
        
            
                
            
        

    

Copyright © 2022 Keary Hayes
This book is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious and any similarity to any person, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
Background Image Licence Shutterstock.
Cover by Keary Hayes
All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any format or by any means, including but not limited to photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.
To stay up to date with news and new releases by signing up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. Or you can follow me on twitter or Instagram for news, chat, and fun
@Keary_Writes!




Contents
 
Dedication
Becoming the Prom Queen
One
Two
Three
Four
Five
Six
Seven
Eight
A Thank You From Keary
Also By Keary Hayes…
About the Author




Dedication


Dedicated to all my beautiful, wonderful readers
Without you I could not do what I love, and none of these naughty stories would exist
Thank you xx




Becoming the Prom Queen
Part Four
“You’ll always be my queen.” Robert said, grinning.
Lottie smiled, then laughed, softly.
“That is just the cheesiest line ever. But… thank you. I think I’d rather just be your princess though.”
For Charlie and Robert, best friends for years, things are changing. The pair have grown up together, have become young adults, are committed to heading off to college together, and they are only days away from one last, major milestone in their school lives… prom.
If it had been up to them, they would have skipped the party and just spent the night in alone, together, as they’d spent so many nights in the past, but Mia, Robert’s stepsister, had other plans. She’s insistent that the pair attend this once-in-a-lifetime event, and to make matters worse, or perhaps better, 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.
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.
She’s mastered the basic skills, and she’s chosen her gown, but now she has to face the wider world. She’s lived a lifetime pretending to be a boy, but now she needs to learn what it means to live as a woman. Rejoin Lottie in the final part of BECOMING THE PROM QUEEN as she faces school, as she embraces her truth, and as she heads off to prom.
Will all Mia’s lessons pay off? Will Lottie be accepted? Will she get to enjoy her first dance? Will she get to enjoy her special night with her date, Robert, her best friend? And what does all this mean for her and Robert? After all they’ve been through together, after all they’ve done, are they still just best friends, or are they something more? Luckily for Lottie, prom is always followed by prom night. What better time to discover just how her date, and her best friend, feels about her, and what better moment to show him just how she feels about him...




One
As Mia drove Lottie and Robert to school the two sat quiet, an atmosphere of nervous tension that only grew more intense as the distance to their school shrank. The radio was playing, loud raucous rock music and Mia was singing along, but even her joyful mood wasn’t enough to ward off the edge of terror that was threatening to engulf Lottie, the sense of fear that Robert had for his best friend.
“Oh, will you both cheer up? I told you I sorted it, and I did. You have nothing to worry about. The school are expecting to see Lottie, not Charlie, and if any of your friends ask what’s going on and you don’t want to tell them then just give them the story I gave you.” Mia said. “Tell them Charlie is sick, and that Lottie is a family friend staying with us while her parents are out of the country.”
Lottie and Robert both nodded, but neither spoke. Their faces were drawn, worried, fretful.
They had got home from their date the night before and had gone straight to Mia, Robert’s stepsister, with Lottie’s problem. She wanted to go to school as Lottie, not Charlie, could not face the idea of returning to her old identity, putting on her drab, dreary boy clothes, wanted the extra practice at being a girl.
Mia had not been surprised. And she already had a plan in mind.
“I think it’s an excellent idea.” She’d said.
And with that she had swung into motion. She had phoned the school, emailed them documentation, and had soon heard back that Lottie would be welcome the next day as Lottie, just a regular girl attending high school. She didn’t explain quite what she’d done, but she reassured both Lottie and Robert that the school authorities were happy to welcome her and that she did not need to worry about anything.
“I’ve told the administration enough that you don’t need to worry about being discovered if that’s what’s bothering you.” Mia said as she drove. “But you can rest assured that they’ll treat you like any other female student, and that should anything happen you’ll have their full support.”
Lottie smiled. That did calm her a little.
She had been worried about bathrooms, and her teachers discovering her situation, realising she was not quite like the other girls, but knowing they knew enough to be able to support her mattered.
Only a few days ago she’d been going to high school as Charlie, pretending to be a boy because that’s what and who she’d been taught she was, but now… now the idea of continuing that charade for a moment longer almost pained her. She wasn’t Charlie she knew now, wasn’t a boy, and she never had been.
Exactly who she was she didn’t quite know, not yet, but she also knew she’d never discover the truth if she kept hiding in her old identity, if she kept living in the cramped and painful confines of being Charlie, being a boy.
“The teachers will know enough to support you too, should you have any problems or worries, but the other students haven’t been told anything. This is your story to tell after all, and I’ve only shared enough details to enable you to come to school as yourself. I don’t want to write your narrative for you.” Mia said.
Lottie nodded. She was glad for her support, but was equally glad that she was letting her tell her own story, at her own pace.
All of this, the whole situation, the discovery that she was not quite who she’d always thought of herself as, was down to Mia.
It had started simply enough. Mia thought Charlie and Robert, two best friends, shouldn’t miss out on prom, but when they’d complained about a lack of dates she’d given them an obvious solution, go together, with one of them in the gown. When they’d resisted she’d given them an equally obvious ultimatum.
Do what she said, or she was going to tell both their sets of parents about the thousands of dollars of damage they’d done to Robert’s and Mia’s parents' kitchen years before.
That had been an accident, but the two best friends daren’t have their secret revealed lest it ruined their plans to go off to college together in only a few months. They’d been children when they’d made that mistake, and they were adults now… it seemed unfair they’d have to face such consequences, but the situation was what it was, and there was no arguing with Mia.
So, reluctantly, they submitted to Mia’s demands, and they agreed to go to prom, together, had agreed that one of them would go in the gown, as the girl. And so Charlie had begun a journey of feminization and self-discovery, and she had realised so much about herself.
In the beginning, she had resisted, struggling against the sense of joy she discovered in being smooth and pretty, fighting against the simple pleasure of wearing panties, pantyhose, but Mia had been insistent.
She had shown Charlie the joy of being pretty, smooth, soft, beautiful, and slowly his resistance had crumbled.
Lottie blushed as she remembered it all, squirming in her seat, and she couldn’t help but think that her cage had maybe helped speed the process along, that her plug had only helped her realise the truth sooner.
It had been a whirlwind adventure, with underwear, make-up, heels, clothes. She had been taught so much about hair, skincare, and even shopping, and then there had been the gown, shopping for her prom dress, getting fitted for that perfect outfit for her big night, and gradually Lottie had come to realise that she was happier than she had ever been.
The simple fact of being feminine made her happy. Being Lottie made her happy. Being a girl made her happy. And the thought of going back to being Charlie was almost an agony. What it all meant she didn’t quite fully know, not yet, but she did know that the first steps she’d taken on a journey that might take the rest of her life were all thanks to that first push by Mia, and she would be eternally grateful for that, and for all Mia had done for her.
She’d thought, in the beginning, that Mia was being cruel, or mean, but now Lottie knew better. Mia was the big sister she’d never had. She was kind, sweet, nurturing, caring, and she just wanted Lottie and Robert to be happy, to enjoy prom.
And Lottie was definitely going to enjoy prom.
Even more so if her date the night before were anything to go by.
The thought of that date and especially how it had ended, made Lottie flush hot, squirming, her belly fluttering.
Robert had taken her out on their first date, Lottie’s first date ever as a girl, and it had been the most amazing date of her life… and she was pretty sure Robert felt similarly if his reactions were anything to go by.
Though they’d both dated girls during high school, they’d never been that interested in girlfriends. They’d always just preferred spending time with each other, but… that was exactly what their date had been, only better.
Lottie, and Robert, had always just assumed they were straight, that they were interested in girls, and though Lottie couldn’t speak for Robert, she now understood that wasn’t the case for her. No matter what, she knew she was more than just straight. She still liked girls, but she was also definitely into boys too, was into Robert.
As for Robert, she knew he was into her too, and just thinking about how into her he was made Lottie’s body grow hot. The memory of his kisses, his touches, and how his cock had throbbed in her hands, was still very bright.
“Here we are.” Mia said. “Now, do you two want me to drop you off outside or park a little way off so you can get yourselves together and walk up to the building?”
And again Lottie was touched by how thoughtful she was.
Robert looked to her. This was her big day. Nothing had really changed for him, but for Lottie he knew this was one more massive step forward on whatever journey she was now on. He waited for her to answer. Whatever she needed, he was there to provide it, to support her, and she was glad to have him beside her, as her best friend and… maybe more?
“I think out the front. I’m ready.” Lottie said.
She wasn’t ready, but she was as ready as she was ever going to be. She took a deep breath and tried to force herself to calm as Mia pulled the car up outside the school building.
“Sure you’re ready?” Mia asked, slipping the car into park.
Lottie nodded.
Mia had helped get her ready that morning, helping her get dressed and do her make-up, helping her fix her wig so it would not slip or fall off, helping her pick her shoes and her accessories, and Lottie felt armoured up in what she was wearing. She knew she looked cute.
Mia had suggested Lottie go for the classics on her first day, make a big impression, and Lottie had agreed. A mid-thigh length skirt, patterned with a pink and black plaid, pleated, with a simple t-shirt and a black jumper over the top, worn with a black leather jacket, long white socks and cute pink trainers. Her make-up was simple but made her eyes look bold and bright, highlighting her high cheekbones and her full lips, and her hair, her wig, fell in long red curls down to her shoulders.
Lottie picked up her backpack and turned to Mia and smiled.
“Thanks.” She said. “For everything.”
“You just have a good day. And if you need me, for anything, call. Okay?”
Lottie nodded. Mia turned to look at her stepbrother.
“And you look after her, okay?”
Robert nodded.
“Of course. She’s my best friend after all. She’s my…”
Robert blushed before he finished. What had he been about to say?
Lottie’s head spun and she felt a fluttering of excitement. She was still his best friend, but she wanted to be more than that too. Did he want the same?
“Well just take care of her. She’s delicate.”
Lottie giggled. She liked being thought of and referred to as delicate.
Robert grumbled but agreed, and the two best friends said goodbye to Mia before slipping out of the car to stand on the sidewalk in front of their high school.
It looked ominous and new, looming, and Lottie stood for a moment staring at it. She had been coming here for years. Her time here was almost over, only weeks left, yet it all felt new.
It was her first time here as Lottie, as herself, and she felt a thrill of fear and excitement. What if…
Robert reached out and took her hand and held it, squeezing gently.
“I’m here.” He said. “I’ll always be here. So long as you want me.”
Lottie looked at him and squeezed his hand back. His words set her at ease, calming her.
She had known him for almost her entire life but seeing him now was almost like seeing him for the first time. He was so handsome.
She had never really seen how physically attractive he was before, had always stopped herself from seeing it, from recognising her attraction to him, but looking at him now, seeing him, she knew it ran deeper than just how cute he was.
He was her best friend, the kindest, sweetest boy she’d ever known. She trusted him more than she trusted anyone. He was loyal and generous and brave, smart, witty, funny, and she knew now that even though she was changing, that she wasn’t quite the same person he’d always known her as, that he was still there for her. He was still her best friend, and she was glad to have him by her side to help her, guard her, make her laugh.
“I…” Lottie could feel herself close to tears. “… thank you.”
Robert just smiled, nodded.
“You’re welcome. I… I’m just honoured to be your friend.” He said. “But we should hurry or we’ll be late.”
Lottie nodded. She didn’t want to be late. She already feared people staring at her, standing out, realising her secret, so the thought of coming into class when everyone was already sat left her feeling cold and full of dread.
“Just… I’m going to warn you, people are going to stare.” Robert said.
Lottie paled, the dread rising. Robert only smiled though.
“As hot as you look, people are going definitely going to stare.”
Lottie smiled, laughed. She shook her head as Robert beamed at her, his smile dashing, and she felt a fluttering in her chest, a heat in her cheeks.
“Flirt.” She said.
“Only with you.”
And at that, the two headed off to class together, hand in hand, Lottie ready to face her first day at school.




Two
The day was both more and less than Lottie had been expecting, and she was glad for it.
Robert was right. People did stare at her, but though she found the initial flurry of attention disconcerting, worried that her friends and classmates might recognise her, she soon settled into it and began to enjoy it, especially given the kind of stares she was getting.
As soon as she stepped into the school building the other students began to notice her, and as she walked with Robert, the pair still hand in hand, whispers began to follow her, the other students turning to watch her pass, noticing her.
She supposed that she had been naive to believe that she could slip in unobserved, that she could just continue to blend into the background as she had done for so long as Charlie. She was a brand new student after all, and that always drew interest, curiosity—who was that person, where are they from, what are they doing here?
Yet… it was more than just curiosity, just the other students wondering who she was, why she was there. She had arrived with someone they knew well enough, Robert, a senior, and she had arrived hand in hand with him. She could hear the gossip circulating around the school as she headed to class, and she couldn’t help but blush and giggle at it.
Is that his girlfriend?
Who is she?
Why are they holding hands?
Yet, despite the fact that they could both clearly hear the whispers, the gossip, Robert kept his grip on Lottie’s hand. He was there for her, no matter what, and Lottie was glad for that.
As she walked she noticed a few students she knew in passing watching her, and for a moment there was panic. Did they recognise her?
But then she recognised the way they were staring at her. She had seen those stares before. She had received that kind of attention before. She had received that kind of attention only two days ago when they were shopping for her gown.
Lottie could still remember clearly the way boys her age had stared at her, the way men had stared at her, openly, with lust and longing and desire, and it had thrilled her, knowing they thought her cute, pretty, beautiful, hot. But to see her schoolmates staring at her in the same way, people who knew her as Charlie, was something new.
Up until that moment, Robert and Mia were the only people who had seen her as Lottie, and who had known her as Charlie. They had both been nothing but complimentary, but she also knew that they were there to support her, that they cared about her, and her feelings.
Her schoolmates though… she knew only too well how cold and callous and brutal they could be. They didn’t care about her feelings. They hadn’t known her well as Charlie, didn’t think of her as a friend, but they also didn’t know that Lottie had once walked these corridors as Charlie.
And still, they stared, openly, the boys grinning, elbowing each other, staring at her, her long legs clad in her knee-high socks, her skirt, her hips and ass swaying, her slim body, the shape of her cute little tits formed by her padded bra, even her face, her lips, eyes, hair.
No detail went unnoticed. They were like a pack of rabid predators, ready to tear her apart, and yet… they didn’t. They just stared.
She’s hot. Who is she?
Why’s she hanging out with that dork? Are they together?
She must be new. I’d totally have remembered seeing her around before as sexy as she is.
She could hear their whispers. They thought she was hot. They thought she was sexy.
She blushed, giggling, a flush of excitement and annoyance. Part of her wanted to defend Robert, wanted to defend herself, tell the boys off for being so crude, for objectifying her, but part of her… part of her liked it.
As Charlie she had always been mostly unseen, unnoticed, blending into the background. She had always done her best to be ordinary and unexceptional, to be invisible, but as Lottie, she was anything but invisible, and… she liked it.
As Lottie she was noticed, seen. Wearing a short skirt, knee-high socks, looking cute, she was observed, and she was enjoying it, enjoying the thrill of being sexualised and objectified, being lusted after. She was pretty and hot, and the boys who stared so openly at her desired her. They lusted after her, and they were envious of Robert for being with her.
As the two best friends walked together Lottie could not help but put a little extra wiggle into her step, swaying her hips and ass, and she giggled, blushing, as the boys’ eyes seemed almost to pop out of their heads. She felt hot, a fluttering in her belly, her caged dick throbbing, the plug in her tight ass teasing her.
It had been days since she’d cum, and after her date last night, kissing Robert, feeling him as he felt her, making out, making him cum, letting him cum in her mouth, swallowing it, she felt so horny she could barely focus. Maybe that was part of why she was enjoying teasing the boys so much, making them horny, but she could not deny that the thrill of power she felt was also part of it.
As the two turned the corner heading towards their classroom, stepping out of sight, Robert turned to look at her, smiling. He laughed, shaking his head.
“I saw what you just did.” He said.
Lottie’s blush deepened, and she looked up at him, biting her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes. She liked how Robert looked at her best of all.
“What? I’m sweet and innocent.” She said, voice soft and coy and flirty.
Robert chuckled.
“Sweet definitely.” He said, dropping his voice down to a whisper. “But after last night, I don’t think either of us can claim to be all that innocent anymore.”
Lottie felt her cheeks, already warm, flame. Her blush engulfed her face, her throat, her chest, and she couldn’t help but giggle as Robert too blushed, flustered by his own comment.
“Well… true, but maybe that’s why I can’t help but be a bit of a slut. Teasing those boys is your fault, because you’ve corrupted me.” She said, whispering.
Robert’s smile was like the warm summer sun, and Lottie felt her heart swell as she looked at him. She’d been nervous about today, terrified and excited and anxious, but in that moment she felt happier than she had ever felt, and it was all because she had her best friend beside her.
“Well, if that’s true, I guess I’ll just need to take responsibility for making you into such a shameless flirt, such a slutty tease, and I’ll need to keep a close eye on you to make sure you behave and don’t get into any trouble.” He said.
Lottie smiled, fluttering her eyelashes. She loved the way he flirted with her.
“Mmm… I think it’s definitely best you keep a very close eye on me. And maybe… if you notice me misbehaving, you could… you could discipline me?”
The way Robert’s face went suddenly crimson, his eyes going wide, made Lottie laugh, the noise of it joyful.
“I… what… I…”
Robert stammered.
“I mean it too. I’d be happy to have you discipline me if I was bad. Put me over your knee, lift my skirt up, spank me and make me into a good girl for you. I mean, you did corrupt me, so it’s only right you take responsibility
for that.”
“I… fuck you are so hot.” Robert managed to mutter.
Lottie laughed. She would have happily kept teasing him, but they had arrived at class. It was time for her to face her teacher, her friends, the people who knew Charlie best. How would they react? Would they realise?
Robert and Lottie paused outside the door and there was a moment of quiet. Robert squeezed Lottie’s hand.
“Ready?” He asked.
Lottie nodded.
“Ready.” She said.
And the two entered together.
Those already in the room, their teacher setting up her notes for the day, some of their friends, some of their classmates, looked up. When they saw Robert they smiled, some waving, smiling at him before glancing at Lottie, curious, while others glanced in their direction, staring at Lottie for a moment before returning to their conversations.
“Ah, Lottie right? I was told Robert would be bringing you in and looking after you.” Their teacher, Miss Yorin, said.
Her smile was bright and dazzling and welcoming. Did she know Lottie had once been Charlie? If so she gave no sign, instead welcoming Lottie as she’d welcome any new student, any new girl.
“He can show you to your seat and get you settled. If you have any questions just let me know but as you’re joining us so close to the end of the year there’s really no need to worry about anything. Just try to do your best and if you have any questions feel free to come and see me. My door is always open to my students.”
Lottie nodded.
“I… thank you.” She whispered.
She kept her voice low, soft, but there was no flicker of recognition, no pointed fingers, no laughter. She began to relax.
“Come on. I’ll introduce you.” Robert said, smiling.
Robert dragged Lottie back to their usual seats towards the middle of the room, to the side. He finally let go of her hand, and she felt the loss keenly as they sat in their usual seats, Robert in his, Lottie in Charlie’s. Their friends looked at Robert with raised eyebrows.
Lottie squirmed, suddenly aware she was a single girl surrounded by a group of boys.
“Morning Robbie.” One of their friends said.
The others murmured their greetings. There was an odd tension, an awkward quiet, and Lottie realised only after a moment that she was the cause of it. They’d always been a group of boys. She had always been Charlie, now she was someone new, a girl, and unknown, and she could feel her friends’ awkwardness around her, the way they always were around cute girls, and the realisation sent a thrill through her.
“This is Lottie.” Robert said, reading the situation. “She's a friend of the family. She’s staying with me while her parents are out of the country.”
Lottie smiled, waved. Her friends shifted, staring at her for a moment too long. She waited, but their reactions were… not what she was expecting.
“Hi.” One of their friends said.
The others all followed suit, all of them introducing themselves. They didn’t see Charlie. All they saw was Lottie. That fact sent a wave of euphoria crashing over Lottie.
She introduced herself, shaking hands, and her friends quickly began to laugh and joke around her, showing off, playing up for her attention. She glanced at Robert and his smile said he had noticed it too. They were vying for her attention because she was a cute girl.
“So where’s Charlie?” One of them asked.
“Sick. Probably won’t be able to make prom after all.” Robert said.
“Ah too bad.” Another said. “It would have been fun.”
And… that was it. The day had begun, and it was much like any other day. There were lessons, chat, laughter, only… everything was different.
In the last few days before the weekend, just going school had felt changed. Lottie had still been pretending to be Charlie then, but had been in panties, pantyhose, had been caged, and that had felt subtly different. She had noticed people paying more attention to her, talking to her more, and she had been more outgoing, had laughed more. Yet, all of those breaks in her previous normality paled in comparison to how different school was as Lottie.
People really noticed Lottie, whereas they had never really paid much attention to Charlie. She was seen, watched, openly stared at, and as she got used to it she came to realise there was no laughter, no mocking, none of what she had feared.
Instead, it was curiosity and open admiration. She was the new girl. The new, hot girl, and people wanted to know who she was, wanted to know all about her, wanted to be close to her.
Boys she’d never spoken to before came to talk to her, asking her name, asking about her, what she liked, and they flirted with her. Other boys just stared at her, watching her walk past, staring at her legs, ass, looking at her face with longing and lust.
Lottie, for her part, relished the attention, and she couldn’t help but give a little flourish to her movements, flirting back just a little, laughing at silly jokes, playing coy or hard to get when boys asked for details about her or for her phone number.
And it wasn't just the boys.
The girls too paid more attention to her. They sought her out, dragging her away from Robert to ask about her, about how she knew him. From what they said it became clear that Robert was far more popular than Lottie had ever realised, and as she listened to the girls chatting about him she became oddly jealous.
There was talk about what she was going to do at college, where she was going and about other boys. There was even mention of Charlie, a fact that was oddly jarring for Lottie, to hear about her past self referred to so openly and so completely as a separate person, but she kept quiet and listened.
She was asked about her clothes, where she got them from, was complimented on her make-up, and she gave compliments in return. She felt comfortable and at ease around her female classmates for the first time. She could still see them as attractive, recognise them as beautiful or pretty or sexy, but she had changed. She was more comfortable in herself, so it was easier to be around other people, was easier to be chatty and friendly, to laugh and joke and flirt.
“Are you going to come to our prom? It's only a few days away. You should come, it’ll be so good to see you there.” One of the girls said.
Lottie nodded.
“Yeah, I… I think I’ll come along. I might have a dress sorted too so it’d be nice to go to a big party. I… I’ve never really been to a big fancy party before.”
It was the truth.
The other girls gushed enthusiastically, telling her about what a great time she’d have, and that they should all hang out together on the night.
“I heard Robert was thinking of going to prom now.” One of the girls said.
“Yeah, me too. I… I was thinking of asking him.”
Lottie bristled, but said nothing. She didn’t want to spoil anything, and she knew Robert was going with her, as her date, a fact that made her smile, feel proud and warm, a sense of nervous and eager excitement for the big night and… and whatever came afterwards.
The girls chatted, giggled, and Lottie was amazed at just how friendly everyone was being to her. They’d never been hostile to Charlie, but with Lottie, they were warm and welcoming in a way that made her feel seen.
And then, just after lunch, it clicked. They hadn’t changed at all. It was Lottie who had changed. She was more at ease with herself now. She was happier, more outgoing. For the first time in her life, she felt attractive, pretty, cute. For the first time in her life, she wanted to flirt, wanted to be flirted with.
For the first time in her life, she wanted to be seen and heard and noticed.
As Charlie, people had overlooked her, ignored her, because she’d wanted to be overlooked and ignored. She’d done her best to remain invisible. Even around her friends, it had been Robert who’d been the outgoing one, and she’d just been included because she was his best friend.
The only person she’d ever felt close to had been Robert. She’d known him for most of her life. He was her rock. Her idea of comfort was staying in with him, playing games, but now… now she didn’t mind being around other people, and she was having fun.
People were flirting with her, complimenting her, asking about her life, her plans, were asking for her phone number so they could hang out, get to know each other. That had never happened before. As Charlie, she had done her best to hide, but as Lottie, she wanted to be seen, noticed, wanted to have fun.
“So… you’ve heard about our prom, right?” One of the boys who’d been chatting to her throughout the day asked her.
Lottie nodded.
“And were you going to go?” He asked.
Lottie nodded again. She’d been told about prom a lot during the day, people asking her if she was going, asking about her gown, if she knew if Robert was going with anyone. Lottie had stayed quiet, not sure quite where she and Robert stood after their date, just what their relationship was, not wanting to make him feel awkward.
Part of her wanted to tell people she was going with him, that they were going together to prom, as a date, but another part was wary of saying too much too soon, of saying something that’d cause Robert to pull away from her. During the day she’d noticed Robert watching her as boys had flirted with her, as girls had chatted with her, and she’d smiled at him, glad to know he was looking out for her, but there was something… off.
Was he annoyed with her? Was he jealous? Did he miss her, miss the fact that they were normally so inseparable?
“Well… I was wondering then, if… if you didn’t have anyone to go with, would you… would you like to go to prom with me, on a date?” He said.
Lottie blinked.
He was asking her on a date?
She’d never really talked to him before, but she knew he was popular with girls, a talented player on the football team, charismatic and outgoing. Didn’t he already have a date? Why was he asking her?
“Before you answer, I was going to ask as well.” Another boy said.
Lottie blinked, stunned. He too was popular, a boy who’d normally not be seen hanging around with Charlie.
“Just so you can make an informed decision.” He added.
Lottie’s head was spinning. She blushed, giddy. Two boys were asking her to prom? She’d only known them a few hours…
She turned to look for Robert and then… he was there, beside her.
“What’s happening?” He asked.
“Nothing you need to worry about Robbie.” The first boy said.
“We were just asking Lottie here if she wanted to go to prom. Seemed only polite we invite the new girl and give her a proper welcome.” The second boy added, grinning.
Robert’s smile widened.
“Oh she can’t go with you I’m afraid.” Robert said.
“Why not? She said she was going and you can’t tell her what to do.”
“She can’t go with you, because she’s going with me, as my date.” Robert said.
He spoke loudly, loud enough for everyone around them to hear. Lottie blushed, stared up at Robert, smiling, blushing. Robert looked at her and winked.
“Aren’t you?” He asked her.
Lottie nodded, beaming.
“I… yeah, I… I’m going to prom with you, as… as your date.”
Lottie could feel people watching, boys staring at Robert with envy, girls staring at her. There were whispers, gossip, chatter.
Lottie didn’t care. She only had eyes for Robert. She didn’t know quite what labels Robert was applying to their relationship now, but it was clear he was proud to know her, to be seen with her, and he wanted everyone to know that she was his date to prom. He wanted everyone to know that she was his, and, for now, that was good enough for her.




Three
After Robert’s very public declaration that he was going to prom with her, that she was going to be his date, Lottie spent the rest of the day in a bit of a daze. It was hard enough to concentrate with how horny she was, plugged and caged, but that in addition to the glow of joy and love and acceptance she felt from her best friend was just overwhelming.
She had heard how he’d said it, had seen his face. He had been proud at being seen with her, having people know she was… she was his. He wanted people to know they were together.
She knew now she was no shameful secret. He wasn’t just going to prom with her because his stepsister, Mia, was making him. He was going to prom with her because he wanted to.
She had seen it in the way he looked at her, had heard it in his voice, the way he held her hand. He wanted her as his prom date, and he wanted everyone to know.
As the day passed she could not stop grinning, replaying the memory of it, the way boys had glared enviously at Robert—and she had enjoyed that, the idea that they all wanted her, that they were annoyed that Robert had her—the way that the girls had stared at her—annoyed that the new girl had got Robert, who was clearly far more popular than she’d realised, and now she had him. It made her flush, her belly fluttering, butterflies, a sense of joy.
And so it was that as school ended, Lottie saying bye to many, many new friends, she felt as though she were walking on clouds. She had been dreading the day ever since she had decided it was what she wanted, needed, but it had gone better than she had ever dared imagine.
People liked her. She was… she popular. She was the pretty new girl, and she had liked people talking to her. She had spoken to more people in one day than she had in the last year.
As Lottie, she was outgoing and funny, flirty, vivacious and chatty and giggly and popular. People liked her.
As Robert and Lottie walked to Mia’s car, Mia waiting for them at her now usual spot, Robert looked to her, reached out, and took her hand, griping it gently. Lottie blushed.
The pair were not alone. Around them their friends and their classmates noticed. There was a ripple of teasing comments, friendly laughter.
Cute couple.
Lucky bastard.
Awww, young love.
They all made Lottie’s blush worse, but she was enjoying the teasing, the friendly atmosphere, the acknowledgement that she and Robert were, in some ways, together. She looked up at Robert and smiled, fluttering her eyelashes.
Before she could react Robert moved, leaning down, kissing her once, softly, quickly, on the lips. Her head spun. The teasing exploded.
Lottie felt her heart leap out of her chest, her body exploding with joy and embarrassment. She giggled, looked away, glad to have her best friend with her, glad for whatever new form their relationship was evolving into.
When they reached Mia’s car they said goodbye to their friends and they slipped in, Robert climbing into the back seat while Lottie, at Mia’s firm suggestion, climbed into the front beside her.
“So, how was it?” Mia asked as she started the car.
She did not need to wait long for an answer. Lottie began to gush about her day, about all that had happened, and it was clear from the breathless ramble of words that her day had been a good one. Mia and Robert, both smiling, watching Lottie, basking in her joy, listened carefully.
Lottie talked about the new friends she’d made, about how the friends who knew Charlie had treated her, not even realising that she had, only a few days ago, been that awkward, clumsy, shy boy. She talked about the gossip the girls had shared with her about prom, about how boys had flirted with her, about how she had been asked to prom by several boys.
“And what did you say?” Mia interrupted, her eyebrow raised, curious.
“I… I didn’t have to say anything. Robert was close by and so he came over and interrupted. He told them I was going with him, as his date.” Lottie said.
Mia laughed.
“I bet he did. Guarding your territory little brother? Protecting your woman from other predators? Don’t think I didn’t notice you two holding hands, or that kiss.”
Robert blushed. He shook his head, suddenly flush.
“I… I just… I knew Lottie was going with me and I thought it’d be easier for her if she didn’t have to explain. I didn’t want her to feel bad or anything… I just… she is going with me, so I told them. That’s all. I just wanted her to know that I… that I’m proud to be seen with her. I…”
Lottie giggled. She could see now how embarrassed he was, how awkward. He had never been like this with any of the other girls he’d been on a date with. Yet, with her, he was so shy and timid at times, but at other times he was so bold and forceful. It was a cute mix, and it made him even more attractive in her eyes.
“So you just did it so she didn’t feel bad. I see. So, you don’t mind if she goes with someone else? It wasn’t because you want to go to prom with her that you told them all she was going with you?” Mia said.
Mia turned to face Lottie.
“Hear that? You can go with one of the other boys if you want. Do you want to go with any of them? I mean, I said you two should go together, but I guess if you found other dates then you’d still be going so I suppose I wouldn’t force you to go together.” Mia said.
Lottie’s head spun. She looked between Mia and Robert.
“I… but what if I want to go with Robert?” Lottie said without thinking.
And then she blushed, bright pink, flustered and hot, and she couldn’t help but notice Robert blushing too.
“If you want to go together you can. But… do you?” Mia asked.
Lottie knew what she was doing. She shifted in her seat, squirming, the plug in her ass teasing her sensitive inner walls. She was hot and giddy and fluttery but… she liked feeling like this. She loved that Robert made her feel like this.
“I… I want to go with you. If you want to go with me?” Lottie said, voice soft, staring at her best friend.
Robert smiled.
“I want to go with you too.” Robert said.
“Well, that’s settled then. You’re going together. Which, I might add, is a good thing, because I hired the car for you two today, and it was not cheap, so I’d be pretty pissed if it went to waste or you didn’t both get to enjoy it.”
Robert and Lottie both turned to look at Mia.
“You… I… I’m not sure I can afford…” Robert started to speak.
“Oh, hush. Consider it a gift for my little brother and my almost little sister.” Mia said.
Her words made Lottie blush, a swell of joy. The idea that the beautiful, dazzling girl beside her viewed her like a little sister made her heart swell, so many emotions and thoughts and feelings that she could not process them all.
“… and that won’t be the only one, though we’ll cover the other gifts on the night. For now, how about we have some food, then we can settle in for more lessons? How does that sound?”
Lottie nodded, agreed that it sounded like an excellent plan. Robert, not wanting to be left out, offered his help, and Mia, for the first time, accepted.
“Actually, that could be good. A little dance practice for both of you. Lottie in heels and a dress, Robert in his dress shoes, so you know how to move on the night.” Mia said.
And so the plan was settled, and when the three arrived home Mia set about making food, the three eating together and chatting about Lottie’s day, about the upcoming prom, and about the best friends’ plans for college.
No one talked about who would be going to college, Lottie or Charlie, though it was a question laying heavy on Lottie’s mind. She had faced school, but that was just to get her ready for prom, wasn’t it?
Yet, that didn’t feel entirely true. There had also been a part of her that had been horrified at the thought of dressing again in her boring, yucky boy clothes, and going back to pretending to be that person, pretending to be a boy, but then… what did that mean?
“Done?” Mia asked.
The two best friends nodded, plates cleared, and so the three cleared up together, making short work of the pans and dishes and cutlery, and once they were done Mia sent Robert off to watch television while she took Lottie to get ready for her lesson.
Lottie slipped on a simple dress in a deep green, fitted around the waist and chest, with thin straps over the shoulders, and a long flowing skirt. It was far less elegant than her gown, but the dress, long and flowing, fell to her ankles.
“This will help you learn to dance and move in something that is at least a little like the dress you’ll be wearing to prom.” Mia said. “And of course, you need these.”
She handed Lottie heels, and Lottie, grinning, slipped them on.
Once ready the two headed downstairs to join Robert who was waiting for them. At the sound of footsteps, he looked up, smiled as he saw Lottie.
“Wow… you look… amazing. Is that the dress?” He asked.
Lottie shook her head.
“No. The gown for prom is much, much more elegant. That’s being kept as a surprise. This is just to help Lottie learn how to move in a long, flowing dress, learn how to dance. And it’ll be good for you to learn how to dance with your date, how to lead.”
Robert nodded, still staring at Lottie. He was in his dress shoes, the ones he would be wearing to prom, so he could practise dancing in them, so he could practise dancing with Lottie in her heels.
Mia moved to the stereo and put on music, a playlist she had prepared with the kind of songs she expected to play at prom, some fast, some slow, some classic tunes to dance to.
“Now, don’t just stand there looking awkwardly at each other. You need to be close if you’re going to dance.”
Lottie blushed. She kept still, suddenly even more awkward, and then Robert smiled, held out his hand and the room melted away. It was all she could do not to run to him, and she took his hand and he pulled her close and she looked up at him, glad to be close to him, glad for his comfort, his presence, his… as she squirmed against him she felt his cock throbbing, growing hard. She did that to him.
She giggled as he blushed, aware that she could feel him getting hard, that she knew the effect she had on him, but neither of them pulled away. Lottie remembered their date, how his cock had felt in her hand, how his cum had tasted in her mouth, and she felt her caged dick ache. Just what would prom night be like?
“Don’t just stand there!” Mia said, snapping them both back to reality. “Take one of her hands, put the other around her waist, and Lottie put your free hand on Robert’s back, and then move in time with the music. It doesn’t need to be perfect but it should be fun.”
Robert listened, nodded, and began to move. He led, and Lottie followed, and the pair began to dance. It was slow and awkward and clumsy to start but it was also… fun.
The pair smiled, laughed, and they stumbled a few times in the beginning, but slowly they began to get the hang of it.
It was harder for Lottie, in her heels, her long dress, but even Robert realised his dress shoes made dancing and moving slightly different to what he was used to. Yet, with Mia’s advice, they were soon moving with something close to elegance, grace, and they found a joy in it.
They were close, bodies pressed together, and they moved almost as one. Lottie swayed her hips, wiggling her butt as she moved, and Robert’s hand crept just low enough to cup the top of her ass. She pressed into him, loving the hardness of his cock, the throb of it, and it made her belly flutter, an ache, a longing, a desire that went unspoken but acknowledged.
She wanted him. And… she thought he wanted her too.
And then, just as they were getting into the flow, the song changed, and the dance changed, became more energetic. And that was how the night went, dancing to different songs, different beats, and Lottie loved every moment.
By the time they were done, she was exhausted but happy, grinning, buzzing. Mia shut off the music and congratulated them both.
“You did well. I think a little more practice on dancing tomorrow night and then you’ll be ready. That’ll give us two more nights to work on make-up skills and general skills before the big night.” She said.
Prom was only four days away. Friday night. Lottie felt a rush of terror and excitement. Would she be ready in time? Would she embarrass herself? Would she embarrass Robert?
Then she giggled as she remembered her first day at school. Would other boys ask her to dance? Would other boys want to flirt with her or would she spend the whole night with Robert? And… what about when the night was finished? She knew how prom night went, what was expected…
Did Robert want that? Did she? Her blush deepened as she realised that she did. She wanted that special, magical prom night experience.
And then there was that one question hanging over her. Who would be the prom queen? Only a few days ago she’d not even wanted to go to prom, but now, as Lottie, not only did she want to go to prom, but she also wanted to be crowned as the prom queen. But… she’d only just had her first day. Surely it was impossible, surely…
“Come on you two. Enough holding on to each other. Bedtime. You have a busy week and you need rest.” Mia said.
Lottie realised she had been daydreaming, and her blush spread across her cheeks, down her throat. She giggled.
“I… yeah. Today was a lot. I… I think I need sleep.”
Lottie didn’t know how she was supposed to sleep as excited as she was, as horny as she was, but she also knew that she needed it. She was exhausted.
Tomorrow was another day, her second day of school as Lottie, and she knew that it would be just as exhausting as today, though she hoped it would also be just as much fun.




Four
The week continued in a pattern, with Lottie heading to school each day with Robert, dropped off by Mia, and she found it easier and easier each day to just be herself, embracing the joy of discovering just who she was. She made new friends, flirted with boys, and she grew closer and closer to her best friend.
In the evenings she would message her parents, let them know she was okay, but increasingly she felt wrong phoning them, talking to them with her voice, and then even messaging felt awkward. She was acutely aware that in all other areas of her day-to-day life she was Lottie, that people viewed her as, treated her as, Lottie. Everyone knew her now as the girl she felt like. Everyone except her parents.
But… how could she blame them. She’d told them nothing, so what were they supposed to do?
The thought of telling them though, of talking to them about… everything that had happened, terrified her. She didn’t even know what was going on in her life, what was happening to her, who she really was outside of the whole prom situation, so what exactly was she meant to tell her parents?
“Wait until the weekend.” Was Mia’s advice.
“Don’t worry about it for now. Enjoy this time, see how it feels to just be Lottie without committing to anything, and go to prom and have fun. Your parents know you’re safe, and they love you, so you don’t need to worry about them. You’re not lying to them or keeping things from them, you’re just taking time to work out your feelings, and what these new… discoveries mean to you. After prom, you can then take stock, work out what you want going forwards. You don’t have to be Lottie if you don’t want to be. You could go back to being Charlie if that’s what you wanted, but… if you do want to be Lottie, or maybe even someone else, maybe have a different name, one you pick for yourself, then you can talk to them.”
Lottie listened to what Mia had to say, valuing her opinion. Without her, none of this would have been possible. Without Mia Robert and Lottie would still be staying in on prom night. Without Mia, Lottie would still think of herself as Charlie, as a boy, would still be that shy, timid, uncertain person trapped inside an identity that didn’t fit.
Lottie was beyond grateful for everything Mia had done. She had opened Lottie’s eyes to a life that had seemed unimaginable only days before, had shown her what actual happiness felt like, had given her a glimpse of a life full of joy and excitement and… love.
“I… I just don’t want to lie to them, but I also don’t know what the truth is. If that makes sense?” Lottie said.
Mia smiled, nodded.
“That makes a lot of sense. Just take your time. And remember, they love you and they want you to be happy and you have me and Robert here ready and willing to support you through whatever.” Mia said. “And just think how happy they’ll be when they see a photo of their joyful daughter at prom, smiling, looking beautiful and radiant and glamorous and happy. How could they not love you and be happy for you.”
Lottie blushed. That word… daughter, felt right. She nodded, accepting Mia’s wisdom as a gift.
Lottie felt glad for her almost big sister, and glad for Robert, her best friend, her… just what was Robert now?
After their kiss on the first day and Robert’s public declaration that they were going to prom together, it soon became common knowledge that the pair were a couple, that they were dating, though neither Lottie nor Robert said anything to that effect. Neither of them talked to the other about it either, the pair apparently content to let the rumour spread without discussing with each other just how their friendship was changing.
Lottie, for her part, quite enjoyed the rumours, the sense of happiness that came from being seen as being Robert’s girlfriend, that people assumed they were dating, and though she was too scared to talk about it with him, concerned that he might rebuff her or correct people’s assumptions, tell her that they were just friends, best friends, with more entanglement than they’d had before, but that they weren’t dating.
Lottie knew that they’d had one date and that they were going to prom together, but did that mean they were dating? She could very vividly remember what they had done after their date, how they had kissed, how they had touched each other, how she had made him cum with her hands, let him cum in her mouth, how she had swallowed, but did that mean she was his girlfriend?
Lottie didn’t know, but she also knew that Robert was still her best friend. Even given her newfound popularity she felt happiest when she was with Robert. She liked him, found comfort in him, enjoyed his wit and his kindness, and… she had come to accept how hot she found him.
And she found comfort in how he treated her too. He seemed to act as if almost nothing had changed, still treating her like his friend, his best friend, while also acting differently with her. He was sweeter, softer, and flirtatious. He held her hand often and had even taken to kissing her in public sometimes, small light kisses on her lips that left her aching for more, more of what she’d experienced on their date.
They had, however, had no real time alone since that night. They’d had no time to be close or intimate, no chance to make out, no chance to feel each other as closely as they had that night, and Lottie had certainly not had another chance to make her best friend cum.
So, by the time Friday came around, Lottie was a distracted, squirmy mess. It had been over a week since she’d cum. It had been almost a week since she’d made Robert cum, and she wanted more than just dancing, holding hands, and light kisses in public.
And, as she watched Robert, she figured he wanted more too, a thought that made her happy. It was prom night after all, and she could only hope that hers was as special as she was hoping it would be.
The day at school was a buzz of excitement, with very little work or study achieved. The girls were all gossiping about their dresses, and the boys were all joking about suits and dates and their plans for the night… all of them except Robert.
Lottie couldn’t help but notice how polite he was. He was taking her to prom, and he seemed excited and nervous about it, but he made no mention of prom night. Did he not want what she wanted?
They’d not even talked about dating, or if she was his girlfriend, or if he was her boyfriend, so they’d certainly not talked about… that. But she had hoped…
“So, when are you getting to prom?” One of Lottie’s new girl-friends asked.
“Oh, err… I’m not sure. I’m staying at Robert’s house, because of family and stuff, obviously, and… I’m not sure when we’re leaving.”
“Hah, yeah leave the planning to him. He’s the one that’s supposed to be taking you out, after all, just make sure he gets you flowers, and just don’t be too early. No one gets here right at the start and you’ll be bored. We’re all arriving a little late, just to be fashionable, you know.”
Lottie nodded as though she did know, but she had no idea that was a thing people actually did. Had Mia planned for this? She realised how much of the past week had been entirely curated by Mia. She had thought of everything, had taken Lottie on a whirlwind journey of discovery, feminization, had helped her become who she was, had helped her discover so much about herself. Was there really any way she could ever repay her?
“I… I’ll let Robert know.” Lottie said.
And she couldn’t help but wonder about the flowers. Would there be flowers?
The day passed too quickly, the last day before prom, their final big night, when the two best friends would mark their transition into the wider world. They had grown from children to young adults in this building. Had made friends, had become… more than friends? And for Lottie, her recent change had only made her school seem ever dearer to her heart.
After this there was college. It had always seemed so far away and yet now, here they were, only a short time from it. She had registered as Charlie, but… could she change that?
“Ready to go home?” Robert asked as the final bell rang.
Lottie snapped from her daydreaming. She had been lost in her thoughts a lot recently, the excitement of prom and the frustration
of being caged all too much, so much going on, so many unknowns about her future, and yet all of it felt so much more optimistic than it had only a week ago.
Her hope was brighter, keener, and she looked forward to what was to come with more joy and enthusiasm than she ever had before.
“Yeah… I, I’m ready.” She said.
And she was ready. Ready for prom, for her date with Robert, ready for her date with her best friend.
The pair left together, holding hands as had quickly become normal for them, and Mia was waiting in her spot for them both. She smiled, waved, and as Lottie neared she noticed something on the passenger seat in the front, a bag on a hanger, large and…
“Is that…” Lottie’s voice caught in her throat, a keenness, an excitement.
Mia nodded.
“Your gown? Yes. I picked it up for you today. All the adjustments have been made and it's ready for your big night. You want to go home and try it on, or would you rather skip prom and eat pizza and play games?” Mia asked, teasing.
“The dress. Please. I… I want to try it on. I… I want to show Robert and… I want to go to prom.” Lottie said, no doubt of hesitation.
She turned to Robert.
“That is, it you…”
“yes.” He said, grinning. “I want to see this amazing dress I’ve heard so much about. I want to see you wearing it, and I want to go to prom, with you. I want to take my date to prom.”
The enthusiasm in Robert’s voice was all the reassurance Lottie needed. She slipped into the car, putting her wrapped-up dress carefully on her lap, and Robert climbed into the back. Lottie could barely stop herself from feeling the shape of her dress, the fluffy layers of the skirt and petticoats, the bodice, remembering how it had looked and felt to wear it in the fitting room.
Part of her worried she was misremembering, that she had exaggerated how amazing it was, that she had built the dress up into something it wasn’t, the perfect princess prom gown, and so as they drove she felt a mix of anxiety and excitement, keen to see it again, wear it again, to look like the pretty princess from her memory, but also wary of the potential for crushing disappointment.
So, as they drove, she spoke little, squirming, hot and flustered, losing herself in daydreams, and memories. She answered Mia when she was asked a direct question, but apart from that she said barely anything, head spinning, and it felt like only a moment before Mia was parking the car. Prom was only hours away...
When they arrived home Mia kicked into action. She had dinner planned, something light but nutritious and filling and comforting.
“Last thing you want is to feel bloated when wearing a fitting, flattering dress.” Mia said. “And almost as bad is going out on an empty stomach. I know you might be nervous, and so not feeling hungry, but you don’t want to crash later and ruin your night with a dizzy spell or feeling ill. Plus, I imagine the pair of you will need lots of energy tonight.”
Robert and Lottie both blushed, aware of just what Mia was suggesting. Neither of them said anything, and they avoided even looking at each other. Mia just chuckled.
After food, they cleared up, and then Mia sent Lottie to shower and shave and begin getting ready.
“You’ll be quicker to get ready.” She said to Robert. “So it always makes sense for the girl to go first.”
Robert nodded. He had learnt from her too, even if it was less learning that Lottie had received.
He had learnt how to treat a girl, how to treat Lottie as a young woman, a date, and not just as his best friend. Lottie had noticed the change in him, the change in the way he treated her and she… liked it. It made her feel more like Lottie.
Lottie went off to shower and shave, making sure she was smooth, soft, delicate, and then dashed through to Mia’s room, wrapped in a big warm towel, wrapped around her chest like a short dress, excited to start the long process of getting ready for the big party. As she entered she called down to let Robert know the bathroom was free, then quickly shut the door behind her.
Mia was already in her room, waiting.
“So, are you ready?” She asked.
Lottie nodded. She really was ready.




Five
“Underwear first. I was thinking black for prom.” Mia said.
She gestured to the bed where Lottie’s lingerie was laid out, the black stockings and panties, the suspender belt, the padded bra with something extra beside it.
“The white I’ve packed in a small bag for you along with a few other things. But we can talk about that later.” Mia added.
Lottie frowned, confused, not sure she’d need two sets of lingerie.
She pushed that puzzle from her mind though and stepped off, walking across the floor to the bed, looking over the assembled garments. At the top of the bed was the bag with her gown in it, along with her heels, and the box containing her tiara.
Her gaze caught on the something extra beside her bra. Two somethings, flesh coloured and soft looking. Lottie leaned over and picked one up. It was firm enough to be held easily, light, but soft like skin, like…
“You like? I wasn’t quite sure what size to get, but… you look so good with just your padded bralettes that I didn’t want to go too big, so I went for a small c-cup, just to help the dress really fit and look amazing.”
Lottie blinked, then realised what they were.
“Consider them another gift from me.” Mia said. “You can keep them, and wear them when you want to feel extra curvy and sexy, or when you want to fill out an impressive outfit for a big night. They should match your skin tone close enough that they’ll be pretty much invisible, and a little make-up can cover anything that does show.”
“I…” Lottie was lost for words.
They were breasts. Breasts for her to wear, to fill out her bra, her dress, to wear when she wanted to feel sexy. They felt amazingly lifelike, so she knew they must have been expensive.
“I know, the real thing is better, but… until you get there these should help. You can keep them, wear them as little or as often as you like.”
Lottie blushed. The thought of having small c-cup tits, filling out her bra, her dress, looking curvy, thrilled her. The idea of having breasts of her own one day so she didn’t need them gave her so much joy she almost wanted to burst. Was there any way she could ever go back to living as Charlie? Yet, she wasn’t ready to make the decision.
“Now, want me to help you put them on? I’ve looked up how to do it and there’s a trick to do it, but once they’re on they apparently feel really good to wear, as well as really good to feel up.”
Lottie looked at Mia and giggled. She knew what Mia was suggesting. Her and Robert dancing, bodies pressed together, her tits pressed into him, his hands…
“Please.” Lottie said.
“Towel off then.”Mia said.
Lottie blushed, shy, but she had been naked in front of Mia now enough times not to hesitate. She undid her towel, dropped it to the floor, and stood naked, smooth, caged and plugged.
“Very cute, now let’s get you ready.” Mia said
Lottie stood nervous and coy as Mia fetched the adhesive and then moved to take the breast form from Lottie’s hand.
“I’ll do them tonight for you, just to help you get ready, but in future, you can do it. It’s not too difficult, and it’ll be a nice way for you to take control of your identity and your body. You’ll be able to wear them whenever you want then, even if I’m not around because I won’t always be around you know. When you head off to college you’ll have to do all this on your own.”
Lottie paled. She had been wondering about who she was, who she wanted to be, but the thought of being Lottie had always been entangled with Mia’s presence and guidance. Without her then…
“But don’t worry. I will still help. You can phone and message me if you need advice, and I can also suggest lots of places online where you can chat with people who are happy to help too. You don’t need to do it all alone, even if you don’t have anyone around.”
As Mia talked Lottie relaxed. She was anxious about prom, and those emotions had run away for a moment. But Mia was right, she was never really alone, not so long as Mia was there in spirit, not so long as she had her best friend and her new big sister.
Lottie watched carefully as Mia attached glue to the back of the breast form, then cleaned off her skin with a wipe.
“You need to be hairless, and very clean for them to adhere.” Mia said. “But when they do stick properly you’ll feel the weight of them and any movement of them almost like the real thing. These are top quality ones so they actually move like real breasts and when they’re stuck on you’ll feel the jiggle of them when you walk and dance and… well, I’ll let you discover that one on your own.”
Mia chuckled, and Lottie blushed, understanding the implication in Mia’s words. She then watched and Mia pressed the first breast form into place, carefully laying out the thin edges so that they blended with her body, the join all but invisible as the material of them became thinner and thinner until… her body seemed to just merge with them.
Mia held the first one there for a while, then let go, and… Lottie gasped as she felt the weight of it, the heft, tugging at her chest, the soft jiggle as she moved. It felt almost… real.
“Oh wow, that does look good. But let's get the second one on before we have a good look.” Mia said.
Lottie nodded, eager now to see how they looked on her. Mia moved to get the second breast form off the bed and repeated the process of attaching it. Lottie watched, memorising the steps she took, and Mia held it in place for a moment for the glue to set and then… let go.
Lottie giggled, blushing. They looked so real. They felt so real.
“Wow.” Mia said. “If I hadn’t just stuck them on myself I’d not believe they weren’t completely homegrown. You look hot.”
As Lottie stood looking down at herself she wiggled, shaking her hips, her ass, watching her tits jiggle. She bounced up and down, and her tits bounced.
They were cute and round and perky, with large puppy pink nipples. They matched her skin tone perfectly, blending with her body, and as smooth and soft as she was she looked… sexy. They even felt real, bouncing on her chest, the weight of them, how they wobbled, and as they were warmed by the heat of her body she almost forgot they weren’t homegrown.
“Let me just…”
Before Lottie could move Mia reached out and felt her tits, hefting them, squeezing them, fondling them, and Lottie could feel it, the way they shifted and moved, the glue tugging at the skin of her chest, her nipples, so that the pleasure of having them groped was very real.
“Shit. They’re even getting warm. And they feel good.” Mia said.
She squeezed them, and Lottie whimpered. Her caged dick throbbed from the pleasure of having Mia grope her, the way it made her feel, the sight of her tits being molested.
“I could spend all night on these, but… enough.” Mia said.
She released them, let them drop, jiggle, and Lottie felt the weight of them again. It was mind-blowing how real they felt.
“You have a date.” Mia said. “You have make-up and hair to do, and you have to get dressed. And, with those new fabulous tits of yours, I cannot wait to see how hot you look.
Lottie couldn’t wait either.
Mia helped Lottie slip into her lingerie first, her stockings slipped on, the smooth silk on soft skin, running up, the lacy tops hugging her thighs, and then her suspender belt. Lottie still did not have quite the knack of it, but it did not take her long to fasten the clips to her stocking tops, the suspender belt holding them in place high on her legs, a window of bare flesh on display.
Lottie giggled. She loved how stockings felt, so different from pantihose, so sexy, and she loved how she looked in them even more. The suspender belt made her hips and ass and waist look amazing, the stockings made her legs long and sheer and elegant.
Her panties went on next, and a shiver went up her spine as she remembered why—easier to remove. The thought of removing her panties but leaving her stockings and suspenders on, maybe even her heels, made her caged cock throb, her tight hole clenching around her plug.
Finally, she slipped on her bra, fastening it around her waist, clasp in front, before spinning it around and lifting it up, slipping her arms through the straps, tugging it up over her tits. Her new tits.
It felt different to putting a bra on before, her tits heavy, the straps bearing their weight and holding them firm, lifting them to give her cleavage, cupping them. She blushed, loving how it felt, and she couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel when she had real tits of her own.
When? Lottie caught herself. When? Was it really just a matter of time? So then…
She blushed, pushed the thoughts away. She would consider that tomorrow, after prom. She could think about it then, talk to her parents, to Robert, could talk to Mia. For now though she wanted to focus on her big night, on prom, on her princess gown, on her prom night with her best friend, with Robert.
With her lingerie on Mia lent Lottie a simple gown to wear.
“This will stop any make-up getting on your new underwear, and it’ll keep you warm.” She said.
Lottie nodded. That made sense, and she was, as ever, thankful for Mia’s sage advice.
The two sat together as Lottie did her make-up, doing all of it herself but with Mia’s help and advice. She chose soft pinks and silvers for her eyeshadows, a brown eyeliner and mascara to match the red tones of her wig and the pink of her gown. She chose peach and gold-toned blush, and a deep peach-toned lipstick with a clear, glittery top coat.
When she was finished she paused to look at herself in the mirror and… she wanted to cry.
She was beautiful. She was going to prom, as Lottie, and she was beautiful. She was so happy she felt the urge to burst into tears but she daren’t for fear of ruining her make-up.
“Fan your eyes with your hands, eyes wide. It’ll help evaporate the tears before they run and smear your perfect make-up.” Mia said, smiling.
The tone of her face was comforting, joyful, almost sisterly. Lottie did as she said and it helped, a little. She fanned her face and took deep breaths, calming, her want to cry subsiding though her joy remained bright.
“You look amazing by the way. You’ve got really good at picking colours and working them into a style all of your own. It… it really suits you. I’m really proud of you, of how far you’ve come, and how clever you are.” Mia said.
“Don’t!” Lottie said, laughing. “You’ll make me cry again.”
And the pair laughed together. Mia agreed to hold back on the compliments, for now, but Lottie’s heart was still full to bursting with the warmth of them.
“Hair next?” Lottie asked.
Mia nodded. Together they fitted Lottie with her wig, clipping it firmly to her real hair so that it was held in place.
“Just be careful, because if the hair of your wig gets pulled it’s going to actually hurt.” Mia said.
Lottie nodded, but wondered just why Mia was so worried about her hair getting pulled. She wasn’t likely to get into a fight and there was minimal risk of it snagging on anything. And then… Lottie pushed as she realised one way her hair might get pulled.
Lottie then styled her wig, fixing the curls, and with that done she took off her robe, ready to get dressed.
“A dash of this too, before you get dressed.” Mia said.
She handed Lottie a bottle of perfume, the one they had picked together when out shopping, and Lottie spritzed between her perky tits and on her throat. The scent was heavenly, musky and mysterious, womanly, seductive.
With that done, it was finally time for the gown.
“Want me to help you?” Mia asked.
Lottie nodded.
“Please.” She said.
Mia was only too happy to assist. She unwrapped the gown from its bag and Lottie felt her heart leap at the sight of it. It was just as perfect as she remembered, the skirt long and flowing, the layers of petticoats, the cinched waist, the puffy sleeves, the pinkness of it. It was a perfect princess gown and she couldn’t wait to wear it again, for Robert to see her in it, to dance in it.
Mia slipped it off the hanger and carried it over to where Lottie stood in just her lingerie. Mia unzipped it, then lowered it to the floor, holding it open.
“Step in.” Mia said, looking up at Lottie, smiling.
Lottie blushed, squirming. She was so excited she could feel her heart fluttering against her chest.
She stepped into the dress and Mia lifted it up, the petticoats caressing her stocking-clad legs, the fitted waist hugging her, and Mia helped Lottie slip her hand into the sleeves.
“Adjust yourself so you’re comfortable and then I’ll zip you up.” Mia said.
Lottie wiggled, adjusting the fabric of the dress slightly, some of the petticoats caught up and the waist slightly twisted, but she was soon done. Finished, Mia moved to stand behind her, and then pulled the zip up.
The dress closed, hugging her waist in, the skirt and petticoats flowing out around her feet, and the chest squeezed down on her new tits, the dress filled out perfectly with the shape and weight of them.
Lottie looked down at herself and she could barely believe it. She was a princess.
“Now, heels, and the finishing touches, then you can see.” Mia said.
Lottie nodded, biting her bottom lip gently. Her whole body was alive with joy, a sense of freedom and euphoria that was overwhelming, her caged dick an agony of frustrated delight. She was a giddy and giggly princess.
Mia helped her put her shoes on, pink heels that she had practised walking and dancing in a lot over the last week, then helped her fit a stunning silver and crystal choker around her neck. Finally, there was the last accessory. Her tiara.
Mia fitted it on her head, clipping it into her long, curly red hair. Mia stepped back and looked at her, surveying her, smiling.
“Perfect.” Mia said. “Go look.”
Lottie, giggling, did as she was told. He hurried over to the large full-length mirror, wiggling her hips and ass as she strutted in her heels, the movement now so familiar she did it without thinking.
She stepped in front of the mirror and stalled, eyes wide. She was…
“Robert is going to lose his mind when he sees you, and maybe even lose more than that before the night’s over.” Mia said, chuckling.
Lottie blushed, giggled. Both she and Robert were virgins… was Mia suggesting…
“But you look phenomenal. Like a true princess. Are you happy?” Mia asked.
Lottie nodded.
She didn’t want to speak for fear of breaking the illusion or waking from the dream. She had never felt so happy, so pretty.
“I… thank you.” Lottie said. “For everything. Without you…”
“Oh shush. You did just as much work as me. An artist is only as good as her tools after all. I just want you and Robert to be happy. I want you both to have a nice time and… I wanted to help you. That was all. If you’re happy then that’s all the thanks I need.” Mia said.
She stared at Lottie for a moment as Lottie looked at herself, posing, the dress flowing around her, a princess in pink ready for prom.
“Are you happy?” Mia asked.
Lottie nodded without even having to think.
“Very.” She said.
And it was a more honest answer than she had ever given before.
“So you’re ready to show your date what he's in for?” Mia asked.
Lottie nodded again. She couldn’t wait to see Robert’s face.




Six
“Are you ready down there?” Mia called down.
There was a moment of silence, the sound of shuffling.
“Ready.” Robert called up, a catch in his voice.
Was he… was he nervous? The thought that her best friend was nervous about their date made Lottie’s heart flutter.
“Then we’re coming down.” Mia said.
She held out her hand for Lottie and Lottie took it. Mia went first, led Lottie slowly down the stairs, the pair being very careful not to trip on or snag the skirts and petticoats of Lottie’s gown.
As Lottie descended the stairs she used her free hand to gather up as much of the material of the skirts as possible, the hem lifting to flash her heels, making it easier for her to place her feet. She was so focussed on not tripping that she had her head down when she heard Robert gasp.
“Wow…” Robert’s voice was quiet, almost awed.
As Lottie neared the bottom step, still in one piece, her dress intact, she looked up, smiling, blushing and she saw her best friend, her date.
“Oh, wow…” She whispered.
“You look amazing.” The pair said together.
They laughed.
Robert was in a formal suit, deep blue with a white shirt, a red tie, a black belt and black shoes. He looked… handsome, like the star of a movie.
How had Lottie never realised how hot he was before? She giggled as she realised how lucky she was to have him as her date, a dashing gentleman, kind and sweet and attractive, and her best friend.
“You’re so beautiful.” Robert said. “That dress is… and you… you look… fuck. I can’t believe I get to take you to prom. You’re… wow.”
Lottie blushed, smiling, fluttering her eyelashes as she nibbled on her bottom lip. She was enjoying his attention, all the compliments. She liked how he was looking at her, the lust and desire in his eyes.
“You look really handsome too. That suit… it really looks good on you. You should dress up more often.” She said.
It was Robert’s turn to blush.
“Tell you what, after tonight, I’ll agree to dress up more if you do too. I’ll wear suits and take you out if you’re willing to dress up like that for me, because you’re just stunning.” Robert said.
Lottie squirmed. Was he asking her out on more dates? Prom hadn’t even really started yet and he was… he was asking her to go out on more dates, together, with him, as… as Lottie, in dresses and…
“Yes.” She said.
“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Mia said. “I know you’re both in awe of how cute you look, which is adorable by the way, but don’t you have something for your princess?”
Robert looked almost shocked as he remembered, flustered, and he looked around for a moment before seeing it. In a box on the table to the side was a small arrangement of flowers, pinks and whites to match Lottie’s dress.
Robert picked it up and stepped towards Lottie, holding it out.
“I… I got this for you. Mia helped me know what colours to get but I picked the flowers, with the florist's help.” He said. “Do you… do you want me to put it on you?”
Lottie nodded. Her prom date had bought her flowers. She felt as though she were floating.
Robert opened the box and took the arrangement out and held it up to Lottie’s left shoulder. She stood still, looking up at him as he concentrated, clearly not wanting to jab her with the pin or harm her dress. He was so dashing.
As he pinned the corsage he let go and it stayed in place, the colours and arrangement the perfect accompaniment for her dress. His attention flicked from the flower to her, to her chest, to her tits, her cleavage, and lingered there.
Lottie stood a little taller as she noticed his attention, shoulders back, and then Robert looked up into her eyes, blushing pink and the pair stared at each other in silence for a moment, frozen, as though waiting for…
“All done then? Well, you two better be off.” Mia said.
The two best friends broke apart, the moment gone, and they both looked to Mia. She was grinning, in her hand a key.
“There’s a car outside for you. I hired it for the night so don’t worry about time.” She said. “And I packed you a bag Lottie, of things you might need. It’s on the passenger seat.”
“I… thank you.” Lottie said, not quite sure what it was she might need.
“Just both of you have a nice time and enjoy the special night. I won’t be staying up late so I suppose I’ll see you in the morning, and I’ll look forward to hearing all about your date.”
Robert and Lottie nodded, and with that Mia began to herd them out of the house, pointing them towards the car she’d picked for them, a bright pink Cadillac that was the perfect match to Lottie’s dress with polished chrome trim. The seats were plush white leather. It was the pinnacle of decadent luxury while still being cool, in a hokey kind of way, Lottie thought.
She waved to them from the door, and the pair waved back as they climbed into the car and, sure enough, there was a bag on the passenger seat, one larger than Lottie had been expecting.
She and Robert both looked at it confused.
“What’s in it?” Robert asked.
Lottie opened it to find an envelope on top of a change of clothes, a bag of toiletries, and her set of white lingerie. She shifted in her seat, flushing pink, and opened the envelope.
A keycard fell into her lap, along with a note.
Lottie,
The key is for room 118 at the Grande Hotel, a short drive from where your prom is being held. You have the room all night. Check-out is 11 am tomorrow morning.
In the bag is everything you might need. Have fun beautiful, you deserve it.
Love and kisses,
Mia
Lottie’s whole body blushed. A hotel room, on prom night… what…
“What is it?” Robert asked.
Lottie, unable to speak, showed him the note, the key, but not the contents of the bag. She wasn’t quite ready to flash him her white lingerie just yet… was she?
“I… a hotel… I… I mean… we don’t have to go there, do we?” Robert said.
“I… no.” Lottie said.
For some reason, she felt a twinge of disappointment at that. Did Robert not want to? Did he…
“I mean, not unless you want to?” Robert added. “I mean… we could just… just see how the evening goes and if we both want, at the end, we could go see what the room is like. We don’t have to do anything or stay or…”
“Yeah, exactly.” Lottie said. “We could just go see what it’s like, if we both want to.”
The pair smiled at each other, each as nervous as the other, but they spoke no more about it, and Lottie kept the change of clothes, and the set of white, virginal lingerie a secret. Maybe if they both wanted… she giggled at the thought, squirming in her seat, caged cock throbbing, hole clenching hard on her plug.
With things settled Robert started the car and drove towards their prom. The drive was smooth and quick, and they arrived late enough to be fashionably late, but not late enough to miss anything.
Robert parked the car, turned the engine off, and turned to face Lottie, grinning.
“Ready?” He asked.
She nodded.
“Ready.” She said. “Just… I wanted to say that… I know this isn’t what we planned, and this is all new and wild and… and very different, but… I’m really happy I’m here with you, now, like this. Everything that’s happened… I… I never expected this, and I know you didn’t either, but… I… I’m happy. I’m really, really happy, and you’re part of that. You make me happy.”
Robert shifted in his seat. His blush was so intense he was almost glowing.
“I… I’m happy too. Really happy. I’m glad we’re doing this, prom, together, and… whatever happens next I’m glad we’re going to be doing that together too, or at least, I hope we’ll do it together.”
Lottie nodded.
“I hope so too.” She whispered.
Outside the car was the sound of voices, laughter, their friends and classmates heading into prom. The pair were quiet for a moment.
“Shall we head in?” Robert asked.
Lottie nodded. Part of her wanted to stay in the car, to stay alone with Robert, to head to the hotel room, but another part wanted to dance, wanted to be seen. She had her gown on, had made an effort.
She looked so beautiful and Robert looked so handsome and she wanted to be seen. She wanted to be seen with her best friend. To go to prom with him.
Lottie wanted to dance, to chat with her friends, to laugh. She wanted to have photos taken. She wanted to enjoy the final big party before heading off to college, she wanted to relish the whole experience of prom.
Only just over a week ago she’d been adamant that she wasn’t going to prom. Her plan had been to stay in and avoid it all, spend the night playing games and watching movies and eating pizza with Robert.
But that had been when she’d still been pretending to be a boy. She’d still thought of herself as Charlie, and prom had held no interest for her. Now, as Lottie, the thought of the big party, dancing, being seen in her princess gown, it all filled her with a bright, intense joy.
She did want to just be alone with Robert, but there was time for that later. This was her only chance to go to prom, and she wanted to seize it, wanted to experience all of it, as Lottie, as a girl, as her best friend’s date in a beautiful gown, and she was just glad Mia had forced her down this path, had shown her how wonderful life could be.
“Let’s.” She said.
And with that Robert slipped out of the car, hurrying to her door, opening it for her. He held out his hand and he helped her out, his assistance gladly accepted because climbing in and out of the car in her massive princess gown was not easy.
Then, together, hand in hand, they headed into their prom.
The night was everything Lottie hoped it would be and more. The venue was glamorous and stunning, with low light and a band playing. Her new friends were eager to talk to her and spend time with her, and everyone who met her gushed with compliments about her dress, her hair, her make-up.
It was amazing how much easier it felt to just be.
Lottie had hated compliments before, always awkward when receiving them, but now she couldn’t get enough of being told how beautiful she was, how elegant and dazzling and gorgeous. She basked in the glow of the attention, an elegant butterfly finally ready to spread its beautiful wings and fly.
And it was not just the words either. The way the boys, and some of the girls, looked at her, left her almost breathless. The look of desire and lust in their eyes let her know that they wanted her, and she loved it, relished it.
Buoyed by it she moved with grace and poise and more than a little wiggle. With her dress filled out with her new tits, she couldn’t help but want to show off, wiggling her body, swaying her hips and ass, the sensation of her tits bouncing as she moved a delight that made her whole body throb.
It had been over a week since Lottie had last cum and she was so horny that it was almost painful, but, with her cage on, her mind was refocussed, and she was able to appreciate how the rest of her body felt rather than fixating on her dick. She was glad for that, for the gift of being able to appreciate how sensual her lingerie felt, the silk of her stockings, caressing her legs, the satin of her panties on her ass, the way her bra held her tits in place, cupping them, squeezing them, shaping them.
She felt feminine, soft and pretty and delicate. It was different to being Charlie, focused on his cock. She was Lottie, and her pleasure was more complex and rich and nuanced, but it was greater. And then… there was her plug.
As she moved, wiggling, strutting in her heels, she could feel it shift in her ass, teasing her virgin hole, pressing against her sensitive inner walls, teasing the bright spot of pleasure inside her ass. Her belly fluttered, and she couldn’t get the key to the hotel room out of her mind. Could she really…
But then, she had almost no time to think about later. There was so much going on in the now, and she wanted to appreciate all of it.
She threw herself into the moment.
Robert fetched her drinks, being the perfect date, and he danced with her, again and again and again, and she could see other girls glaring at her in envy. Robert really was more popular than she had known, and yet… all these years, he’d spent time with her, even as Charlie, as introverted and awkward as she’d been, rather than dating girls, and that fact made her heart swell.
The two chatted, laughed, and relished in the experience, the whole thing more fairy tale than Lottie could have ever imagined. There were photos, dozens and dozens of photos, and Lottie found, to her surprise, that she was delighted to pose for them. She posed for her friends, for selfies, for pictures with Robert, on her own, in a group.
She even posed for a formal prom portrait with a professional photographer, sitting next to Robert, his arm around her, a cute couple on their big night out.
In every last one of the photos that she saw she looked happy, grinning, beaming, an inner light that was impossible not to see. She was a young woman out celebrating, a princess in her gown, out with her prince charming, and she tried not to think about how she very nearly missed out on all of it. Yet, she hadn’t, she hadn’t missed out on any of it.
She’d got to go to prom, with her best friend, her prince, dressed as a princess, enjoy her prom as the girl she was always meant to be. This was right, this was how life was supposed to be, and, for the first time, she fully accepted that there was never going to be a return to before. She could never go back to pretending to be a boy, could never go back to being Charlie.
She might not be Lottie, might be someone else, more nuanced, maybe someone more or less feminine, maybe a different name even, but she was not a boy and she never had been. She was… she was herself, and she knew now that she finally had a chance to connect with who that person really was.
“Ready for another dance?” Robert asked her.
Lottie nodded, and as Robert held out his hand she took it and she let him lead her out onto the dance floor, and they danced, bodies close, pressing into each other, Robert’s hand just barely on her ass, her hands on his back as they swayed.
Lottie looked up at her best friend and she felt safe and accepted and loved as she never had before. He looked down at her and smiled and she felt his cock throb against her.
“You really are beautiful.” He said.
And Lottie blushed. They danced, swaying, and one of the boys from their class approached, one of the boys who had asked Lottie to prom before Robert had so publicly claimed her as his date.
“Mind if I have a dance?” He asked.
He was not the first boy to come and ask Lottie for a dance. This time, as for all the times before, Robert left it up to Lottie to decide. Lottie shook her head.
“I’m sorry but… I’m only dancing with my date.” She said.
The boy looked deflated but he accepted. They had all been polite and sweet but… Lottie only wanted to dance with Robert.
“You sure? I mean… I don’t mind if it’s just a few dances. You… this is your big night, and you look so pretty and I just want you to have fun.” Robert said. “I… you look so happy, and I love seeing you happy. Before you… you always seemed as though you were trying to hide, to not be seen, but now your smile lights up a room. You never got to really do high school as… as this person, this happy person, and if a few dances with other boys would make up for that I don’t mind. So long as you come back that is.”
As they danced Lottie looked up at her best friend, and she smiled. She had missed out on high school, had spent most of it hiding, but at the same time.
“I didn’t miss out on anything.” She said, firmly. “I got to spend time with you, and that’s worth more than anything. Yes, I’m happier now, and… we’ll need to talk, about college, and… and who I am, who I want to be, but I don’t regret a single moment I spent with you, either as Lottie or as… as anyone else.”
Robert smiled, nodding.
“And I only want to dance with you tonight. You're my date.” Lottie said. “Plus, seeing the way some of the other girls are eyeing you I think you’d be snatched up and I’d never get you back. You look so dashing in that suit after all.”
Robert just chuckled.
“Oh, wild horses couldn’t keep me from you.”
Lottie blushed. As they danced she wiggled, grinding into her best friend, her soft body against his, the throb of his cock.
“Mmmm… wild horses. Sure you’re not the wild horse?” Lottie said, fluttering her eyelashes.
And she giggled as Robert’s blush flared. To prove her point she wiggled with more emphasis, her caged dick aching at the thrill of teasing him, feeling him get hard, her plug shifting inside her hole.
The song ended, and as the pair waited for another to begin there was a pause. A figure stepped up onto the stage and Lottie realised it was time to declare the king and queen of the prom.
Her heart sank. She wanted to be queen. She knew she was beautiful, sexy, pretty, she knew she was charming and outgoing and fun. She knew she was kind and smart and funny. But…
The voting had been weeks ago. Lottie hadn’t even existed then. She had been Charlie, a girl pretending to be a boy, shy and lost and introverted. As much as Lottie could have been prom queen, would have made an amazing prom queen, Charlie would never have even been considered.
There were things Lottie had missed out on. There were opportunities she’d never get again, chances she’d missed out on because she’d been lost and confused and alone and trapped and…
As the names of the king and queen were read out Lottie applauded, smiling, but it was all a show. She knew both winners, and they were nice people, they deserved to win as much as anyone, but Lottie felt no joy in that moment.
Yes, she’d wanted to be prom queen, it had become a fantasy and a daydream in the last week, but she’d always known it was never going to happen, yet it wasn’t the fact she’d not won that stung. It was the fact she’d never even been considered.
She’d been at this school for years, and she had never even been considered as she hadn’t existed. She had been trapped, pretending to be someone she wasn’t, had been living a lie. She had missed out on even the chance of being prom queen, along with so much more and that existential weight of loss felt almost crushing in that moment. She wanted to cry.
And then Robert squeezed her hand, gently.
She looked up at him and his smile, his warmth and his affection, his presence and reassuring, was enough. She hadn’t won the crown, but maybe she’d won something better…
“You’ll always be my queen.” Robert said, grinning.
Lottie smiled, then laughed, softly.
“That is just… the cheesiest line ever.” She said. “But… thank you. I… I think I’d rather just be your princess though.”
The pair stared at each other as the king and queen collected their crowns, and Lottie forgot for a moment about all she had missed, because in front of her was all she had gained.
And then, as the music started again, they began to dance, together, close. Lottie’s mind wandered, and she began to imagine all the adventures that lay ahead of her, her whole life like a vast realm of possibilities that seemed brighter and more fertile than she could ever have imagined.
She looked up, saw Robert, and she knew she wanted to explore it with him.




Seven
As prom ended Lottie and Robert said their goodbyes to friends, promises to keep in touch, to send the photos they’d taken to each other. Many of them asked for Lottie’s details, so they could talk, meet up over the summer, get to know her better before she headed off to college.
The first time she was asked she stalled. Lottie had no details. They all belonged to Charlie.
“Her phone doesn’t work. We’re setting her up a new number though soon. Just take mine and I can loop her into any chats.” Robert said, noticing her worry.
“I got your back.” He whispered to her.
She was glad to have him, but she realised his lie would need to become a reality. That and so much more. If Lottie, or whoever she wanted to be was to become real then there was work ahead, hurdles, paperwork, doctors, and… she relaxed as she remembered Robert, and Mia, would always have her back. They were there to support her, and for that, she was grateful beyond words.
“Are you ready to go?” Robert asked.
The night had been magical, filled with mirth and merriment, so many memories she would cherish forever, but now… it was over. Lottie felt sad, wanting more.
Only just over a week ago she’d been planning on missing out on all this wonder and splendour, had been planning on staying home. Now… now she didn’t want it to end.
But then she remembered… after prom, came prom night. There was that note, that bag, that key. There was a hotel room waiting for them if they both wanted.
“I… yeah, I suppose so.” Lottie said.
It was late, and her feet were sore, but she was not yet tired. She was still buzzing with the joy of it all.
As some of her new friends pulled out of the car park they waved, calling out to her, reminding her to keep in touch, and she knew that she would. Before, as Charlie, she’d have made those promises but skipped out on them. Now, as Lottie, she was glad to have friends who saw her for who she was… a pretty, charming, intelligent young woman.
She looked back to Robert, looked up at him. She smiled, blushing.
“But… go where?” She asked.
From the look on Robert’s face, the way he blushed, she knew he understood her implication. The question of where they were going next loomed over both of them.
They stared at each other, each too timid to say it. Lottie stepped in close to her date and took his hands, one in each of hers.
“I’m happy to see what the room is like if you are.” She said. “I’d like to see what the room is like.”
Robert smiled.
“I… I’d like to too.” He said.
And with that, the decision was made. The pair separated, headed to the car, and within moments were driving to the Grande Hotel and the suite that awaited them. Room 118.
The drive did not take long but it felt like an eternity. The two best friends were quiet, neither of them speaking, as though afraid that should they say anything they might break the spell that lay over them both.
The evening so far had been magical beyond anything Lottie could have imagined. She had gone to prom, in a gown, with her best friend, and they had danced and laughed and had fun. It had been perfect, and now…
Now she was heading to a hotel room Mia had booked for them both, so they could enjoy prom night. Only, what was it Robert expected?
Did he just want to spend more time with her, cuddle and maybe watch bad movies on the hotel television set, eat snacks and laugh and have fun, like their original plan for prom? That thought, though it sounded fun, disappointed Lottie, and she sat with that feeling for a moment, examining it.
Why did it disappoint her? What was it she wanted?
She smiled and blushed as she realised what it was she wanted. She wanted the prom night everyone talked about. She wanted to make out with her prom date, wanted to feel him, have him feel her. She wanted to press her body into his, feel his cock, swelling, throbbing, wanted to use her hand, her mouth. She wanted…
She wanted to lose her virginity to her best friend on prom night. It would be the perfect end to the perfect fairy tale evening.
She felt like Cinderella almost. She had been transformed into the beautiful princess, had been to the ball, and now she wanted prince charming to fuck her. She wanted her best friend to claim her, breed her, cum in her and make her a woman.
As Robert drove, quiet, watching the roads, Lottie watched him. He was so handsome in his suit and the thought of undressing him, of him undressing her, their lips, made her squirm. Her caged dick throbbed, an agony of delight in her cage, and the plug in her virgin hole shifted, pressing on the bright spots of pleasure inside her.
It had been so long since she had cum, and she was still caged. How could she cum if she was caged?
Yet, she didn’t care. The cage allowed her to feel her whole body, how hot and vibrant and sensual she felt, and she wanted to feel Robert, feel close to him, feel connected to him, wanted to give herself to him. Cumming or not cumming, it didn’t matter. More important was who she was with, the moment, and the sense of affection she felt for him.
And then… the ride was over, and they arrived. They were there.
“Ready?” Robert asked. “I can turn back and go home if you…”
“I’m ready.” Lottie said, interrupting him. “I want to spend the night. With you. If you still want to.”
Robert blushed. He nodded.
Lottie smiled, fluttering her eyelashes. She knew she was being blunt, brazen, but she didn’t care anymore. The time for being coy and flirtatious and timid was over. She felt like a predator, a hunter, and Robert was her prey. She was going to tell him what she wanted, and what she wanted was him.
With the car parked the pair collected their bags and headed into the lobby of the hotel. They were not the only two from their prom present, and all of them looked ever so slightly awkward and nervous, but the atmosphere was cute rather than sordid.
Robert carried Lottie’s bag, prepared for her by Mia, and checked them both in. They took the elevator up to their floor and after getting lost twice in the maze of identical corridors they finally found their room. Robert unlocked the door and let Lottie in first.
The room was… stunning.
The door clicked shut behind her, Robert standing close, and their pair surveyed their room for a moment, side by side.
“Wow…” Robert whispered.
The room was large and well furnished, with a small table with two armchairs, a desk, the bathroom to one side with a shower and toilet, and, on the far wall, facing a massive wall-mounted television, was the main feature. The bed.
The bed was massive, with many cushions and pillows, a soft-looking duvet, wide and long, but… there was only one. Lottie blushed, giggled.
“It’s nice. Cosy.” Lottie said.
“I… I can sleep on the floor if you…”
Robert began to talk but before he could finish Lottie turned to face him and she pressed her finger to his lips to silence him. Robert turned to look at her, eyes wide, clearly nervous and flustered. Lottie was grinning.
“Do you want to sleep on the floor? Don’t you want to share a bed with your date? Don’t you want to be close to me?” She asked.
Robert was quiet for a moment. Then, he nodded.
“I…”
Again he started to talk but Lottie moved quickly.
She stepped in close to him, dropping her hand from his lips, rose up on her toes, and she kissed him. Robert fell silent and kissed her back, hard.
The pair melted into each other. They kissed, deeply, passionately, full of lust and hunger and want.
They had spent the whole night together, dancing, laughing, flirting, staring at each other, the princess and her prince charming, but they had done little beyond hold hands and exchange the odd peck on the lips or the cheeks. They had been polite, unsure, but now, alone, they were certain.
Robert pushed Lottie back and into the wall, her back pressed to the harness of it, pinning her, and she squealed in delight, submitting to her best friend. He kissed her harder, and she kissed back, communicating her desire for him. Lips parted, tongues met.
The kiss was not pretty but it was pleasure and lust and desire. Hands began to roam, Lottie gripping Robert’s back, pulling him into her, shifting her legs to press her body into him, grinding, and Robert stroked Lottie’s cheek, gently, let his hands roam down.
He stroked her neck, shoulder, upper arm, and then his hands moved to her chest, her tits. Robert squeezed her tits, groping her, fondling her, and she could… feel it. The glue holding her breast forms in place meant as Robert mauled her tits she could feel the tug and squeezing, her body sensitive, head giddy, the sensation making her caged cock throb. She was a pretty girl, a hot woman, a princess, and she wanted him to take her.
Lottie shifted, breaking the kiss, and looked up at Robert.
“I… I need a shower first.” She said, fluttering her eyelashes.
“Will you… will you help me out of my dress?” Her voice was soft and teasing.
Robert looked at Lottie for a moment, wide eyes, blushing, then, slowly, nodded. Lottie giggled, shimmied, slipped out from Robert and moved into the room, towards the bed.
She walked backwards, watching him, smiling, fluttering her eyelashes as she bit her bottom lip, flirting with him. She wiggled her hips, ass, and kept her shoulders back to make her tits look even fuller. In her princess gown, she felt so elegant and pretty, but in her lingerie, she felt sexy.
Robert stood still for a moment, watching her.
“You are so fucking hot.” He said.
Lottie smiled.
“You think I’m hot in the dress, you should see me out of it. Which begs the question, are you going to help me get undressed, or are you just going to watch as I strip for you?”
Lottie could not believe how slutty she was being, how brazen and wanton, but… it was fun. She felt safe with Robert, knew she could let go, and watching his reactions was just encouraging her to tease him.
“I… I think I’d like to watch you strip, actually, if you’re serious.” He said, grinning.
Lottie faltered for a moment. She hadn’t been entirely serious but she’d said it, and… the idea was really
hot.
“Put some music on then. Something sensual and sexy.” She said.
Lottie stood by the foot of the bed and waited as Robert chose a song on his phone, then connected it to the small speaker. Music started, a song Lottie knew well, the bass deep, slow, sensual. She blushed, giggling, and as Robert turned to watch her, she began to sway.
As the music played Lottie danced, wiggling her body, hips and ass swaying in time with the beat, her tits jiggling from the motion. She felt hot, giddy, sexy and flirtatious. Her heart was racing, and she fluttered her eyelashes.
She knew it would not be easy or elegant to slip out of her gown, as big and fluffy as it was, but this was not about elegance. This was about baring herself for her date, her best friend, and showing him her body, stripping for him.
As the music continued Lottie turned her back to Robert, glancing back over her shoulders, wiggling her ass as she bent slightly. She winked, and he stared at her, smiling, unable to tear his gaze off her butt, and she loved how he looked at her, the lust in his eyes.
Slowly, she reached up to the zip in her dress, and, with as much finesse as she could manage, she began to unzip herself. The back of her dress opened, and she wiggled, dancing, swaying, stripping.
She slipped her shoulders out of her sleeves, wiggled the dress down, baring her back, her body, her arms. Lottie shook her hips. The dress slipped, sliding over her waist, down, and then… fell to the floor.
The pink cloth, the petticoats and skirts, pooled at her feet, and Lottie was left in just her underwear, her lingerie, wiggling and dancing in front of her best friend. Her heart skipped. He was staring at her, in her bra, panties, suspenders, stockings, heels. What was he…
“Fuck… you… you are so sexy. I… I can’t believe how lucky I am. I always thought you were… but… now… seeing you… Fuck!” Robert said.
He was almost mumbling his eyes roaming Lottie’s body, and she could see the hardness of his cock in his trousers. She giggled. Slowly, she turned to face him, stepping carefully out of the pool of her clothes, moving towards him before stopping just out of reach.
Robert stared. Lottie caught sight of herself in the large mirror on one wall and she could see why he was staring. In her black lingerie and pink heels, her smooth body, pert ass, full tits, her face made-up, long red hair, she looked like the embodiment of sex, like something out of a porn movie, like a fantasy come to like.
“You like?” She asked, teasing.
Robert nodded.
“You want?” She asked.
Robert nodded again. She could see the desire in him.
“Well, how about I shower and get myself ready for you and then… then we can make this a prom night we’ll both remember.”
Robert was only too eager to agree.




Eight
Lottie moved to the bathroom, keeping out of reach of Robert but teasing him, wiggling her hips and ass as he watched her, and then grabbed her bag before slipping into the en suite, locking the door behind her. She was breathing hard, heart racing, nervous and excited. She knew now why Mia had bought her two sets of lingerie.
Flustered and eager, Lottie showered quickly. As she washed she eased her plug out, letting it tug at her tight, virgin entrance, the thickness of it stretching her hole as it slipped out. The thrill of it, the sensations, the pulsing aching pleasure of it, made her whimper and gasp, caged dick throbbing hard.
Her hole, empty, gaped slightly, and she was left craving the feeling of fullness it gave her. What had happened to her?
Her body had been trained, corrupted by wearing the plug, the pleasure it gave rewiring her body, her brain, so that she yearned for the sensations it provided. Yet… she knew that if tonight went as planned she’d soon be feeling something even better than her plug.
Lottie washed her plug and put it to the side, making sure she was spotlessly clean, before stepping out of the shower to dry herself off. She left her plug in the bag, wrapped up safe, yet she made sure to use the oil she had for her hole that she used with her plug, lubricating her flesh with it, working her finger just barely into her tight ass.
She bit her bottom lip as she made sure she was wet and slippery, her hole clenching, aching, yearning to be full, to be… fucked. The thought of Robert, his cock, made her gasp, her fingers slipping deeper, working the oil into her ass, preparing herself for him, preparing herself for her best friend, for their prom night.
Her caged dick ached, agony, delight, and she could feel a knot of pleasure inside herself unravelling. Head spinning Lottie stopped herself, forced herself to calm, and then set herself to the task of getting ready.
She checked her make-up in the mirror, reapplying her lipstick, adding a little extra eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara, then dressed in her white lingerie set, her pink heels. She looked herself over and she smiled.
She looked… virginal, cute and innocent, and then she realised she was virginal, she was innocent, but, hopefully, that was all about to change. Blushing at the thought of it, her oily lubed hole so empty, her caged dick throbbing, Lottie turned and unlocked the bathroom door, opened it, and she strutted out, heels clicking.
She put extra emphasis into wiggling her hips, her ass, shoulders back. Her tits, still firmly glued to her chest, filled out her bra perfectly, and they bounced as she walked, the weight and sway of them sending a thrill of joy along Lottie’s spine.
As she stepped out of the bathroom she looked around the room for Robert, saw him, lying on the bed in his shirt, trousers, his tie loosened, his shoes off, his jacket over the back of one of the chairs. Her heart leapt.
“Wow… I didn’t… I didn’t bring anything to wear for… for this…” Robert muttered. “I didn’t know… I… you look amazing.”
Lottie smiled. She did look amazing, and she felt amazing. The virgin in white ready to seduce her best friend, her prom date, and to have him make a woman of her, just as she was about to make a man of him.
“Well, if you have nothing to wear, I’ll just have to strip you naked.” Lottie said, grinning.
It was Robert’s turn to blush, but he said nothing, gave no objection. He just squirmed as Lottie walked slowly towards the bed, swaying her hips, ass, heels clicking as her tits jiggled.
Her whole body was throbbing with need, lust, desire. Her caged dick was agony, and her hole felt wet, hungry, and her gaze roamed down to the bulge in Robert’s trousers. His cock was hard, hard for her, because of her.
He wanted her just as much as she wanted him.
As Lottie strutted over to the bed her head whirred. If they did this then it would change everything. Up until now, they’d not gone too far. If she stopped now maybe they could go back to how it all was before, it’d be safe, except… Lottie didn’t want to go back. She wanted to go forwards. She wanted to grow, and blossom, to have fun, to explore.
She was tired of being safe and sensible and hiding herself away. She wanted to connect with her best friend. She wanted to give him her innocence, just as she wanted to receive his. They were both virgins, and what better way to lose her cherry,
to become the woman she was always meant to be, than by getting fucked by the person she loved most, on prom night.
“Ready for me big boy?” Lottie said, teasing.
Robert nodded.
“I… yes. Definitely. If you’re sure?”
Lottie laughed.
“I’m very sure. Now, stop asking, stop doubting, and start stripping.”
She said.
Robert blushed, but he did not argue. As Lottie stood at the foot of the bed he pulled off his tie, undid his shirt, pulled off his trousers.
His stripping was not elegant or sensual, and it was hurried, but it was also hot. His eagerness, his hunger for her, exited her. As Robert stripped down to just his pants Lottie crawled up onto the bed, in her heels, lingerie, and she crawled towards her best friend, her date, and the way he watched her thrilled her.
Robert lay back as Lottie crawled over him, her hips and ass swaying, tits jiggling, and she loomed over him, small and pretty, her knees on either side of his legs, her thighs spread, and she felt her heart leap as she looked down at the thick hardness in his underwear, just the sight of it making her ass clench, her body aching for it, for him.
And then his hands were on her. His hands were on her waist, pulling her down on top of him, their bodies pressing together, skin on skin, soft and warm, and his lips found hers.
Robert kissed her, deeply, urgently, and his hands roamed down to her ass, gripping, squeezing, and Lottie kissed back, gasping, grinding, the heat and the hardness of her best friend’s cock a delight.
They kissed, hard, but Lottie wanted more. She pulled back, looked down at Robert, and smiled.
“I… I just want to say thank you. For being you. For being with me during all of this, and for sticking by me.” Lottie said.
Robert squeezed her ass gently, affectionately. He thrust his hips, his hard cock pressing into her belly.
“You don’t need to thank me. I… I’m happy to help you, and… well, I think this is
definitely more than thanks enough.” Robert said.
Lottie giggled, grinning.
“Oh, I see. You want me to thank you with my body, with pleasure. Well, I think I can do that.”
And with that Lottie squirmed, wiggling out of Robert’s grip, and she shifted down, working her way down his body, crawling, running hands over his chest, belly, until they reached the waistband of his underwear. With her face level with the bulge of his cock, kneeling over him, she looked up into his eyes as she tugged his underwear down, off.
The elastic caught on the head of his cock for a moment and then, suddenly, it popped free, and his cock, fat and hard, almost hit Lottie in the face. Robert gasped, thrusting, as her breath caressed his shaft, and Lottie could not resist anymore.
She looked down at Robert’s cock and the sight of it made her belly flutter. She was going to have that inside her, going to have that inside her ass, was going to have it fuck her, cum in her, but first…
Lottie reached out and gripped Robert’s cock with one hand, gently, stroking, and then lowered her mouth towards it.
She exhaled, her breath caressing, and she opened her lips. She kissed the head of his prick, wet and sloppy, and she felt it throb. Robert, thrust, unable to resist the pleasure, and his cock forced its way into Lottie’s mouth. She did not resist or struggle or protest though. She let him fuck her mouth.
Lottie’s lips sealed around Robert’s shaft, tight, wet, pouty, pink, and her tongue lapped. She sucked, stroking with one hand at the base of his cock, and began to bob her head up and down as Robert thrust his hips.
She could feel it throbbing, the pulse of his heart, and as Robert’s fingers entangled with her hair, gripping tight, she moaned in bliss. The pleasure of pleasing him, sucking his cock, being his slut, washed over her. She was drunk on the joy of it.
She was a girl, a woman, a princess, a slut, and she was happy.
“Fuck… I… oh my god… no one’s ever… that… it feels so good!” Robert was rambling.
The pleasure in his voice, the giddiness of his delight, pleased Lottie and it urged her on. She sucked harder, deeper, faster. She let the spit pool in her mouth and then parted her lips slightly, let it run out, wetting Robert’s thick cock, let it lube his shaft. Her tongue worked, Robert thrust and his cock slipped deeper.
His grip in her hair was tight, and Lottie squirmed. She was sucking her best friend’s cock, she was his slut, his prom date, and she had never been happier. She was pretty, sexy, brazen, in white lingerie, pink heels, a virgin ready to lose her innocence.
Robert’s cock thrust, deeper, deeper, and Lottie sucked, lips tight, stroking with her hand, slick and slippery. She felt the head brush at the back of her throat and she forced herself not to gag. Her head spun with images of taking all of her best friend’s cock, letting it fuck her throat. Maybe soon, if she trained, but not now…
As she sucked, head bobbing, slurping, lips tight, tongue massaging, Robert’s hips thrusting, she felt his cock swelling, getting thicker, longer, throbbing. He was close. He was going to cum, was going to cum in her mouth.
She wanted it, wanted to taste it again, wanted to swallow it, to be his cum-slut, but… she had other wants too. Maybe later, maybe after, but first…
Lottie pulled back, pulled her lips off Robert’s cock, the head leaving the suction of her mouth with an audible pop. She giggled, the sight of her best friend’s cock wet with her spit lurid and dirty and thrilling.
“Fuck… I was so close… I…”
“Shh…” Lottie said, grinning.
She shifted, eased herself forwards, crawled up, and Robert let go of her hair as she crawled up to loom over him as she lay on his back.
“I know you were close and… maybe later you can cum in my mouth, let me taste you again, but first… I want something more intimate.”
She Lottie spoke she rose up so that she was looking down at her best friend, knees on either side of him, she wiggled her body, working his hips, ass, tits, and she loved how he looked at her, a virgin in white offering herself to her best friend, her prom date.
“Unless you don’t want to fuck me? Unless you don’t want to slip your cock inside me, fuck me, claim me, breed me, cum in me? Unless you don't want to be my first? Don’t want to make me a woman?” Lottie said, voice soft, teasing, fluttering.
Her heart was racing, nerves and excitement. What if Robert didn’t want…
He nodded, and Lottie felt a swell of relief and lust.
“Then just lie there, and let me thank you.” She said.
Lottie smiled and shifted, rising up slightly, looking down at her best friend, so handsome, naked, his cock hard for her. She reached back with one hand to grip his prick, reached back with her other to grab her panties, tugging them to one side, slipping them out of the way of her wet, hungry, eager, virgin ass.
“Ready to make me a woman?” Lottie teased.
Robert nodded.
“Ready for me to make you a man?” She said.
He nodded again.
“You want to fuck me? Fuck my ass, claim me?”
Robert smiled, nodding eagerly.
“Yes.” He whispered.
“You want me to slip your cock into my tight ass, to sit on your fat prick, to ride you, to ride your cock until you cum inside me?”
“God yes.” Robert said.
“You want to fill my ass with your cum? You want to breed me?” Lottie said, voice a husky whisper.
“Please…” Robert moaned.
He was thrusting into Lottie’s grip as she wanked his cock.
She smiled and aiming his cock at her entrance, lowered herself down.
The head of Robert’s cock pressed at her hole, teasing, and Lottie moaned at the delight of it. Her hole stretched, but she did not let it enter her, not yet.
Robert thrust, eager to fill her, fuck her, but Lottie kept her grip, teasing the head of his prick at her entrance, slippery, wet, gaping. She wiggled her hips, biting her bottom lip as she whimpered, the sensation bright and fluttery.
“Fuck… you feel… you’re so big. I… you feel so good.” She whispered.
“I’ll feel even better inside you, fucking you, thrusting.” Robert said. “I’ll feel even better as you ride me, throbbing, cumming inside of you.”
Lottie whimpered. She wanted it. She wanted it all. The way Robert spoke, his words, they lit a fire inside her. Her hole gaped, clenched, belly fluttering, an aching need for him, for his cock, for his cum. She wanted to feel him, all of him, wanted to be connected with him, to link their bodies in that most intimate of acts, wanted to give herself to him.
“Promise?” Lottie said.
She aimed his cock at her wet, slippery hole. She lowered herself down, felt his thick head stretch her, force her virgin ass wide, pain and pleasure, throbbing, need, hunger.
Robert nodded.
“I promise.” He said, grinning.
Lottie bit her bottom lip, fluttering her eyelashes, looking down at her best friend, the tip of his cock just barely entering her. His hand rose up, gripped her hips, and he thrust.
As he thrust Lottie sat her weight down. Robert’s cock pressed, deep, splitting her virgin ass wide, and there was pressure, her outer ring stretching and then, suddenly, wonderfully, the head popped past her tight entrance and slipped deep.
The pair moaned, and Robert’s grip on Lottie’s hips tightened, He thrust harder, deeper, and she sank down, taking more and more of his cock into her tight, virgin ass.
“Fuck… you feel so big.” Lottie moaned. “You’re stretching my ass, my tight virgin ass, and it… it feels so good.”
She pressed her weight down, taking Robert’s cock deeper, deeper, deeper, until… she was sat full down on him, the entirety of his length filling her ass, fucking her. Lottie wiggled, loving the fullness, the way he was throbbing inside her, filling her, stretching her.
Robert held her tight, working his hips slowly, small thrusts as he held his cock deep, the thick throbbing meat of his prick pressing on the sensitive spots inside her slippery hole. She squeezed down on him and giggled as he moaned in reaction to her ministrations.
“You’re so tight and hot and… fuck… you feel so good.” Robert said.
He thrust again, forcing his cock deeper as Lottie wiggled on it, loving how it felt to be full, to be stretched. Roberts's hands shifted, roamed round to her ass, and he squeezed, hard, making Lottie gasp. Her hole clenched, and the pair both moaned in delight, Lottie’s hole milking, Robert’s cock pressing on the bright spots of her pleasure.
Lottie could feel her heart racing, and her caged cock was aching, throbbing, her body fluttering. She had not cum in over a week, and after wearing her plug for so long her ass was now so sensitive and slippery and… she could feel something wonderful building inside of her.
She rose up, letting Robert’s cock ease out, letting it slip out until just the head was inside her ass, tugging at her entrance. She wiggled, looking down, her tits and ass jiggling. Robert groped her ass, squeezed, and then she sank back down, taking his entire length back inside her slippery hole.
“fuck…” Robert moaned, one long exhale of pleasure.
Lottie smiled, the delight and bliss filling her, and she leaned over to kiss her best friend, her lover. The kiss was hard, hungry, passionate, and it lit a fire in both of them.
The two were joined, both of them gifting the other their first time, Robert’s cock throbbing inside Lottie’s tight hole. Slowly, Lottie began to ride Robert’s cock.
The pair fucked, Robert’s cock easing in and out, Lottie riding it, deeper, faster, harder, and the noise of their passion, their bodies, was lurid and wanton. They kissed, hard, fucking, and Robert listed one hand up to the small of Lottie’s back as the other squeezed her ass, hard. Lottie’s hand roamed up to Robert’s hair, gripping him like a stallion as she rode him. He was her stallion, and she was going to ride him hard.
“Fuck… you feel so fucking good. I… it feels so good. I…” Lottie was losing the capacity to speak.
Pleasure crashed over her in waves. Her best friend’s cock was deep inside her ass. Robert was fucking her, his cock throbbing, hard, and he was going to cum inside her, was going to claim her.
That thought set off new bolts of pleasure, and she shuddered as she felt his cock swelling, growing fatter, harder, stretching her.
“I… I’m close.” Robert moaned. “you feel so good. I… I can’t hold back much longer.”
“Then cum.” Lottie said, looking deep into his eyes. “Cum inside me, cum inside my ass, fuck me, claim me, breed me, make me a woman, make me your woman.”
The pair kissed again, Robert holding Lottie close as she rode him hard, fast, his cock thrust deep as he worked his hips, and then… Lottie felt it.
Robert tensed, and his cock pulsed, and she could feel his cum filling her, hot and thick. The sensation was bliss, and the knowledge that her best friend was cumming inside her was enough to drive her over the edge. That sensation, on top of the other pleasures, the joy of being his slut, feeling pretty, having her ass fucked, after not cumming for so long, all of it combined…
Lottie spiralled over the edge and she came, hard, and Robert came inside her. She was cumming, over and over and over. It was more intense and bright and wonderful than anything she had experienced before, her whole body alive with pleasure. Her cock was caged, unable to get hard, and she was still cumming, was cumming from just being fucked in her tight, slippery ass.
The pair kissed, rutted, and they came together, hard. Lottie’s ass was full of cum and she wiggled, squirming, hole squeezing down on Robert’s cock as she came, milking the last of his pleasure from him. They came, together, grinding, fucking, and then… Lottie laughed.
She laughed loudly, brightly, a joy brighter than anything she had felt before.
“I… that was amazing.” She said.
Robert nodded, cheeks flush, breathing hard. Their shared climax faded slowly, and Lottie could feel Robert’s cock softening slowly inside her tight hole, his cum warm and thick and sticky.
“Fuck. You are… yeah… amazing is about the only word.”
Robert laughed, and the pair kissed again, softly this time, Lottie wiggling to feel the last bolts of pleasure from Robert’s slowly softening cock inside her. As his cum began to leak out of her well fucked ass she squeezed down, wanting to keep every last drop inside her. As her heart and breathing slowed, body still warm, her tits pressing against her best friend’s chest, she broke the kiss, looked him in the eyes, smiling.
“I’m no longer a virgin. I’m a woman now. You deflowered me, so… you’re going to have to take responsibility.” She said, grinning.
“I can do that.” Robert said. “So long as you take responsibility for deflowering me. Dirty girl.”
The pair giggled.
“Guess we just need to take care of each other then.” Lottie said, blushing. “But… I like that idea. I can be yours if you’ll be mine?”
She was suddenly coy again. She had just been fucked, had just ridden her best friend’s cock, had taken his cock in her ass. She was still full of his cum and yet, now she was embarrassed?
“I’d be honoured to be yours.” Robert said. “And nothing would make me happier than having you be mine.”
Lottie smiled, fluttering her lashes, kissed him again.
“I love you.” She said, timid.
Robert just stared at her for a moment. Why had she said that? What if he…
“I love you too. And I… I think I always kind of have.”
Lottie’s heart swelled to the point where she worried it might actually explode. He loved her…
“I guess… that just leaves one tiny question though.” She said.
Robert’s frown framed his question.
“Do we look for apartments with one or two bedrooms when we head off to college?” Lottie said, smiling.
“One.” Robert said. “Just so long as you promise not to hog the covers.”
Lottie laughed.
“Deal.” She said. “But… I think we should shake on it, to make it official.”
As she spoke she wiggled her hips, making it clear just what kind of shaking she meant. Robert smiled, and, as his cock started to harden inside of her, Lottie gasped.
“Definitely.” He said, thrusting.
The night was going to be a prom night to remember, and Lottie couldn’t believe she had almost missed it…
THE END




A Thank You From Keary
Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 
Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.
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Tied Up and Teased
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Harry was only looking for some paperwork. What he found instead was his stepfather’s secret… rope, and lots of it.
When Harry finds a secret chest stashed at the back of his stepfather's wardrobe, he has no idea what he's going to discover inside. But when he opens it, what he uncovers changes their relationship forever.
The rope, and the photos of people tied up, captivate Harry. He never knew something like that existed, and seeing those images of hot women, of feminine men, tied up, exposed, leaves him hot and squirmy and curious. His stepfather, Ian, isn’t due home for hours. It wouldn’t hurt to experiment just a little, would it?
But when Ian comes home to discover Harry has tied himself up he decides he needs to have a talk with his stepson about how to stay safe. Harry’s curiosity has been awoken though. He wants to experience the joys of rope, and who better than his daddy to show him the pleasures of being tied up and teased… if only Harry can persuade him.




Best Friends to Sissy Sisters
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Kyle and Matthew, two best friends, have been working hard to graduate high school together so they can attend the same college, but when Ms. Swann, their beautiful, sexy, domineering teacher finds Kyle looking at pornographic images that look like her in class, their future plans are thrown into jeopardy.  However, during detention, Ms. Swann makes Kyle an offer—she will not report his behaviour, provided he agrees to do everything she demands.  Kyle jumps at his chance at redemption, but soon discovers that Ms. Swann's plans for him are more than he bargained for.
Ms. Swann takes Kyle on a journey of feminization, dressing him in pretty panties, training him to walk in heels, and teaching him use make-up, before finally revealing to him the secret she hides under her skirt.  As Kyle is slowly transformed his best friend Matthew becomes suspicious.  When Matthew confronts Ms. Swann he unintentionally sets off a chain of events that will change the best friends into something more—transformed into sexy school girls, the pair discover the pleasure of being sissy sisters.




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




Confessions: Caught by my Step-Brother
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Nathan has missed his big step-brother, Warren, far more than he’d thought he would...
Since Warren left to go to college they’ve not seen much of each other. At first they’d chat and play games online, almost like before, but when Emily, the girl who stole Warren’s heart, came along, that all began to change. Nathan tried to be happy for his big brother, but things were only made worse by the fact that he’d never really settled at his college, never really fit in despite making friends and “getting out there”. He’d never even really kissed a girl, let alone met his Emily.
Now though, things are different. After Warren discovered Emily cheating on him Nathan was there for his big brother, helping to mend his broken heart, and, now that Nathan has graduated, the two have plans to spend some time together, just the two of them, alone, renewing their special bond.
When Nathan sees a photo of Emily for the first time though his plans begin to go off course. The girl Warren called beautiful, stunning, sexy looks… almost like… him, and he’s left confused by the sense of joy that gives him. Does Warren think he’s beautiful? Why does that idea make his cheeks ache from smiling?
When Nathan discovers a cupboard full of Emily’s old clothes he is unable to resist the niggling sense of curiosity. He has to know, and soon the siblings are set on a path that will change their relationship forever. Confronting not only how they feel about each other, but who they are, who they want to be, and together the two share a special awakening as Nathan is Caught by their Step-Brother...




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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