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Sarah’s brush was wet against my tender lips. She was Miss Connery’s friend, an attractive woman in her mid-thirties who had been hired as my personal prom beautician. I felt like I was in a bizarre dream as I sat at Kaylee’s dining room table in my strapless pink lace bra and matching high-cut pink panties, knees together, feeling like a doll while a stranger made me pretty for my prom. My bra was thin enough that you could see my boobs through the cups, the scalloped edge sitting low enough on my chest that most of the upper curves of them showed. My panties were worse. They were sheer at the front and the sides, the lace sitting high on my hips, the crotch pulled tight over my tuck so there was nothing to see but a smooth, flat little mound that resembled a pussy from the skin being pulled back by the tape. I shifted, the lace feeling painted on to my soft skin, freshly waxed that morning. My long pink acrylics traced the top of my smooth thigh, as if to test whether this body were really my own. My crystal chandelier earrings swung whenever I turned my head, cool against my neck.

This time last year I had been a boy counting down to senior year, thinking about girls, parties, and maybe getting laid before graduation. Now here I was, sitting passively in lingerie at my teacher’s dining room table while a beautician finished up my prom makeup, letting myself be turned into a princess so I would look glamorous for photos, my parents, my mistresses, and of course, my boyfriend when he picked me up. It would have been humiliating if I had been able to really process it, but it felt almost like a dream, like I had swapped bodies with someone else. Only I hadn’t, this was me now, this was what I had been building to all year.

Kaylee sat across the table in a red set that was even sexier than mine, her strapless bra pushing her perky breasts up even more, her tiny panties disappearing between her thighs and barely covering her perfect pussy. Another beautician that her mom was friends with was working on her face. Kaylee caught me looking over at her and gave me a small smile. I forced one back, even though inside part of me was hurting. I wanted to be her date; I wanted it so badly even though I knew I wasn’t man enough for her, or a man at all, for that matter. I was grateful for this though, grateful to be her sissy and share in this intimate, feminine moment together as we both got ready for our big day.

Sarah leaned in close and smiled at me. She smelled like setting spray and mint gum.

“You girls look so beautiful,” she said, and smiled again as she started lining my lips.

“Thank you,” I smiled back at her, my voice far more high-pitched and girly than hers even though she was a real woman. I still could not believe this was happening. I had been a man at the start of the year, intent on turning Kaylee into my girlfriend, or at least the girl I lost my virginity to. Now I was Fiona, a pretty teen girl who genuinely knew nothing about what it was like to be a man except from observing my father and boyfriend who both treated me like a delicate little princess.

As Sarah filled the liner with bright cherry red lipstick, layer after layer until my lips were thick and wet, I felt like a delicate little princess. She sat back. “All done with your makeup, sweetie.”

I was polite by default, my girly sweetness ingrained into my personality. “Great, thank you so much! Can I see?”

Miss Connery walked in from the kitchen before Sarah could hand me a mirror. “Wait until your hair’s done, Fiona. You girls do look gorgeous though. Your dates are some very lucky boys.”

“Yes they are,” Kaylee said as she smiled and winked at me. She looked like a supermodel already: bright red lips, dark fluttery lashes, a body that won’t make most men whip their heads around even if she had clothes on, the kind of beauty that I now worshiped and envied more than pursued. I blushed and smiled back, feeling completely ridiculous about myself, how natural it felt for me to sit there like this, how feminine I had become. She knew I wanted her. She knew I was in love with her and wanted more than anything to be hers. I felt weak and ashamed looking into her eyes as we got ready side by side for our boyfriends to come pick us up for prom, a powerful girl and her soft sissy, two very different visions of indisputable femininity.

Sarah started on my hair, teasing my long, silky locks as she puts pins in it. I felt her pulling it into a high ponytail, my hair thick enough that I could feel its weight and the ponytail tight enough that it made my scalp tingle a bit. As she moved to the front, loose strands of hair falling softly around my face, she asked me questions about Nate while she worked. “So…I assume your man is picking you up here?”

I looked up at her, my long lashes fluttering at the top of my vision. “Yes he is…he’s a really great guy.”

She smirked at me, a knowing girl to girl sort of look. “And are you and this great guy getting a hotel together after?”

I glanced at Kaylee. She was smiling into her own mirror, not even trying to hide how pleased she was to see me sitting in lingerie and talking about my boyfriend while I got my hair done, so deeply immersed in femininity.

“Yeah,” I blushed deeply, lowering my gaze as my cheeks heated up. “He bought us a room together.”

Sarah gave me another playful smirk, clearly teasing me but obviously not knowing the full extent of how embarrassing this was for me. “Just make sure he uses protection, missy. The last thing you want is a boy getting you pregnant right out of high school.”

Kaylee burst out laughing, barely able to compose herself as my cheeks burned even hotter. Sarah kept talking like this was all normal, like I was just your typical vulnerable, ditsy girl with a boyfriend she was head over heels for. I guess it wasn’t that far off from what I had become, although I wondered to myself what she would think if she knew what was tucked beneath my pretty pink panties.

When my ponytail was set she lifted the tiara Kaylee had picked out for me a few weeks ago when we bought our prom dresses together. The sparkly pink bejeweled metal was heavier than it looked, the cool points settling against my scalp. I felt it with every small movement of my head, a princess’s crown, a sign of elegant femininity, a constant reminder of how far I had come.

“All done,” Sarah said as she held up a handheld mirror.

I looked beautiful.

My bangs were swept across my forehead softly, the rest of my soft brown hair pulled high, a few wavy pieces down at the sides. The sparkly tiara was perched daintily on my head like it belonged there, a perfect complement to my shiny chandelier earrings that caught the light at every angle, the combination adding a sense of grace and elegance. My face was made up perfectly: winged liner, mauve-pink shadow, blush high on my cheeks, my cherry lips looking shiny and plump. The girl in the mirror was gorgeous. Not gorgeous for a sissy pretending to be a girl, absolutely gorgeous, a pretty princess waiting to be swept off her feet by her man. I stared at her and felt that very familiar sense of panic set in as I thought about my parents seeing me like this. They knew I “wanted” to be a girl now, and they saw me in flirty dresses and skirts every day, but this was different. They were going to see their son looking like an ethereal, hyper feminine teen girl in a lacy pink dress and a tiara. That part of me was humiliated and terrified, but another, much louder part of me could not stop looking. I knew I looked beautiful. I could feel Kaylee watching me from across the table and I knew she thought so too, which meant more to me than anything in the world. I also couldn’t deny the giddy butterflies I was feeling thinking about how Nate would react when he saw me like this. I wanted to look pretty for him and I knew I did.

“Thank you so much!” I squealed emphatically. “It’s perfect!”

Kaylee was thanking her girl at the same time. Miss Connery already had her purse out, talking to both women, cash changing hands as she walked them to the door. Kaylee and I were up out of the chairs before the door even started to close. We squealed like two little girls, grabbed each other, and hugged, our curvy, lace-covered, sweet-smelling bodies pressed up against each other in excited girly glee. Again, I couldn’t believe this was me looking and acting like this, but it was. It felt natural, I didn’t know how else to be.

“You look so gorgeous,” I told her, looking up through my lashes at the girl who I would do anything for.

She looked at me like I was the most adorable thing in the world. “So do you, princess. Nate’s gonna rip those panties off you the minute he gets you alone tonight.”

I giggled, a coy girly little giggle that betrayed how excited I really was. My face burned with shame at how I reacted even though in reality I was more than a little proud at the same time, standing there in the sheer pink lace with a tiara on my head, feeling like the princess they always insisted on calling me.

The door clicked shut and Miss Connery turned around. “Alright, girlies. Time to get dressed.”

Miss Connery lifted Kaylee’s dress off the hanger, a short red lace prom dress covered in sparkly sequins that threw light as she held it up. It had a very low sweetheart neckline, wide straps, and a poofy satin bow tied at the waist. The skirt stood out on its own, stiff and flaring out dramatically.

Miss Connery took a step towards her daughter before stopping and then turning to me with a smirk creeping in. “Fiona…why don’t you help Kaylee get dressed for her man.”

My cheeks went the same color as the pink lace I was wearing. The thought of dressing her for her date with the real man who got to take her to prom stung, but I still wanted to do it immediately. Any sort of closeness to her was like heaven, and helping her dress for a date was exactly the kind of intimate, feminine, submissive task that seemed made for me.

I smiled at Kaylee, addressing Miss Connery. “Yes, Mistress.”

Kaylee smiled at me. It just felt right as I took the dress and held it open near the floor while she stepped in, one leg after the other, before I drew it slowly up and over her wide hips. I slowly ran the zipper up her bare back, savoring the closeness to her and the scent of the perfume on her neck. I pulled it closed until the bodice locked around her curvy body, the dress fitting like it was tailor made for her. I fixed the bow, adjusted the straps, and set the neckline so that her boobs would look perfect for her man. She was my queen, my goddess, my owner, and I was grateful for the task and the touch.

I picked up her sparkly red heels, slowly dropping to my knees in front of her. The floor was rough against my bare knees, but I didn’t care. I held out the first heel for her, waiting for Kaylee to lift her foot and slip it in. Instead, she slowly and seductively raised her knee, bringing her foot right in front of my painted lips. She wiggled her painted toes, the same red as her dress, right in my face, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her body. I looked up. She was smiling triumphantly, powerfully, looking down at me with a superior look that said she knew I was her bitch and I liked it. She looked stunning, the sparkly red dress accentuating her perfect curves: tiny waist, perky breasts, and long legs that went on forever. Her facial expression was different than I was used to from her, imperious, as if she understood in that moment how perfect she was. The bow sat on her hip and tied the picture together like she was a beautiful gift, a beautiful gift I worthy of wrapping but not the man enough to unwrap. I melted into submission, understanding my place beneath her immediately and instinctively as I leaned forward and gently kissed the top of her foot. She let out a soft little giggle, like she was amused but also found it adorable that I had actually done that.

I slid the first heel on and buckled the thin strap around her ankle, savoring the privilege of touching her. Once it was on, she effortlessly extended her other foot. I kissed that one too, a rush of warmth overwhelming me as I pulled back and put the other shoe on. When I finished she looked down at me with clear affection. “My sweet girl.”

I melted again, taking the hand she offered as I stood up, never breaking eye contact.

Then Miss Connery took my dress off the hook. It was a pale pink lace minidress over a satin lining, off the shoulder, with cute little flutter sleeves that would flail around my slender arms, a sweetheart neckline that would show the top of my breasts, and a short skirt with a lace overlay that would no doubt swish around whenever I moved. She held it open at the floor. “Alright, sissy. Your turn.”

I stepped in gracefully with pointed toes, shimmying my hips to help her as she drew it up my body. The lining was so cool and slippery against my hairless body, a constant reminder of my femininity. The lace settled over my waist, then my bra, then the zipper closed as my skirt came to around rest mid-thigh, fluttering prettily around me. She helped me into my pale pink heels, 4-inch ones with thin ankle straps, enough height that I knew to focus extra hard on walking ladylike to keep my balance. Then she stepped back with a triumphant look on her face, like this was the moment she had been waiting for since she first decided I belonged in skirts and panties. “Give us a twirl, princess.”

I twirled, my skirt swishing around me before brushing back down my thighs. My earrings tapped my neck as well, everything I was wearing feeling so fluid and airy except for the tiara pinned to my head. I let out a high-pitched little giggle as I twirled, feeling like the pretty princess I had become.

Miss Connery watched me with emotion building behind her eyes. “You know I’m proud of you, right, Fiona? We both are.”

I took a piece of my skirt between two of my manicured fingers and looked down at the floor bashfully. I didn’t often hear that from her. I didn’t ever hear that from her.

I couldn’t help but smile and blush. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Her voice was different, soft and maternal for once instead of cold and derisive. “No, honey, I’m serious. We’re very proud of you. I know this hasn’t been easy for you, but you understand now, right? You understand you’re not a man and never really were, right? You needed this past year to become the princess standing in front of me right now, the girl we always knew you could become.”

I looked down at my pink toenails peeking through my open toed heels. It was embarrassing to say, but I knew exactly what she meant. I had known it for months. Still, admitting it out loud made my face burn with shame. “Yes, Miss Connery. I know that now.”

She smiled and pulled me in for a hug for the first time ever, gesturing for Kaylee to join us. Kaylee came in from the side and joined us in a group hug, a mix of perfume, curvy bodies, and high-quality lace pressing together. Miss Connery’s hand found the small of my back, holding me tight as if to convey she really cared for me. I felt my eyes beginning to sting, the emotional intensity of the moment registering instantly. I almost cried into her shoulder, finally receiving some degree of affection from the woman who had treated me as a student, a failed boy, a sissy, a whore, and a project, but never really someone deserving affection.

A knock hit the front door as the three of us slowly broke apart.

Miss Connery chuckled. “Are we ready, beauty queens?”

I could feel butterflies in my stomach. My first boyfriend was about to take me to prom, and I was lucky enough to go alongside the girl I worshipped. The squeal that came out of me was super high-pitched and girly but I didn’t even care. “Yes!”

Kaylee laughed under her breath and gave me a quick hug from behind, then she took my hand. We walked toward the door together, her fingers laced through mine, our two short dresses swishing as we walked to greet our men.

Kaylee pulled the door open while I stayed right beside her. Nate was on the front step in a black tuxedo, and the sight of him knocked the air out of me a little. He looked tall and handsome, his jacket sitting just right on his broad shoulders, his bow tie dark against his white shirt, his hair combed back, his jaw smoothly shaved. He was holding a bouquet of pink roses against his chest, presumably for me. Troy stood next to him with Kaylee’s flowers, but I could not look at Troy for more than a second. Nate was the one my eyes were drawn to.

He looked at me slowly, taking his time, from my tiara down to my made-up face, my boobs, my dress, my smooth legs, then back up to my lips. His smile lit up the room. “Holy shit, Fiona. You look beautiful.”

I blushed, my face and neck heating up at the compliment. Even in my heels I had to tip my head back to face him, grinning sweetly. Standing that close to him I felt so feminine; I was tiny, pretty, and soft, very obviously the girl in the relationship.

“You look so handsome,” I cooed, hearing how soft and high-pitched it came out. “I mean it. You look really, really cute, Nate.”

Kaylee laughed under her breath beside me.

Troy looked her up and down. “You look so hot, Kaylee.”

“You don’t look bad yourself,” she giggled.

Nate held the bouquet out. Pink roses, the stems wrapped in satin. When I took them the petals were cool and a little damp against my fingers. “These are for you.”

I gushed over them, genuinely appreciating the gift. “They’re so pretty. Thank you.”

I went up on my toes because there was no other way to reach him. He bent down and kissed me softly, his mouth warm and inviting. I felt the faint scrape where he had shaved, his hand spreading over the lace at my waist like he was claiming me in my pretty dress. I kept my chin up and let him do it. When he pulled back I was still holding the flowers against his jacket, smiling so hard it almost hurt. It was hard to make sense of. I wasn’t gay, but I really did like Nate, and between the way he was treating me and the occasion, I felt more feminine than I ever had before.

Kaylee turned and kissed Troy. After giving us a moment with our dates, Miss Connery reached between us with both hands out, taking charge of the flowers. “I’ll put these in water before they wilt. Hi, boys. You both look very handsome.”

“Hi, Miss Connery,” Nate said. “Thanks for having us.”

“Hi,” Troy said.

She headed down the hall with both bouquets. Nate took my hands, his larger ones enveloping mine completely. He looked down at me as I looked up through fluttery lashes, the difference between us unavoidable. He was a real man, strong, rugged, and dominant. I was his girlfriend, pretty, petite, and ladylike.

“I can’t believe it,” he said, still smiling. “Your dress. Your hair. You look like a princess.”

I smiled back at him and felt my face heating up. “I feel like one right now. You look really really cute too. I like your bow tie.”

He chuckled. “You know Kaylee told me pink to match you and I almost listened to her.”

I adjusted it, my pink nails sparkling against the dark black. “I’m glad you didn’t. Black is better on you…you look like a man.”

He squeezed my hands. “I’ve been thinking about this all week.”

I leaned in to hug him, enjoying the warmth of his body pressing up against me. “Me too.”

Miss Connery came back with her phone already up, recording us like any proud mom would, though I knew there was some other, less wholesome part of her that enjoyed recording me acting girly with my man for another reason.

Nate glanced at Troy and grinned, turning back to me. “I got you something else.”

They both reached inside their jackets and took out little clear boxes. Mine had a white rose and pink ribbon. Kaylee’s was red.

“It’s a corsage,” Nate said. “Can I put it on you?”

“Yes.” I held out my left arm for him, my wrist limp and my manicured fingers displayed. My pink nails looked dainty against his knuckles. He opened the box and took the pin like he was afraid of hurting me. “Hold still, baby.”

The rose sat cool on the inside of my wrist. He worked the ribbon around and slid the pin through, careful, his thumb brushing my slender wrist. I watched his hands the whole time. I knew Miss Connery’s phone was recording us but I still could not make myself play it cool. I liked him doing this. I liked being the girl he was pinning flowers on. It all felt right. The only thing better than being a boy’s girlfriend would have been being a girl’s girlfriend, but I knew I was meant to be a girlfriend.

He stepped back, smiling like he was proud of himself for doing it right. “Is that too tight?”

I smiled back at him, grateful for how gentle and kind he was with me. “No…it’s perfect.”

I went up on my toes again and kissed him. “Thank you. I love it.”

Nate kept my hand after he finished. His thumb ran over my knuckles and then over the corsage, like he couldn’t believe how soft I felt. “You ready to go, baby?”

“Yes!” It came out too fast and too excited to pretend like I was cool and casual about this.

Kaylee nodded. “We’re ready.”

I picked up my purse from the table by the door. It was small, sparkly, and covered in pink glitter, a gold clasp that clicked shut in my palm next to the flowers on my wrist. Kaylee had a tiny red one. We turned back toward Miss Connery.

“Bye, Mom,” Kaylee said.

I blushed, embarrassed as I looked up at the woman who had turned me into this. “Bye, Miss Connery.”

She smiled like we were both her daughters. I guess in some demented sense, we were. “I’ll see you girls at pre-prom for pictures. Have fun!”

“We will,” Nate said.

He put his hand on the small of my back as we stepped outside. The early evening air touched the tops of my shoulders as the little sleeves fluttered against my arms and my heels clicked on the walk. His hand covered most of my back through the lace. I leaned into his side without thinking about it, the corsage caught between my wrist and his jacket, and I kept looking up at him while we walked. It still felt surreal. He was the man taking me to prom. I was the sissy walking next to him in a pink dress and a tiara. And I didn’t hate it. My life had certainly taken a bizarre turn over the past year.

Hannah’s front lawn was already a mess of girls in short dresses and boys in tuxes, phones up, parents calling names. Layla was in a tight black dress that made her look older than she was, her plump ass on full and shameless display. Hannah had on a pale blue dress that showed her legs and drew attention to her ample chest with its lowcut neckline. Christina looked powerful in a gold minidress, tall and tan, her blonde hair down her left shoulder. Amy was in a soft white dress with a slit, her brunette hair in voluminous waves, looking just as sweet and innocent as I had come to know her to be. It dawned on me that I even thought like a girl now, immediately appraising dresses, makeup, and hair the minute I arrived.

Nate parked at the curb. He came around and took my hand to help me out, my lacy pink skirt blowing in the breeze when I stood. Kaylee got out on Troy’s side the same way, the two of us ladies letting our men lead us to the curb.

Christina spotted us first. “Oh my God! Kaylee! Fiona!”

She and Amy came at us in a rush of perfume and hugs while Nate squeezed my hand and peeled off to greet the other guys with Troy.

Amy held me at arm’s length and actually bounced with excitement. “You look so pretty! The tiara. The dress. I love it, girl. It’s so you!”

“You look beautiful, Amy,” I exclaimed and I meant it. The white made her look like an angel.

Christina looked me over slower, then smiled like she had decided to be nice for the occasion. “Okay. I have to say it. You look really good, Fiona. Like…actually gorgeous.”

I felt my face burning, once again taken aback by the kindness from someone I had grown used to bullying me. “Thank you, Christina. You look amazing! The gold look so perfect on you.”

“I know.” She flicked my skirt with two fingers, light, teasing. “Look at you though. A few months ago you were still trying to act like a guy. Now you’re showing up to preprom in a tiara and a pink prom dress on a man’s arm. It’s kind of amazing…I’ve been telling you this was your new reality.”

Kaylee laughed. “Leave her alone. She knows she’s a sissy, just let her enjoy herself tonight.”

“I’m being nice,” Christina said defensively. “I am.”

We all stood there gushing over how pretty each other looked, like we were just four normal girls excited for their prom. I was giggling when I looked past Christina’s shoulder and my smile faltered.

Samantha was on the far edge of the lawn in a big sparkly pink ballgown, her skirt huge, the bodice tight against the D cup boobs she was forced to wear, her blonde hair long and shiny down her back. She wore bright, very pink makeup, heels that looked like they were at least six inches, and a corsage like mine. Next to her was this guy from class, Rich, in a tux, and behind them two adults who looked extremely uncomfortable.

I gasped. “Is that Samantha?”

Christina followed my eyes and chuckled. “Yep. Layla and Hannah decided she needed to go to prom and she needed a date, so they blackmailed Rich into taking her. They actually look cute together.”

Kaylee’s voice softened. “Wow. She looks so pretty.”

“They dyed her hair blond and got her extensions for tonight,” Amy said. “I doubt she’ll be allowed to change back after.”

“Oh my God.” I kept my voice down. “Her parents are here. They look super uncomfortable.”

Christina laughed. “Yeah. I can’t imagine it’s easy seeing your son in a sparkly pink dress.” She glanced at me, still smiling. “Then again, you would know.”

I let it go. I did not have anything smart to retort with, and my focus was on my emasculated formerly male friend. “I should go talk to her.”

I walked over like an elegant young lady: dainty steps, my skirt fluttering along with my sleeves, my wrists limp with my purse dangling over the crook over my elbow. I heard my own voice come out with excitement before I reached her. “Samantha!”

We hugged and air-kissed like the other girls were doing. Up close her dress was even bolder and pinker, all glitter and layers upon layers of skirts, and the blonde hair made her look like a Hollywood star. I wanted her to feel pretty, even though that was probably not what she wanted. “Oh my gosh, you look so pretty!”

Her smile was a fake, weak little thing. She leaned in so only I could hear her, and the panic was obvious from the tone of her voice.

“I can’t believe they made me do this,” she whispered. “They dyed my hair and gave me extensions. I told my parents it was a dare but they obviously don’t believe me…they see how everyone’s treating me and they made a bunch of comments about how girly I’m carrying myself. The worst part is they told me…they told me I have to suck his dick tonight. Fiona, I can’t.”

I put my hand on her arm, my nails settling on her soft skin. I remembered the first time I had been told I would need to blow a guy, I remembered what she was going through. “It’s going to be okay. Just focus on what you can control. Be a good girl for them tonight and be a good girl for him. Trust me, honey, it’ll be so much better that way.”

The advice came out of my mouth before I could think about it, and I felt ashamed and pathetic for giving it immediately. I told her she should suck a man’s dick and be a good girl. That was my advice. That was what I thought would help. That’s what came naturally to me now, submit and obey.

Samantha’s breathing slowed a little. I started to say something else and then I turned my head and saw my parents on the walk with Miss Connery. They were smiling at me. My dad had his phone down at his side like he had already taken a picture, probably because my mom told him to. I could see the look on his face, he was struggling to believe the dainty girl in pink with a tiara perched in her hair was the boy he had raised. My mom waved, smiling like this was all normal.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment; this was the moment I had dreaded. I gave them a small smile and a girly little wave back, fingers wiggling like I was a beauty queen waving to my audience.

Kaylee was watching me from the lawn with the other girls. She mouthed “introduce them” and tipped her chin toward Nate.

The humiliation was immediate and intense. I was going to walk my manly boyfriend over to my parents while wearing my pink prom dress, tiara in my hair, corsage on my wrist, my perky breasts peeking out at them. They were about to see firsthand the contrast between me and a real man that had been both the source of my shame and pleasure. I nodded at Kaylee obediently.

“I’ll be back, just smile and try to have fun,” I told Samantha, then I went to get Nate.

I found him by the other guys and took his hand before I could think of a way out of this. There was none. “Nate, I want you to come meet my parents.”

He smiled like he was honored I asked. “I’d love to.” His fingers closed around mine and he started walking with me, then shortened his stride so I did not have to rush in my heels to keep up. That sight of them watching us approach made my stomach drop. We looked like what we were: a cute couple headed to prom together, only I was the girl in the relationship, something I knew my parents had never counted on.

I had never pictured this either, but it was my reality now, and I could either face it like a confident young woman or a scared sissy. Masculinity was no longer an option on the table for me.

My mom smiled first and her whole face changed like she was genuinely excited. I wasn’t surprised, she had actually grown quite fond of having a daughter, I had a feeling this would be big for her. “Oh, Fiona, you look so beautiful.”

She came over and hugged me tight, her hands running over the back of my dress. When she let go she held me at arm’s length. “I love your dress, sweetheart, you look beautiful.”

I giggled and pinched the hem of my skirt between two fingers because I didn’t really know what else to do with my hands. “Thanks, Mom.”

My dad stepped up next. He looked like he was really trying, but I could still tell he would be more comfortable shaking his son’s hand instead of hugging his sissy daughter. I couldn’t blame him, but it still stung.

He put his arms around me anyway, squeezing me tight as if to tell me he loved me without saying the words. “You really do look beautiful, honey.”

“Thanks, Daddy.” My voice came out small and squeaky. My boobs pressed into him through my dress and I was suddenly very aware of my feminized body, of how soft and curvy I must’ve felt against a man who used to hug his lanky son. I pulled back too fast and smiled too hard.

My mom’s eyes went to Nate. “And who’s this handsome young man?”

I blushed, but I managed to keep my voice even. “Um…this is my boyfriend, Nate. Nate, these are my parents.”

Nate put his hand out. “So nice to meet you both.”

He shook my mom’s hand, then my dad’s. My dad’s shake lasted a second longer than it needed to.

“Nice to meet you, Nate,” my dad said. “You play football, right?”

Nate smiled like he was proud of himself and that I had clearly told them that. “Yes, sir. Wide receiver.”

My dad stammered like he was looking for something else to say. “Good. That’s good. You uh, you been treating our girl right?”

Nate glanced down at me like he could feel me shrinking. “Yes, sir. I really like her.”

My mom laughed, trying to make it lighter. “Well, she looks very happy. How long have you two been together?”

“A little while now,” Nate said. “I asked her to prom a couple weeks ago.”

“That’s sweet,” Mom said. “And you got her that corsage? It’s beautiful.”

He smiled again. “Yes, ma’am.”

My dad was still looking at him, not unkind, just measuring. “You driving tonight?”

Nate shook his head. “No, sir. We’re going with the group.”

My dad nodded awkwardly. “Good. Always remember, no drinking if you’re behind the wheel.”

Nate shook his head. “No, sir. Of course not.”

Every sir made me feel smaller and girlier. I stood between them, smaller than them both even in my high heels, my pink lace dress fluttering in the wind, earrings swaying, my little tiara sparkling prettily while father spoke to my boyfriend like I was something small and delicate that needed protecting. I kept smiling. I kept holding Nate’s hand. I could not think of a single thing to say. The men were talking.

Kaylee’s voice cut across the lawn. “Fiona! Nate! Pictures!”

Nate squeezed my hand. “It was a pleasure to meet you both.”

He shook their hands again and started towards the lawn. I stayed behind a second and hugged my mom, then my dad. He bent to my ear. “Be safe, sweetie.”

I nodded. My throat tight and my cheeks pink. “I will, daddy.”

My mom touched my arm before I could escape. “Yes, listen to him, sweetie. We obviously know you can’t get pregnant, but it’s still important to use protection. If you’re thinking of doing anything, make sure that Nate uses a condom.”

My dad’s face went stiff like he couldn’t believe she had just said that. Mine went hot enough that I felt it in my ears. I stared at the grass for a second and then made myself look up, desperate to get out of there. I hated that my dad was now picturing me having sex as a girl, with a man. “Okay, Mom.”

I turned back toward Nate and the others before anybody could say anything else. I caught up with him quickly and he took my hand again. My parents fell in behind us with the rest of the adults, phones already coming up for pictures as I walked toward Kaylee with my boyfriend’s hand around mine, blushing so hard it felt like a hot flash.

The photographer clapped his hands effeminately and started lining people up on the front walk like this was a wedding. “Girls in front. Guys behind your ladies. Hands on their waists. Ladies, I want those nails where I can see them.”

Nate stepped in behind me and his hands settled on my waist, thumbs on the lace, fingers almost meeting in front just above my panties. I put my left hand over his so the corsage and my pink acrylics sat on top of his knuckles. The pose pushed my back into his chest. My skirt brushed his thighs and I smiled the way I had been long trained to smile, like a happy girl. My mom was already taking her own pictures off to the side. My dad had his phone up too. I felt both of them looking at my mouth, my chest, Nate’s hands on me, and my cheeks burned, but I still arched a little into him because I wanted the picture to show a cute, loving girlfriend being affectionate with her man.

The photographer got into position. “Beautiful. Hold it.”

The shutter went. Someone’s dad yelled for another. We did two more of the same thing, then the photographer waved the boys off. “Just the girls now. Come in tight, ladies.”

We packed together, perfume and sequins and my lace against Amy’s white dress. Kaylee’s bow dug into my hip. I put one hand on my hip and one on Christina’s arm, smiling until my cheeks ached. The flutter sleeves kept slipping when I moved and I had to keep setting them back on my shoulders.

Then the guys took a few shots together, tuxes and stupid grins, while I stood off to the side with the other girls and watched Nate laugh at something Troy said. He looked so confident, so at ease, so natural at being manly. I looked down at my own painted toes peeking through my open-toed heels and felt the difference between us again. Even before I had been feminized, I had never been that kind of man. We were different to our very core.

“Smaller groups,” the photographer called, pointing first at Christina, Amy, Kaylee, and me. Christina slung an arm around my shoulders and smiled at the camera like an angel. Right as the photographer lifted the camera she slid her other hand down under my skirt and poked her finger between my cheeks through the thin lace of my panties, quick and intrusive.

“Christina,” I hissed, still smiling.

She giggled. “Hold still, princess.”

I kept the smile plastered on anyway, my mom was looking. I did not want to break the pose and have them see me being bullied. The shutter snapped and Christina laughed under her breath and did it again on the next one, lighter, like a reminder that I was a bitch. We did a few more: all of us crouched a little, then two and two, then Kaylee and i in the middle with Christina and Amy leaning in. I kept trying to look cute for Nate, who was watching from the driveway with his hands in his pockets, looking over at me like he couldn’t believe how lucky he was to have me.

“Fiona and Samantha,” Layla called. “Come on, ladyboys. You two need a few.”

Samantha looked like she wanted to die. I walked over to her anyway because there was no version of this where they didn’t make the two class sissies take photos together. Her ballgown swallowed the space between us. We put our cheeks together first, then held our hands out so both corsages showed, then the photographer had us turn our shoulders in and smile over them like we were best girlfriends. Someone told us to twirl. I did it because Kaylee was watching and Nate was watching and my body was programmed to obey. The pink lace swished around my thighs while Samantha’s huge skirt billowed like a curtain. Our parents were both taking pictures. The embarrassment sat right next to the little rush of feeling like a princess twirling in my prom dress and knowing the photos would be cute.

The photographer called out. “One more. Hold the skirts.”

I pinched the hem of my dress and cocked my knee demurely, smiling sweetly at the camera.

Then it was just Kaylee and me. That was the one I really wanted. We stood close, her arm around my waist, my head tipped toward her shoulder because she was taller in her heels than I was in mine. The photographer had us face each other, then face the camera, then laugh at nothing so the pictures would look like candids. I could smell her perfume, I could feel the sequins on her dress brushing against my arm. I smiled up at her like I always did, enamored by her beauty.

The photographer called over our dates. “Now with the boys.”

Nate and Troy stepped in. We did one with the four of us, then the photographer split us into couples and worked his way down the line. When he got to us he pointed at the walk. “You two. Closer. Boyfriend, hand on her waist. Girlfriend, look up at him like you love him.”

I did. I had to. He was so much taller that looking up was the whole pose. His hand spanned my back. I put my fingers on his bow tie and let my nails show. I knew how weird it must’ve looked from my parents’ perspective: their son in a tiara, hanging on a football player, smiling up at him like his ditsy little girlfriend.

We weren’t done yet though. “Good. Now kiss her.”

Nate bent down. I went up on my toes and met his lips without thinking. His mouth was warm and safe as usual, a respite from the moment as I closed my eyes and melted into him. I heard the shutter go off while we were still kissing each other. My mom made a cooing, happy sound under her breath. I kissed him again when the photographer asked for one more, and I hated that they were seeing how good I was at this.

We did a couple more, his forehead against mine, then one with me turned in profile so my sparkly crystal earrings showed.

A horn cut across the lawn. The party bus pulled up at the curb, lights already on inside, music blaring out when the door folded open.

“That’s us,” Kaylee said.

We went down the line of parents. I hugged my mom, then my dad as he said be good in a voice that sounded awkward and reminded me of my mom’s comment earlier. Nate shook their hands again. I told them I loved them, and then Nate put his hand on my back and walked me toward the bus, politely escorting his girl up the stairs.

He got on first and turned and took my hand so I could climb the steps in my heels without flashing the whole lawn. The inside was black leather and cheap lights and the smell of too much perfume. Nate sat and tugged me down onto his lap like that was right where I belonged. My skirt rode up as I settled, his arm hooking around my waist as I felt his thighs under me, solid, bulky muscle beneath my cushiony ass. Around us the other girls were doing the same thing, dropping onto their dates like it was the most natural seat in the world. Kaylee was already on Troy. Samantha was perched stiffly on Rich, the pink ballgown everywhere as she fidgeted uncomfortably.

I adjusted my dress, crossed my ankles, and let Nate hold me. Through the window I could still see my parents on the lawn with their phones down at their sides. I looked away and smiled at nothing, sitting on my boyfriend’s lap in a tiara, waiting for the bus to move. The worst was behind me, and now I could just relax and enjoy being treated like a princess by the sweetest man in the world.

The bus lurched away from the curb and the lawn slid out of view.

Amy leaned over from her date’s knee. “Your makeup is literally perfect, Fiona. I’m so jealous.”

“Sarah did it,” I said with a smile. “Kaylee’s mom hired her.”

Christina snorted, already comfortable teasing me again. “What a lucky little girl you are having your own personal beautician.”

Kaylee twisted on Troy’s lap so she could see me. “You look happy, babe.”

I was, there was no denying it. Would I have chosen to be a man if possible? To snap my fingers and suddenly be strong and dominant and worthy of a girl like Kaylee. Absolutely. But that was reality, and that wasn’t me. I was a sissy, and in that moment, on the lap of a handsome man who treated me right, seated next to the love of my life, dressed to the nines, I felt like the luckiest sissy in the world.

The boys started in on sports and who was going to whose afterparty. Their voices were deeper than ours, more stoic. I felt Nate laugh more than I heard it, his chest moving against my back.

A plastic bag came out from under a seat. Little airplane bottles filled with vodka and tequila getting passed around.

“Oh, we are not doing this dry,” somebody said.

They started passing them. Nate cracked one and handed it to me first. It smelled like cheap vodka and candy.

“Take a small sip, baby,” he said. “It’s strong.”

I took it. It burned going down and I made a face that made Amy laugh. I handed it back and he finished it without any reaction, then kissed the corner of my mouth, the taste of alcohol on both our lips.

Another one bottle. Then another. The bus got louder as each one went down. Someone turned the music up. The lights along the ceiling went pink and then purple. Girls started talking closer to their dates’ ears. I watched Layla pull her guy in by the tie. Hannah was already kissing hers. Samantha was still sitting stiff on Rich, but she took the bottle when it came around and drank, and some of the panic that was obvious in her shoulders seemed to ease itself.

Nate’s lips found my neck, tickling me with gentle little kisses that sent shivers down my spine. I turned on his lap without thinking about how it looked in front of everyone, one knee on either side of his thighs, my dress riding up, and I kissed him passionately. His hands slid under the lace and up the backs of my legs to my thin panties, his hands warm on skin that had been waxed smooth that morning. I made a sound into his mouth that I did not mean to make, a weak little whimper that I hoped no one heard. He pulled me closer as I felt him getting hard under me, the length of it poking up against my pussy.

I broke the kiss just enough to giggle against his cheek. “Excited already?”

He laughed, low. “Be honest. You can’t wait to see it tonight.”

Heat flooded my face. I bit my lip and looked at him through my lashes. “Maybe…”

“Fiona.” Kaylee’s voice cut through the music. “Come dance.”

I turned. She was in the aisle with Layla and Samantha, the three of them already moving with the rhythm of the music, the pole in the center of the floor catching the lights. Samantha still looked incredibly embarrassed, but she was smiling a little, the big pink skirt swaying dramatically when she stepped, beautiful, but very obviously a sissy. Kaylee crooked her fingers at me.

Nate squeezed my ass once like he was giving me permission.

“Go,” he said against my ear. “Make it sexy for me.”

I got up carefully so I would not flash the whole bus and went to them on the moving floor. The vodka sat warm in my chest, loosening me up a bit. Kaylee grabbed my hands and pulled me in until our hips were almost touching. Layla took my waist from behind, grinding against me. Samantha stayed close enough that her skirt brushed my legs but was reluctant to fully get into it.

We danced like the boys were the reason, doing everything we could to look sexy for them. Kaylee rolled her body against mine and I followed her, doing my best to mimic her but definitely falling short. The pole was cold when I put my hand on it. I circled it once because Layla did, then again slower, letting my skirt lift and drop, unintentionally flashing my panties at anyone watching. Somebody whistled, and I did not look to see who.

Layla took the pole next and made a joke of it, back arched, laughing. Samantha tried a less confident version and hid her face after, but she did not stop. I ground back against Kaylee when she pulled me in, her sequins scratching my lace, her mouth near my ear telling me I looked good. The bus took a corner and we all tipped and laughed and then kept going, my earrings swinging and tapping my neck every time I turned my head.

Nate was still in his seat with his legs spread, erection obvious to me, smiling at me like he knew I was doing this for him, which I was in part, as well as for Kaylee. I rolled my hips again and watched his mouth open a little. That made me feel sexy in a way that made my toes curl. I liked being looked at that way.

We kept at it through two more songs. Hands on waists. Ass to hips. The pole as an excuse to turn around and shake our asses. Samantha loosened enough to put her arms over her head and let me grind on her. Kaylee kissed my cheek in the middle of it and I giggled and kissed her back, quick, girly, having the time of my life.

Then the bus slowed and the music suddenly dropped. Through the tinted windows the hotel lights came up, a banner, a line of other students in dresses and tuxes already going in.

Nate stood and came down the aisle to take my hand. “Come on, baby.”

He led me to the steps and got off first so he could help me down in my perilous heels. The early night air hit my shoulders, cooler than the bus as I stumbled out. My legs felt unsteady beneath me, a feeling I had not felt since I started in heels. He leaned in as I found the sidewalk. “Is someone a little drunk?”

I giggled and held onto his jacket. “A little.”

The hotel’s hall was already loud when we came through the doors. Lights over the dance floor, a DJ in the corner, a fake garden of flowers along the stage. The other girls didn’t bother to look for their tables. They pulled their dates straight onto the floor, and I did the same thing, my fingers hooked in Nate’s, my heels already finding the beat before we were all the way out there.

Nate’s hands immediately went to my waist. I put mine on his shoulders and we started moving with everybody else, nothing fancy, just a nice little warm up to the night ahead of us. Kaylee and Troy were right beside us. Christina had her guy by the tie, kissing him aggressively, clearly the dominant one of the pair, no surprise there. I let Nate spin me, loving the feel of my pink skirt lifting and twirling around me. I saw Kaylee watching me with a sly smirk and giggled, embarrassed but also grateful to be the princess she had turned me into.

A slow song bled into a faster one but I stayed close to Nate anyway, my boobs against his chest, his cologne and my perfume mixed up between us. My corsage kept catching on his button. I giggled and fixed it while he leaned down to kiss my forehead like he found the gesture cute.

Then I heard my name. “Fiona!”

Emily was coming through the crowd in a baby blue satin dress that looked breathtaking on her, fitted through the waist and then flaring out in a sweet tulle skirt, her dark hair up with little pieces down around her face. She looked sexy and sweet at the same time. We both made the same little squealing sound and grabbed each other.

“Oh my God,” I said into her shoulder. “You look so pretty!”

“Girl, you look prettier,” she said back, holding me out so she could see the full outfit. “I love this for you, baby. You look like a princess.”

I wanted to cry, she was always such an angel. “So do you. Baby blue is perfect on you, Emily.”

We air-kissed, cheek and cheek, standing there holding hands in the middle of the floor while our dates waited for us.

“Is that Nate?” she asked, smiling. “He looks cute!”

“Yep.” I glanced back at him. He gave a little wave. “He’s been so sweet with me all night.”

She smiled like she was happy for me and as always I could tell it was genuine. “He looks so handsome in his tux. My date is over there. His name is Chris. We only started talking last month but he asked me in the courtyard in front of everybody so I couldn’t say no.”

My face lit up, genuinely happy for her. She was gorgeous, sweet, and smart, she deserved some male attention. “That’s so cute. I’m so happy for you, girl!”

“Your dress is actually insane,” she said, touching the flutter sleeve with two fingers. “Is this the one you tried on when we went shopping that one time?”

I shook my head. “Different one. Kaylee picked this.”

“Of course she did. She looks hot as usual.” Emily smiled at Kaylee and gave her a little wave.

She turned back to me. “We should all take pictures later before everybody gets messy.”

I nodded. “Yes. Please.”

“What are you doing after this, by the way?” she asked. “Straight to your room?”

I felt myself starting to blush but managed to plat it cool. “Yeah. Nate got us a room here. Kaylee and Troy got one too.”

“Us too. A bunch of people are going to that afterparty at Jason’s first, but I think we’re skipping it.” She squeezed my hands. “I’m really happy you’re here like this. You look so happy as a pretty little prom queen.”

“I am,” I admitted, and it was true enough in that moment that I did not overthink it.

The music dipped and the DJ tapped the mic. “All right, seniors, we’re going to start serving dinner in a few minutes, and then we’re announcing your prom king and queen, so start heading to your tables.”

Emily rolled her eyes and smiled. “Of course they announce it over food.”

“I’ll find you later,” I said.

She giggled, as if to say she doubted it. “You better.”

We hugged again, tighter, then air-kissed and let go. I turned back toward Nate. He had been waiting without rushing me like a perfect gentleman. He slipped his arm around my waist as soon as I reached him and walked me off the floor like that, his hand just above my butt, my shoulder against his side.

Our table was near the front of the room. Kaylee was already pulling out her chair. Nate pulled out mine for me, a perfect gentleman. I sat down between them, smoothing my skirt under me, my thigh against Kaylee’s on one side and Nate’s jacket against my arm on the other, still feeling a little dreamy being at my own prom as a girl.

The table filled in around us. Kaylee and Troy had their heads together on my left. Christina was talking over Amy to the boys across from us.

Amy leaned in. “I love your nails, Fiona. They’re so cute.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I was scared they’d snag on my dress, but they haven’t so far.”

Plates soon came down in a line. Chicken, some kind of pasta, a roll that looked stale and not worth the calories. Nate cut his food without thinking about it and then glanced at me, a smile spreading as he caught me looking at him.

He leaned in so only I could hear him over the room. “You know I’ve been thinking about getting you out of that dress since I picked you up earlier.”

A chill went straight down my spine, my cheeks heating up. I smiled demurely at him, trying to act like we were having a normal conversation.  “Nate.”

“What? I’m being honest.” His voice stayed easy, confident. “You were on my lap for twenty minutes. You know how I feel.”

I glanced around the table to make sure no one was overhearing our conversation, then back at him. “Someone might hear you.”

“Nobody can hear me.” He took a sip of water as he slipped his hand on my thigh. “You excited about later?”

“Very.” That was not the whole truth. I was incredibly nervous about spending the night alone with a boy. There had been more than a few references to sex made by both him and my mistresses, and I wasn’t sure I was ready for that. “You’re not being subtle.”

He leaned in to whisper in my ear. “I don’t feel like being subtle. I feel like fucking you.”

I could feel all the blood drain from my face as I looked down at my nails resting on the tablecloth. I had no idea what to say, so I just forced a cute giggle instead, although it came out awkward and uncomfortable. Nate got the hint and changed the conversation topic, leaning back a bit and rubbing my thigh gently.

The DJ tapped the mic. “All right, seniors. It is time to announce your prom king and queen.”

A ripple went through the room. Kaylee grabbed my wrist.

“Crystal and James,” the DJ announced after a bunch of theatrics, and everyone in the hall cheered and freaked out even though most of us saw it coming.

They stood up from a table near the stage looking like they had been styled for a magazine. Crystal’s dress was long and white, covered in tiny crystals, probably costing thousands of dollars. James was in a tux that made Nate’s look like a rental even though it wasn’t. Somebody put a cheap crown on her and a matching one on him before they stepped onto the floor while the first slow song started.

All of us girls oohed and ahhed like we were supposed to. I watched how confidently and naturally the two of them moved with everyone watching them, two people who had always been certain of their gender roles and had no qualms about playing them out for a huge audience.

“They’re hot,” Kaylee murmured.

“They look like models,” I added.

We finished what was left on our plates while they turned in a slow circle under the lights. When the song ended the DJ hopped back on the microphone. “I want everybody back out here. Let’s go. Everyone, grab your dates.”

Nate stood and held out his hand. I took it and got up carefully so my skirt would fall right. It really wasn’t that short, but I wanted to be graceful tonight. Kaylee was already on her feet with Troy. The four of us started toward the floor with everybody else, his fingers laced through mine, the music coming back on louder than before.

The floor was packed and the bass was in my ribs. Nate’s hands found my waist and I let him spin me, the pink lace twirling around me majestically, the flutter sleeves slipping on my shoulders every time I raised my arms. My chandelier earrings tapped my neck when I finished the twirl. I kept noticing the corsage on my wrist whenever I put my hands on Nate’s shoulders, the rose crushed a little against his jacket.

We danced in the group more than we stayed alone. When a slower song finally came on, Kaylee took both of my hands so we were facing each other. Our boobs touched. I could smell her perfume mixing with mine. She leaned in until her mouth was at my ear, her cheek almost against the earring.

“You look so happy like this. So girly.” She pulled back enough to see my face. “Did you ever imagine your prom would be like this?”

My cheeks burned as I thought about what I had always imagined my prom would be like. “Never. It’s so crazy.”

She giggled “A few months ago you were still fighting me about wearing makeup, this is a big change.”

I blushed again. “I know.”

She squeezed my fingers, her nails tapping against my acrylics. “Look at you now though. Pretty dress. Tiara. Boyfriend. You’re actually doing it, you actually became a girl. I’m proud of you.”

I looked at her pouty red lips and felt butterflies in my belly. “Thank you. I wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t for you.”

“I know,” she said, giggling, and then her eyes moved past my shoulder. “Ugh. Look at Samantha.”

I turned to look at her. Samantha was on the edge of the floor with Rich, her big pink ballgown taking up way too much space, glitter catching every light. She was stepping just enough to say she was dancing, but her shoulders were up around her earrings. They both looked miserable

Kaylee’s voice dropped. “Why don’t you go talk to her? She’s obviously not as comfortable in her femininity as you. I think she could use some advice from another sissy right now.”

The word sissy sat there for a moment, almost like I had forgotten I was not a girl. I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

I walked over delicately in the heels, my dress swishing around my legs the whole way. I touched Rich’s arm. “Can I borrow your pretty date for a minute?”

He looked relieved. “Yeah. Go ahead.”

I took Samantha’s hands, both very damp. I started moving with her so it would look like dancing, our skirts bumping, my lace against all that sparkle. “How you doing, girly?”

Her eyes filled up so fast I thought she was going to start crying right there.

“I can’t believe I’m at prom like this,” she whispered. “I can’t believe they dyed my hair. I can’t believe my parents saw me like this. I always thought I was going to come with a girl, Fiona. Not like this. Not in this stupid dress with him.”

I nodded and kept my feet moving. I tried to make my voice as soft and soothing as possible. “I know. I know.”

Her voice cracked. “It’s humiliating. Everyone’s looking at me. He keeps touching my back like I’m actually his girlfriend.”

I nodded sympathetically “I saw.”

She swallowed. “How are you okay with this? You look like you’re having the best night of your life.”

I answered her honestly because she looked like she needed that more than a pep talk. “I’m not entirely. It’s humiliating and confusing, I’d much rather be here as a man with Kaylee... But I’m having fun and making the best of it.” I let go of one of her hands and turned in a little circle on purpose, my skirt flaring out, the earrings swinging, trying to be silly and make her smile. “How often do you get to feel like a princess?”

She did not smile. I took her hands again. The music thumped through the floor into my heels. “Listen. This isn’t how either of us ever saw our proms going. Or our senior years. But it is. We’re girls now. We might as well make the best of it.”

Samantha nodded, a small surrender. The ballgown made even that look stiff. “But I really don’t want to suck his dick.”

“I get it.” I kept my voice soft. “You know that’s part of this though. We’re sissies. That’s out of our control. Honestly, if I were you I’d just do the best you can so he finishes quickly, and then you can cuddle and talk the rest of the night. Who knows? Maybe he’ll turn out to be a fun guy to be around once you relieve all that tension for him. Nate definitely is.”

She nodded again, dejected, and I felt ashamed for being so broken and brainwashed, even compared to her.

I kissed her cheek, lipstick to blush. “We’ll talk later, girl. Try to have fun with him, Rich isn’t such a bad guy.”

I started back toward Nate, but Kaylee stepped into my path before I got there, smiling like she had been waiting, and took my hands so they were in hers. “Come with me to the little girls’ room, little girl.”

I nodded, confused. “Okay, Mistress.”

She led me off the floor. I followed her through the crowd, our heels clicking, skirts brushing strangers’ legs, earrings swinging.

Kaylee pushed the bathroom door open with her hip and pulled me in after her. The music dropped to a thud through the walls. She did not even bother to check the stalls. She pushed me back against the tile and kissed me like she had been waiting all night to do it, mouth open, her body flush against mine. I gasped before kissing her back just as hard. Her hands went straight to my ass and squeezed through the dress, pulling me into her, while I grabbed at her waist and pulled her closer, loving the feel of our bodies pressed together. She tasted like punch and lipstick.

She pulled back just enough that our mouths were still almost touching, her fingers still on me. “I need you to do something for me, sissy.”

Her hand slid under my skirt and found the front of my panties. She rubbed two fingers there like I had a pussy, slow and teasing, right over the tuck. The lace was thin enough that I felt every pass of her nails like I wasn’t wearing any panties at all.

I moaned into her mouth. “Anything, Mistress.”

She kept rubbing. “When we get back out there I want you to do everything in your power to get Nate hard. Grind on him. Kiss him. Rub his cock. Anything to get him dying to fuck you.” She pressed a little firmer. “Then let him.”

My eyes went wide, anxiety hitting so fast I felt it in my stomach. “Um. Mistress, I don’t know if I can. I’m afraid…”

Kaylee giggled but did not take her hand away. “I know you are, Fiona…such a sissy.” She rubbed again, watching my face as I moaned beneath her touch. “But you also know you have no choice, right? You’ve known this was coming for a long time, haven’t you?”

The sound I made was embarrassing, a submissive little whine. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.” She smiled, inches from my face. “Now go out there and make me proud. And just maybe I’ll return the favor.”

She pulled back her hand and stood back. I stared at her, shocked and then so excited I felt like screaming. I had never thought I would get to have sex with her. She was my mistress, my owner, my superior, I could barely fathom the though of penetrating her. but I knew I wanted to. Then the rest of my mind caught up and the excitement dropped. “But Mistress… my clit doesn’t really work.”

Kaylee giggled again, like it was hysterical to hear me admit that out loud. “You leave that to me, princess. You just go out there and be the cock-hungry little slut we’ve turned you into.”

I nodded.

She smiled. “Good girl. Now go fix your lipstick and get ready to slut it up.”

I came out of the bathroom with my lipstick redone and went straight to him. I didn’t say anything, I just put my hands around his shoulders and kissed him like Kaylee had just kissed me, open-mouthed, hungry, finishing with a playful little nibble on his bottom lip. Nate made a surprised sound and then kissed me back, his hands finding my waist and pulling me closer. When we finally broke apart he was smiling like he was surprised by the sudden display of affection. “What was that for?”

I looked up at him through my lashes and clutched on to his shirt leaning up for another kiss. “You look so sexy.”

He laughed under his breath and pulled me in again. We kissed through the next stretch of the song, slower, then not slow at all. His hand slid down to my ass and started groping me.

Then we started dancing in a way that was not really dancing. I put my back to his chest and bent over, rolling my hips and shaking my ass against him like a stripper, my short skirt giving me nothing to hide behind as he pressed right up against my panties. I could feel that he was already hard. I felt it against my ass on the first grind and kept going, I needed him that way. His hands gripped my hips and pulled me tighter. I reached behind me and found his manhood through his dress pants and rubbed once, just enough to make him hiss in my ear. “Fiona.”

I did that cute little mock-innocent thing I had gotten good at. “What?”

He kissed my neck, just under my earring. His stubble scraped against me, making me gasp at the contact on the super sensitive spot. I tipped my head back so he could have easier access and kept grinding against him. My dress was so thin I could feel the heat of his body through it. Every time I rolled back I felt his cock twitch, an exciting little affirmation that what I was doing was working. I was definitely enjoying it myself, starting to feel my panties get wet and the rest of my body become more tingly the longer we danced like that.

We turned to face each other again. I put one thigh between his and let him hold my ass while I kissed his cheek, his neck, the place above his collar. He was groping me openly now in front of everyone, but I didn’t really care. I was what I was and by now they all already knew it. My nails slid down his chest as I looked up at him and bat my lashes like a girl in love.

“You’re killing me,” he said.

I laughed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

He groaned into my neck. “I need you so bad.”

I turned in his arms so my back was to him, my mouth near his ear. “Then take me up to our room and fuck me.”

Nate went still behind me. When I looked back over my shoulder his eyes were wide and then very interested. “Are you…are you sure you’re ready for that, baby?”

He was sweet for asking. I hesitated, actually thinking about it, him on top of me, his cock in my pussy, the culmination of a year of emasculation finally coming to fruition. Then I moved a bit and felt my lacy skirt flutter around my thighs again. I was suddenly aware of the tiara on my head, the sweet chemical taste of my cherry lipstick, my long pink nails resting on his hairy arms, the gentle rise and fall of my boobs with every breath. I immediately remembered what I was and what I was meant to do.

I looked up at him, submitting completely to the man I knew would be taking my manhood for good. “I don’t know if I’m ready. But I know I need to feel you inside my pussy tonight. Can you do that for me, Daddy?”

The look on his face changed so fast it caught me off guard. He kissed me hard and grabbed my ass with both hands, pulling me up against him. I held onto his jacket and kissed him back, accepting my fate and doing my best to relax and accept this.

When he pulled back he was already looking toward the tables. “Grab your purse. Let’s go.”

I minced over as quickly as I could in my heels, my skirt nearly bouncing, and snatched the glitter clutch. On the way back I passed Kaylee. She was watching. Christina and Amy were watching too. Kaylee’s mouth curved into a smile, not a mocking one, one that said things were exactly as they should be. I still blushed and looked down at the floor, deeply humiliated to be seen doing my little walk of shame. Even still, on some level I felt proud, proud because I knew I was on the brink of becoming exactly what Kaylee and Miss Connery had molded me to be. I had been a good girl for them and I knew it.

Nate took my hand and nearly dragged me out of the hall. I had to take quick little steps to keep up. We went out of the hall into the hotel lobby, the music cutting off behind the doors, the air cooler on my shoulders. He did not stop touching me while we waited for the elevator. His hand on my lower back. Then my ass. Then the back of my thigh under my skirt. I stood there holding my tiny purse, looking at the lit numbers, feeling his hardness pressed up against my hip.

The elevator opened on our floor and Nate practically dragged me down the hall to our room before I could think. The second we stepped inside he shut the door behind us and picked me up, his hands gripping my ass like I was his property, my dress riding up as I wrapped my legs around him on instinct. He pinned me to the wall hard, making me gasp as he kissed me like he owned me. I moaned into his mouth softly, completely submissive under his dominant touch. His body was all muscle, his strong hands digging into my soft cheeks while his hard cock bulged against the front of my little panties. I felt so much smaller and weaker than him, held up like I weighed nothing, my pink nails resting on his broad shoulders while my legs locked around his hips. I kissed him back softly, my sticky red lips parting in surrender to his persistent tongue. My entire body was trembling in his arms, terrified about losing my virginity. At the same time, I could feel my clitty leaking from the excitement of being manhandled like this. I could barely make sense of my own thoughts, weakly thrusting my hips to grind against his hardness without even thinking about what I was doing.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned against my mouth.

He carried me a step off the wall and set me down, my heels settling on the floor with a dainty little tap. My breathing quickened along with my pulse as he reached behind me and started taking off my dress, his hands pulling at the zipper. I felt the dress loosen as he drew it down my arms, past my breasts, and down my waist until the pink lace was a heap around my heels. I stood there feeling completely vulnerable in nothing but my high heels, lacy bra, sheer panties, and my pretty little tiara. I could feel his eyes on me, taking in my body like it was his dessert, and as much as it terrified me, I liked it. As nervous as I was, I couldn’t deny I felt sexy standing there in my sexy lingerie for my man, a picture of soft, submissive, femininity there for his pleasure.

He unbuttoned his shirt quickly, his muscular chest quickly coming into view. His whole body, his chest, his shoulders, his arms, all of it was so obviously manly and powerful compared to my own slender, womanly figure. It made my cheeks burn with shame, but deep down I knew what I needed in that moment. I slowly dropped to my knees while he was still working the last button, looking up at him in awe. I got his belt open, then his zipper, and tugged his pants and underwear down together. His cock sprang out immediately, already hard, thick, the head wet with excitement. The size of it still got me, especially pointed right at my painted lips. I had sucked it many times before, but the moment it popped out still got me every time, a simultaneous reminder of what a failure I was as a man and what a success I was as a sissy.

I parted my lips and took him in slowly, his warm, throbbing manhood filling my wet mouth immediately. I moaned around him, genuinely enjoying the taste. I was terrified of being fucked, but feeling his cock in my mouth brought a sense of serenity I had grown used to, similar to the way I felt sucking on Kaylee’s breast. I was still ashamed by what that said about me, but I was used to it, my panties wet and dripping with arousal. I bobbed, my lipstick smearing on his shaft, one hand on his thigh to steady myself, the other wrapped around his cock, jerking him in sync with my tender blowjob. He put his hand in my hair, carefully avoiding my tiara, which I appreciated, and guided me gently. I looked up at him while I sucked him, taking in the view above me: a real man standing proud, muscles rippling, cock throbbing as he looked down at his pretty princess on her knees.

Then I felt a deep submissive urge I had never felt before. Without stopping to think, I pulled off him with a wet popping sound and moved my head to the side, licking his balls before taking one into my mouth. It was so humiliating, sucking a man’s balls because I knew that was where I belonged. I couldn’t really explain it, it was like some part of me was telling me I needed to worship and pleasure the source of his manhood, and it was so natural for me to do. He groaned loudly as I started to suck on them softly, looking up at him tenderly for approval that came in the form of more groaning and stroking my hair. Eventually I went back to his cock, then to his balls again, back and forth, savoring the taste of him all over my tongue, my knees hurting, my panties soaked. I could feel my tucked clitty straining against the tape constricting it, hyper aware of how little it was compared to his superior manhood.

He let out another loud, guttural groan. “You want me to fuck you, baby?”

My heart began pounding in my chest as I processed what he had just said. I wasn’t ready to be fucked by a man. I was terrified, and beyond that, I had always thought I’d lose my virginity to a woman, fucking, not getting fucked. But deep down I knew this had to happen. I knew what I had to do. I nodded with him still in my mouth, bobbing on his slick manhood, a muffled little yes escaping my lips around his head.

He pulled out, his dick leaving my lips with an emphatic pop that left me feeling like the slut I was about to become. “Get on the bed.”

I stood slowly, my legs shaky, and climbed up on the bed. I turned to sit facing him, still in just my lingerie, heels, and tiara. I knew how sexy and innocent I looked to him, but now that was making me more nervous than anything.

He smiled down at me. “Take your bra off, baby.”

I reached back and unhooked my bra, my hands shaking like leaves. The cups came away, leaving my perky round boobs on display for his pleasure. I dropped the bra off the side of the bed and sat there in just my panties, heels, and tiara, a picture of innocent femininity, trying to look natural and hide my discomfort as I looked up at him. He stood over me with his cock pointed right at me, still wet from my mouth. My body was literally shaking as I nervously shifted, toying with my tiara as he looked at me like I was his prey. That look usually just turned me on, and it still did, but now, knowing I was about to be fucked, it felt different, more vulnerable.

He climbed onto the bed and over me, his shoulders shutting out the light from the lamp. The mattress dipped under his weight, and I could I felt the heat of him before he started kissing me, the hair on his chest brushing my smooth skin, his cock heavy against my inner thigh. I was shaking under him, staring at a man settling between my legs, and my first thought was that I was not ready, that I should tell him to stop.

He kissed me slowly, his tongue unhurried, and I opened for him with a soft sound. He sucked two fingers, reached down, and pulled my panties aside. His fingers slid through the wetness down there and pressed into me, making me whine into his mouth, my hips twitching up off the comforter. He worked them in and out of my virgin hole, kissing me the whole time, the anxiety loosened a little as he fingered me. My thighs fell open. I kissed him back instead of turning my head, surrendering to him, my nails on his back, my pussy making small wet sounds around his fingers.

After a minute or two he lifted his mouth. “Are you ready, baby?”

I wanted to say no. I wanted to tell him that despite everything I had done, I wasn’t gay and didn’t want to feel his cock inside me. I was so scared my voice almost was not working. But then I realized something, I felt safe with him. If I was going to be pinned under a boy who was about to fuck me, and I was certain by now that was the destiny my mistresses had laid out for me, I was glad it was him. He was gentle with me, sweet, kind. Even now, with my legs spread, his cock pressed up against me, and his fingers inside of me, I felt more like a precious girlfriend than a whore. I was submissive to my core, the way my mistresses had made me. They had ordered me to do this. I wanted to please them. I wanted to be the girl they had created.

I met his gaze my voice soft and sweet. “Please be gentle with me.”

He smiled. “I will, baby.”

He slipped his fingers out, hooked my panties, and slowly drew them down my legs and off over the heels, revealing the little strip of tucking tape that kept my silhouette looking feminine. In that moment I was actually embarrassed to have a penis, hoping he would pay too much attention down there. He didn’t seem to care. He lifted my legs and put them on his shoulders, folding me until my knees were close to my own face and my pussy was lined up under his cock. I could smell him. I could see the thick, wet head of him right there, inches away from invading me. My pink nails dug into the sheets, anticipating what was about to happen. The position made me feel tiny, opened, like a powerless little thing completely in her man’s hands.

He looked directly into my eyes as he started to push in.

I gasped as he entered me, the head stretching me open, hotter and thicker than a plug or his fingers. He kept going, slow, filling me inch by inch until I could feel his manhood pulsing all the way in my belly. My mouth stayed open. My eyes stung. I couldn’t believe this was happening. He was inside my pussy. A man was inside me.

He fucked me gently at first, rocking, kissing me, stroking my hair lovingly. I looked up at him while he did it and it felt unreal, his muscles, his hips, the weight of him driving that cock in and out of a body like I had been designed for his pleasure. Shame burned deep inside me, the last remnants of my old self screaming out to be a man and stop this. I had wanted to lose my virginity to a girl. Instead, I was losing it laying on my back in pink heels and a tiara with a man between my legs. I could feel myself tightening around him, my pussy pulsing every time he drew back, that deep, pleasureful place inside me lighting up as he reached farther inside me than anything ever had.

He groaned. “How’s that feel, baby?”

“Good,” I whimpered, as he thrust deeper, the sound I made making him smile.

He sped up until the gentle rhythm was gone, until each thrust shoved me up the bed a little and I had to grab the comforter to stay in place under him. He grabbed my ponytail and pulled, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to hold me in place and make me feel even more like his submissive little bitch. He pushed his thumb past my red lips as I moaned, sucking it without being asked, drooling around his knuckle while he fucked me. His other hand closed on my boob, squeezing, thumbing at me as though I had any sensation on the silicone. I whimpered around his thumb like I did, pushing my hips up to meet him and drive his manhood deeper inside me. “That’s it, baby. Take it like a good girl.”

He pulled out all at once. I gasped at the loss feeling empty, clenching. He flipped me, his hands on my hips, and put me on all fours. My heels dug into the mattress. My ass was in the air. I felt the wetness running down the inside of my thigh now, my clitty leaking like a faucet.

He thrust back into me from behind in one long stroke and I cried out. He fucked me doggy style like that for a while. I could feel it and hear it at the same time, my cheeks clapping against his hips every time he rammed me, his balls slapping my thigh on every stroke, skin on skin, wet and loud in the quiet room. My breasts swung under me as I rocked back and forth. The pleasure stacked with each clap, my tucked clitty throbbing and twitching beneath the soaked tape, leaking onto it, while inside I was stretched and filled so full it radiated up my spine and out into my stomach, my pussy clutching him on the way out and taking him again, deeper than the plug had ever been, an intense rolling heat that made my elbows shake. It felt like there was electricity coming from inside me.

I lifted my head and saw myself in the mirror right in front of the bed.

The girl on the bed still looked beautiful. She had a soft face, pretty makeup, her pouty red lips open as she moaned, her tiara sitting elegantly amidst her now messy hair, looking innocent and girly even with her back arched like a slut. Everything that I was seeing in the mirror was female: a sexy girl, ass up, boobs jiggling, waist small in Nate’s hands. Behind me Nate was all man, gripping me, slamming into me, making my cheeks clap against him as my painted lips parted to let out soft little moans and whines.

I watched him fuck me and I understood now that I was a girl.

I was feminine, soft inside and out. I had never been a man. I had obviously been pretending. I was born to be a sissy, to wear dresses, to take cock, to look this pretty while a man pounded my pussy. This was what I wanted, what I needed, what I belonged doing. For the first time I felt grateful to Kaylee and Miss Connery, actually grateful, for every humiliation and every rule and every time they had emasculated me or made me do it myself. The final picture was finally here, and it made sense.

Nate spanked me, the smack loud, the sting landing on my cheek just as his hips clapped against it. “Fiona…you’re such a sexy little slut. You were made for this cock.”

“Yes,” I whined, pushing back so my ass met him. “Yes, Daddy. Fuck my pussy. It’s yours. I’ve needed this. I’ve needed you to fuck me.”

He groaned and spanked the other side, the heat of his smacks radiating throughout my body and meshing with the heat I was feeling inside me.

He kept going, hips clapping my ass while he spanked it, his balls tapping my thigh, the wet clapping sounds of my submission filling the room.

He groaned as he slowed his thrust, driving deeper than before. “That’s it. Take Daddy’s cock. Ohh your pussy feels so fucking good.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whined, pushing back onto him, my arms shaking. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop. Fuck me.”

He spanked me again and grabbed a handful of my ass, using it to pull me onto every thrust, my boobs jiggling wildly as I watched us in the mirror, my open mouth, his body driving into mine, my cheeks bright red with handprints that marked his dominance over me. The heat inside me kept building until I was making broken, incoherent little sounds on every clap, my tucked clitty twitching and leaking into the soaked tape, my hole fluttering around him.

He sped up. “I’m close, baby.”

“Please,” I gasped. I was shaking so hard I could barely hold myself up. “Please cum in me. I need to feel you cum in my pussy. Cum in me, Daddy, please, I need it, I need your cum…”

He slammed in deep as quickly as he could, groaning like a horny caveman.

It started in my pussy, a hard involuntary clamp on his cock, and then it ripped outward through my stomach, my hips, the backs of my thighs, up my spine into my nipples and  down into my tiny clitty until even my fingers and toes locked up and convulsed. I dropped to my elbows with a cry I did not recognize, ass still up, taking him, my whole body seizing in waves that would not let me breathe right. My pussy kept squeezing him in tight rhythmic pulls, milking his manhood, and then I felt the first hot jet of his cum hit inside me and it set the whole thing off again harder, a second peak following the first. Each pulse of him was a thick wet heat blooming deeper, flooding me, and every pulse made me clamp down again, made my legs kick, made my mouth hang open as I moaned against the sheet. I could feel it filling me, leaking around his shaft, running down over my own twitching clitty as it shot out its own weak little spurts, and the sensation of being pumped full while I was already coming made my vision go spotty. I sobbed into the comforter, shaking, pussy spasming, clitty jerking and spilling a thin pathetic mess into the wet lace, nothing compared to what he was emptying into me, and I still could not stop coming, my ass pushing back on him like my body was trying to keep every drop.

He collapsed onto my back, still inside me, both of us panting into the sheets. His cock softened slowly, still wet, leaving a lingering sense of fullness as it shrank. He kissed the side of my neck, gentle now, his mouth on the damp skin under my earring, one arm hooked around my waist so I stayed under him.

I felt warm all the way throughout my body. I felt warm, safe, feminine, like the happiest sissy in the world. My fear was gone. What was left was that quiet submissive calm I got when I nursed on Kaylee, only heavier, my body used and full of him. I turned my face toward the mirror and saw it: me beneath him, conquered, his bigger body covering mine. I knew with absolute certain after this that I would never hear that voice inside telling me to man up again. That part of me was gone now, fucked out of existence by a real man who showed me what a sissy I was.

Epilogue: (3 Days Later)

I did not know what room I was in now, only that I was somewhere in my mistresses’ house. Christina and Amy had spent twenty minutes in Kaylee’s bedroom doing my face with heavy eyeliner, too much blush, a sticky pink gloss they kept layering on until my mouth felt wet and sticky, then they split my hair into two high pigtails and tied them with pink bows. After that the blindfold went on, thick enough that I could not see light.  The dildo they shoved into my mouth was huge, my jaw aching around it. They put headphones in my ears, and girly pop music blasted so loud I could not hear my own breathing or their feet on the floor.

I was naked except for the plug seated deep inside me, my cage, and the pink rope around my wrists. My hands were bound behind my back, pulling my shoulders open, pushing my breast forms out. They led me by both arms. The floor kept changing under my bare soles, soft, then tile, then something warmer like wood, and every step made the plug shift inside my hole. I felt completely exposed, boobs out, stomach bare, my little clitty and my balls hanging uncovered for whoever was in the room. I was shaking. I kept swallowing around the silicone and tasting it.

Someone flicked my balls, a sharp snap of fingers against the most delicate skin I had. I flinched hard and groaned around the dildo, a sound I could not hear over the music. It happened again a few steps later, and I knew it was Christina without needing to see her. My knees wobbled. One of their nails dug into my arm as they kept me walking.

After a few minutes of what I deduced was walking me around the house, they stopped me and pushed down on my shoulders.

My knees hit the hard wood floor.

The headphones came off first. The silence was jarring, almost confusing after all that noise. Then the blindfold peeled away and the living room lights nearly burned my eyes. Then they pulled the dildo out of my mouth, a thick wet slide that left a string of spit from my lip to the toy.

Kaylee and Miss Connery were standing over me in long elegant gowns, hair done, jewelry on, looking like they had dressed for a ceremony. I had to tip my head all the way back to see their faces. In the corner Christina and Amy had their phones up, recording, both of them still in regular clothes, smiling at the screen.

I stayed on my knees with my wrists tied, the heavy makeup drying on my skin, the pigtails brushing my bare shoulders, the plug still stretching me open, spit on my chin, and looked up at my owners, weak and powerless, waiting for them to speak.

Miss Connery looked down at me for a long time before she spoke, and when she did her voice was the same one she used in class when she wanted the whole room quiet.

“Look at you. A year ago, you were a disrespectful little brat in the second row who thought he was going to fuck my daughter. Do you remember that boy, Fiona? Because I do. I remember his walk, his voice, his pathetic male pride. I have spent this year taking every piece of that apart. I waxed you, taught you makeup, locked away your clit, taught you how to to curtsy, trained you to please real men, put you in dresses and skirts, and exposed you to the world. You are feminine now. Pretty in the face, soft in the voice, tiny between the legs. You got fucked by a man a few days ago and you told us you liked it. You look like a girl, act like a girl, and now think like one too. I’m sure you realize by now that this is not a costume you can take off after graduation. That is what you are now.”

I stared up at her, eyes wide, the pigtails hanging against my bare shoulders, and I could not find a word to say.

“I enjoyed it,” she said, almost gently. “I want you to know that. I enjoyed stripping you of your masculinity. I enjoyed stripping you of your pride. Watching you break and rebuild as my me and my daughter’s toy has been one of the great pleasures of my adult life. My job is done now though, but that does not mean you are free. You are my property, and that means you are mine to give.”

She put her hand on Kaylee’s back without looking away from me. “I am giving you to Kaylee. You will be her sissy in college, and afterwards if she wishes it. That is what come next for you our pretty princess. Do you understand what I have just told you?”

I nodded. My throat was too tight to do anything else. I knew this was coming, but it was still a lot to wrap my head around.

“Kaylee,” Miss Connery said. “What would you like to tell your sissy?”

Kaylee stepped closer until the hem of her gown almost touched my knees. She looked at me the way she had in the bathroom at prom, fond and absolute, like she both owned me and loved me.

“I am so proud of you, Fiona,” she said. “I need you to hear that first, because I mean it. I love you. I love what we have, I love it when I nurse you like a little girl, I love the nights you sleepover, the way you look at me like I’m the greatest thing that ever walked the earth. You are the best thing in my life, and I am not going to pretend that is not the truth.”

Tears were already starting. I blinked as they fell down over my heavy blush.

She continued. “But you also need to know that I own you. I am in complete charge. Not as a game. Not as a temporary thing. Completely. Your clothes, your body, your accounts, who you date, who you fuck, whether you get to come. That’s all up to me now. Do you understand?”

I nodded.

“Good girl.” She drew a breath. “This is what your future looks like. You are going to keep camming until you are one of the most famous little porn starlets on the internet, and we are going to make a lot of money together. You are going to college as a girl. You are going on female hormones. You are getting breast implants. And if I decide I do not want that clitty and those balls on my property anymore, they come off. You will never fuck a woman. You will get fucked by a lot more men than Nate, but I know you’ll love it. Do you understand?”

I could not stop crying. The tears ran off my chin onto my chest. I was overwhelmed by everything she was saying, and by the permanence of it all. But I was also relieved in a sense, belonging to her was what made me happiest, and I was glad that wasn’t going to end any time soon.

Kaylee’s voice went quieter. “Do you accept my ownership? It will not make a difference if you say no. I am only asking because I want to hear you choose it.”

I nodded, small, submissive, my tied hands flexing behind my back like they wanted to reach for her.

The room broke into applause, Christina and Amy still recording, Miss Connery’s hands coming together slow and sure, Kaylee smiling down at me like I had reacted exactly as she hoped.

Kaylee walked to the couch and picked up a black bag. She took out a strap-on, thick, pale, around the same size Nate’s was, and buckled the harness around her gown at the waist. The dildo jutted out in front of the silk. She squeezed lube into her palm and stroked it down the shaft, looking at me the whole time. “I promised I’d fuck you if you fucked Nate, right, baby?”

I had pictured myself fucking her when we spoke in the bathroom, pictured being allowed to feel like a man even if I wasn’t one. I felt humiliated and pathetic for having thought that, for not understanding by now that it was not my place to fuck anyone. I also felt giddy, stupidly giddy, because the love of my life was going to be inside me.

I did not wait to be told. I dropped forward onto the floor as best I could, face-down, and shimmy-turned until my ass was toward her. I lifted my hips and wiggled, the plug shifting, my pigtails swinging over my face.

Christina burst out laughing. “Holy shit...she’s presenting herself.”

Kaylee laughed too, softer though, more affectionate, and dropped down behind me. Her hands found my ass, spread me, and worked the plug out in one slow pull. I gasped at the empty stretch. Then the slick head of the strap-on lined up right before she pushed in, filling the space the plug had left, thicker, longer, her hips meeting mine through the gown.

She fucked me slowly at first, long strokes, and spanked me in between them, the crack sharp in the quiet living room. Christina and Amy crouched in front of my face with their phones, close enough that I could see the lenses, close enough that every wet-eyed blink and every open-mouthed moan was going on video.

“Hold that face,” Christina murmured. “That’s the one.”

Kaylee’s palm landed again. “Good girl. This pussy is mine. Say it.”

“My pussy yours,” I whined. “I’m yours, Mistress.”

I was completely overwhelmed, shaking on my elbows, the future she had just described looming in my head as she fucked me: camming, college as a girl, hormones, implants, maybe no clit and no balls, men I had not even met yet. It all terrified me, but I knew that if Kaylee chose it, it was my destiny. I would not have wanted to belong to anyone else. Kaylee’s strap-on kept moving inside me, her gown whispering against my thighs as I took her on the living room floor like the sweet little bitch they had made, crying a little, pushing back, hoping Kaylee was enjoying this as much as I was.

The End.
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