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HEAD TO HEAD

Liam has spent three years gathering the courage to ask Emily out on a date. Now prom is just two weeks away and it’s Liam’s last chance. When he finally walks up to her and opens his mouth, he hears a voice behind him asking the question he was going to ask: “Emily, will you go to prom with me?” Standing behind him is his best friend, Kyle.

Liam makes it clear to Emily that he is willing to do anything to take her to prom. Kyle says the same thing, and he’s not willing to stand down. Now, the boys are stuck in a stalemate. So Emily gives the boys one week to win her over, and before the games begin, she makes it known that she likes her boys more on the sissy side.


CHAPTER I

Emily Browning was the girl of my dreams. She had big, stunning eyes, the cutest button nose, and a laugh that made my heart swell with joy every time I heard it. Her long brown hair looked so soft—I’m not sure how she managed to braid it every day before school—how it didn’t just slip away between her fingers in its weightlessness.

I’d known Emily for three years, but I’d never once spoken to her.

I planned to talk to her every single day, but I always ended up chickening out. I would start walking towards her, then her beauty would become overwhelming, making my joints lock and scrambling the words up in my head. Sometimes she would look over at me as I moved towards her, and her piercing gaze would render my body completely numb. No matter how hard I tried to commit, as soon as I was within ten feet of her, I would veer off in another direction, as if I was just on my way to my next class. I once got within five feet of her, and then I smelled her perfume, which made my knees tremble.

Life is hard as a teenaged boy. Girls have the power to turn boys into puddles of nothing, and they don’t even know it.

Emily was beautiful, but I was pretty sure that I was the only one who thought that she was the most beautiful girl in the entire school. She never came up when the guys talked about who they were hoping to smash. She rarely made top ten lists, and as far as I knew, she wasn’t being considered as prom date—at least not by any of my friends. Occasionally one of my buddies would say something like, “That Emily girl is kind of cute. I wonder if she puts out,” and my body would fill with the strangest jealous rage—but I would just force a smile and shrug my shoulders, careful not to give away the fact that I’d been crushing on her for three long years: a lifetime to a teenager.

She was a bit on the thicker end—by no means fat, but surely curvy, with thick thighs and a plump ass. She always had dark circles around her eyes, which gave her a sort of Twilight look that some guys apparently found unattractive (it drove me wild). Her teeth certainly weren’t perfect—her two front teeth had a measurable gap, giving her a sort of mousy look—but that only made her more beautiful as far as I was concerned. She never dressed for attention like the traditional hotties in the school: no dresses, no skin-tight tops. She sometimes wore tight leggings, and maybe the rare skirt, but she usually stuck to jeans and hoodies, which I admired. She didn’t have to try to be sexy—it came naturally to her.

I wanted her to be mine. I knew I had a good chance if I could just man up and confront her. I just needed to ask her on a date. She had no boyfriend—at least that’s what Facebook told me; her status was set to single, which to me meant that she was hoping someone would ask her out. If she wanted to be left alone, surely she would have left that relationship status blank, right? And I wasn’t such a bad candidate. Sure, I was on the shorter end (maybe even shorter than her), and I was skinny (definitely skinnier than her), but that wouldn’t disqualify me—or would it? In junior high, I was told that two girls had crushes on me, though I never found out which girls. Or maybe that was just girls messing with me…

Prom was two weeks away now, and I wanted Emily to be my date. I wanted to make her my summer girlfriend, and then maybe we could become serious going into college. She was going to the same college as me—I knew because I always tried to sit within earshot of her during class, and we had every class together (I picked home economics and art as my electives because I knew that she picked the same). At times I felt like somewhat of a stalker, especially when I lied to the vice-principal about being bullied so that I could have my locker moved to the other hallway, where her locker was—or when I lied to my gym teacher about having hurdle experience, so I could be on the track and field team with her.

And I certainly felt like a stalker now as I followed her through the halls, trying to build up that last speck of courage that I needed to talk to her. My heart was pounding and my hands were shaking, but I wasn’t going to turn around. I had to commit. I had to make her my prom date before someone beat me to the punch. My body felt cold. I got a bit closer—within fifteen now. The strong urge to turn around and run away filled my whole body. I squirmed but I fought that urge away. I sped up my pace, getting within ten feet. I was close to my record.

I started running through opening lines. ‘Hey Emily, can I talk to you for a second?’ That was the line I’d decided was best after days of careful planning. But now I wasn’t so sure. What if she didn’t have a second? Maybe I just needed to cut right to the chase: ‘Emily, will you be my prom date?’ But what if she didn’t know who the hell I was? Sure—for three years we’d been in all of the same classes, but we’d never talked. In fact, I couldn’t think of a single time she acknowledged my existence. ‘Hey Emily, I’ve had a crush on you for years.’ Would that be romantic or just downright creepy?

What if I ended up being rejected? Would the next two weeks be absolute torture? Would she tell all of her friends that I asked her out like an oblivious moron? Would the whole school mock me? And if she said no, that meant it was all over. At least now I had a little bit of hope; there was a possibility she could become my girlfriend. I’d been cherishing that possibility for years now. If she rejected me, it would be gone, and then I would have nothing but an emptiness that would probably never be filled.

I was close now—almost close enough that I could reach out and tap her on the shoulder. She was reaching for the back door of the school, with her bag secured tightly on her back. There was nobody in front of her and nobody behind me. I had her all alone. But was that a good thing? Or was it just creepy? She pushed the door open and I followed her. Then I realized I was being disturbingly quiet: stepping down carefully with each step, matching her gait so that she wouldn’t hear me. Now surely that was creepy…

We were outside now. I didn’t need to be any closer—I just needed to open my mouth and start a conversation: the first conversation of our not-yet-existing relationship.

My heart fluttered and the trembling in my hands worsened. I hadn’t masturbated in over a month—I told myself that I wouldn’t touch myself until I asked her out. It was the only bartering chip that I had with myself, and to be honest, it worked pretty well. I was pretty sure I couldn’t go another night without a good wank, so I needed to ask her out.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. My teeth were trembling and almost rattling as if I was stuck on top of Everest without a coat. “Hey Emily,” I finally said, after three years of trying. My heart jumped up into my throat.

But there was something weird about my voice. I could almost hear an echo of my words, but it seemed like they were coming from behind me.

Emily stopped and turned around. She had a cute and casual smile on her face. She looked at me and then she looked behind me. “Hey guys,” she said. Guys? I narrowed my eyes and then I could suddenly feel a presence behind me. I turned around and saw Kyle, standing just over my shoulder. He looked at me with a strange look—maybe he was also taken by surprise by our synchronized greeting.

We stared at each other for a long moment, and then Emily broke the silence. “Do you guys need something?”

There was a desperate glimmer in Kyle’s eyes, and I realized in that moment that he was there to ask Emily out for prom.


CHAPTER II

Kyle was probably a better catch than me. He was taller, his skin was clearer, and he had long hair that gave him a sort of male model look. But like me, he was cursed with a youthful face; we were both eighteen, but we looked fifteen. And a beautiful girl like Emily probably didn’t want people thinking she was dating a little kid.

Kyle turned to look at Emily. I watched his lips begin to part, and I knew I had to beat him to the punch if I was going to have any chance whatsoever. So I quickly turned my head and tried to get those words out first. “Do you want to go to prom with me?” I asked—and he asked the exact same question at almost the exact same moment. It was hard to tell who said it first.

Emily’s eyes became wide. She didn’t answer. Instead, she just stared at the two of us for a long, horrible moment. Then, she finally ended that awful silence. “You guys want me to go with both of you? I think that might be weird.”

“No—just me,” Kyle said without missing a beat. “I meant to ask you earlier.”

Then Emily looked at me, as if she wanted me to confirm Kyle’s piece. I opened my mouth, but it took a moment for words to come out. “I was actually hoping you would, uh, go with me. I didn’t know Kyle was behind me.”

She looked back at Kyle, and then back at me. “Well I can’t go with both of you,” she said. Her cheeks were turning a shade of pink, and I wondered if it was because of me or because of Kyle. I was about to find out. She looked down at the ground with a smile, and then she looked back up, gently biting her bottom lip.  My God, she looked so cute. I wasn’t ready for the rejection. I had a feeling I wouldn’t be able to handle it. My stomach groaned and I squirmed in my place. Then she said, “Maybe you guys can decide.”

There was a short silence, which Kyle ended suddenly. “Decide what?”

“Who will take me to prom,” she said.

“I’ll take you,” he said.

“Wait—that’s not fair. I’ve been meaning to ask for a long time,” I said. My heart was pounding ferociously now—maybe even harder than when I was walking behind her, trying to build up the courage to make my proposal.

“I’ve been meaning to ask for longer—trust me,” Kyle said with a little grin. But his face was dark red—probably the same colour as my face.

“How would you know?” I said.

“How would you know?” he said.

Kyle was my friend—at least I’d considered him my friend until that moment. We ate lunch together, we drew comics together, we partnered up for assignments together—but now I only saw him as a competitor. I wanted to grab him and throttle him. Maybe we could settle this over a fight. I’d never been in a fight before, but I knew I could win. I could get scrappy and use my nails. I wasn’t afraid to bite a man if I had to.

“You guys talk it over, then tomorrow after school, come and tell me who’s going to take me.”

“I’ll save you the time and tell you now,” Kyle said. “I’ll take you.” He made a big smile, which made me want to hit him even more, but I resisted the urge.

“Emily,” I said, “I know we’ve never really talked before, but—um—I really like you, and I’ve, uh, always really liked you.” I felt stupider and stupider with each word that came out of my mouth. “I would really like it if you would go to prom with me. I think you would, uh, have a really good time. You’re very pretty and I—”

Kyle scoffed. “Why don’t you just pick?” he said to Emily. “Right now—just pick who you would rather go to prom with. Don’t let us pick because we’re not going to come to any sort of conclusion. So just say it—who’s it going to be?”

Emily stared at Kyle for a moment, and then she turned to look at me. For the first time ever, she looked right into my eyes. Her gaze was overwhelming, making my body ache and tremble. I quickly looked away—though I tried my hardest not to. I tried to look back, but that fear had consumed me.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t know either of you very well.”

“Well let me take you out for a coffee now, so we can get to know each other.”

Emily blushed, and I knew I had no chance. Kyle was more outgoing than me. He was far less bashful—and he was probably more handsome as well. So was there really any point in trying to compete? He’d probably only been interested in Emily for a few days—maybe a few weeks at the most. He had no idea that he was standing next to a guy who hadn’t gone a day in three years without fantasizing about Emily. He probably had no idea how hard it was for me to build up the courage needed just to say hello.

I should have asked her out one day sooner. Hell, I should have asked her one minute sooner, before Kyle appeared behind me.

“I don’t know if that would be fair,” Emily said to Kyle. I suddenly perked up with a glimmer of hope. “I might need a bit of time to decide which one of you is a better fit. But I’m really flattered that you both asked me. Seriously—that’s really so cute.” She made a big smile.

I shook my head. “No,” I said, suddenly overwhelmed with a peculiar frustration. “I can’t wait a few days. I’ve been waiting so long for this moment, and now I just need to know. Just be honest—I can handle it. At least I think I can handle it. I like you, Emily. I’ve liked you for a really long time. It took everything I had in me to come up to you today. So please—just put my mind at ease. If I really have a chance, please just be honest with me.”

She stared into my eyes again. This time I didn’t look away. I stared into those beautiful eyes and found myself regretting my horrible timing. I had three years to ask her out, so I couldn’t be mad. I had literally hundreds of opportunities—and now the universe was punishing me for being such a pussy.

“Look,” she said, looking away. “I’m flattered that you guys like me—at least, you think you like me. But you guys don’t even really know me. You don’t know what I like and you don’t know what kind of things I’m into. So how can you really know that you want to go to prom with me?”

Kyle and I were both silent. We looked at each other and then we looked back at her. “What are you into?” Kyle asked.

“Well, I really like movies. And I really like books. My favourite author is Kurt Vonnegut.”

“Vonnegut? I love Vonnegut. He’s my favourite too!” Kyle said.

“Really?” Emily asked with glowing eyes. I felt that strong wave of defeat once again. “What your favourite Vonnegut book?”

Kyle was silent for a moment. “How can you even choose?” he said with an awkward laugh. And it was suddenly obvious that he didn’t know anything about Kurt Vonnegut—but I didn’t either. At least I didn’t try lying about it.

“Can you name a book?” she asked with a cute little laugh. Apparently she wasn’t too offended that he tried to lie. In fact, she seemed flattered by his foolish attempt.

Kyle bit his lip and laughed awkwardly, admitting to lying without saying a word.

“What movies do you like?” I asked.

“Oh, I like lots of movies, but my favourite director is Jim Jarmusch. Do you know him?”

We were both silent. This time, Kyle knew better than to lie.

“He’s an acquired taste,” she said. I had a feeling this head-to-head contest would be decided by who could read the most Vonnegut and watch the most Jarmusch overnight. Thankfully, there was a library on my way home, which was stocked with many DVDs.

Kyle shook his head. “Look—there must be a way for me to show you now how serious I am about wanting to take you to prom. What can I do now?” he asked.

Emily bit her bottom lip again. “Well…” she said, looking around as she thought. “There is one kind of weird thing that I’m into—and it might be a deal breaker for both of you.”

“What is it?” I asked eagerly.

“It’s kind of embarrassing,” she said.

“Just say it, and I bet you anything I’ll be into it too,” Kyle said with a strange amount of confidence.

“I kind of want a guy who can be… girly,” she said.

Now we were both silent. I slowly looked over at Kyle and he slowly looked at me. When our eyes met, we both looked away swiftly, back at Emily, who was now blushing and looking down at her feet. The air was silent, and it was starting to feel cold, even though it was a warm June morning.

Did I hear her right? Did she say that she wanted a girly boy? What did that even mean? Did she want me to put on a dress, or did she just want me to watch cheesy romance movies with her and wear facemasks?

“W—What exactly do you mean?” Kyle asked. “Because I can be girly. I think I’m in touch with my feminine side.”

I looked over at him, narrowing my eyes to let him know that I was not impressed by how fake he was acting. Kyle wasn’t girly. Kyle loved sports and violent video games—he didn’t love romance movies and spa treatments.

Emily shrugged. Her cheeks were still that shade of dark red. “I don’t know,” she said. “I like a guy who can be… girly.” She said it again as if it would make more sense this time. “It sounds weird—I know—but I always imagined myself with a guy who wore panties instead of boxers. Maybe when we go shopping together, he tries on dresses with me—that kind of thing.”

The air was silent again. I had a feeling my face was whiter than bleached bone. Was she just screwing with us? Or was she serious? How could we know for sure?

Kyle’s lips were parted. He looked like he wanted to lie again, to tell her that he loved to wear panties instead of boxers, but his ego wasn’t allowing him to speak. He just remained silent—and I did the same.

“Look—I’ll let you guys think about it, and if you’re still interested, come and ask me tomorrow after school,” she said with a cute smile. “I need to get home. Bye!” She turned around and continued towards the street, leaving us pale and speechless.

Kyle looked at me and I looked at Kyle. We only stared at each other for a moment before looking away. Then we lingered for a moment longer before I said, “Well, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Yep. See you tomorrow,” he said. And we turned and walked away in different directions—not even daring to address the insanity that just came out of Emily Browning’s mouth.


CHAPTER III

My heart didn’t stop pounding once I was home, and my hands didn’t stop shaking. I had adrenaline pumping through my system. I had to sit down in order to catch my breath, but even then, I wasn’t able to collect my racing thoughts. I’d waited years for that moment, and it was a complete disaster. It could not have gone worse—but still, I had a chance to get with her.

Her strange little quirk—wanting a girly boy—maybe wasn’t as weird as it first seemed. She was basically saying that she wanted her boyfriend to partake in her girly interests. The panties thing seemed a bit strange, but was it really a deal breaker? Was it not worth getting the girl of my dreams? Sure, the thought of wearing panties was kind of odd, but honestly: what’s the difference between panties and a pair of undies? They’re tighter and smaller. Otherwise, it’s just fabric. And again with the whole trying on dresses thing—it’s just fabric, right?

It seemed worth trying. If it was too embarrassing to handle, then I could always back out—but I would never know if the sacrifice was worthwhile if I didn’t give it a try. I’d spent years building up the confidence to ask her out, and I couldn’t just back down now because of one silly little request.

It was 4:00 PM. I had one hour before my parents were home from work—one hour to track down a pair of panties, so I could prove to Emily that I was serious about dating her. I opened up my piggy bank and took out twenty bucks. I had no idea how much a pair of panties would run me, but I couldn’t imagine a tiny piece of fabric could cost more than twenty bucks.

I took off for the nearby mall, which was right between my house and the school. My heart rate increased with every step I took. I had the image of Emily in my mind, constantly reminding me why I was going to the mall to buy women’s underwear. It wasn’t until the mall was in sight that I considered the possibility that Emily was playing a prank to see if she could get me to wear a pair of women’s underwear to school. And how did I plan to show her what I was wearing without humiliating myself completely?

I just had to try. I wasn’t sure how this plan was going to work, but I knew it wouldn’t work without a pair of panties.

I entered the mall and found myself standing in front of the lingerie store. The walls were painted pink and black, and smell of sex seemed to bellow out from the shop, trying to scare my innocent little self away. I clenched my hand into a tight ball, digging my fingernails into my palms. I had to do it. I had to bite my tongue and move forward.

I stepped into the store and I headed straight to the panty selection—past the intimate lingerie and past the lacy bras. I felt the gazes of the employees turning towards me: girls only a few years older than me—girls who could spot a virgin from five miles away. I could feel the colour draining from my face as I quickly scanned the options. I saw the sign on top of the impressive panty mountain: ‘FIVE FOR FIFTEEN’. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw one of the employees lean over and whisper something into the ear of another. Then one of them started walking towards me.

She was dark-skinned, with curly black hair. She was calm and relaxed, making my nervous trembling even more obvious. It didn’t help that she was taller than me by at least six inches—being helped by her tall heels. “Can I help you find something?” she asked with a jazzy voice.

“My girlfriend asked her to buy some panties,” I said. It was the phrase I’d planned to say from the beginning—but now it just sounded strange and awkward. Who buys panties for their girlfriend? Maybe some married husband for his wife—but an eighteen-year-old for his high school girlfriend?

I watched as her lips curled into a smile, almost as if she was trying not to laugh—as if she knew the panties were really for me. “Well you came at the right time. We’re having a sale: five for fifteen—that goes for all the styles you see here. Is she a small, medium, or large?”

I had no idea what size I was as a woman. I was smaller than most of the girls in my school, so I could only assume that I was a small. But looking at the panties, I had a hard time believing any of them would fit on my body. They were hardly bigger than the elastic bands that held the morning newspaper together. “I guess a small,” I said.

“This side is small,” she said. “Lots of styles to choose from.”

“Thank you,” I said, hoping she would leave me alone so the humiliation would end. She took a step back, but she continued to watch me, standing by as if she was thrilled by the horrible embarrassment that was probably obvious on my face.

There were too many options. I didn’t want to be standing in that store for any longer than absolutely necessary. So I just reached out and grabbed the first five pairs I could get my hands on. I scrunched them into a tight ball in one hand and then I zipped over to the cash register. I dropped them down and tried my best not to squirm, like a toddler trying hard not to pee in his pants.

The same dark-skinned woman slipped slowly behind the counter and started to scan each pair of panties: one by one, slowly and meticulously. I felt sick. My head was throbbing and my lips were suddenly dry. I tried to force a smile, but I had a feeling there was no smile on my face. “That’ll be fifteen dollars and seventy five cents,” she said.

I handed her the twenty and then I grabbed the bright pink shopping bag. I was already planning on ditching the bag in the nearby mall bathroom. I could stuff the panties into my hoodie pocket so that I didn’t look like a crazy pervert on my way back home.

She was slow to fetch my change. I was tempted to leave without it. She slid it carefully across the counter before saying, “Enjoy.” Her lips curled again into that sly smirk, making me feel small and pathetic. But it didn’t matter—I got what I came for. I had more than enough to prove to Emily that I was really serious about making her my prom date. Now I just had to build up the courage to put the panties on under my jeans—and somehow find a way to show her.


CHAPTER IV

I closed my door while I was getting dressed the next morning. But closing the door didn’t seem like enough privacy, so I pulled my desk chair in front of the door, leaning it over to tuck the head of the chair underneath the doorknob, just in case my mother decided to enter without a warning.

I dug out my panty selection from underneath my mattress. I had two red pairs, two black pairs, and a white pair. I thought the white would be the most inconspicuous, until I held them up and realized it was a thong. “Shit,” I muttered. I couldn’t wear a thong to school! I couldn’t spend the whole day with a thin string tucked between my butt cheeks.

I certainly wasn’t going to wear a red pair of panties, so that only left the two black options: one was satin and the other was lace. The lacy pair was high waisted, which seemed risky, as my jeans weren’t high waisted, even when my belt was cinched as tight as it could go. So I was left with the black satin panties with the tiny pink bow that sat on my pubic bone.

I made sure my curtains were closed completely before stepping into the undies, then I carefully pulled them up, worried they would rip if I tugged them too hard. They were tight, and it wasn’t easy to adjust my cock and ball sack so that they were being confidently held in place. I was going to have to be careful not to make any sudden movements—particularly during gym class, in my little pair of gym shorts.

I felt a bit of relief once I had my jeans on, covering up the embarrassing panties—but a part of me was worried that people would somehow be able to tell that I was wearing women’s underwear. I stood in front of the mirror, looking at myself from multiple angles to ensure that my panties weren’t showing, even when my shirt rode up and I was bending over. It seemed okay, though my heart refused to stop pounding.

I ended up wearing my baggiest hoodie, just so I could be sure that my waistline was covered in the rare event that my panties rode up above my jeans. I wasn’t willing to take any chances.

I felt stiff as I walked to school, but that stiffness reached its climax as I stepped through the school’s front doors and I found myself surrounded by my peers.

Every time someone looked in my direction, my heart would throb and my joints would lock. I hadn’t even made it to my locker yet and I could feel cold beads of sweat forming on the back of my neck. Was I making a huge mistake?

I moved towards my locker, and then I saw Emily at her locker, digging out her textbook for her first period—which was also my first period. And when would I go up to her and tell her that I was wearing panties, like she liked? Should I tell her quickly, before Kyle had a chance to make another move? Or was it better to wait until school was finished, and the hallways were clear in case Emily decided to turn around and announce my embarrassing secret to everyone?

She looked over at me as I cautiously approached my locker. She smiled and I returned the smile. I was shocked that I didn’t immediately look away like I always had before. Maybe I was making a bit of progress. Or maybe I was putting a little bit too much faith in this whole panties business.

She went off to class. I grabbed my textbook and then I did the same. I was happy to see that the seats around her were all taken. I wasn’t ready to sit right next to her yet. I certainly didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, even though she’d made me more uncomfortable than I’d ever been in my life. As I sat down, I felt the thin strip of black satin fabric nestle between my butt cheeks. The panties were suddenly tight, squashing my package firmly against my body. I wanted to reach down to pull out the wedgie, but knew better than to make such a foolish move.

For the second half of the period, the teacher let us all study for the upcoming final exam. The class was quiet as everyone flipped open their books. I looked around the room before opening my book, and that’s when I noticed Emily was looking at me. She had a little smile on her face, and it almost seemed as though she knew I was packing a pair of panties underneath my jeans. I returned the smile and she bit her bottom lip gently before looking down at her textbook.

My heart swelled. Maybe I really did have a shot! Maybe she really did like me enough to let me take her to prom. I found myself sitting with an awkward smile on my face. Butterflies fluttered through my chest. Maybe I didn’t even have to tell her about the panties, and I could just toss my haul into the garbage and pretend like that whole embarrassment never happened.

Then it was time for gym class. I was running a bit late as I forgot to grab my uniform from my locker, so I had to double back. When I walked into the changing room, the other guys were already undressed. I carefully moved towards the back corner of the room. Normally, I would just undress with all the other guys—but now, that was obviously not in the cards. So I took my uniform over to the little bathroom stall. It was being used. Class was about to start. I had perfect attendance for all of my classes and I didn’t want that streak to end—but keeping that streak wasn’t worth showing all of my friends that I was wearing a pair of black satin panties with a tiny pink bow.

My heart pounded, and then that bathroom stall door opened. Kyle came out. He looked at me and then he paused for a moment. There was a long silence between us before he simply said, “Hey.” Then he skirted off. I noticed he had his school clothes wrapped in a tight ball in his hand. Did he just change in the bathroom stall? He didn’t normally change in the stall—was he wearing panties as well?

I slipped into the stall and got changed. Now I had two problems on my hands: the potential humiliation of being caught wearing panties, and Kyle’s fierce competition. If he was willing to put on a pair of his sister’s undies, then maybe he really was serious about taking Emily to prom. Maybe she wasn’t just one of many on a long list. Maybe I really had some serious competition.

I tied my shorts up high, to ensure they would keep my panties covered in case they decided to ride up during gym class. But now my thighs were mostly exposed, and if someone got beneath me, they would possibly be able to see my secret. I was going to have to be careful, which wasn’t going to be easy, seeing as our gym teacher had an obstacle course set up, which included the climbing rope. “Fuck,” I muttered to myself when I saw the extravagant course.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. Then I looked across the gymnasium and saw Emily looking my way again. She had that cute smile on, reminding me that I wasn’t risking everything for nothing. Then I watched as she turned to look at Kyle. Kyle was staring at her with a big smile. “Son of a bitch,” I muttered under my breath.

I knew I had to do something to edge him out. I had to travel way outside of my comfort zone (which I was already pretty far outside of now). I had to put everything on the line. I had to show Emily just how serious I was about making her mine.

And the perfect opportunity came up ten minutes later. Kyle was halfway through the obstacle course, on the other end of the gym, when Emily walked over to the gym teacher and asked if she could be excused to use the bathroom. As soon as she was ten steps away, I hurried over to the gym teacher. “Can I use the bathroom too? I really have to go.”

“Sure—but be quick,” he said. So I ran off to catch up with Emily. I managed to stop her right before she went into the girl’s bathroom.

“Hey Emily,” I said. “Hold on.”

She turned to me with a smile on her face. “What is it, Liam?” she asked. My whole body turned cold and all of my muscles tensed up. I could even feel my eyes strangely swelling in my head as my vision began to blur. Was I about to pass out? Was the anxiety just too much to handle?

I reached down and grabbed the waistband of my gym shorts. Then I gently pulled down, showing her the waistband of my panties, complete with little pink bow. I would have pulled down further, but the terror had now consumed my body completely. I wasn’t even sure if my heart was still beating—but I was sure that I wasn’t breathing.

Her eyes lit up and her lips curled into a smile. She looked up into my eyes slowly, and then she said, “Do you like them?”

The lump in my throat was thick, but somehow I was able to say, “It feels different.”

“Don’t you like how tight they are?” she asked, still with that little grin.

I remained frozen for a moment, and then I managed to shrug my shoulders. “I guess it feels kind of nice,” I said.

“Cool,” she said, nodding her head. “They look really good on you.” She reached out and grabbed my hand. She looked around, checking the empty hallways before pulling me into the girl’s bathroom. Now I was sure my heart was beating because it was ruthlessly pounding against my ribcage. What was happening? Were we about to get sexual?

She reached past me to lock the door once we were inside. Then she motioned towards my crotch and said, “Take the shorts off so I can see.”

I bent over slowly and carefully, trying to force my joints to unlock as if I was a very old man. I gently tugged down my gym shorts until they were around my thighs. Now she could see everything: my bulge tucked awkwardly in my tight panties and my hairy thighs.

“When you get home tonight, you should shave,” she said.

“Shave?” I asked. I’d never touched a razor in my life. I didn’t have the slighting touch of facial hair, and I never saw a point in removing my pubic hair.

“Yeah,” she said. “Your crotch and your legs—and maybe your armpits too. I think it would look really cute.” She reached forward and grabbed the waistband of my panties. Her fingers brushed my skin and my body perked up as I realized she was touching me for the first time ever. She gently pulled my panties down, exposing my pubic hair and the base of my shaft. I felt my face turning red. I wanted to tell her that my cock was normally bigger, but now it wasn’t so big because it had been squashed in a pair of tight panties for hours. “Yeah—you should definitely shave,” she said.

“Okay,” I said.

“Cool,” she said with a big smile. “Thanks for showing me.” She leaned forward suddenly and planted an unexpected kiss on my cheek. My mind swirled and my vision flashed. No woman had ever kissed me before—my mother aside. I’d never felt the lips of a woman my age on my skin. All of my panty regret instantly washed away. I suddenly couldn’t wait to get home so I could shave away my body hair. I couldn’t wait to show Emily how good I could look for her, and just how much I was willing to do. Hell—in that moment, I was pretty sure that I would wear a dress to school if I could get another kiss.

And for the first time since my head-to-head with Kyle had started, I felt like I was in the lead. If Emily was going to pick anyone, it was going to be me.

“See you back out there,” I said to her with a smile before slipping out from the girl’s bathroom. I could feel my body glowing bright. I felt taller than ever before, and I was ready to easily conquer the gymnasium obstacle course. Emily was going to be my prom date, and then she was going to be my girlfriend—somehow I just knew it.


CHAPTER V

My future girlfriend had a strange fetish, but I didn’t mind. Everyone has a strange fetish. Whenever I watched porn (when my parents were out of the house), I always tried to find videos where the girls were hairy between the thighs. So really, Emily asking me to wear panties was no different than me asking her to stop shaving her crotch—right? Though I was so obsessed with Emily that I would have taken her with or without pubic hair… Maybe one day, years into our relationship, I could ask her to try growing things out.

But now, I had to shave. As soon as I got home I went straight to the bathroom. I locked the door and ran a warm tub. I used my mother’s pink razor to carefully strip away my leg hair first. I was terrified of cutting myself, so I moved as slowly and meticulously as I could. I must have sat in that tub for over an hour.

Shaving my pubic hair wasn’t quite as easy as my legs (which were hardly hairy to begin with). My pubic hair was thick and dense. I ended up retrieving a small pair of scissors to trim my bush away before using the razor to clean up the rest. It took a good twenty minutes just to clean up my ball sack.

Once I was finished, I stood naked in front of the mirror. I hardly recognized my body. I already had the problem of looking younger than I was. Now, I looked like a prepubescent boy. It didn’t seem like the most flattering look, but I wasn’t trying to look that way for myself—I was doing it for Emily.

I went to my bedroom and locked the door. Then I retrieved a red thong from underneath my mattress. I yanked off the tag and then I slid the little undergarment up my legs. It was a tight fit; the small patch of fabric just barely kept my business in place. I turned around to look at my profile in my closet mirror. I used my arm to cover my chest, and then I used my other arm to block out my face. With my top half out of the picture, I actually kind of looked like a girl. My legs weren’t so different from the legs of my female classmates—and my ass was actually better than some of the girls in my school.

I caught myself grinning—then my face turned red. Under all other circumstances, I would have been humiliated and devastated. But this was what Emily wanted, so this is what I was going to give her.

I decided to wear that thong to school the next day. It was a risky move, but I was going to need to play risky moves if I was going to win Emily’s heart. I received the same opportunity as the day before, with Emily excusing herself from gym class to use the potty. I ran after her and managed to catch up to her before she slipped into the girl’s room. “Can I show you?” I said to her, half out of breath.

She smiled, looked around, and then opened the bathroom door for me. “We need to be quick,” she said. Once the bathroom door was locked, I pulled down my gym shorts and showed off my red thong and my clean-shaved crotch and legs. Her smile grew larger. “I noticed the legs when you were running warm up laps,” she said. My stomach clenched. I was worried people would notice, and I wasn’t sure what I was going to say when my freshly shaved legs were pointed out by a classmate.

“You can feel if you want,” I said.

She looked into my eyes as her eyes flashed. Then she sunk down into a squatting position. She reached both hands out and ran them up from my shins to my upper thighs. I watched as she gently bit her bottom lip. “They’re so smooth,” she said. “Turn around.”

I turned around. Then I felt her hands cupping my butt cheeks. My heart stuttered and leapt. I bit down on my tongue in an attempt to stop my body from breaking into a violent tremble. “You’ve got a girly bum,” she said.

“Thanks,” I said. The comment was off-putting, but it was exactly what I wanted to hear given her sissy-loving fetish.

She looked up at me with glowing eyes. “Can I feel it?”

I stared down at her in silence for a moment. “Feel what?”

“You know.” She looked at my crotch. My heart fluttered and puttered before soaring up into my throat.

“Oh. Okay. Sure,” I said.

She slowly reached up, slipping her hand over my bulge. Now I couldn’t stop my legs from trembling. She gently squeezed my cock and balls with one hand, and then she used that same hand to reach down my waistband, to feel the smooth skin of my pelvis. Her fingers pushed down either side of my shaft, then she was suddenly cupping my ball sack, which she fondled gently. My cock was throbbing and growing fast.

I could feel the heat in my face. All of my blood seemed to be leaving my brain, making me lightheaded. I stumbled slightly, but I didn’t fall over. Then I started imagining the horrible possibility of passing out, hitting my head, and having to be hauled out of the school in a stretched, with my shorts down at my ankles and my erection pushing out from my red thong. So I reached out and grabbed onto the bathroom counter.

I had a full-blown erection now, and I was almost positive that I was going to get a handjob, if not more. I was trembling with excitement—until she said, “Turn around and bend over for me. And be quick! We should get back to class soon.”

I hesitated briefly, and then I followed her orders, spinning around and bending over that bathroom sink. I watched in the mirror and she stuck her pointer finger into her mouth and sucked. Then she pulled that glistening finger out, leaving a dripping glob of saliva dangling off of her fingertip. She reached that hand down behind me, out of my field of vision—but it wasn’t gone. I could feel it now, pulling my thong out from my ass before returning alone: teasing my butthole.

I clenched and became tense. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Just relax. It’ll be fun,” she said. I could hear the excitement in her voice. I didn’t want to ruin the moment for her. I wanted her to have her fun. I wanted her to know that I was open to whatever it was she was into. I wanted to be her boyfriend, even if that meant letting her stick her finger into my ass.

Besides—how much could it really hurt? It was just a female finger. It wasn’t even long enough to do any damage—right? Women and gay men take big, erect black cocks in their ass all the time and they seem fine. In fact, they seemed to like it—at least from the porn that I’d seen.

So I unclenched, taking a deep breath. Then she pushed that finger into my bum. I shut my eyes and groaned. It was hard not to clench again, but somehow I did it. I let her push that finger in until her knuckles stopped her from going any deeper. Then I let her thrust that finger in and out. I heard her giggle as if she was having the most fun she’d ever had. As I opened my eyes so I could see the joy on her face, she slapped my ass hard. “Ouch!” I said, perking up and clenching on her finger. She giggled as if it was funny.

My heart stuttered. I forced a smile. “Shouldn’t we get back to class?” I asked.

She stopped thrusting. She looked into my eyes through the mirror, and then she pulled her finger out of me. “You’re right,” she said. “Let’s do this again tomorrow—maybe during lunch, when we have more time.”

I stood up and quickly pulled my gym shorts back up—but now my erection was obvious and awkward. I tried to adjust it, but it didn’t seem to matter where I put it. It didn’t help that I only had a thong under my shorts.

Emily moved towards the door. “Wait!” I said. She turned and looked at me with a smile.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Does this mean you’ll go to prom with me?” I asked.

She looked into my eyes for a long moment. Then she shrugged her shoulders. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said casually. Then she slipped out, heading back to class, leaving me alone in the women’s bathroom with a big erection and a lot of confusion.

It was that lunchtime when I secretly followed her from a distance and saw her meeting with Kyle by the old music room. I watched from my safe distance as Kyle unzipped his fly to show Emily what he was wearing underneath. I wondered if he was all shaved too. And then my heart fizzled into my gut as I watched a big smile appear on Emily’s face. Our competition was far from over. I had a feeling it was just getting started.


CHAPTER VI

I had to beat Kyle, which meant I had to take this whole sissy nonsense one step further. As soon as I got home that afternoon, I began pacing my bedroom trying to think of how I could beat Kyle at Emily’s little feminization game. I started coming up with ideas that made my skin crawl with goose bumps. I pushed those ideas away, and then I began to accept the fact that I was going to need to push my comfort zone if I was going to have any chance of beating Kyle. Kyle was a competitor; he was the kind of guy who always got what he wanted. But this time, he wasn’t going to get what he wanted. This time, I was going to win.

So I took all of the money out from my piggy bank: $172.50. It wasn’t much, but it was all I had. It took years to make that money. I didn’t get an allowance and I didn’t have a job, so all I could do was save birthday money and the change that I got when my mom sent me to the grocery store to buy ingredients for dinner. I was hoping to eventually use that money to buy myself a gaming console, but I wanted Emily more than I wanted a video game machine.

I took the money to the mall and I carefully explored all of the shops. In the women’s clothing stores, I could feel the awkward glances of store employees, probably confused as to why a young man was sorting through racks of dresses. I had to use all of my willpower to ignore them. Emily was more important than a bit of embarrassment. I would never see these people again, so they could think whatever they wanted to think.

In Aritzia, I found a soft pink skirt. It was short and a bit skimpy, but my heart told me that it was exactly what I was looking for. It was fifty bucks. It hurt to watch the cashier stuff my money into the cash register, but I knew deep down that I was doing the right thing.

But my outfit wasn’t complete—not even close. For twenty bucks, I found a black top at Forever 21. At the lingerie store where I bought my panties, I bought a padded bra for thirty dollars. I still had about seventy bucks remaining, which I thought was far more than enough, but I’d seriously underestimated how much it costs to be a girl.

I bought the cheapest makeup kit I could find, and it was thirty dollars. Then I bought the cheapest pair of heels that looked half decent, and they were twenty-five dollars. I thought I had more money left in my pocket than I did, so I bought some costume jewellery for ten bucks, then I finished my journey at the wig store and was shocked to see that the cheapest decent wig they had was almost one hundred dollars. I reached into my pocket and counted my remaining change. I had less than five dollars. “Damnit,” I said. But I needed long hair to finish my costume, otherwise all of my purchases were for nothing.

I asked the owner of the wig shop if they had anything for five bucks—even something old that I could wash and stick underneath a toque. He just laughed in my face. “For five bucks you might be able to get a cheap costume wig at Wal-Mart,” he said.

I tried Wal-Mart next, but even the costume wigs were in the twenty-dollar range. So I started looking through my shopping bags, trying to decide what I could return so I could afford something. I could return the heels, but that would only afford me one of the cheap Wal-Mart costume wigs. Was it worth it? What about the makeup kit? Did I even know how to put on makeup? Even if I returned both the heels and the makeup kit, I still wouldn’t have enough for a high quality wig.

Then I noticed the long, blonde braided hair on the mannequin in a nearby store window. It wasn’t perfect, looking a bit puffy on top, but I could make it work with a tongue or a bandana. My heart began racing, and then I did something that I wasn’t terribly proud of: I stole the wig. I waited until the shop owner was looking away, and then I stuffed the wig into one of my shopping bags. Then I awkwardly and shamefully left the store.

I’d committed a real crime for the first time in my life. But I had to do it—I had to beat Kyle, and beating Kyle meant putting in every little shred of effort I could muster up, even if that meant stealing a mannequin’s wig.

That night, I locked myself in my bedroom with my sissy haul and a box of makeup wipes that I stole from my mother’s cupboard in the bathroom. I spent hours in front of the mirror, putting on eyeliner and mascara and eye shadow, and then wiping it all off to do it again. I had to get all of the details right, and I had to figure out how to do it fast. I watched dozens of makeup tutorials on the Internet with my computer’s volume turned down to its lowest setting.

Then, around 1:00 AM, I put on my outfit along with my wig and a black toque to hide the unnatural bulge on the top of the wig, and I stood in front of the mirror. I stared at myself for a long time, turning and trying out different angles. I actually looked like a girl—I even looked a little bit like Emily, and maybe that was because I’d put so much effort into matching her eye-shadow style around my eyes.

“This is going to work,” I said to myself, though I wasn’t sure if I was being confident or if I was just hopelessly trying to convince myself that I wasn’t just wasting all of my time and money on a pointless cause.


CHAPTER VII

I slipped a note into Emily’s locker before she had even arrived at school. My whole body was trembling with fear and uncertainty. What if the note got lost before she could read it? What if I’d gone too far, even for her little fetish? What if she ended up bringing her friends with her at lunchtime, resulting in my complete public humiliation?

I had to take the risk. The note was simple: ‘Meet me in Mr. Klassen’s room as soon as lunchtime starts.’ I didn’t want to give away the surprise—or maybe I just wanted to have the option to back out of getting dolled up during school hours like a complete buffoon.

I watched Emily carefully during first period. She didn’t look over at me until the class was nearly over. She only gave me a little smile—not enough to let me know that she got my note. What would I do if she didn’t show up at Mr. Klassen’s classroom?

During gym, I thought about approaching her to ask if she got the note, but there wasn’t a good moment. Her friends constantly surrounded her when she wasn’t doing the assigned drills. The last thing I wanted was for her friends to show up at that classroom while I was dressed like one of them. There was only a week and a few days left before graduation—but even that seemed like a lifetime to be surrounded by a crowd of mocking peers.

Halfway through third period, I followed through with the first portion of my plan. I raised my hand and the teacher pointed at me. “Yes, Liam?” he said.

“I’m not feeling well,” I said.

He stared at me for a moment. “What’s wrong?” he said.

“I don’t know. Can I go and see the school nurse?”

He stared at me for another long moment. “Okay, sure,” he said. My horrible anxiety probably helped. My face was probably pale and my eyes were probably sunken—not to mention, it was probably clear on my face that I hardly slept the night before.

Normally students needed to get a hall pass to use the bathroom or to see the nurse, but I had three years of perfect attendance, with no detentions. I knew that the teachers trusted me, and I was relying on that trust to make my plan work.

I also knew that Mr. Klassen didn’t have a third period class, and during the fourth period, after lunch, he taught downstairs in the chemistry lab instead of in his classroom. His classroom was at the end of a long hallway, which didn’t get a lot of traffic—usually none during lunchtime. And I also knew that he left his classroom unlocked during the day, because I would spend my fourth period spare in his classroom, finishing up my homework so I wouldn’t have to take much home.

Now, I was setting up a little station in the back corner of the quiet, empty room. I spread my makeup supplies out on the desk, and then I flipped up the little makeup mirror that I nabbed from my mother’s bathroom cupboard. My heart stammered as I brought the eyeliner pen up to my left eye. In a way, it was the point of no return. I still couldn’t know for sure if Emily got my note or not. I couldn’t even be sure that Mr. Klassen’s classroom wouldn’t be flooded with students as soon as the lunch bell rang; it’s not like I was the only one who knew that classroom was empty through the middle of the day.

But I had to commit. I had to beat Kyle, and I only had twenty minutes until Emily was supposed to be at that classroom door. So I started putting the makeup on my face. I worked quickly, using the techniques I’d practised the night before. My hands were trembling, but somehow I managed to draw straight lines. I didn’t have time to wipe my face and reapply everything, so I had to get it all right the first time. And somehow, I was doing a great job, almost as if the universe was helping to guide my hands as I layered one product over another.

The bell rang while I was finishing my lips with some nude gloss. My heart stammered and I swung my head to look at the clock. My twenty minutes was up and I still wasn’t in my outfit. So I sprung to my feet and quickly started to undress. I dropped my pants to the ground and then I pulled that pink skirt up over my black thong. Then I clipped on my padded bra and I squeezed my body into that tight black top. My heart was racing fast as I wriggled the wig onto my head. I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair, doing as much as I could to straighten before I was out of time—

And I was out of time. There was a light knock at the door. I could see a figure through the frosted glass, but I had no way of knowing if the figure belonged to Emily or to someone else—maybe even Mr. Klassen himself (and Mr. Klassen curled with my parents on the weekends). My hand was shaking violently as I reached for the doorknob. I closed my eyes and prayed that Emily would be standing on the other side—and that she would approve of the money and effort I spent on satisfying her curious craving.

And to my delight, it was her. Her face lit up at the sight of me. When her lips parted, she gasped. It was a moment before she said, “Look at you!” The biggest wave of relief washed over me when her lips curled into a cute smile.

“Come in,” I said, softening my voice as much as possible. I stepped aside and then I closed the door the moment she was inside. I turned the lock, letting another wave of relief wash over me. I knew I could leave that door locked until my face was cleaned up and I was back in my normal clothes.

Emily scanned my whole body: down and then up again. That smile stayed on her face. “You look so good,” she said, sounding slightly surprised. “What do you think?”

I didn’t want to tell her that the outfit terrified me. I didn’t want her to know that I desperately wanted to take the skimpy clothes off and never wear them again in my life. So I just said, “I like it.” I forced myself to sway from side to side, making the pink skirt dance around me. She reached down and rubbed the soft pink fabric between her thumb and her pointer finger.

“I love this skirt,” she said. I was tempted to tell her she could have it, but I wanted her to think that I was into it as well. Though now, as she stared down at my body, I found myself wondering how long I could go on like this. What if Emily did end up agreeing to be my girlfriend? What if she expected this level of sissification from me every single day? What if she wanted me to go to the mall with her dressed like this? Would I be able to do it? Would I eventually get used to it, or would every day be an anxiety-ridden battle like the past three days had been? “We have forty minutes. What should we do?” she asked.

“Whatever you want to do,” I said. My voice cracked, making me blush. She was feeling my body now with her hands: feeling my curves and cupping my fake tits. I couldn’t help but wonder if she was maybe a lesbian, trying to find a way to satisfy her same-sex cravings with a man. Would I ever be able to make her happy? Was it just a matter of time before she realized that she wanted to be with a real woman, with real breasts and a nice, wet pussy she could play with?

Emily’s face lit up as if she suddenly remembered something very exciting. “I brought something. I found it online. It’s called a Sissy Stick,” she said. “I want you to be the first to try it—I want to see if it actually works.” She reached over into her purse, and then she pulled out a long plastic rod, which was curved with a bulbous head. The sight of the object made my skin crawl with cold goose bumps.

“What does it do?” I asked, even though I had a pretty good idea.

“It’s supposed to stimulate your prostate, to give you the most intense orgasm you’ve ever had,” she said. “Bend over and let’s try it out.” Before I could even turn around, she reached into her purse and pulled out a bottle of lubricant. What concerned me more than anything was that the lubricant had already been opened and the bottle wasn’t quite full, as if she’d already used it on someone else—maybe even Kyle.

And maybe she had used it on Kyle. Maybe she was now comparing who was more open and willing. I didn’t want the Sissy Stick in my ass, but I wanted to beat Kyle in this competition, so I spun around and I bent over the closest desk. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “It won’t hurt—as long as you stay relaxed.”

I nodded my head. When I opened my eyes, I saw myself looking back at me in the nearby window reflection. It was a strange sight; I didn’t even recognize myself, with my blonde hair hanging down on that desk. But in a weird way, I looked kind of sexy, especially now as my cheeks flushed and became a shade of red. I blinked, batting my long, dark eyelashes. I had eyelashes that most girls would have killed to have. And my lips were plump: women spend a lot of money having chemicals injected into their lips just to look like me.

I felt the slimy, dull tip of the Sissy Stick pressing between my butt cheeks. My heart leapt. “Oh God,” I whimpered.

“Just relax,” she said. “Once it’s in, it will feel good.” She started twisting it clockwise and then counter-clockwise—over and over, as if she was trying to make a key fit into a random keyhole. I could feel that slightly pointed tip burrowing into my hole, trying to stretch me wide. And I knew I had to take her advice: I knew I just had to relax—but how can a man relax when he’s dressed up like a little teen slut, while his crush is sticking a dildo into his asshole?

Somehow, I managed to unclench—and I managed to remain unclenched as she pressed that long rod into my tight hole. I groaned. I felt the object twisting into place, and then I felt the sold base pressing up against my ass. I felt fuller than ever, as if her entire forearm was up in my asshole. I groaned again, and then she gently rubbed my back. “It’s in. The worst part is over. Now I just have to turn it on.” I heard her giggle as if this was a big joke to her—and maybe it was. Maybe the entire past week had just been a giant joke to her.

I took a series of deep breaths. Then, I felt her flick a switch. The unit in my ass started buzzing. My legs became tense and I groaned again. The buzzing was intense: far more powerful than I was expecting. I squirmed and tried to fight back the urge to moan. The buzzing did kind of feel good. It was deep inside of me, but somehow it seemed to travel all the way down my cock, directly into my tip. I wasn’t getting hard—but was starting to feel like I had to pee.

She walked around me and then she bent over the desk in front of me, blocking my view of my reflection. Now, I was looking into my long-time crush’s eyes, and she was looking into mine. It was a moment I’d spent so many years dreaming about, but the details were never anything similar to the reality. “How does it feel?” she asked with a big smile.

I nodded my head, unable to reply. I kept looking into her beautiful eyes.

“They say it’s the closest thing a man can feel to a female orgasm,” she said. “Who knows if that’s true though? How could they even know?” I was struggling to pay attention to her, distracted by the pleasure swelling between my legs and mesmerized by her bright, shining eyes.

A moan slipped out from my lips. I tried to catch it, but she noticed. “Is the feeling getting stronger? Do you think it will make you come? It’s supposed to make you come,” she said.

“I—I don’t know,” I said. I gripped the edge of the desk and squeezed tightly. The buzzing felt like it was getting stronger, even though she wasn’t behind me pressing any buttons. I had the urge to expel the object from my ass, but when I tried, it didn’t budge. It was designed to sit in place until someone used force to pull it out—and maybe that was for the best. “Oh God,” I whimpered.

“Tell me if you’re going to come,” she said. “I’ve never seen a boy come before.”

I nodded my head again. I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing: that she’d never seen a boy come before. At least that meant she’d never seen Kyle come. At least it meant that I was beating him there, if you could even call this ‘beating’ him.

“I have to admit: I think we would make a cute prom date,” she said. My heart swelled with warm energy.

“Really?” I said.

“I think so. But I still haven’t made my decision yet. How badly do you want to go to prom with me?” She widened her eyes and smiled bigger.

“I really want to go with you,” I said between moans.

“I know—but how badly?” she asked, leaning in closer. “Tell me how badly you want me.”

“I want you so badly. I’ve been dreaming about you for three years,” I said.

“If I had a cock, what would you want me to do to you?” she asked, leaning in even closer. Her lips curled into an even bigger smile. She really was a bit of a pervert. I wasn’t sure if I liked that or not. It was hard to decide with that vibrating Sissy Stick in my asshole.

“I would suck your cock until you came on my face,” I said, biting down hard on my tongue.

“That’s it?” she said.

“When you were ready again, I would let you stick it in my ass. I would let you come bareback in my asshole.” I was clenching my teeth hard now.

“Would you eat your own cum for me?” she asked with glowing eyes.

I nodded my head. “I would eat your cum out from my own asshole.”

“Right—but what about your cum. Would you eat your cum for me?”

I nodded my head again.

“Are you about to come?” she asked.

I nodded my head, unable to speak. I could feel my face becoming red hot. I felt like I had to pee—like I was about to burst, even though I went to the bathroom before getting dolled up. I looked down at my crotch—at my erection crammed into my thong—and then I groaned loudly. Suddenly, a big wet spot started to grow around the tip of my penis. “Oh God,” I said, thinking I was peeing. But a moment later, thick white goo started to ooze down my leg. It wasn’t pee at all—it was cum.

“Now take off your panties and lick it up,” she said with a face of amazement.

I felt humiliated and overwhelmed, but I still followed her command. I carefully stepped out from my soiled panties and then I brought them to my face. I began to lick my warm cum, which tasted like raw pancake batter. It wasn’t the worst flavour in the world at least.

“Get some on your tongue and hold it there,” she said. So that’s what I did. I scooped a thick glob of white cum onto my tongue and then I showed it to her. Then she walked around the desk and sat down gently on my lap. She leaned in and our lips locked. We were making out. Her tongue pressed into my mouth and it wrapped around my tongue. Did she want to make out with me or did she just want to taste my ejaculation?

When she pulled her head away, a long strand of white goo connected our lips. She looked into my eyes, making my heart melt, and then she said, “Let’s just say you’re definitely in the running.” She giggled and then she hopped off of my lap. Her thigh was now slick with my cum, which she’d sat on, but she didn’t seem to mind. She didn’t even bother wiping it off before heading to the door to leave. “I’ll see you in class,” she said, waving cutely before taking off.

I looked up at the clock. I had ten minutes to do quite a bit of cleaning before my next class.


CHAPTER VIII

After school, with my bag packed full on my back, I followed Emily again—keeping my distance as I tried to figure out if I really was in the running to be her prom date. After she left her locker, she didn’t head towards the school’s back entrance, where she normally left after school. Instead, she was headed down towards the school’s east wing, where the old music room was—and where she’d met up with Kyle before.

Now, she was being extra cautious, looking back often to ensure she wasn’t being watched or followed. I had to act quickly a number of times, spinning around suddenly to pretend like I was a random student casually headed in the other direction. After a particularly close call, I ended up letting the distance grow between us. I would wait around corners until she turned around the next corner, and then I would run to try and see where she was going before she got too far away.

When I peeked down that final hallway, she was gone—but I had a feeling she was in that old music room with Kyle. So I crept up quietly, staying close to the wall, moving quickly between doors in case I needed to dive into a classroom.

I reached that door. The hallway was quiet now as all of the students were gone for the day—and many of the teachers as well. I stared down at the door handle. I wanted to throw the door open, so I could catch them before they had a chance to stop what they were doing, but at the same time, I wanted to remain inconspicuous. I didn’t want Emily to know that I was practically stalking her—and I certainly didn’t want to humiliate her just a week before prom.

So I figured I would open the door quietly and slowly, just enough to peek my head in for a brief second. I grabbed the handle and started to turn, but the door was locked. I wasn’t sure why I was surprised. Locking the door would have been my first move as well.

I could tell from the glowing frosted window that the room was bright with natural inside, which meant the curtains were open. Unfortunately, the windows around the school were all raised up higher than I could stand, unless I could find a ladder.

I slipped outside and looked up at the old music room’s window. I knew they were inside, but how could I know what they were up to? I looked around for a ladder or even a large box I could stand up on, but there was nothing except for an old tree about twenty yards away from the school. Maybe I could climb the tree and see into the room from up high.

The tree wasn’t in great shape. Leaves hadn’t grown on it in well over a decade, and bark was peeling off in long, rotten sheets. The branches weren’t very thick—probably not thick enough to hold the weight of a human—but I didn’t have any other ideas so I jumped up and grabbed onto the closest branch. A second later, as I tried to pull myself up, the branch came crashing down on my head. Thankfully, the tree was so dry and rotten that the branch hardly weighed anything at all.

And now I had another idea. I took out my cellphone and a roll of masking tape I had in my bag thanks to an art class project I was supposed to finish at home. I taped my phone to the top of the long branch and then I pressed record before lifting it up carefully towards the window. I looked around as I held the phone to the glass, to make sure people weren’t watching my borderline psychotic antics.

I held the phone for a minute, scanning slowly to the left and slowly to the right to ensure I was recording the whole room. Then I carefully brought my phone down so I could watch whatever it was I recorded. After peeling the masking tape off of my screen, I pressed play on my video.

It took my phone a moment to adjust to the light of the old music room once it was pressed against the glass—and then it took a moment for the focus to adjust from the glass to the subjects inside of the room. But once everything was adjusted, I could see them.

Emily was in the music room with another woman. She had long brown hair and she was wearing a tight black skirted romper, with knee-high black boots. She was on her knees, sucking the tip of a strap-on dildo, which Emily had secured around her hips.

Once the initial shock of the sight wore off, I was able to zoom in on the video to take a closer look at the strange woman. Before I was even finished zooming, I realized I was staring at Kyle. Apparently I wasn’t the only one who went the extra mile in trying to sweep Emily off of her feet. Kyle was in it to win it—ready to match whatever I could come up with, and maybe even willing to go an extra step further.

Before I pulled the phone back down to end the recording, Emily reached out and sunk her fingers into Kyle’s long hair—which was his own hair that he’d straightened with a straighter that was now visible in the back of the room.

I wrapped my phone around the branch again and I carefully hoisted it up so I could record more of the scene. I looked around once more, to make sure that I was still alone. I didn’t want to end up being suspended for being a peeping Tom, just one week before prom. Thankfully, I was still alone—so I kept recording.

I held that phone up until my arms were too sore to continue. Then, I spent the next few minutes watching my footage. Emily got Kyle to bend over, with his romper pulled to the side to expose his asshole. She pushed that saliva-slicked dildo into his ass and she fucked him like a cheap slut. Before my footage came to an end, Kyle was clutching the edges of the desk and moaning loud enough that my phone picked some of the audio up through the thick glass.

I had to admit: Kyle looked pretty good as a chick. He was lucky because he had long hair, so he didn’t have to wear a wig. But I never realized how slender his frame was—or how wide his hips were. He seemed to have no problem standing upright in those tall-heeled boots, even with his legs spread wide while bent over. I probably didn’t look quite as graceful while Emily’s Sissy Stick was stimulating me.

I thought of all the nasty things I could do with that video. I could blackmail Kyle out of pursuing Emily: threated to release that footage to the whole school so that Emily was only left with me as an option. But that wouldn’t be fair to Emily. If I was going to win her heart, then I needed to prove to her that I was the better candidate, not just the meanest competitor. So after some hesitation, I deleted those videos off of my phone. I went home with a feeling of defeat swirling deep in my gut. Was I the loser of this competition? Was Kyle the lucky one who would take Emily to prom—even after all of the work I’d put in and money I’d spent.

I had to figure out a way to win Emily over. I had to go further than Kyle was willing to go. I had to go way out of my comfort zone, and I had to do it before the idea even crossed Kyle’s mind.


CHAPTER IX

It was Friday morning, and I had a feeling I was making the biggest mistake of my life. I was certain that it would be the longest Friday of my life, and I hadn’t even stepped foot in the school yet.

I was walking slowly, struggling to stay upright in my high heels, which I’d hardly had any time to practise walking in. My classmates were passing me on my left and on my right, heading towards the school, not quite realizing they were walking past Liam and not some girl they just hadn’t noticed before. No one had looked back at me yet, but it was only a matter of time before someone looked at my face and realized who was hiding behind that thin layer of makeup.

I reached down and gave my pink skirt a tug as I felt a cool breeze drifting up my legs. I was worried it was riding up and showing my tush off to all of the students behind me. It was bad enough that they were seeing me dressed up like a girl—they didn’t need to see my thong-clad ass on top of it.

I was walking down the hallway towards my locker when I got my first glance: a quick little head turn from one of the boys in my art class. He looked at my face and then he looked down at my body before looking away quickly. I don’t think he realized he was looking at a dude—his glance was just a second or two too short.

Then, as I walked up to my locker, I could feel the gazes of a number of nearby students turning my way. I could feel their eyes tickling my back as I gently bent over to grab my first period textbook. I was too terrified to look back. I didn’t want them to see my face, even though it was inevitable. I had to spend seven more hours in that student prison—it was only a matter of time before I became the topic of the day.

Emily was to my right, about twenty yards away, chatting with a friend. I wanted her to look over at me, to see what I was doing for her, but I wasn’t about to make a scene to make it happen. Her seeing me was just as inevitable as everyone else—maybe even more so because we had every single class together.

So with my face pointed at the ground, I quickly darted towards my first class. Now I could see faces turning towards me through my peripheral vision. I refused to look over and meet their gazes. I looked up as I came close to my first class, and I saw the teacher standing at the door, staring right into my eyes. His eyes narrowed as I slipped by him with a pounding heart. I took a seat in a back corner desk, and then I looked up at him again. He was still staring at me with those narrowed eyes, as if he was trying to figure out who the hell I was. Then I watched as those eyes grew and he looked away swiftly: the moment he put it all together.

He was a teacher; he wasn’t going to be the catalyst for my humiliation. But now there were other students looking my way, trying to figure out what the teacher just figured out. The room became strangely quiet, and then the whispering started. The ones who figured me out were now passing the info along to the ones who couldn’t quite put their finger on what was off about me. Suddenly, the room became completely silent, and I could feel all of the gazes burning through me.

The silent classroom door opened and Emily walked in. “Sorry I’m a bit late,” she said to the teacher.

Then Emily looked around the room, probably confused as to why it was so quiet. She scanned around and then her gaze landed on me. Her eyes widened the same way the teachers did. I forced a smile, letting her know that I was dolled up for her. But she didn’t smile back. Instead, she looked away quickly and took a seat on the other side of the room, close to the door.

And in that moment, my heart stopped beating. My mind began spinning and regret became heavy in my gut. Was this all a big mistake? I didn’t just shoot myself in the foot—I shot myself in the head! I heard a snicker from one side of the room, and then I heard a snicker from the other side. I sunk into my seat and tried to start counting down the seconds before the school day was up. Maybe I could just skip the last week of class: call in sick a few times and then accept the absents for whatever was left. Sure, my grade would drop, but at least I wouldn’t have to suffer the torment of my fellow classmates.

I was so desperate to one-up Kyle that I never even considered the possibility that I could be humiliating Emily in the process. She probably didn’t want the whole school knowing about her little fetish. Of course she didn’t want that—nobody would want that! Now, she was probably regretting having ever told me that she likes sissy boys.

I didn’t have a change of clothes. I didn’t come with any sort of backup plan. I was all-in, and I had four periods and a forty-five minute lunch break left to suffer through.

I remained in my seat after that first class ended. I waited until all of my classmates were gone before I even started to pack up my things. My plan was to zip over to my next period quickly, so I could avoid the horrible hallways filled with gossiping teenagers. I kept my head down once I was on my feet. I moved swiftly, with a pounding heart. Emily was already in class when I showed up. She looked at me quickly, looking down at her desk before our eyes could properly meet. I took that as my cue to find a seat as far away as possible, so that’s what I did.

Then I had to suffer through the same torment: students pouring into the room, looking at me strangely, whispering, and then becoming silent for a moment before the orchestra of snickering began. Thankfully, none of my teachers called on me to answer questions or to read chapters aloud.

I did the same thing after the bell rang: I waited for everyone to leave before I started to gather my things. But this time, I had to get changed for gym. I had to brave the boys’ changing room, which seemed like an impossible feat. Maybe I could just get changed in one of the bathrooms—or an empty classroom, so I could avoid the changing room completely. So that’s what I did.

I felt like a complete idiot in my gym outfit, combined with my wig and makeup. I thought about washing the makeup off and staying in my gym outfit for the rest of the day, but the damage was already done. I’d already noticed a number of students snapping pictures of me with their phones—and I’d already been seen by at least half of the school. And a part of me—maybe the stupid part—thought that I could still woo Emily. Maybe she just needed a bit longer to appreciate my sacrifice for her.

So I left the makeup on, along with the wig and the padded bra. I stepped into that gym class and then I suffered through that familiar routine: my classmates all stared at me and then whispered to one another once they figured me out.

Amanda Stevens walked up to me. I was ready for her to say something mean or to laugh in my face—so I was surprised when she said, “You have to show me how you did your eye-shadow like that. I’ve been trying to get my shadow to blend like that for the past six months.”

I was silent, not sure if I was being set up for some sort of prank. I stared into her eyes and then I looked around her. A few of the girls were staring at me, as if they were waiting for my response. So I carefully opened my mouth and said, “I used a little foam brush. I saw it done on a YouTube tutorial.” They all nodded as if they were happy with my answer.

Then I noticed Kyle across the gymnasium. He was staring at me with a pale face and wide eyes. Unlike the others, he didn’t look away the moment I looked towards him. He kept staring as if he needed a little bit more time than everyone else to process what he was seeing.

That shocked look remained on his face for the rest of that gym class. Then, when the bell rang, ushering in lunchtime, he was the first one gone—zipping off as if he just remembered he had an important assignment that needed to be finished, and he hadn’t even started.

I was walking quickly with my head down, on my way towards the bathroom I got changed in, when someone tapped on my shoulder. I turned around reluctantly to see Emily staring at me. She didn’t say anything at first. Instead, she just looked up and down my body. “I did this for you,” I said. “I wasn’t trying to embarrass you.”

She nodded her head. “You look so good,” she said. “To be honest, I’m a little bit intimidated.”

“You like it?” I asked. My chest swelled and I perked up.

She nodded her head with a cute smile. “You have a spare fourth period, right?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“We should hang out.”

“Totally,” I said, trying not to burst into a victory dance. There was no way Kyle could compete with me now. There was no way Kyle would sacrifice his social status for a prom date. I was the winner. After three years, I finally had the girl of my dreams.

At least that’s what I thought, until lunchtime was halfway through and I saw Kyle emerge from the boy’s changing room dressed in that same skimpy black romper that he wore with Emily the afternoon before. He stopped when he saw me looking his way, and then our gazes locked. For a moment, I felt like I was starring in an old western movie, about to have a showdown with the evil cowboy. But this wasn’t a movie, and I certainly wasn’t Clint Eastwood.


CHAPTER X

Lunch wasn’t quite over yet when I stepped into Mr. Klassen’s empty classroom, where Emily and I had agreed to meet. She hadn’t showed up just yet, giving me some time to figure out a plan. Kyle had math after lunch, and then he had physics. I had a spare with Emily, and then we both had our art class—so I had two hours to figure out an action plan, to get her to agree to go to prom with me before she even realized Kyle was wearing one of his sister’s sluttiest outfits.

But what could I say? Would begging work? Could I demand an answer before the end of the school day? What if it was already too late? What if Kyle had already found Emily and he was already demanding an answer? My heart fluttered and stammered, so I took a seat before my legs gave out on me. I took a series of long deep breaths. I needed to win Emily. After all of this humiliation, I couldn’t walk away empty handed.

The door opened. I jumped to my feet, ready to see the beautiful face of the woman I’d spent so long swooning over. But Emily wasn’t the girl who walked into that room. Instead, I was staring at Kyle.

“What are you doing here?” I asked. “Don’t you have math this period?”

He stared at me. He was wearing his eyeliner thick and his eye shadow dark. “I’m skipping,” he said. “What are you doing here?”

“I’ve got a spare. This is where I spend my spares.”

He looked around, and then he looked back at me. “Did Emily tell you to come here?”

“No,” I said—I wasn’t entirely telling the truth, though I wasn’t sure why. “I come here all the time.”

And once again, we were standing off, twenty feet away, as if we were about to draw pistols. Then, the door opened. This time Emily was the girl coming through the doorway. She smiled at me and then she smiled at Kyle before turning around to lock the door. I cracked a smile—she smiled at me first, which surely meant something, right?

“You girls look so pretty,” she said, hopping up onto one of the desks, letting her feet dangle over the edge playfully.

“Enough of this,” Kyle said. “The weekend starts in a few hours. I can’t go into the weekend not knowing if you’re going to be my prom date—so just tell me—tell us—who’s it going to be?”

Emily shrugged her shoulders. “I haven’t decided yet,” she said, eliciting a groan out of Kyle. I was tempted to groan as well, but I didn’t want Emily thinking that I was fed up with her fetish. Maybe I was smarter than Kyle. If I could make Emily really think that I was into her little game, then surely I was a shoe in.

“How can I prove to you that I’m the better date?” I said.

“Well—I’ve got one idea, but it might be kind of embarrassing,” she said with rosy cheeks.

Kyle scoffed. “More embarrassing than this?” he said.

“Are you embarrassed?” Emily asked, widening her eyes as she looked at him.

Kyle perked up and shook his head. “No—not with you,” he said. “I like being your girlfriend. But the students in this school aren’t exactly… accepting.” He was a terrible liar, but Emily seemed to be satisfied with his little bullshit response.

Emily started kicking her legs playfully again. “So, a good girl knows how to get a boy off. If you girls want to prove to me that you’re the better girl, then you need to prove to me that you can be a really good girl.”

We both just stared at her. I had no idea what she was talking about, but I could tell that I wasn’t going to like it. “Huh?” Kyle said.

“Sixty-nine,” she said, biting her bottom lip. “Whoever gets off first, loses. Whoever gets the a warm facial first, wins. It’s a simple little contest.”

“Sixty-nine? With who?” I said. My heart was bouncing around ruthlessly in my chest.

She laughed. “Who do you think?” she said, motioning towards Kyle.

Now the room was silent. She wanted me to suck Kyle’s cock? I couldn’t do that! I wasn’t gay! I wanted to be with Emily, not Kyle.

Kyle shook his head. “No way—I’m not doing that. That’s disgusting,” he said defiantly.

And I saw my opportunity to win Emily over. “I’ll do it,” I said, knowing that I wouldn’t have to as long as Kyle was completely opposed. “But I guess there’s nothing I can do if he won’t participate.”

Kyle spun around and looked at me with narrowed eyes. “You liar!” he said. Then he turned back to Emily. “Don’t listen to him. He’s lying. There’s no way he would suck my cock.”

“I would so—and I would probably get you off in under a minute,” I said nervously. My voice cracked slightly—enough to make my face turn red.

“Okay—prove it,” Emily said. “Suck his cock, and I’ll go to prom with you.”

Kyle shook his head. “I’m not letting him near my cock if you’re just going to go to prom with him,” he said, placing himself in an awkward stalemate. I don’t think he fully realized how badly he’d cornered himself.

Emily turned to look at me. She stared into my eyes with a slight smile—and in that moment, I knew that I’d won. My heart leapt with joy, but I remained calm, resisting the urge to run over to her to give her a big kiss.

“Fine—I’ll do it,” Kyle said. Emily and I both looked at him quickly.

“What?” I said.

“I’ll do it. I’ll do the sixty-nine competition, and I’ll win. I’ve already come this far, there’s no way I’m backing down now.” He looked at me. “Do you want top or bottom? Because I don’t care either way.”

My skin was suddenly cold all over. I opened my mouth to reply, but no words came out. Was he serious, or was he just bluffing like me? “O—Okay.”

“I asked a question: top or bottom?” he said.

I couldn’t even process the question. I just stared blankly at him in my state of horror. How far would this bluff go? Was I going to end up with a cock in my mouth?

“Okay then, you’ll go on the bottom. Lay down and let’s do this.” He stood up and he pointed down at the floor. Then, after a long moment of hesitation, I stood up. I took a slow step forward, and then I lowered myself down. There was no way he was going to follow through with this. There was no way he would let me touch his cock, and there was no way he was going to touch mine. I flattened myself on my back, and then he lowered himself down on top of me, planting his knees next to my shoulders. His crotch was hovering over my head. Up close, I could see the bulge of his cock in his romper.

He lifted up my skirt.

“May the best girl win,” Emily said, watching from her perch with a big smile on her face.

But we were frozen now. Neither of us wanted to make the first move in case the other was bluffing—and surely, we were both bluffing. But this wouldn’t end until someone tapped out—and it wasn’t going to be me. And as long as we were just holding still, it wasn’t going to be him either. So I made the first move; I dug my fingers into his romper and I slipped my fingers around his cock. I pulled his warm shaft out and let it dangle in front of my face. I looked up at Emily to make sure that she noticed my effort. She was still smiling, still waiting for the game to commence.

If I was going to impress her, I needed to go the extra mile. I had to prove to her that I was serious. So I grabbed that dangling cock firmly and I brought it down to my lips. I closed my eyes and then I sunk the cock into my mouth. I heard Kyle gasp as I began to suck. At least it didn’t taste gross. In fact, it didn’t taste like anything. Kyle was clean, and he even smelled like perfume, which helped my cause.

But apparently he wasn’t willing to go down without a fight. I felt him pulling my panties aside. Then a moment later, I felt his warm fingers curled around my shaft. He massaged me for a moment, and then I felt the wet embrace of his mouth. He was sucking my cock. We were really having a sixty-nine competition.

It was no longer a battle to see who would fold first. Now, it was a battle to see who would come first, so I had to put in everything I had. I sucked hard, massaging his ball sack with my fingers. I could feel his shaft growing in my mouth, letting me know that I was doing something right. Unfortunately, his mouth felt so good that I couldn’t stop my own cock from hardening in his mouth.

But I was sure that I had the edge on him. I had a little secret: moaning. After watching porn for nearly a decade, I knew that I would come faster when the girls in the videos moaned loudly. It was always harder to get off to porn that was muted. So I could only assume that I could get Kyle to come faster by letting a few sexy moans slip out from my lips. I let out my first moan while letting his throbbing tip rest on my bottom lip. Then I gently tickled his tip with the tip of my tongue before plunging him back into my mouth. I felt his cock twitch and harden even further. I had a feeling my plan was working.

But he had an idea of his own: a trick that he probably got from Emily. He used his mouth to wet one of his fingers, and then he pressed that finger into my asshole. He curled it down until it was pressed against my prostate, then he started to thrust in and out, stimulating that amazing sweet spot. My body became tense with pleasure, even though my head was racing with humiliation. I was being sucked off and penetrated by one of my best friends! It just wasn’t right.

“Come for me, baby,” he said with a surprisingly feminine voice. That voice took me off-guard. Had he been practising? Why didn’t I practise a voice? Maybe he really was serious about liking Emily. Maybe he’d spent three years fantasizing about her as well.

He kept sucking, bobbing his head and slurping. I did the same. I tried to let another moan slip, but this time, I just ended up turning myself on. I kind of liked the way his cock felt in my mouth: throbbing and rigid as it slid along my tongue. It was nice to know that he was hard for me—that I could turn a man on. In my entire life, I was pretty sure that I’d never turned a woman on. Was I starting to like being a sissy? Was I possibly starting to realize that I was gay?

I pressed my lips hard around his girth and I began bobbing my head quickly, straining my neck to put in everything I had. “Oh, fuck!” Kyle moaned. I could feel his body tensing up. His thighs were flexed next to my head and his cock was harder than ever. Was he about to come? Was I about to win the challenge?

Nothing came out—not just yet. And now I had a problem: my cock was starting to tingle with an amazing euphoria. He had his finger pressed perfectly against the right spot. It felt so good—so much better than any masturbation session I’d ever had. I groaned and squirmed, but I just couldn’t hold back. “Shit!” I muttered, and then I let go. I came in his mouth.

And he came in mine. I pulled him out quickly, so that Emily could see it—and hopefully she would see his cum before she saw mine. I let him coat my face with his hot load, keeping my eyes closed tight. I made sure every last drop was on me before I released his shaft. Then he crawled off of me and stood up. I wiped the cum off of my eyelids so that I could look up at him. He had a goopy face, just like me.

“He came first,” Kyle said, wiping his face with the edge of his hand.

“That’s not true,” I said. “You saw it, Emily—you saw him coming first. Right?”

She had a red-cheeked smile on her face. She shrugged her shoulders and shook her head. “I couldn’t tell who came first. I guess it’s a draw.”

I fell back into the closest chair, feeling completely defeated. I wasn’t sure how much more humiliation I could handle. “A draw?” I said. “So what does that mean?”

“I don’t know yet. I guess the competition continues.”

Kyle groaned and then he fell down into a chair of his own. “It’s not fair. He got a head start,” he said.

“You could have started whenever you wanted,” I said. “You chose to wait for me to suck first.”

“That’s not how I remember it happening,” he said defiantly.

“Girls,” Emily said. “No fighting. Don’t worry—we’ll figure this thing out. Let’s just recharge and then we’ll meet up after school today for one last competition.”

The room became silent. I stared at Emily for a moment and then I looked over at Kyle. He had fear on his face, and I’m sure it was on my face as well. Then, Emily left, leaving me alone with Kyle.

The tension in the room was thick. Kyle wiped his face and then he started to get undressed. He seemed strangely deflated. I was used to seeing him full of energy and teeming with confidence, but now, he was seemingly struggling to get by. “You okay?” I asked.

He looked at me in silence for a moment. “I’ve liked Emily for a long time,” he said. “But until this week, I never really talked to her.”

I nodded my head. “Same.”

He sat down and then he started pulling off his tight knee-high boots. He grunted as he slipped out his first foot. The boots were tight. “I guess I just had this idea in my mind of who she was. But now I’m starting to realize that I don’t really know her at all—and maybe we don’t have as much in common as I hoped.”

I fought the urge to smile. I felt the warm swell of approaching victory in my chest… Or was this just part of his scheme? Was he trying to get me to let my guard down, so that he could swoop in and win this competition? Or was he really over Emily?

He stared into my eyes. “Is she what you thought she was?” he asked.

The question took me by surprise. Was she what I thought she would be? Not at all. But what did I think she would be? I always assumed she would just be a classic girlfriend: a girl who likes to watch movies and cuddle on the couch; a girl who wants to go camping on the weekends; a girl who wants to bake cookies for the guys on game night. But Emily was none of those things. She didn’t want a boyfriend—she wanted a girlfriend.

A part of me was starting to like the idea of being a girlfriend—certainly when it came to sex. But I liked being a guy too. I liked watching sports and playing video games with the guys. I liked action movies and I couldn’t stand the thought of sitting through a romantic drama.

So where did that leave me? Did I still like Emily, or was in the same boat as Kyle? I certainly liked getting dolled up more than Kyle. He seemed to hate it. He couldn’t get out of those knee-high boots fast enough, and I just wanted to try them on.

“Can I ask a favour?” he said.

“What is it?”

“Can I tell people that I just dressed up to poke fun at you? It’s nothing personal—there’s just no sense in both of us getting burned over this. And no offense, but you’ve already made your bed here.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “But only if I can have those boots.”

He looked down at them. “They’re my sister’s—but I doubt she’ll notice them missing. So go ahead.”

He walked the boots over to me. As he handed them to me, he paused, looking into my eyes. “You kind of have her eyes,” he said. “Is that just the makeup?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.” My heart fluttered. He was still staring into my eyes. But why?

He reached forward suddenly and wiped a bit of cum off of my cheek. “You missed a spot,” he said. Then he turned around and finished getting changed. He seemed happy to be himself again.

Meanwhile, I was starting to lose sight of who I even was. For some strange reason that I couldn’t figure out, I didn’t want to take off my disguise. I didn’t want to wash off my makeup. Maybe I was just afraid of losing the competition, even though Kyle took his makeup and outfit off. Or maybe, I was just really starting to like being a girly boy.


CHAPTER XI

We all met up after school in that same room. My state of confusion hadn’t gone away. Between my spare and my final class, I received a handful of comments from classmates, ranging from, “Have you lost your mind?” to, “You look so good, girl! Good for you!” I was shocked when a guy I’d never talked to before pulled me aside and said, “Would you go to prom with me? If not, please don’t tell anyone I asked.” I reminded him that I was actually a boy, and he was quick to say, “Yeah, I know. I like that. Please don’t tell anyone about this.”

I had to politely reject him, even though I felt strangely flattered. But his interest in me only added to my confusion. Was his proposal validation that I made a cute and convincing girl, or was it just more reason to ditch that outfit for good, along with the feminine personality that seemed to be getting stronger and stronger. I was even finding myself walking and talking like a girl.

Emily stared at Kyle with narrowed eyes. “What happened to your clothes and your makeup?” she asked, sitting up on her desk.

“I took it off,” he said. I looked over at him and watched him carefully, trying to figure out his plan. Was this even part of his plan, or had he really given up after everything he’d gone through?

“But I’m going to make my decision now. Don’t you think it would help your case if you were still dolled up?” She leaned forward with wide eyes, as if she was a teacher waiting for her student to answer an important question.

Kyle shrugged his shoulders. “Do you like action movies?” he asked.

“Action movies?” Emily said, narrowing her eyes. “No—I hate them.”

“Do you like hockey?”

“Ugh,” Emily said. “I have to leave the room whenever my dad puts it on. It’s so boring.”

“If we went on a date tomorrow, what would you want to do?” he asked.

Emily cutely bit her bottom lip and looked up at the ceiling while she processed an answer. “Well, I would want to go to the mall for sure. We would try on clothes together, and then maybe we could go see that new Nicholas Sparks movie—the one where the guy comes back from the war. And after that, maybe we could meet up with my friends and we could all go get our nails done.”

Kyle nodded his head slowly. Then he looked down at the floor with a look of disappointment on his face. And strangely, I knew exactly how he felt. I liked dressing up like a girl, and I liked having a bit of sissy fun in private—but Emily’s dream date sounded a bit like a nightmare. I liked being a girl, but I wanted to be a boyfriend—not a girlfriend. But did that even make sense? Was that even possible? Or was the fantasy in my head just a bunch of nonsense?

“Yeah, I don’t want to do any of that,” Kyle said. “I guess I’m probably not the guy you want to go to prom with.”

Emily stared at him for a long moment, and then she looked at me with a smile. “I had a whole final competition planned out, but I guess you’re just the winner, Liam,” she said. “Congratulations! We’ll go to prom together: girlfriend and girlfriend. Maybe this weekend we can go and pick out prom dresses together.”

My gut turned. For some strange reason, I liked the idea of going to pick out prom dresses—but I didn’t like the idea of going with Emily. There was something about her that rubbed me the wrong way. I no longer found her attractive the same way that I did before. She was ruthlessly selfish, and when she wasn’t indulging in her sissification fetish, she was terribly boring and predictable. She had a lot of growing up to do, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to commit myself to her while she figured it all out. “I don’t know,” I said.

“What don’t you know?” she asked.

“I don’t know if I want to go to prom with you,” I said.

“What?” Emily said. Her face was suddenly white and her eyes were wide. “Why not?”

“I don’t know. You’re not really my type. We don’t have anything in common.”

“You love dressing up and I love that—what else do we need?” she asked.

“Everything else,” I said.

And then the room became silent. The shock on her face was obvious and hard to handle. She shook her head slowly. “I can’t believe you both wasted my time,” she said.

Kyle scoffed. “Wasted your time?” he said. “This whole week, you knew you were wasting our time. We both devoted our entire week to you, and you could care less.”

“Whatever,” Emily said, hopping to her feet. “If you don’t want to go to prom with me, I’ll find someone who does. God, this is so embarrassing.” She stormed off, leaving us alone in that empty classroom.

And now, I was feeling very stupid in that pink skirt and tight top. I looked down at my smooth, clean-shaven legs, and I wondered if any of it was worth it. Did I learn something about myself? Absolutely. Was it worth sacrificing my social status entirely? Maybe not. Maybe this feminization experiment could have happened two weeks later, when school was over.

“Well?” Kyle said.

“Well what?” I asked.

He was staring at me—directly into my eyes. “Do you want to go to prom with me?”

My heart skipped a beat. “What?” I said.

“I mean—if you like dressing up, maybe you can dress up on prom night, and we can go together.”

My vision flashed and jitters crawled down my skin. “Prom?” I said softly. “Okay.”

“If you need clothes, you can borrow from my sister’s closet. She’s out of town for another two weeks.”

I nodded my head slowly. I wasn’t sure how I felt about going to prom with a boy. Did that make me gay? Would all of my classmates point and call us queers? Did it really matter? Would any of them ever even see us again?

Kyle walked up to me. I looked up into his eyes and he looked down into mine. Then, he leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. My heart stammered and I kissed back. He put his hands on my sides. He moved them up and down, gently caressing my body.

And at first, the confusion grew stronger. Now I was not only dressed up as a girl and liking it, but I was with a man and liking it. I had no idea what it meant: did it mean that I was gay? Did it mean that I was trans? Did I still like girls? Did I still want to be a man?

Then I let all of those thoughts go. The label didn’t matter: gay, straight, bi, trans—whatever. It was just a label. The label didn’t change the way that I felt, and it probably wouldn’t predict how I would feel in the future. For now, I just wanted to enjoy the moment—and it was one of the better moments of my life, if not the best. I felt so happy and comforted and wanted. It was so nice to be wanted—to be lusted for. I could tell by the way he moved his hands all over my body that he wanted me to be his, and I wanted to be his.

His tongue pierced my lips and I accepted it. I felt his arms and then I wrapped my hands around his back. Suddenly, he lifted me up, supporting me with a single hand under my ass. With his other hand, he fished out his erection, and then he tugged my panties to the side. He brought that hand up to my mouth and said, “Spit.” So I spat. He used my saliva to coat his long, throbbing shaft.

I couldn’t wait. I wanted him inside of me badly. I held on tight to his body, and I used one hand briefly to hold my panties to the side so that he could get in without any barriers. I managed to remain relaxed as his tip pushed into my tight asshole. I groaned and squirmed as he sunk deep. His cock was a lot longer than the Sissy Stick. “It feels good,” I said, now holding onto him with both arms. He had both arms around me now. I was impressed by his strength: holding me up while he fucked me. But I suppose I was considerably lighter than him, and he did work out, unlike me.

He started thrusting. I tilted my head down and we continued to make out while his slick cock slid in and out.

The competition was over: we were both winners. Emily was the only loser, but I had a feeling she would be just fine. She was a cute girl and there were still plenty of guys looking for prom dates.

As for Kyle and me—I knew there would be some awkward moments, like when we stepped into prom. But they would just be moments: temporary periods of time. Once all the awkward stuff was out of the way, there would just be Kyle and me.

I could feel his cock swelling inside of me. “Oh God, it feels so good,” I groaned.

“You’re so tight,” he said through clenched teeth. He used his fingers to pry my ass cheeks open while he fucked me and held me up. We wrapped our tongues together again. He was thrusting fast now, piercing me with rapid precision. I could feel my hole stretching wide, and I loved it. “I’m going to come,” he said.

“Come inside of me,” I said—and it probably sounded like I was begging. Maybe I was.

He clenched and squirmed, and then he groaned before letting out a loud cry. Suddenly, I felt the hard gushes of warm goo inside of my body. He was coming in me—filling me with his enormous load. It felt amazing, making my legs tremble. Luckily he was holding me up; otherwise I would have collapsed in my state of pure bliss.

He put me down a moment later, slipping his cock out from my asshole. His creampie fell out with a big splat on the floor. “That felt so good,” he said.

I nodded my head in agreement as I stared into his eyes.

“We’re going to have a lot of fun together.”

I smiled, biting gently on my bottom lip. Then we kissed again. I had a feeling he was right.

THE END
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