom gown. It didn’t matter what tomorrow would bring. She would worry about after prom when it happened. For now, she was happy, excited, except…
“How… I… I’m not sure I can pay for all of this.” Lottie said.
With how many clothes she had, and how many things she still had to buy, there was no way she could afford it all. She looked at the pile of clothes in her arms and felt a sense of defeat.
She loved all of them so much that she didn’t want to let any of them go.
“Oh, I forgot to tell you!” Mia said, sounding excited. “I spoke to your parents, and our parents, mine and Robert’s, and I told them about you two deciding to go to prom, and I told them you both needed clothes and to hire and car and money for photographs and, well… they were all so happy you were going and you’d get to experience the special day that they gave me some money to help you both get ready. It should be enough to pay for this and a few more things, as well as the gown, so you don’t need to worry.”
Lottie blinked, stunned. His parents, and Mia’s and Robert’s parents, were going to pay for all of it, just because they wanted them to have a nice time at prom? It was so generous and kind and… did they really think prom was such a special occasion?
“I… but… why?”
Mia chuckled, smiling.
“They all just want you and Robert to be happy, and to have a nice time. Prom is your last big special day before you both head off to college and they want to make it memorable for you and to help you celebrate. You’ve both worked hard at school, got into a good college, and you’ve never got into trouble… or at least that they know…”
Mia’s smile twisted slightly. Lottie squirmed, understanding the implication. The microwave, the fire, the threat that had begun this whole misadventure.
“… so it's only natural that they’d want to spoil their children a little. I mean, I got a new gown and a fancy car and some nice photos for prom, so why wouldn’t you? Plus… both of you never do anything fun or exciting or extravagant, you just sit at home playing games and eating snacks together, so I suppose they’re just glad to see you both going and out and having fun on a date.”
Lottie paled. Had Mia told her parents that she and Robert were going on a date, together? Had she told them…
“Oh relax! I can see that look in your eye. I simply said you had found dates, that was all, not who those dates were.”
Lottie squirmed. She had told her parents that she and Robert were going together. Would they figure out the truth? And the photos Mia had mentioned. They’d be of her and Robert together, Lottie and Robert, not… what were her parents going to say?
But then, it wasn’t like she had a choice. It was this or Mia would tell them all about their secret, the thousands of dollars of damage they’d caused to the kitchen.
She could find a way to explain this easier than that, but still, she couldn’t help but wonder, even if she did have a choice… would she choose to go as Lottie or…
She blushed as she realised the truth, a swell of nervous joy fluttering. What did it mean?
“Now, shall we pay? We’ve got lots to get done, and we have an appointment for your dress fitting to make.” Mia said.
Lottie nodded, head spinning.
She was excited about prom not despite the fact she’d be going as Lottie, but because she was going as Lottie. The gown, the make-up, the hair, even her name… it made her happy. Given the choice, she knew who she’d decide to go to prom as.
She’d choose to go as Lottie.
And that fact almost scared her, the implication for her future. She also knew who she wanted as her date, and that scared her even more…
After the department store the pair made their way to another store, then another, then another and another and another and on and on and on. It was an endless parade of clothes, shoes, cosmetics, make-up, beauty products, hair products, underwear, lingerie, even handbags and accessories and jewellery.
In most stores Mia and Lottie just looked, browsing, with Mia giving Lottie advice on what things would look good on her, and why, how to evaluate the cut of a garment, the fabric, how to pick and match colours for the season and for a particular look, but in more than enough Lottie was made to try clothes or shoes on, buying more and more and more, adding more clothes to her growing wardrobe, adding sexy heels and cute trainers and pretty boots, a thrill running through her each time they bought something new, more pretty things for her to wear, more feminine girly outfits made possible with each purchase.
As they went Lottie could not help but notice the way the boys and men around her noticed them both, noticed her, and she liked it. As they watched her she walked with an extra wiggle, shaking her hips and her ass, heels clicking, little skirt swaying, and the feeling of being lusted after was addictive.
She wanted more of it...
They shopped for underwear, lingerie, and though Lottie couldn’t try that on, Mia would hold things up against her to check the look and the size, would ask her opinion, and Lottie was left squirming, blushing, hot and excited, her caged cock throbbing, plug shifting in her ass, teasing her.
She bought more panties, more bras, more pantihose, cute and pretty and girly, but fairly ordinary compared to the lingerie sets she bought.
Mia picked her out two sets of lingerie, both very similar, one in black, one in white. Lottie could only blush as Mia helped her pick out seamed stockings with lacy tops, suspender belts, skimpy panties made of gossamer cloth, bras to go with the panties.
“You’ll need something hot to wear to prom.” Mia said. “And something even hotter to wear afterwards, just in case…”
Just in case of what? Lottie’s head spun. Was Mia suggesting…
She tried not to think about it, heart racing, body throbbing, face on fire. She knew what came after prom…
They then bought make-up, palettes of eyeshadow, mascaras, nail polishes, eyeliner pencils, creams and foundations and blushes, lipsticks and lip-glosses and moisturisers. They bought hair products, to help Lottie style her hair on days when she wasn’t wearing her wig, and things to help her keep her wig looking nice.
“Give it a month or two and your hair will be long enough for a nice cut, but for now you can wear that wig whenever you like. I think you look beautiful with or without it, but it's about what makes you comfortable.” Mia said.
A month or two? But by then prom would be over and Lottie would have gone back to… why did that thought feel almost painful now? Again, Lottie pushed the difficult emotions away, focussing on the present, head buzzing.
Finally, they bought accessories, a handbag, and some jewellery, and, as an extra special treat, Mia took Lottie to have her ears pierced.
As they’d entered the piercer's studio Lottie had been terrified. A piercing seemed so… drastic, but it thrilled her, the severity and semi-permanence of it, the commitment to being Lottie.
The experience though was far more ordinary than she’d been expecting. The needles through her ear lobes stabbed through quickly, and relatively painlessly, and then it was done, her ears were pierced, two small silver hoops, one in each ear.
“Keep them clean and keep those in for two or three months, come back and see me if there are any problems.” The piercer, a young woman with many piercings and tattoos, who was very hot, said.
Lottie nodded, taking the printout of care information she was given. As they left Mia hugged her, told her how proud she was of her, and how beautiful she was, and it felt… amazing.
Lottie had been dreading the day this morning, but now… now it felt like one of the best days of her life. And the way men kept staring at her, eyeing her up, only made it better, a constant reminder of just hot and cute and pretty and sexy she was.
“Well, that’s everything except…” Mia looked at Lottie, with a wide grin.
“My gown?” Lottie said, a hopeful note in her voice.
Mia nodded. Lottie felt her heart leap.
“Your gown.” Mia said. “And trust me, you’re going to look amazing.”




Four
Mia took Lottie back to the car before heading to her gown fitting, to drop off the many, many bags of clothes and underwear and shoes and accessories and make-up and various other things. As they dropped them into the back of the car Lottie felt immediately lighter, and as she looked down at everything she’d bought she couldn’t help but smile, a sense of joy filling her.
Those clothes, all that underwear, those heels and boots and that make-up, all of it, it was hers.
She had never enjoyed shopping before, the act of browsing, trying on clothes and buying them was always so tedious and uninteresting, but today had been a revelation. It had been fun.
Was this why girls loved shopping so much? Because it was fun? Was it that simple?
She thought about all the clothes she hadn’t tried on, the vast variety of them, so many colours and styles and fabrics. So many options she’d never had before. She could be any version of herself now, from serious and studious to absolutely brazen and slutty, as well as everything in-between.
She was no longer trapped, and it felt liberating, joyous.
“Come on now. We don’t want to be late, do we?” Mia said.
Lottie snapped her attention back to the moment, realised she had been staring at all the bags of clothes in the back of the car, grinning, lost in daydreams. She giggled and blushed, flustered but happy.
“I… sorry. No, I don’t want to be late. I… I’ve been looking forward to this.” Lottie said.
And it was the truth. She didn’t know when it had happened, but she had gone from dreading the idea of a gown to feeling resigned to it to, finally, being excited by it.
Mia only smiled, as though she’d always known, saying nothing. She shut the boot of her car and locked it, turning to head off back to the mall.
Lottie followed, her heels clicking, and she felt as though floating—was that the lack of heavy bags or the sense of anticipation?
As they walked through the mall Lottie was again aware of how people looked at her, but she was getting used to it now, and… she was starting to enjoy it. As she and Mia passed a group of young men standing around outside a gaming shop she noticed one of them look up, staring, then nudging his friends, nodding all of them in her direction. They all stared at her, openly, looking her up and down, and their lascivious attention was so intense it felt like an almost physical force.
Unable to resist the urge, Lottie put an extra wiggle into her step, shaking her hips and ass, her skirt swaying, and she smiled as she saw, out of the corner of her eye, their eyes go wide. They could not stop staring at her, her long, smooth, pantyhose-clad legs, her ass in her tiny skirt, her heels, her hips.
As a final flourish, she lifted one hand to flick her hair over her shoulder, and then, without even looking at them, she followed Mia around a corner.
Mia turned to look at her and smiled, shaking her head.
“Don’t think I didn’t notice that you little slut.” Teasing those poor boys.
Lottie blushed. Was it that obvious?
“Oh don’t look so abashed. It’s nice to be admired, so I’m happy to see you enjoying yourself and all the attention you’re getting, very deserved attention too I’ll add, since you look fucking fire. However, I will remind you that your date to prom is my little brother, or stepbrother, so you better not break his heart.”
Lottie’s blush deepened. She had only been teasing because it had been fun, the newness of it, feeling attractive for the first time in her life, feeling wanted and pretty, but Mia’s words had refocused her attention back to Robert.
She enjoyed how those boys had looked at her, but at the mention of Robert, her mind had gone back to how he’d looked at her the night before, how he’d looked at her this morning, and how different that had been.
Sure, he’d stared a little, and she’d enjoyed it, had enjoyed teasing him, but there had been something more there, and then there was last night.
There was that kiss.
She’d never hurt him, ever, but the thought that Mia even considered her capable of breaking Robert’s heart both thrilled and appalled her. A storm of emotions raged that she struggled to contain.
“I… I wouldn’t… we… I…” Lottie was flustered, lost for words.
Mia just reached out to rub her shoulder, an affectionate gesture that felt intimate, feminine. Lottie relaxed.
“I know. I was teasing, silly girl.” Mia said. “But still… you better not.”
Mia winked. Lottie’s blush flared. There was something in the way Mia teased her that set her heart fluttering, something about Robert that set her on edge.
“But enough of that. We’re here. So, in you go.”
Mia stopped in front of a door to a shop Lottie had never noticed before, pushing the door open and holding it for her. Lottie looked and paled, eyes wide.
“Here?” She whispered.
“Where else?” Mia said. “They do the best gowns, now… in!”
It was clear from her tone that she would brook no argument. Lottie took a deep breath, stilling her nerves.
The shop was like nowhere she’d shopped before, the outside painted in soft pastels, decorated with flowers, the lettering over the front a sloping script that reminded Lottie of period films or romance novels. In the window, pretty mannequins stood, posed, with the most stunning dresses she had ever seen.
They had everything, from wedding dresses to bridesmaid dresses, prom gowns to elaborate party frocks. All of them looked ornate, vastly complex constructions of lace and silk and embroidery. There were sewn-on flowers, corsets, trails, petticoats, sequins, and something inside Lottie squealed in delight at the sight of it all.
She was going to wear a dress like that, to prom…
There were no words to describe it all. It was all she could do to just obey Mia, and so she did as she was told. She stepped into the boutique, and Mia followed after.
“Hello. How can I help you two young ladies?” A voice asked.
Lottie turned to see a young woman in her late twenties, or perhaps early thirties, approaching. She was tall, dressed smartly in a dark grey fitted skirt and a white blouse, seamed stockings, black heels. Her smile was radiant, and her hair was tied neatly up in a bun. Her eyes, a sparkling blue, beamed with a friendly welcome behind horn-rimmed spectacles.
“I’m afraid we’re appointment only, and we’re all booked for today, unless…”
“We have an appointment for Miss. Lottie. I think we’re a few minutes early.” Mia said.
Miss. Lottie? The sound of it made Lottie’s belly flutter. Why?
“Ah yes, a prom fitting. Very good. If you don’t mind me saying I’ve been looking forward to this. Prom season is my favourite. The dresses are always so much fun and helping a young woman make her special day even more memorable gives me an enormous sense of gratification.” The woman said. “But, enough about me. I’m Tania, I’ll be your fitting assistant, so, if you’ll follow me I’ll take you through to your fitting room.”
Mia nodded, and Tania led the pair through the front of the shop, crowded with dresses and petticoats and trails and corsets and heels and more things than Lottie could name or take in quickly, so many colours and styles and fabrics it made her head spin, and took them towards the back. She opened one of several shut doors and ushered them in, following behind before shutting the door, and Lottie could barely believe her eyes.
The room was large and spacious, with several plush sofas and chairs, all four walls mirrored. It was decorated with flowers, ivy, the ceiling hung with fairy lights, and it felt like something out of a storybook or a fairytale. It was so idyllic and romantic that Lottie could not stop smiling.
“Now please, sit.” Tania said. “Can I get you anything to drink? Tea, coffee, a soft drink?”
“Two cucumber waters please, with ice. Thank you.” Mia said.
Tania nodded.
“And I was thinking, to start the fitting…”
Mia began to go over a list of styles and colours and fabrics, each more exciting than the last, and Lottie could only listen, wide-eyed with wonder, and Tania nodded, taking notes. Lost, bewildered, excited and nervous, Lottie turned to look around the room and her gaze settled on the mirror. She saw herself, her reflection, and without thinking she shifted, striking a pose, enjoying how she looked, what she saw.
She was a cute, pretty young woman, dressed in a slightly sexy fashion, flirty and coy. She felt her caged dick throb with the joy of it, body hot, and behind her the talk of all the prom dresses she’d be trying on just heightened it all.
The room, so pretty and fairytale-esque, the way she was dressed, the shopping trip with Mia, the idea of trying on prom gowns, it was all so perfect. She never wanted it to end and yet… this was just for prom, right? Just because Mia was making her, right? Yet… why did that now feel wrong?
“Perfect. I’ll go fetch the dresses and my assistant will be through shortly with your drinks. Why don’t you both make yourselves comfortable.”
Without waiting for an answer Tania turned and left, heading out of the room. Lottie, nervous, turned away from the mirror and moved to sit on the sofa and wait. Mia came and sat beside her, her presence reassuring.
“Excited?” Mia asked.
Lottie could only nod, too nervous and full of anticipation to speak. After only a few moments a woman only slightly older than Lottie came in carrying a tray with two drinks, tall glasses of water with slices of cucumber in, sprigs of mint, the glass beaded with condensation.
She served the two girls with a friendly smile and then left. Lottie sipped her water and was delighted to find it so refreshing, the water crisp and bright and full of bubbles.
“Nice isn’t it? Little moments like this really make the experience special. And I want you to have a special experience, Lottie.” Mia said. “I want both of you to just be happy, and have a special day.”
Lottie fluttered her eyelashes, suddenly shy. She knew she was being forced to go through with all of this, that she had no choice, that Mia had forcibly feminized her, dressed her up, made her smooth, but still… she had enjoyed it too.
Mia had given Lottie no choice really, was making her go to prom as a girl, was slowly pushing her further and further, to the point where she was now out shopping dressed as a cute, hot girl while caged and plugged, but… Lottie liked it. She had enjoyed every moment of it, even if she’d been initially reluctant to admit it, even to herself. Now though, now she was almost scared by how happy it was making her.
It ran deeper than sexual pleasure, than the naughtiness of it all. It ran deeper than lust and delight and arousal—though with her cage on, unable to cum, being constantly teased by the delightful plug in her ass, she was very aroused—and it seemed to fill her with hope and light and joy. She was happier than she could ever remember being, excited for prom, comfortable in her own skin for the first time in years, even if she was flustered and a bit shy and coy.
She didn’t know what it all meant, but she knew one thing. Mia really did want her to be happy, and that knowledge made her feel safe even if she was being technically forced to go along with Mia’s plan to make her into the perfect prom date for her best friend, Robert.
“Thank you.” Lottie whispered, shy. “For everything.”
Mia grinned.
“You can thank me when we’re done, because we’ve got so much more ground to cover yet.”
Before Lottie could question Mia on what she meant the door to the fitting room opened and Tania entered, along with her assistant, carrying heaps of dresses, smiling, clearly struggling a little under the weight of so many gowns. Lottie’s eyes went wide with wonder. Tania and her assistant put the gowns down on one of the empty sofas and as the assistant left Tania straightened, poised, and she smiled.
Her eyes were fixed on Lottie.
“Shall we begin then?” Tania said, smiling.
Lottie could only nod as she stared at the vast number of gowns, so many styles and colours and fabrics. She had been happy before, excited, a sense of anticipation, but seeing the dresses she realised for the first time that her life before Lottie had been a shadow of the truth.
No matter what happened after prom, she was never going back to how it was before…




Five
Mia and Tania remained in the room while Lottie got undressed, and at first, she was nervous, timid, aware that with all the mirrors there was no way she could hide, but with encouragement she managed it, slipping her jacket and skirt and top off, putting her heels to one side. She glanced at Mia, then at Tania, but neither of them reacted or made any sign that the situation was unusual, and so Lottie began to relax.
“So, which dress first?” Tania asked.
Her tone was friendly, business-like, formal, but her smile was so kind that Lottie felt comforted. Not only was Mia with her to look after her, but Tania was treating her like any other customer, like any other girl getting ready for prom, trying on gowns to make her big day even more special, and Lottie felt a surge of gratitude at being offered this rare, special moment.
She was just a girl buying her prom gown, getting ready for her first date with her best friend, and she was happy.
“The pink I think, the one with all the chiffon and lace and petticoats. I know it’s a little over the top and saccharine, but… well, I say start with the over-the-top princess gown to get an idea and then expand out from there.” Mia said.
Tania nodded and turned to the pile of dresses, fishing one out from the middle. The colour of it, the shape and style, it was… stunning.
The gown was soft peach, a tight body with big puffy sleeves and a long dress, layers and layers and layers of delicate petticoats. Lottie could see immediately why Mia had called it a princess dress.
“Well… come on, try it on and let's see how you look.” Mia said, encouraging Lottie.
Lottie grinned, blushing, and did as she was told. She stepped forward and, with Tania’s and Mia’s help, slipped into the elaborate gown. She shimmied her hips as it was pulled up, and the caress of the sheer, satiny fabric against her smooth legs, her soft body, made her tremble.
As Lottie slipped her arms into the sleeves she felt Mia move in behind her, fumbling with the zip for a moment before doing it up, the dress closing around her body, tight, cocooning her in satin and silk and chiffon, pink and pretty and beautiful.
With the dress on, Lottie looked down at herself and she could barely believe what she saw, how glamorous and stunning the dress looked on her. She looked like… like a princess.
Her heart leapt, joy, giddy, bright, and her caged dick trembled with the thrill of feeling so right. What would Robert do if he saw her wearing this? What would he say? What would he think?
“Well, what do you think?” Mia asked.
Lottie looked up, blushing, grinning so widely her cheeks hurt. Were there even words to describe it?
“I… I like it.” She said, trying not to sound too overjoyed.
“Mmm… it looks better on you than I thought it would. The pink suits you.” Mia said. “Have a good look in the mirror though, and walk around, then we can try another one, but that's a definite maybe.”
Lottie nodded and did as she was told. She turned to face the mirror, saw herself, her long hair, pretty face, her princess dress. She looked… beautiful.
“And of course adjustments are included in the price. The fit will be a little out off the hanger, but we’ll tailor it to fit so it looks absolutely perfect on you on the big day.” Tania said.
Lottie nodded, barely listening. She watched her reflection as she moved, walking around the room on tiptoe to emulate heels, the dress swishing, hair flowing, even the small silver hoops of her earring adding to her appearance. She never wanted to take the dress off yet… she wanted to try more on, to see how she look.
Maybe this was the one, but… how would she know unless she tried them all on?
Giddy with a sense of joy, head buzzing, she turned and walked back to where Mia and Tania stood, and with their help she slipped out of the dress, sad to take it off, but eager to try on another one. Mia picked the second dress, another pink gown, but more fitted, the skirt coming to just above Lottie’s knees with a long slit up the back, sleeveless with a low back.
Lottie tried it on, let Mia zip her up, and turned to look at herself in the mirror. She smiled, but not as brightly. The gown was lovely, stunning even, but after that first one, it seemed somehow… less.
Still, Mia told her to walk around in it, so they could see how the fit and the fabric suited her, and Lottie did as she was told. She loved watching herself, seeing her soft smooth body wiggling in the tight dress, the way it made her ass seem full and perky, the padding in her bra giving her cute little tits.
When she was done Mia helped her out of the dress, and, after a brief discussion, it was added to the not-for-prom pile. After that came another dress, then another, then another.
Lottie tried on dresses in blue and silver and white, more pinks, reds, yellows, a few in orange. She tried on dresses in black and grey, some patterned, most not, dresses in green and purple and turquoise. She loved all of them in their own way, the way each colour changed her look, made her feel different, and though some clashed with her hair, or her eyes, or her complexion, while others complimented her features, she could not help but feel attached to each new dress in some odd way.
Lottie tried on dresses in different styles. Some short, coming to barely below her ass, slinky and sexy and completely inappropriate for a first date or for prom, fun to wear for a moment, and maybe fun to buy at a later date, but quickly added to the not-for-prom pile, while others were even longer than the princess gown, long trails that made her feel more like a bride than a girl going to prom, and that set off a whole new storm of emotions, her head spinning as she walked up and down the fitting room, imagining herself walking down the aisle, dressed in white, with flowers in her hands, a veil, and she smiled, blushing, as she realised that though made her happy.
She tried on dresses that were tight, dresses that were loose. Some had sleeves, others did not. Some were low cut, others had high collars, the dresses fitted to chokers that closed around her throat. There were petticoats in some, but not in all. Corsets, trains, bodices, slits in the skirts, sequins, embroidered flowers, lace decorations. Each dress was gorgeous but unique.
And the fabrics… so many different kinds of cloth, each fitting differently, flowing differently, hugging her body differently, yet they all teased, so soft and delicate and feminine against her smooth body, caressing as she slipped them on, teasing her as she strutted up and down the fitting room in them, tickling her as she slipped them off. Some made her feel cute and pretty, others made her feel sexy, powerful, while others made her feel glamorous, yet… they all made her feel beautiful, and right.
She loved how they all fit, how they all flowed, the way they shaped her body, the way the colours and the fabric made her eyes or hair or skin look brighter, more dazzling. Each one was special in its own way, and Lottie wanted all of them, but she knew she could only have one...
Her nerves faded, quickly, and she relaxed, and soon Lottie was swept up on a cloud of joy and excitement, the thrill of trying on so many dresses, trying to find the perfect one for prom. As the pile of dresses to try on shrank, the piles of not-for-prom grew, as did the pile of maybe, though the latter grew more slowly.
Finally, it came to the last dress, a soft pastel purple, long flowing skirts, a tight body, with straps that went around the back of the neck instead of over the shoulders, the back cut so low it barely covered Lottie’s ass.
As she walked it in she felt sensual, sexy, playful, but… it wasn’t the one. She looked at herself in the mirror, loving how she looked, but as she turned back to face Mia and Tania she knew that they too felt the same. This, like so many, wasn’t the one.
“So, what do you think?” Mia asked, as she had every time.
“I… I like it, but…”
“I agree. Not for prom.” Mia said.
She had been efficient and kind, sweet, reassuring, but she had also been blunt and honest, something Lottie was grateful for. When she looked good in a dress Mia told her so, telling her exactly why it worked for her, but when it didn’t suit her she did not hold back in telling Lottie why either.
Lottie had learned a lot, had tried on dozens of amazing gowns, and she loved all of them, even the ones that she hadn’t looked quite so good in. Yet… there had only been one prom gown.
As Tania and Mia helped Lottie slip out of the purple gown they discussed the various dresses she’d tried on, all the ones in the maybe pile. Lottie got dressed back into her skirt and top, slipped her jacket on, and felt oddly underdressed after all the fancy dresses, a sense of anticipation now building for prom, her next chance to year a big, fancy, beautiful gown, but the question was...
“Which one?” Mia asked.
Lottie blinked, aware Tania and Mia were both looking at her, waiting for an answer, smiling. Which dress?
Lottie had to think for only a moment before smiling, blushing. She knew exactly which dress she wanted.
“I know that smile. I remember seeing you with that smile when you tried on the first one.” Mia said.
Lottie blushed. Was it that obvious?
“You want the princess dress, don’t you?” Mia asked.
Lottie had loved trying on all the other dresses, had experienced the most amazing day perhaps of her entire life, but… it was the first dress she’d tried on. It had always been that dress.
Lottie nodded, shy. The dress was ridiculous, glamorous, over the top, like something from a fairytale, but Lottie loved it, loved how she looked in it, how it made her feel.
Could she really wear something like that to prom? How would Robert react to seeing her on prom night wearing a bright pink fairytale princess gown?
“I agree. You looked amazing.” Mia said, grinning.
Mia turned to face Tania.
“We’ll take the princess dress.” Mia said.
Tania nodded.
“Of course. An excellent choice. You looked absolutely beautiful in it.” Tania said. “Now, we’ll just need to take a few measurements so our seamstress can adjust it, and then you can be on your way.”
Lottie could not stop smiling. She was really going to get to wear that dress to prom. She was going to get to wear a massive, pink, fairytale princess dress to prom. She was going to dance in it, have her photo taken in it, was going to go on her first date with her best friend in it, and… she couldn’t wait to see how he was going to react to seeing her on their big night.




Six
After the joy of shopping for her prom gown, the buzz and bliss of trying on so many wonderfully pretty dresses, of being treated like any normal girl getting ready for her big night out, of being treated almost like a princess, the rest of the day seemed almost, but not quite, dreary. Lottie was grinning so much her cheeks ached, and she seemed to be walking on clouds.
After paying for the dress and being measured so that it could be fitted to her exactly—a service that meant Tania had to use a measuring tape and hands to reach into some quite sensitive and intimate parts of Lottie’s body, an experience that was at once both thrilling and embarrassing—Mia took Lottie off for one last perfect item.
“You’ll need this if you’re going to wear a dress like that.” Mia said.
As she handed Lottie the tiara she had picked Lottie could not help but smile, a massive grin plastered from ear to ear. It was silver and studded with clear crystals, like diamonds, a light metal that was ornate and pretty.
“You can’t go as a princess without a crown now, can you?” Mia said. “And I want you to consider this my gift, okay? I really do want you to look your best, and for both of you to be happy. You know that, right?”
Lottie giggled, nodding her head. Without another word, Mia bought the tiara, and then they both set off to meet Robert at the food court.
“You’re late.” Robert said when they arrived.
They were late. Really late, and Robert was sitting at a table with the remains of his meal in front of him, looking grumpy, with several bags on the chair next to him.
“Oh shush. We were having fun, and anyway, Lottie is worth the waiting. You just wait until you see her in the dress she’s going to wear for you.”
Lottie blushed as Mia spoke, heart and belly fluttering. She was watching Robert closely, feeling just a little guilty, but when she saw his reaction, the way he glanced at her at the mention of her dress, the guilt just vanished.
Was he… squirming? The way he shifted in his chair, the slight pink to his cheeks, was he embarrassed or flustered or…? Whatever it was, Lottie liked the effect she was having on him, and she wanted more.
“Sorry.” She said. “But… there were just so many shops, and so many pretty clothes. I found the perfect dress for our date though, and I also managed to get some really sexy underwear too.”
Lottie spoke without really thinking. Why had she said that?
Mia glanced at her, a big smile, as though proud. Robert though just turned bright pink and couldn’t even look at Lottie, stammering, clearly struggling.
That was why she’d said it. She wanted to see Robert squirm, wanted to tease him, and she was enjoying it.
“I… cool. Just… so long as you’re happy I’m happy. I was just… just grumpy is all.” Robert said.
“Aww... well, is there anything I can do to make it up to you? Anything I can do to earn forgiveness?” Lottie said, voice soft and playful.
That just made Robert squirm even more. Lottie and Mia both giggled.
“I… no. I just want you to have a nice time. I… I got the suit like you said.” Robert looked up, speaking to Mia. “And I got an aftershave too. Do you want to check, or…”
“I’ll have a look when we get home.” Mia said. “But for now we’ll keep both the suit, and the gown, a surprise. It’ll be nice for you both to have that ‘wow’ moment on the big night, don’t you think?”
Robert and Lottie both looked at each other, a little nervous and flustered at the thought of prom night coming closer. It was all becoming more and more real.
They were going to go to prom, together, as each other’s dates, and it was getting closer every day. Worse, or maybe better, Lottie was beginning to feel more comfortable as Lottie, was beginning to feel comfortable being a girl, a woman, was beginning to feel as though this was how things were supposed to be, but… what did that mean once this was all over and she went back to...
Lottie pushed those thoughts away, refusing to let those dark clouds sour her current buoyant mood. She’d had an amazing day, and there was still the evening to go.
“Well, you’ve eaten already, so I suppose we can go home and I’ll cook Lottie and me some food, then you can play a game while we get on with her training.” Mia said.
Robert nodded, sighing. It was later than Lottie had thought it would be when they’d be done, and she realised at the mention of food just how hungry she was. Shopping clearly worked up an appetite.
The three left together, packing Robert’s bags in the back of the car along with the many Lottie and Mia had already stashed there, and Lottie sat up, the small bag with her tiara in on her lap. She felt almost sad to be leaving without her gown, but she knew that the process of adjusting it to fit her perfectly would be worth it.
As Mia drove, Lottie let her mind wander, picturing that princess dress, how she would look wearing it on her big night, her date with her best friend.
Her heart raced just imagining it.
Before there had been a sense of almost dread leading up to prom, the date, going together, Lottie having to go out in a dress, as a girl, but now she couldn’t imagine anything better. It was like she had finally, after years of being caged, tasted freedom, and all she wanted now was just to spread her wings and fly.
When they arrived home Robert settled down to play games, while Mia made her and Lottie a dinner of salad and vegetables. Afterwards, Mia and Lottie cleared up together, talking about their day, and Lottie found the whole experience liberating, a sense of joy at talking to Mia about the shops, what she had bought, the thrill of it, Mia listening, offering tips on how to get the most out of shopping trips, sharing useful scraps of knowledge on make-up, accessories, shoes, clothes, even underwear shopping.
Lottie listened to all of it, keen to learn as much as possible, yet she was bothered by something. Why was she trying to learn as much as possible if this would all be over as soon as prom ended?
The pair chatted about the boys and men who had stared so openly at Lottie, who had eyed her, looking her up and down with obvious desire and lust, making their girlfriends or wives angry, jealous. Mia teased Lottie about it, about how she had seemed to put an extra wiggle into her walk when she passed groups of boys or good-looking men, wiggling her hips and ass to make them stare, relishing in the way they’d looked at her.
Lottie blushed, but admitted it.
She had put an extra sway into her step, enjoying how they looked at her, the sense of power in being pretty, sexy, feeling desired, feeling hot. Mia seemed almost… proud of her, and that only made Lottie even more flustered, her dick throbbing in her cage, a warm glow in her belly.
“Right, dishes done, time for more practice. Make-up, hair, and moving in heels wearing something that’ll approximate your gown.” Mia said as they were finishing up.
Lottie nodded, and the pair headed out of the kitchen and towards the foot of the stairs. As they moved through the living room Robert looked up, smiling, catching Lottie’s gaze for a moment before looking away flustered, looking back to his stepsister.
“I… I was just wondering, if… well, if you needed me for anything. Last night, I mean… if Lottie wanted to show off her new outfits or anything I’d not mind… that is… I just… I…”
“You just want to help?” Mia said, teasing.
Robert’s blush deepened, but he nodded, face flush. Mia laughed.
“Sure it’s not that you just want to be a big perv and stare at Lottie dressed up in all her new, hot, sexy outfits?”
It was Lottie’s turn to blush, and the pair of them, Robert and Lottie, looked at each other, nervous and shy and flustered, a quiet giggle. They had known each other for years, had always been so comfortable around each other, but ever since Mia had firmly suggested they go to prom together, had told them her plan to have Lottie go in a pretty dress they’d been awkward.
And it had only been getting worse…
Over the last few days, Lottie had been distracted, first by being forced to secretly wear panties and pantyhose in public, while being smooth and soft, then by her plug and cage, and most recently by the heels and dresses and make-up and wig she’d been made to wear.
True, she’d been enjoying all of it, the gradual journey of feminization, but what was Robert’s excuse? Nothing had really changed for him, except… he did keep looking at Lottie in an odd way.
And then it clicked.
The only thing that had changed for him was… Lottie. He’d always known Lottie as someone else, had thought of her as a boy, but now… what was all this? What did it mean for Lottie, and for Robert? They had to go to prom, together, on a date. Was Robert bothered by that?
Was he bothered that he had to go to prom with his best friend? Or was it… was it that he saw Lottie as a boy in a dress? Why did that thought sting so much? Wasn’t it true? And why was Lottie so hurt by the idea that Robert didn’t want to be seen with her in public?
Except… there was something about that idea that didn’t sit right. The way Robert had been around her today had been comforting, and he’d been almost protective when they’d been together, wanting to stand close to her rather than distancing himself, and… what about last night? The way he’d looked at her, held her, kissed her.
Still, this was all a problem for another night. Tonight she had practice.
“I just… I just want to help. Lottie is doing so much and… well, yeah, I’d like to see what she bought, pay an interest, since she’s my best friend, and if she looks cute too that’s just a bonus. You’re just… you’re trying to mess with my head, trying to mess with us, but it’s not going to work.” Robert said, almost pouting.
Lottie smiled. He hadn’t changed. He was still her best friend, and Mia still loved messing with him, except Lottie could tell from his reaction that there was some truth in what Mia had said. Did he really want to see her all dressed up in her new outfits so he could perv on her?
And why did that thought excite her?
“I don’t mind dressing up a bit, if Robert wants to see, and… it might be fun, and good practise for me.” Lottie said to Mia.
Mia looked between the two of them, and she smiled, chuckling.
“You’re as bad as each other!” She said. “Robert, you just want to perv on Lottie in her hot new outfits, and Lottie… well, I’m shocked, clearly you’re just a naughty little exhibitionist that wants to be perved on.”
The two best friends went bright red, both blushing, unable to hide from each other that Mia’s accusations were not far from the truth.
Lottie did want to show off to her best friend, liked how he looked at her, and he clearly wanted to see more of her. As Lottie watched Robert squirming she couldn’t help but appreciate for the first time how cute he was, his bright blue eyes, his ruffled sandy brown hair, his delicate features that made him seem almost… angelic at times, pretty at others, and sometimes even handsome.
“However, I don’t think that’s a bad idea.” Mia said, grinning. “A chance to show off, and get some more practise in might be good. It’d be a shame not to have you wearing all those new outfits, show off a little, and have you both get more comfortable with each other before your big night. Not tonight though, since we’re all tired. We’ll keep the practice tonight simple, but tomorrow… how about you take Lottie out for a date. Dinner and a movie. A proper date. I’ll organise it all so don’t worry. You just need to make sure she has a nice time, understand?”
Robert paled, then, slowly, nodded. He gave no argument, and Lottie couldn’t help but smile at that, a fluttering in her chest. Then Mia turned to face her.
“And you… well, today we’ll keep it simple, since you’ve been busy, but tomorrow will be the perfect opportunity for you to practise getting ready. It won’t be quite as much pressure as prom, but it’ll give you a taste so you won’t get overwhelmed on the night and, well… I suppose one little first date before the big night won’t hurt.”
Mia was smiling. Robert and Lottie were blushing, squirming, both flustered, yet Lottie was also undeniably excited.
It’d be her first proper date as a girl. Her first date with her best friend. Her first chance to get all dressed up, and she couldn’t wait…




Seven
Lottie was woken early by Mia bringing her coffee, shaking her awake gently. It was still a novel sensation waking up in Mia’s room, the pink, the feminine decorations, the fact that she was sleeping over in a girl’s bedroom—her best friend's hot stepsister no less—but she was getting used to it, was finding a warm comfort in it.
“You can rest a little, but then you’ve got to get up. It’s a busy day for you, getting ready for your first date as a proper girl, but I’ll be here to help.” Mia said.
Lottie flushed, giggled. She was going on her first date ever as Lottie, with her best friend, the boy she had known almost her whole life. Where was he going to take her? What was it going to be like?
She was already nervous, butterflies fluttering in her belly, but she was excited too, a sense of eager anticipation building and she wiggled in her bed, biting her bottom lip.
Was Robert as nervous as she was? Was she looking forward to it as much as he was? She hoped so.
“Now, you drink your coffee and I’ll make you something to eat. Toast seems sensible, keep it light, then you need to shower and shave to make yourself as smooth as possible, and we can get started on the process of getting you ready. It’s a lot more complicated and involved as a girl, but it’s also a lot more fun, and the end result is well worth the extra effort.”
Lottie looked up at Mia. She had always been kind of like a big sister to Lottie, but over the last few days, that role had shifted slightly. Now, instead of being an older sister to a kid brother, teasing and taunting each other, she had become the older sister to a younger sister, taking on a nurturing, guiding role, and Lottie could not begin to express the affection and love and gratitude she felt.
“I… thank you.”
Lottie said.
Mia just smiled at her, a small dip of her head.
“You’re welcome.” She said.
Without another word Mia slipped out of the room, leaving Lottie alone with her thoughts, daydreams of prom, her date later that day, thinking about what she’d wear, how she’d do her make-up, about what it was going to be like spending time alone with Robert as Lottie.
They’d both been on dates before and had even been on a few double dates, but they’d never dated each other. And for Lottie, this was her first date with a boy.
She knew that Robert had done little more than kiss a girl, just as he knew the same about her. For the most part, their high-school lives had been pretty parched on the romance front, the pair preferring to spend time with each other than with girls, despite a few of their classmates showing an interest in them.
It wasn’t that they were unpopular or unattractive, just that given the choice, they both enjoyed being alone, together, over anything else. But… wasn’t that what this date was going to be? The two of them, alone, together, except… it felt different.
Not only was Lottie going out as a girl, dressed pretty, but they’d be on a date, an official date. And… something was different between them now. Something had shifted, and Lottie couldn’t help but think that the kiss they’d shared was only a symptom of that. Quite what it was Lottie couldn’t say, but it left her feeling breathless and exhilarated.
It was not long before Mia arrived with toast, and the pair chatted about outfits and looks while Lottie ate, and then, once she was done, Mia sent her off to shower. As Lottie moved about she could hear Robert in his room, but she did not see him. Was he getting ready too? Was he as nervous as she was?
In the bathroom she took her time shaving, making her body as smooth as possible, washing, moisturising. She took special pains to clean her plug, and to wash around her cage, the sense of touch heightened after so many days without release. Lottie had no idea when she’d next be able to cum, when she’d next be allowed to cum, but she was beginning to quite enjoy the constant sense of frustration, the low-level hum of arousal that never went away. Maybe after prom, she’d ask Mia where the cage had come from, and she’d look into getting one for herself, except… that thought was madness, wasn’t it?
As she finished she could not help but look at herself in the mirror. Even without her wig and make-up, smooth as she was, she looked undeniably feminine.
She turned, posing, looking at her long legs, so smooth and soft, her pert, peachy ass. She reached back and grabbed it, squeezing, remembering how Robert’s hands had felt, his lips, and she giggled, blushing, wiggling her hips to feel her plug shifting about inside her tight hole.
How had she never seen it before? How had she never realised how feminine she looked, how pretty? How had she never realised how good it felt to accept the truth, that she was…
A knock on the bathroom door jarred Lottie from her train of thought, and she was left blinking, staring at her naked body, blushing. She giggled, and let go of her ass, her caged dick throbbing, trying to grow hard but kept soft by the device locked on her, and she was glad for its presence, keeping her soft and limp and useless, keeping her body feminine and pretty.
“Are you okay in there? You’ve been a while and I wanted to check. You’re not nervous are you?” Mia called through the door.
Lottie was nervous, but that wasn’t why she’d taken so long. She’d just wanted to be thorough and had gotten distracted by her reflection, a fact that made her blush all over again.
“I’m fine. All done now. I’ll be out in just a moment.” She said.
“Good. Just come right to the bedroom. We need to pick out what you’re going to wear and I’m so excited I’m not sure I can wait much longer, so if you want any say in what you’re going to wear for your date you better hurry.” Mia said.
Lottie could tell from her tone of voice that she was only half serious, but half serious was still serious enough to encourage Lottie to hurry. Finishing off, Lottie wrapped herself in a towel and hurried along to Mia’s bedroom, still catching no sight of Robert.
Once in the room, she shut the door and she could not help but smile at the sight that greeted her. All of her new clothes, all the new lingerie, underwear, accessories, shoes, heels, were laid out on the bed. It was a sight that filled her with a bright, contagious joy.
“So… what kind of look do you want for your first date?” Mia asked. “Slutty? Cute? Flirty? Playful? All of the above, or something else?”
Lottie’s head was spinning. She knew the answer though.
“Cute and flirty.” She said. “With just a hint of slutty tease.”
She giggled even as she spoke, blushing at her confession, but Mia only smiled.
“Perfect. I have just the suggestion.”
And with that Mia went into full getting-ready mode.
Just watching left Lottie feeling dizzy, and she was almost in awe of how swift and decisive Mia was. She was, however, not allowed to just watch. Mia insisted she contributed, that she learn.
“You’ll need to know how to do this for when you head off to college.” Mia said, as though that explained everything.
It didn’t explain anything though, and just left Lottie with more questions than answers. Yet she did as she was told and she set about picking out her outfit for her first date with her best friend.
She picked several, all of them made up of the clothes she had bought only yesterday, and though Mia helped, offering advice about colours and fabrics and flow, they were all Lottie’s choice. Once done she laid them out on the bed to look at them.
“Very nice.” Mia said, standing back to admire Lottie’s choices. “A nice range of looks, but I think they all fall firmly into the cute and flirty with just a hint of slutty tease category.”
Lottie giggled, blushing. They all looked so perfect, she wanted to wear all of them, and she knew she would, but… she could only wear one on her first first
date as a girl.
“So, what are you waiting for? Try them on. We won’t know which one's the right one unless you try them all on.” Mia said.
Lottie tried to hide her excitement for dressing up, for looking cute, flirty, pretty, for dressing just a little like a slutty tease, but she failed spectacularly, practically rushing to undress out of her towel and try on the first outfit, a pair of tiny short-shorts and a cute cropped t-shirt with an oversized shirt on that flowed around her legs. She stopped to study herself, but…
“Not right is it?” Mia said.
Lottie shook her head, frowning.
“I can see it in how you’re standing and in your face. You look amazing in it, but it's about how you feel too. You just don’t feel that outfit today, and that’s okay, as you have others.”
Lottie did have others. Without arguing she stripped off her first outfit and tried on the second, a short pink dress that fit tightly on the torso but flowed around her thighs as she moved. She stopped to look in the mirror and smiled.
“You look stunning.” Mia said.
Lottie blushed. She felt stunning.
“Is that the one? You could pair it with those new pink kitten heels, and go dark with make-up or light as both would work with that colour. And you’d not need to wear stockings or pantihose either, flash some bare skin.” Mia said.
Lottie’s blush deepened. That thought thrilled her, flashing her bare, smooth, soft legs. Maybe when she was sat next to Robert he’d…
“So is that the one? It looks like it from that dreamy smile on your face.” Mia said.
Lottie nodded, grinning. This was the one.
“Perfect. You’ve got excellent taste and good instincts. Almost like you’ve been paying attention to everything I’ve been teaching you.” Mia said, chuckling.
“But no time to rest yet. Make-up and hair. Now, do you want the wig, or do you want me to try doing something with your natural hair? It’s long enough to get a messy bedhead curl to it that’ll be kind of cute, but if you want the wig for extra comfort that’s fine too.”
Lottie paused to think. She’d been out of the house, as Lottie, in her wig, and it had been fine. Robert had seen her with her wig on and had admired how she’d looked, but at the same time, she didn’t want to rely on it. She knew she’d be wearing the wig to prom, as an extra layer of disguise, so this might be her only chance to try something different.
“Natural hair I think, please.” Lottie said, sounding only slightly unsure.
“Well, we can do your hair and then if you don’t like it we can use the wig. How does that sound?”
Lottie’s smile widened. That sounded like a perfect idea.
“Good, now come sit. I want you to do your own makeup, but I’ll supervise.” Mia said.
Lottie nodded, did as she was told.
She was fully aware that she was, technically, still under Mia’s control, the threat of their secret being exposed, but that mattered less and less as the days went by, and Mia was becoming more and more of a caring, nurturing older sister, rather than a stern Mistress. Lottie liked the contrast, the blend of the two, the threat that at any time, should she refuse Mia would bring her back into line, guide her back onto the path she had set out on but… she didn’t want to resist.
She wanted to obey, wanted Mia’s help to become the best girl she could be. She wanted to impress Robert, wanted to…
Lottie giggled as she remembered the words Mia had used days before. Prom queen. She wanted to be the prom queen. Was that even possible?
Once sat Mia instructed Lottie on how to do her hair and her make-up, and though she wasn’t quick she was quicker than she had been, and she was getting better at it too, a fact that thrilled her. How much better would she be in a week, a month, a year… and then she realised.
This was all just for prom, wasn’t it?
Lottie pushed those thoughts aside, determined to be as cheerful as possible for her date, and she quickly finished her make-up, pinks to match her dress, blacks and silvery greys for shadows. She lined her eyes with a deep brown, do set off her green eyes and her hair, and then brushed her lashes with black mascara, making them seem longer, fuller.
Finally, she added some shadow and highlights to her cheeks, and a pink shimmery gloss to her lips, then turned her attention to her hair. With Mia’s help she picked out a necklace to wear—a black choker that fit snug around her neck—and she slipped on her heels.
“And you’ll want this too.” Mia said.
She handed Lottie a small pink handbag, dainty and pretty and matched perfectly to the pink of her dress.
“No girl can go out without her handbag. And you’ll need it too. Welcome to a life without pockets.” Mia said, giggling.
Lottie blinked and then realised it was true. Wearing dresses and skirts was fun, but… there were no pockets. She figured that was a trade worth making though, a cost worth paying to be happy.
“Now, shall we go tell Robert you’re ready?” Mia said.
Lottie nodded, smiling. She wasn’t sure she was ready, but she knew she was as ready as she was ever going to be.




Eight
“Wow…” Was all Robert could manage.
He stared at Lottie as she stepped down the stairs. She blushed, fluttering her eyelashes, and stepped carefully off the last stair, precarious in her pink kitten heels, making sure to wiggle her hips and ass as much as possible.
She felt beautiful, so happy she was giddy, and she was very glad for her cage. After so many days of not being able to cum, having to wear her plug constantly, having it tease her, feeling so hot and full, bursting with joy, she knew that without her cage her cock would definitely have ruined the shape of her dress, perhaps even stained it with how hot and horny and squirmy she felt.
As it was she knew she looked perfect, and that no matter how squirmy she got on her date her cock would be kept small and soft and useless. Yet, that fact only made her arousal worse, and it had only made the rest of her body more sensitive to touch.
Not being distracted by her cock meant she could notice every little touch and caress, the way her skirt brushed her thighs, the way her padded bra made her shoulders roll back, her tits sticking out, even the breeze between her legs and the soft silk of her panties on her ass.
It was all so intense, and most intense of all was her plug, snug in her tight hole, shifting as she moved, walked, pressing in when she sat, teasing over her inner walls, pressing on a spot of pleasure that was only growing more sensitive and intense with each passing day. She could only wonder how good it would feel on prom night.
“You like then?” Mia said.
Robert nodded.
“You look… I mean, you looked beautiful yesterday, when we were shopping but… I almost can’t believe it's you. You… that dress… and your make-up and… is that your real hair? It looks so different, but it suits you. I… yeah… just wow…” Robert was stumbling over his words.
Lottie just stopped and stood still for a moment, striking a pose for him to show off her dress, her body, and she loved the way that he looked at her, his wide eyes, his blushed cheeks, the… was there bulge in his jeans?
“I kind of feel underdressed now, but Mia helped me pick this. She said I had to make an effort and… I wanted to anyway. I would have, for you, but… she helped. Do I look okay?” Robert asked.
Robert was wearing his smartest pair of jeans, dark blue, and a fitted, dark grey t-shirt, with a casual black denim shirt over the top, unbuttoned and untucked, worn almost like a jacket. The final touch was his boots, brown leather to match his belt. Lottie looked him over for a moment and smiled. He looked good. He’d even done his hair. He looked…
“You look handsome.” Lottie said. “I’d be honoured to be seen out with you as my date.”
Lottie fluttered her eyelashes, her voice soft, flirty. She meant what she said though. Robert’s blush deepened.
“I… thanks. But… it's me who should be honoured.”
“Oh, will you both stop being so coy and just hug already? Your movie starts in a little bit, and you have reservations for dinner, don’t you?” Mia said.
Robert nodded. Lottie felt a swell of emotions. She had no idea where they were going, or what they were doing. Robert, with Mia’s guidance, had organised everything, like a gentleman.
“I… yeah, of course.” Robert said.
He stepped forward, awkwardly, and moved towards Lottie. She watched him close the distance between them, biting her bottom lip.
Robert opened his arms and she copied his gesture, accepting his offer of a hug. They embraced, a little stiff, but it was only moments before they both softened. Robert squeezed Lottie tight, taking a deep breath, inhaling the scent of her perfume, and Lottie let herself relax into her best friend’s embrace.
It felt good, but… this was the first time they’d been this close since they’d kissed. They’d not talked about that. Not spoken about it. And now… they were going on a date. Were they going to kiss again?
Lottie’s heart skipped at the idea, the sensation of her best friend’s lips still bright in her memory. But maybe Robert regretted that? Maybe this was all just because Mia was making him take her out, making them go to prom together? Maybe…
Her head spun, too many thoughts and emotions, her heart sinking. She pulled back, looked up at her best friend, looked into his eyes and… she smiled.
The way he was looking at her calmed her. He was Robert, her best friend, and she knew that no matter what he’d never hurt her. Plus she could feel something hard and thick and long pressing against her, the bulge in Robert’s jeans throbbing. He was getting turned on by her.
Maybe they would kiss after all. Maybe…
The thought of more than a kiss caused Lottie to squirm, her plug shifting inside her ass. She pressed into Robert, feeling the bulge in his jeans swelling, throbbing, and there was a small movement of his hips, a thrusting, and then… the hug was over, Robert stepping back, blushing, looking flustered.
“You both ready to go then?” Mia asked.
Robert only nodded, shy, awkward, and Lottie had a feeling she knew exactly why.
“Ready.” She said. “But… since it’s a date, do you want to hold my hand and lead me to the car?”
Robert’s blush deepened but Lottie still offered her hand, clutching her handbag in the other. Robert paused for a moment before taking it.
Robert held Lottie’s hand gently and his grip was warm and comforting and she felt a swell of joy in her belly. It was a feeling she’d never had on any other date, and this one had only just begun.
“And remember, make sure she has a nice time, or there’ll be consequences.” Mia said, teasing.
But Lottie and Robert didn’t doubt for a second she was serious.
As they left, the door to the house shutting behind them, Robert led Lottie to the car. He opened the door for her, helped her in, and then hurried around to the driver's side.
Already she was feeling giddy and spoiled, the way he treated her, looked at her, holding open the door and assisting her as she slipped into her seat, careful not to flash her panties. It was like… she was a princess, and she liked it.
“So, ready?” Robert asked as he settled into the driver's seat.
Lottie nodded, smiling at him. She was nervous, squirming, but that only made her plug shift, teasing her as it pressed on her slick inner walls. Her heart skipped.
“I… I know Mia is making you, making us, but… I’m really happy.” Lottie said. “Just… just getting to spend time with you, it feels… nice. Comfortable. And… you make me feel happy and pretty, and I like that.”
She had no idea why she was being so honest, but she wanted, needed, to start the date with the truth. Then, no matter what happened, it was real, genuine, the truth.
Robert smiled, blushing.
“You are pretty.” He said. “Like, really pretty. I mean, is that weird for you to hear? I just… you look amazing and… I know it’s still you, and I can still kind of see you, but it’s like a different version of you, and you… you’re smiling a lot more too, and I really love seeing you smile.”
It was Lottie’s turn to blush, but she did not look away. She held Robert’s gaze. She was smiling more, and she liked smiling.
“Thank you. I… I feel happier. Does that make me weird? I just… it’s kind of fun, and silly I know but… it’s nice to know you think I’m pretty.”
Robert shifted, clearly nervous. There was a tension between them, and Lottie’s eyes looked to her best friend’s lips. There was a pause, quiet.
Without thinking Lottie moved, leaning towards her best friend, slowly. She looked up from his lips to his eyes, and their eyes met. She stopped, closer to him. He was still and then… he moved.
Robert closed the final few inches between them and their lips met and they kissed, softly, wet and hot and Lottie felt herself almost floating from the joy of it.
The kiss lasted only a moment and then was over. Robert shifted back, flustered, grinning.
“I… I’ve been wanting to do that again since the other night, and I figured this is a date so… you don’t mind do you?”
Lottie was too giddy to speak. She shook her head.
“You can kiss me again if you want. I’ve been thinking about it too.” She whispered.
Her blush deepened. She wanted his lips on hers, wanted…
“I would but… we have the whole night, and we should probably go if we want to make it to the movie on time.” Robert said.
The movie. The movie theatre, sat next to each other in the dark. That thought thrilled Lottie.
“Sure. But don’t think you’ll be seeing much of whatever it is we’re going to see.” She said, giggling.
Robert’s face turned pink, but he smiled.
“Tease.” He said.
“Tease I might be, but I’m more than happy to follow through.”
As she spoke Lottie shifted, reached out to run her fingers up Robert’s leg, his thigh, pausing at the top before lifting her hand away.
“Question is are you willing to follow through? And remember, you’ve got to make sure I have a nice time.”
“I hadn’t forgotten.” Robert said, a sly grin.
The atmosphere in the car had shifted, more playful, a growing tension. Robert started the car, fidgeting in his seat, and set off on the drive to the movie theatre. Lottie was content to watch him, his hands on the wheel, wondering just what a nice time meant to her, though she was certain of one thing it did mean.
More of her best friend's lips…




Nine
The date was better than Lottie could have ever dared hoped. It was easy, comfortable, and reassuring. It was all the best bits of spending time alone with her best friend, Robert, combined with all the best bits of going on a date with someone new, along with the added joy of feeling pretty and cute and just a little bit sexy.
They held hands from the car to the theatre, and Robert held the door for her. He bought her candy and popcorn and drinks, then escorted her to her seat, sitting next to her, and she couldn’t resist the urge to snuggle in close.
That first kiss in the car had broken the ice, quelling any fears or worries Lottie had about Robert not liking her, about not wanting to be close to her, about not finding her attractive. It had broken the ice, but it had only made the tension worse.
Now all she could think about was kissing him again, feeling more of him. Was she allowed to make moves on him? Or, as the girl, did she have to wait for him? What if he was nervous and was waiting for her to show him she found him attractive?
There were so many rules she didn’t know, and her head was fuzzy with many emotions.
As the trailers started the pair settled into their seats. The theatre was quiet but not empty, and they sat relatively alone and unobserved. Lottie smiled and shifted.
She didn’t know the rules, but even if she had, even if what she was about to do were against them, she knew that rules were for breaking.
Robert had kissed her right at the start of their date, but not since, and she was aching for more. She was so horny and squirmy that she couldn’t think, and she was certain she wouldn’t be able to concentrate on the film, so… why not concentrate on something more fun.
Not waiting for Robert to make a move, Lottie turned to face him and brushed a hand over his leg, his thigh. As he turned to face her she acted, leaning in close, pressing her lips to his, hard. She wanted to kiss him, wanted him to kiss her, wanted to feel him, his passion and his strength.
Robert did not hesitate to kiss Lottie back, his lips firm and insistent and she melted into him, whimpering softly. She shifted, moving closer, and the combination of his kiss and the plug shifting in her ass made her moan softly.
The moan only spurred Robert on and he kissed her harder, ardent and hungry for her. She let him feast on her kisses and as her lips parted she felt his tongue pressing at her mouth. She granted it entry and greeted it with her tongue.
It was like no kiss she had experienced before. The emotions and the sensations were stronger, and she wanted this kiss more than she had wanted any other. She wanted Robert.
The pair failed to notice as the trailers stopped and the movie started. Robert moved closer, pressing in towards her, and Lottie felt his hands on her waist, roaming, sliding down to caress her smooth, soft thighs. Robert’s touch was bright, joyful, and her body, so much more sensitive now, reacted on its own. Lottie parted her legs slightly and she whimpered as she felt fingers caressing her inner thighs.
Lottie shifted to grant Robert more access to her body, aching for his touch, her caged cock throbbing with need, her body burning with desire. Her cock was kept small though, soft, and she was glad for that, the dull ache of it as it tried to harden reminding her of who she was. Hands roamed up, slipping just barely under her dress, squeezing her soft thighs before slipping up over the top of her dress to her ass.
Robert gripped her ass tight and squeezed, hard, making Lottie moan, pressing her body into his grip, her plug shifting, teasing her hole.
Her ass was becoming such an intense source of pleasure with the constant teasing that she could barely think, her inner walls stimulated, the knot of bliss swelling, filling her. And Robert’s kiss was a demand she could not ignore.
The movie played on and the pair did not notice. They were focused entirely on each other.
Their kisses became more heated, and Robert’s hands became more adventurous. Lottie squirmed, relishing every touch, wiggling her body in Robert’s embrace. His hands on her legs, ass, waist, and back felt good, and his caresses on her cheeks, fingers entwining in her hair, felt amazing.
Encouraged by his confidence she let her hands explore her best friend. His jeans were coarse, and his legs were strong. She had never noticed how toned his slim body was, how taught. Her hands slipped up, teasing just barely over the bulge in his trousers, fingertips light, brushing the thickness of his hard cock, and the way he jumped, kissed her harder, moaning, thrusting his hips, sent shivers down her spine.
What would it feel like if he were to thrust harder, if his cock were…
Her thoughts spun. When she’d been living as a boy she’d always assumed she was straight, since she thought girls were hot, but now… now it was different. Her eyes were finally open.
As Lottie, she was still very much attracted to girls, and just being around Mia was enough to confirm that, but she was also attracted to boys, to men. It had started on the bus, and at school, an odd feeling she couldn’t place, noticing the other boys and the men around her, the way they’d looked at her as she squirmed, dressed in her boy clothes, panties and pantyhose on, plugged and caged, and at first she’d assumed it was embarrassment or just feeling self-conscious, but then, yesterday, being out for the first time as Lottie, it had just gotten worse.
To start with she’d been unsure, but she’d soon settled, and the feeling had only grown as more and more men noticed her. The way they looked at her, and the feeling of showing off, strutting around in her heels, wiggling her hips and ass to make them stare, had been a new kind of joy she’d not been expecting.
She wanted them to notice her. She wanted them to think her hot, and the thought of what they might do to her had only added to the constant low hum of arousal caused by her plug and cage.
It was around Robert though that the feeling was at its worst, and then, this morning, she’d realised what it was. She was horny for him. She was horny for her best friend.
She wanted him to notice her, to touch her. She wanted to be close to him, to touch him. She wanted to turn him on. She wanted him to touch her, kiss her, and more…
And here she was, finally, his lips on hers, her tongue in his mouth, his hands on her body, her hands on his, feeling the hardness of his cock, and she knew. She was attracted to girls, yes, but she was also definitely horny for boys. She was horny for Robert, her best friend. Was horny for his kisses, his touches, and as she caressed his body, hands roaming, she felt, teasingly, the hardness of his cock, throbbing, and she knew she was horny for that too.
Lottie blushed, giggled, moaning into Robert’s kisses. Maybe it was the cage, not having cum for days. Maybe it was the plug, teasing her tight hole. Maybe it was feeling pretty, sexy, attractive. She didn’t know.
All she did know was that she was horny for her best friend’s hard cock.
Before either of them realised what was going on, both of them lost in the heat of the moment, engrossed in the pleasure of each other’s bodies, flush with joy and hormones and desire, hearts racing, the movie ended, and the lights in the theatre went up. They broke their kiss for the first time in what felt like forever and, blinking, they moved apart.
“I… err…” Robert stammered.
“I didn’t see any of that.” Lottie said, giggling.
She was hot and horny and squirmy, and she stared at Robert as though she were starving and he were a delicious meal. He stared at her too, just as ravenous, but the film was over.
She glanced down, to Robert’s crotch, the hardness in his jeans, his cock. She had caressed it lightly, teasingly, but she wanted to do more than just that…
“Shall we… shall we go for dinner then?” Robert said. “I don’t know about you but I’m really hungry for some reason. Guess I worked up an appetite.”
The pair laughed and agreed it was time to leave. They left the theatre and walked, hand in hand, to the restaurant, an upscale burger joint Mia had recommended.
After spending the last almost two hours making out, fondling each other, they were both very hungry, and now very comfortable with each other. Lottie held Robert’s hand, hugging his arm, standing close to him as though worried he might flee. Robert though did not, but instead seemed to relish Lottie’s closeness.
When they arrived at the restaurant the smell alone was enough to make their bellies rumble, and they were glad they were seated and served quickly, though Lottie was frustrated for a moment that they were seated opposite each other before she realised it was probably a good thing. Had she been sat next to Robert she’d not have been able to keep her hands off him, and she knew she should probably eat something, as well as try to remain reasonably demure given how many people were around.
As it was being sat opposite him was a nice break in the pace of the date. Without being able to make out, the pair were forced to talk, and though they’d spent years getting to know each other, this felt different. This was Robert and Lottie, not Robert and Charlie, and Lottie was coming to realise that Lottie was a subtly different person from Charlie.
They each ordered their food and chatted, talking about prom and what they hoped it would be like, about their plans for college, and their dream life together away from home. Neither of them mentioned what life would look like after prom.
Lottie was too scared to even think about it, to think about returning to normal after all this was over. The last few days had been a revelation, and she knew that there was no returning to before, no matter what the future looked like. She knew things about herself now, had discovered things, and there was no way of putting those discoveries back into the metaphorical box.
Yet she said none of this to Robert, instead avoiding the topic entirely. Still, as she chatted, she could not help but wonder what he thought.
When their food arrived the conversation slowed, but it did not stop. They talked and laughed, and in the quiet spells in between, when both of them were eating or simply looking at each other with big, cheesy grins, Lottie took to playing footsie with Robert under the table, slipping her heels off and using her bare toes to tease over his thighs, slipping down in her chair to let her toes creep higher, rubbing against the hardness of his cock.
The way he squirmed, keeping quiet, a sly look on his face as he tried to keep his composure, was addictive, and so she did it more. She was enjoying teasing him.
“I’ll get you later.” Robert said.
“Yeah sure…” Lottie teased.
“Remember I’ve got to drive you home. Then you’ll be all alone with me and helpless.” He said, chuckling.
Lottie’s face turned pink and she squirmed in her seat, plug teasing her hole, caged dick throbbing, aching.
“Promises promises…” She said, voice hopeful.
The pair continued like that for the rest of the meal, but Lottie made sure to get ice cream for dessert, wanting to draw the teasing out for longer. She wanted Robert’s desire for her to be a raging inferno.
By the time it came to pay the bill and leave she could see his lust for her, kindled by her relentless flirting, and she could not stop smiling. As they left she grabbed his hand and practically dragged him back to the car.
Where they’d parked was busy and brightly lit. But she knew somewhere on their way home that was much more suitable for what she had in mind, and she had no reservations about giving Robert the directions.




Ten
Robert pulled the car into that spot, a car park out in a quiet park that both friends knew about, but had never visited. Everyone at their high-school knew about it, and they’d always assumed they’d go to college without visiting it. It was where teenagers went when they wanted to be alone, in the dark, together, when they had nowhere else to go. It was the make-out spot, to put it as politely as possible. A place when teenagers would make out, and more, and now Lottie had instructed Robert to drive them both there, and he hadn’t said a word.
What was he thinking? Lottie squirmed in her seat, her plug shifting in her ass, as she imagined all the naughty things running through his head. What did he think she was thinking? What did he think she was going to do to him?
She giggled, blushing. She wondered, what was she was going to do to him. What was he going to do to her?
It was dark when they arrived, and there was only one other car, parked up at the far end. Lottie directed Robert to park as far away from the other car as possible.
Once the car was in park and the engine was off Robert turned to face her and she watched him without moving for a moment. It was dark, but with the moon out she could still see him clearly enough. How had she never seen how handsome he was before, how cute he was?
Her heart fluttered and she bit her bottom lip, licking it slowly, shifting, wiggling, squirming. Maybe it was being caged, not having cum for days, but she wanted his hands on her body, wanted his lips on hers. Did he want…
“I’ve had fun.” Robert said.
His voice was quiet, slow, a slight uncertainty, but at the same time confident and calm. His smile was beautiful and it made Lottie’s heart flutter. She was trembling.
“We… we can just go home if you want? I mean, the date’s been perfect so far. Best date I’ve ever had, and… and it was with my favourite person. I just… I wanted you to know we don’t need to be here, not if you don’t want to be. You don’t have to…”
“Do you want to be here?” Lottie asked. “Do you want to go home?”
Robert paused, looked at Lottie, and his smile widened. She already knew his answer.
“I want to be here. Very much. I… I’ve never done anything like this before, which you’d know, but… if I had to pick someone to be here with for a first time, I’d pick you.”
Lottie blushed. Her caged cock throbbed, a dull ache, her body hot with need and desire.
“I… I’ve never done anything like this before either.” She said, voice soft, flirtatious. “You’ll be my first.”
“Will I?”
She nodded.
“You will… that is, if you want to be.”
Robert did not speak again. He moved, slowly, leaning towards her, shifting closer. Lottie kept still for a moment, content to watch, letting her best friend pursue her, then gave in to the hunger within her. She moved, leaned into Robert, and their lips met again.
In the confines of the car, in the dark, in the intimate quiet, it was better. After the heat of the movie theatre, the flirtation and building anticipation of their meal, the quiet drive to the car park, it was brighter. The kiss was like no kiss Lottie had experienced before.
She melted into Robert, feeling the heat and the love and the lust in him, returning it, giving over to him her own lust, love, need. In the privacy of the car they did not need to hold back, did not need to be quiet or polite or demure. The car became filled with moans, whimpers, and their hands found each other’s bodies.
“Fuck… you are so hot. I… I can’t even think properly with you around.” Robert managed to say as he caught his breath.
Lottie blushed, kissed his neck lightly, snuggling her body in close to his. The way he squirmed and moaned and whimpered at her touch was addictive.
“Thank you. I… I like how you look at me. It makes me feel beautiful.”
“You are beautiful.” Robert said.
Lottie stopped and looked up at her best friend.
“Just beautiful? Or am I sexy too?” She whispered.
He nodded without even thinking.
“You are by far the hottest girl I’ve ever seen. I… I don’t know what it is about you but… from the moment I saw you walk down the stairs I’ve not been able to stop thinking about you. I can’t get you out of my head. I mean… I know I’ve known you for most of my life, but it’s like you’re a whole new person too. It’s like you’re two people at once, the hottest girl I’ve ever seen and my favourite person in the whole world and I just… I just can’t stop thinking about you. I just want to be close to you, and… I can’t believe I’m lucky enough to be taking you to prom.”
Lottie felt her eyes grow wet. The words washed over her, warm and comforting, a swell of love and joy so bright and hot it hurt.
“I… I… thank you. I don’t know what to say, but hearing you say that I… I needed that. I’ve been so worried, about you, about you pushing me away, about you hating me that…”
“I could never hate you.” Robert said.
Lottie smiled. She knew that rationally, but in her heart the storm of doubt and worry had left her ragged and bedraggled.
“Thank you.” She said. “I… I’m just glad to have you in my life. In whatever capacity, but… knowing you want me too, as I want you, it… it’s a relief. You know?”
It was Robert’s turn to smile.
“You want me?” He said, teasing.
Lottie blushed, realising what she said. Still, she nodded, grinning.
“I do. I want you close. I want to feel you. And I want you to kiss me.” She whispered.
“Well, who am I to deny the most beautiful girl in the world, and my best friend, what she wants.”
And with that Robert was done talking, and his lips were on her again. Lottie whimpered, moaning, and after hearing what he had to say his kisses felt even better.
She gave herself over to the demands Robert made of her, his hunger and lust for her, and she let her hunger and lust for him guide her. She kissed back, parting her lips, and their tongues met, wet and hot and eager.
Their kisses were not pretty, or dainty, or polite. They were ravenous and sensual and pleasurable.
Lottie’s hands were on Robert’s body, feeling his chest, his back, pulling him closer, roaming up to the back of his neck, gripping his hair. His hands were on her body, her waist, hips, slipping down to her ass, squeezing and groping and fondling, his grip firm and demanding.
She wiggled, squirming, delighting in how he molested her, and the shifting of the plug in her tight hole only made the sensation better. The pair moaned, drunk on lust, and as Lottie shifted to press her body to Robert’s she felt it.
Hard, thick, and throbbing, Robert’s cock pressed into her, a symbol of his desire for her, proof that he found her sexy. She smiled, and without thinking, aching for more of him, wanting to feel all of him, one hand slipped down, over his shoulder, chest, belly, to his crotch, his cock, gripping it through the cloth of his jeans, firmly, squeezing.
His cock throbbed hard in her hand and she rubbed it, loving how it felt in her palm and her fingers, the hardness, the way Robert thrust his hips into her grip. His grip on her ass tightened, and he moaned as he kissed her.
His pleasure encouraged her.
Without breaking the kiss Lottie let her other hand fall to Robert’s lap and she began to unbuckle his belt, fumbling with it for a moment, then moved onto his jeans, undoing the buttons, opening them.
She was trembling, inexperienced and timid, but she was certain this was what she wanted. She wanted to feel him, wanted to give him pleasure, wanted to feel him cum.
As she unfastened his jeans she shifted her hands up, to his underwear, pulling them down, freeing his cock. Her hands wrapped around it, both of them, and she whimpered into the kiss as she realised how large her best friend’s cock was. Caged as she was, kept soft, he dwarfed her size, but even before he would have been bigger, but that fact just made her smile.
Robert’s tongue caressed her lips, and he thrust his hips, fucking his cock into her hands.
“Fuck… I… that feels so good. I… no one’s ever done that to me before and… fuck your hands feel good.” Robert said.
Lottie giggled, nervous but thrilled.
“I’ve never done this to anyone before.” She said. “Yours is the first cock I’ve ever touched… well, except for mine.”
Robert laughed at that, but did not stop kissing her. He thrust his cock into her hands as she worked them both up and down his thick, hard, throbbing shaft.
His skin was like velvet, smooth and slick, and the drool of precum that oozed from the slit of his prick lubed her hands so she could work them faster, teasing them up, letting her fingers work over the head of his cock, the way it throbbed, the way he moaned, the way Robert thrust his hips spurring her on.
“Fuck… that’s… don’t stop… please…” Robert moaned.
Lottie loved the thrill of it, feeling sexy, pretty, powerful. She had her best friend’s cock in her hands, was in control of his pleasure. She was hot, pretty, sexy, and he wanted her.
He wanted her, and she wanted him. She wanted to make him cum.
Lottie stroked harder, faster, aware of just what felt good. Her caged cock throbbed, aching, wetting her panties with her precum. It had been days since she had cum but she was glad for that. She was glad she could no longer get hard, was glad for the burning coal of frustrated aching need that burned in her gut.
It meant she was not distracted by her cock, by getting hard. She could focus on the rest of her body, how good it felt to have Robert’s cock in her hands, how good his kisses felt, how hot it felt to have him groping her ass, squirming into his grip, her plug teasing her tight hole, pressing on her sensitive inner walls, pressing on the knot of pleasure inside her that was growing larger and brighter and more sensitive with each day.
She was changing, becoming someone new, or maybe just accepting who she’d always been. She didn’t know, didn’t fully understand what was going on, but she was certain of two things. She wanted to be prom queen, and she wanted to make her best friend, her date, cum.
She worked her hands faster, harder, up and down in time with Robert’s thrusting, but soon it became clear his precum was not lube enough. Flushing with a naughty thought, she giggled.
Lottie broke the kiss and, looking Robert in the eyes, she lifted one hand to spit into her palm. With her hand wetted she returned it to his cock and let her spit lubricate his prick, wetting it, the slickness allowing her hands to move faster.
She stared at him, grinning, flush, watched his face contort with pleasure. He was gasping, breathless, fucking her hands. She felt so pretty and sexy and slutty, in a car in a dark car park with her date wanking him off, wanking his cock to make him cum.
“You want me to make you cum?” Lottie said, teasing.
Robert nodded, smiling, breathing hard, hips thrusting. Lottie leaned forward, lowering her head slightly without breaking eye contact. She opened her mouth and let a drool of spit run from her mouth to Robert’s cock, adding even more wetness.
“You want your slutty prom date to make you cum? It’s only our first date. If I do this on our first date then just imagine what I might do on our second date.” Lottie said. “Just think what I might do on prom night.”
Robert was too lost in the storm of pleasure to speak. He stared at Lottie, his hands on her ass as she wiggled in his grip, letting him fondle her, stroking his cock as she stared into his eyes, grinning.
His cock throbbed. It was getting harder, larger, fatter, and it was throbbing. She knew he was close.
“You want your slutty, pretty, sexy best friend to make you cum with her hands?”
Robert nodded. Lottie giggled.
She stroked hard, fast, matching Robert’s thrusting, his body setting the pace. He gasped, moaned, and his cock swelled, throbbing hard. He was about to cum…
Without thinking, Lottie shifted. She looked down, opening her mouth, and on instinct she wrapped her lips around the head of her best friend’s cock as her hands continued to stroke, milking him.
A scalding hot jet of cum filled her mouth as Robert thrust, his cock just barely fucking her mouth. It coated her tongue, hit the back of her throat, and she did her best to swallow as another spurt, then another, then another came. He was cumming so much that she struggled to keep up with it.
The taste was strong, but not unpleasant, and she swallowed. Was this a blowjob?
Lottie giggled. No, this was just her stopping her date from making a mess. This was her just being a good, conscientious slut, not making a mess and not wasting any cum. The thought made her belly flutter.
As the stream of Robert’s cum began to slow she squeezed her hands, milking the last drops of cum from his cock. She sucked, and swallowed, then gave a sloppy kiss on the head of his prick before looking up. His cock was softening, slowly, and she let go of it, her hands wet with spit and precum.
Robert looked at her, wide eyed, blinking. She was so hot and aching, still horny, caged, plugged, but he had just cum. His head was clear. What if he regretted it? A sense of dread threatened to engulf her, even after all he’d said.
“That was amazing.” Robert said. “I… fuck. You are so hot.”
The sense of relief was overwhelming.
“Thank you. I… I enjoyed it too.” Lottie said.
She fluttered her eyelashes, made a show of licking her lips to capture every last drop of cum.
“You didn’t need to though. I…”
“I wanted to. And I think you wanted me to as well.” Lottie said, voice firm.
Robert smiled.
“I did. I… fuck! You are so fucking hot. I can’t believe I’m this lucky.”
Lottie blushed, giggling. She could still taste his cum, his seed, and her body was hot, aching. She felt slutty and pretty and sexy and happy.
“I… I think there’s something I need help with.” She said.
“Anything.” Robert said.
She knew he meant it.
“I… I don’t want prom to be my first time around… around our friends as me, as Lottie. I think… I think I’d rather go to school tomorrow as me, to get used to it. Would you… would you mind? Would you be there with me? To support me?”
Robert was still for a moment. The doubts niggled at Lottie but she trusted him.
“Always. I’ll always be there for you.” He said, his voice firm, solid, certain.
“Whatever you need from me. If you want my support I’d be honoured. But… how are you going to, I mean, are you going to explain, I mean… I don’t know what all this is. Are you gay now? Am I?” Robert chuckled. “Or… or are you just a girl?”
Lottie blushed, shrugged.
“I’m not sure. Not yet. Maybe a bit of both?”
Lottie did not want to explain to Robert right at that moment that she was certain she felt attracted to boys and girls, even if she wasn’t sure if she was a boy pretending to be a girl, or if she’d just been living as a girl pretending to be a boy.
“Right, yeah. And… I’ll support you no matter what, but… are you sure you want to try explaining all this to the school when you’re not even sure yet? Don’t you want to take some time to work it out?”
Lottie did want to take her time, but she also definitely did not want to go to school tomorrow as Charlie, wearing boy clothes, pretending to be a boy, not after everything she had learned about herself. Just the thought almost burned her.
“I… I’m not sure.” Lottie said. “But I think I know someone who can help.”
Lottie smiled.
“Mia?” Robert asked.
Lottie nodded. If anyone could help it would be Robert’s stepsister.
“Mia.” She said,
To Be Continued...
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Stay safe, and keep being amazing!
Keary xx




Also By Keary Hayes…




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




Becoming Daddy's Brat
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All Mark wanted was his stepfather’s attention, and now he’s got it, and so much more...
For long as Mark has known his stepfather, Aiden, he’s know one thing. Aiden brings out the worst in him. When Aiden is around, Mark can’t help but act out, but this time he’s taken it too far. This time his Daddy has had enough.
When Mark discovers a whole new side to his Daddy, a stern, commanding, domineering side, he’s left craving more. How best to get more of his Daddy’s attention though? When Mark tries his usual tactics, acting out, being the brat he’s always been, he discovers new consequences, consequences that leave him desperate to please his Daddy.
So Mark decides to take drastic action. He’s tried being a brat so maybe, just maybe, its time to try being a good girl, and how better to show his Daddy that he can be a good girl than presenting himself wrapped up like a perfect, pretty, sexy gift. Making himself smooth, wearing make-up, dressing up in stockings, suspenders, panties, a bra, and heels, Mark is certain he’s found an even better way to get his Daddy’s attention, but is he really willing to give up being Daddy’s brat?




Femboy Reform School
The COMPLETE Six Part Series
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There is a special, exclusive Reform School, hidden away from prying eyes, for boys who have become lost, who are drifting unhappily through life. Here these boys are given purpose, and are helped to uncover their true potential—here they are transformed, remade, and they become the good girls they were always meant to be.
When Aaron wakes, alone, in a car being driven to an unknown location, he knows that he is in trouble.Aaron was a good student who worked hard, got good grades, but recently, that’s begun to change—he’s been drifting, purposeless, lost, and his grades have begun to slip. His parents have decided to help him, and so he’s been sent to the Reform School.
There he meets his room-mates, Cameron, the star athlete whose star is falling, and Julian, the wayward delinquent. All of them have been sent to the Reform School for the same reason—they are lost, adrift, and they just need a little help to become the happy, pretty girls they are all destined to become.
Their journey will not be easy, but under the tutelage of Ms Lewis, their stern Domineering teacher, and the senior girls of the school, the three boys and their class-mates will all come to see who they really are, and will come to understand the path that lies ahead for them. There are many lessons, and many transformations ahead, but for Aaron and his class-mates, their journey begins here, now, at the Femboy Reform School.




Hypno Bimbo
The Tourist Trap
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Marcus was the perfect husband, except for one tiny problem. He was addicted to sissy hypno.
He just had to hope his wife would never find out…
Marcus is an amazing husband, loyal and caring and sweet, perfect in almost every way, except… he has a naughty habit. He’s hooked on sissy hypno, and he can’t stop fantasising about being a brazen, wanton bimbo. So, when Marcus’ wife, Pam, persuades Marcus to join her on a luxury holiday at an exclusive, luxury island resort he decides it is the perfect chance to finally kick his pernicious addiction.
Pam, though, has other plans.
What Marcus doesn’t know is that the luxury resort Pam has booked is the Tourist Trap, a high tech facility that transforms men into beautiful, glamorous, sexy woman, into sexy sissy sluts, and that Pam knows all about her husband’s dirty little secret. She knows about his addiction to sissy hypno, and she knows just what he deserves...




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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