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The controller kept slipping out of my hands. My nails kept clicking against the plastic every time I tried to press a button, my ridiculously long, glittery pink nails that still felt so unnatural and clumsy. I couldn’t get used to the way they looked, sounded, or how to adjust my grip to them. Every tap echoed like a reminder that I wasn’t the same guy I’d been a few months ago.

All day, I’d been catching myself staring at my hands. The fingers looked thinner, more graceful somehow, and the color, that soft, shimmering pink, caught the light with every move I made. Thinking back to that morning, sitting in the salon with Hillary grinning beside me. She’d been so proud and excited, chatting giddily with the nail tech, holding my hand when they started shaping the inch-long acrylics.

After the nails came my toes in the same shade of pink, glossy and rounded, and then my eyebrows were done. I didn’t realize how much a few tiny hairs could change a face until I saw myself in the mirror afterward. My reflection looked softer, more feminine, like a more delicate version of me staring back. It felt strange, almost unreal, but I couldn’t deny how happy it was making Hillary.

I’d met Hillary at a bar a few months earlier. I hadn’t planned on talking to any girls; I was just there with some friends, dressed casually for a night out with the boys. She was the one who approached me. She was confident, assertive, and drop-dead gorgeous, the kind of girl who carried herself like she knew she could have any guy in that bar. I couldn’t understand why she chose me. We clicked right away and before long, we were boyfriend and girlfriend. She had this way of talking that made everything sound certain, like she already knew what was best for both of us. So naturally, when she asked me to move in with her after only three weeks of dating, it was not hard to convince me.

The more time we spent together, the more she started making subtle comments implying that I was somehow feminine or unmanly. At first, it came wrapped in jokes and affectionate teasing. She was never openly cruel about it, more so playful, and she would always reassure me, almost immediately, that she was super attracted to me regardless. That reassurance somehow made it harder to push back. It felt petty to argue when she was smiling and calling me cute.

As weeks passed, the teasing and comments escalated. There was rarely a day that went by without her pointing out how delicately I held my wrist, how high-pitched my voice was, or how petite I was compared to most men. She would mimic the way I crossed my legs or the way I fixed my hair, and then laugh, telling me I was “such a sweet little lady.” She started calling me Victoria instead of Victor, stretching out the name in this sing-song voice, relishing my embarrassment as my cheeks would redden and my stomach twisted.

It was around this time that I began to feel genuinely insecure in my masculinity, second-guessing myself constantly and wondering whether there was some truth behind her words. I caught myself analyzing how I walked, how I talked, how I sat, and every time I slipped, I could already hear her voice in my head saying, “There it is, that’s what I mean.” Whenever we would talk about it, she would insist that I truly was more girly than any other guy she had been with, and she was very difficult to argue with. Hillary would bring up what felt like countless examples of my supposed femininity and would immediately dismiss any of my rebuttals as me being overly emotional or sensitive, which only made me feel more like I was proving her point. This all changed the way I began to see myself. Every day, I felt less and less like a man and more and more like the sissy she was making me out to be.

One night, it all came to a head.

We were in her bedroom, half-watching some reality show, when she muted the TV and rolled onto her side to look at me. There was that familiar glint in her eyes that always meant she was about to push a boundary.

“Victoria,” she said lightly, twirling a strand of her hair between her fingers, “do you ever wonder what you would look like if you just leaned into it a little?”

I frowned. “Into what?”

“Into what you are,” she said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. “My little girly-boy, Victoria. I mean, I already see it. You just keep pretending you do not.”

My face burned. “I am not girly, Hillary.”

She sighed in a theatrical, indulgent way, as if I were a stubborn child. “You are, baby. You are more feminine than half the girls I know. Look at how you're holding your hands all limp. Look at how cute and petite you are, how tiny your waist is. If I put you in a cute outfit, people would believe it instantly.”

I shook my head, but my voice came out weaker than I wanted. “No, they would not, because I’m a guy, Hillary.”

She smiled, slow and satisfied, like she had been waiting for that exact answer. “Then prove it. Let me dress you up a little. Just for fun. We will do a little makeover night. You keep insisting you are not girly, so let’s test it.”

The word makeover made my stomach clench. “I am not letting you put me in a dress,” I muttered, but even as I said it, I heard how unsure I sounded.

She laughed softly. “Who said anything about a dress? We can start small. Makeup, maybe some cute shorts, we can shave your legs so they match the rest of your soft, hairless body. It’s just dress-up. Couples do way weirder things together.” She nudged me with her shoulder, then slipped her hand onto my inner thigh, squeezing gently. “Unless you’re scared that once you see yourself, you’ll realize I am right.”

That hooked into my pride in exactly the way she wanted. “I am not scared of that, I know you’re wrong, babe,” I said, too quickly.

Her smile widened. “Good. So, you’ll let me do it.”

I hesitated. My heart was pounding, and I could feel that familiar mixture of dread and anxiety that she was right about me creeping up again. The idea of her seeing me like that made me want to crawl out of my skin, but the thought of her smirking and saying I was too afraid to try because I knew she was right seemed even more damning. Also, I hoped that, at least, if I did this, maybe she would drop the whole thing for good.

“Fine,” I muttered. “But only tonight. And no pictures.”

She clapped her hands once and pulled me into a tight hug, delighted. “No pictures. I promise. Come on, Victoria, up.” She grabbed my wrist and tugged me toward the bathroom before I could change my mind.

Under the harsh bathroom light, everything felt too real. She sat me on the edge of the tub and turned the faucet on, testing the water with her fingers. Then she grabbed a razor and a bottle of shaving gel from the shelf, humming to herself as if this were the most normal thing in the world.

“Take off your pants,” she said casually.

“What? Hillary, no…”

She arched an eyebrow. “You agreed. We’re shaving your legs, remember? It’s not like it won’t grow back. Besides, there’s not much to begin with; I don’t think anyone would even notice the difference. Don’t be so prissy, baby.”

My throat tightened. Slowly, with my face burning, I unbuttoned my jeans and slid them off, feeling utterly ridiculous standing there in just my underwear while she watched. She looked me up and down with an appraising gaze that made me feel exposed, not in a sexual way, but like I was a project she was about to redesign.

“See?” she said quietly. “Your legs are already pretty. They just need some TLC.”

She guided me to step into the warm water, and I obeyed, trying not to think about how humiliating it was to be sitting there, letting my girlfriend lather my legs with scented gel. Her fingers moved slowly, deliberately, smoothing it over my calves and thighs with practiced, confident strokes.

“Relax,” she murmured. “You are so tense. It’s just shaving. Girls do this all the time.”

“I’m not a girl,” I said, but the protest sounded weak even to me.

She smiled faintly. “You keep saying that, Victoria, but I’m not so sure.”

The razor whispered over my skin, each stroke leaving behind a strip of unnaturally smooth flesh. I stared at the tiles, too embarrassed to look at her, while she worked methodically up and down both legs, rinsing the blade frequently, checking her progress with a critical eye. When she finished, she had me stand so she could run her hands over my calves and the backs of my knees, making sure she had not missed a spot.

“Oh, Victoria,” she teased with a genuine appreciation in her voice. “You have no idea how many girls would kill for legs like this. So long and smooth and delicate. This suits you so much better.”

Hearing her say that sent a jolt of shame through me. I wanted to argue, to grab a towel and cover myself, but my body stayed frozen, letting her admire what she had done.

“Come on,” she said, patting my hip. “Now we get to do the fun part.”

Back in the bedroom, she sat me at her vanity, facing the mirror. The reflection that stared back at me already looked wrong somehow, the look on my face betraying the vulnerability and embarrassment I was already feeling. She draped a towel around my shoulders like a salon cape and started laying out her makeup, humming under her breath.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered.

She met my eyes in the mirror, her expression soft but firm. “Shh. Trust me. You will see. If you really look silly, I will admit I was wrong. But if you look pretty…” Her lips curled. “Then you will have to admit that you were never as manly as you thought.”

She started with foundation, her fingers warm against my skin, tapping and blending until my complexion looked smoother and more even than it ever had. She talked while she worked, listing off little examples of my supposed girlishness. The way I allegedly covered my mouth when I laughed. The way I instinctively pointed my toes when I stretched. The way I always seemed more comfortable around groups of women than men.

Every example chipped away at what was left of my certainty. Every brushstroke felt like another step away from being Victor and closer to being Victoria.

She added concealer, a bit of contour, blush, and then moved on to my eyes. “You have such pretty lashes,” she said, almost thoughtfully. “It is honestly a crime you are not using them properly.” She lined my eyes, brushed shadow across my lids, and carefully applied mascara, leaning in so close I could feel her breath on my cheek.

“Almost done, baby,” she cooed as she uncapped a deep red lipstick. “Pout for me, cutie.” I reluctantly complied, puckering my lips as she filled them in with the vibrant cherry lipstick.

When she finally stepped back from the vanity, my heart was hammering. I barely recognized the person in the mirror. My features had not necessarily changed, but the effect was undeniable. My eyes looked larger and softer, my skin smoother, my lips plumper and more inviting, my whole face somehow gentler, more feminine.

Her smile slowly spread as she watched my reaction. “There she is,” Hillary said softly. “My little, Victoria.”

I swallowed hard. “I look… weird.”

“You look beautiful,” she corrected. “And that is without even putting you in a proper outfit.”

She moved to the closet and pulled out a short, red skater skirt, a fitted black top, and a lacy red bra with matching panties that I knew were hers. She held them up in front of me, measuring them against my body, then nodded, satisfied. “These will fit you perfectly. You are practically my size anyway.”

The reminder that my body matched hers that closely made my stomach twist again.

“Hillary, I don’t wanna do this…”

She walked back over and tilted my chin up with a fingertip, forcing me to meet my own gaze in the mirror. “Look at yourself, baby,” she said quietly. “Tell me, honestly, does this really look wrong on you? Like when a guy dresses up like a girl in a comedy movie or something. Or does it look a little too right, a little too natural, and that’s what scares you?”

I could not answer. My face was hot beneath the makeup, my legs smooth and bare beneath the towel, and the clothes she had chosen hung from her hand like a sentence waiting to be carried out.

She smiled, triumphant and tender at the same time. “You feel embarrassed because you know I’m right. You know you’re pretty. You know you make more sense as Victoria than as some pretend macho man Victor. So let me finish. Let me prove it to you like we agreed to.”

She pressed the skirt, top, and underwear into my hands.

“Get dressed,” she murmured. “Then we’ll see how cute you look.”

I dressed slowly, stalling for time, as if moving slower would somehow buy me an out from this humiliating situation. First, I stepped into the panties, pulling them up over my hips, the thin fabric snug and unfamiliar against me. Hillary giggled as I pulled them up, and I felt about as small and vulnerable as I could imagine. The bra was difficult. My hands shook as I fastened it, the band hugging my chest and making me acutely aware of how small I really was. Then came the skirt. It felt impossibly short as I pulled it up over my hips, the fabric light and swishy against my freshly shaved legs. The fitted top hugged my torso in a way none of my clothes ever did, making my shoulders look narrower, my waist smaller, and my bra-clad chest more feminine. When I was done, I hovered awkwardly in the middle of her room, barefoot and humiliated, the bra strap tight across my back and the skirt brushing my thighs, not sure what to do with my hands.

“Come here, baby,” Hillary said, smiling, guiding me back to the vanity.

She fussed with the hem of the skirt, smoothing it over my thighs, then stepped back to take me in properly. For a second, she didn’t say anything. Her eyes moved from my legs to my waist to my face, and I felt my chest tighten.

Then she smiled. Slow. Satisfied. “Oh my God, Victoria,” she breathed. “Look at you.”

She turned me so I was facing the mirror. I tried not to look, but my eyes were dragged there anyway. The girl staring back at me had my short hair, my jawline, my eyes. Yet somehow, framed by the makeup, by the way the bra gave the illusion of boobs beneath the top, and the way the skirt shaped my legs, the overall effect was undeniably feminine. Not perfect. Not like a real girl. But pretty. Pretty enough that my brain stuttered.

It hit me in a wave of hot shame. I looked pretty.

Hillary rested her hands lightly on my shoulders. “You see it now, don’t you?” she murmured. “This is you. Even the way you're carrying yourself, so chic.”

“It looks off,” I said, but it came out thin and unconvincing. “I look ridiculous.”

Her fingers squeezed. “You look adorable. You look like your true self. This is just who you are when you finally stop pretending to be some macho tough guy.”

I swallowed hard, staring at my own reflection, at the way my lip gloss caught the light, at the way the skirt flared over my thighs. I wanted to argue, to tell her she was insane, but I could not deny what I was seeing. I did look… pretty. Soft. Kind of cute. And that realization made me feel even more like the sissy she kept insisting I was.

“Hang on,” Hillary said suddenly, stepping away. I heard her rummaging in her purse, then the faint rustle of her pulling out her phone.

My stomach dropped. “No. No pictures, Hillary. We agreed.”

She turned back to me, phone in hand, her expression all innocence. “Relax. They are just for us. You are always so dramatic.” She lifted the phone slightly. “Come on. This is the first time you are really seeing yourself as Victoria. You will want to remember it.”

“I really won’t,” I said quickly. “Hillary, seriously, put it away. I don’t want this on your camera roll.”

She sighed like I was being terribly unreasonable. “Victor, you know I would never show anyone without your permission. They will stay in a locked folder if it makes you feel better. But you need to see what I see. You get all bitchy and act like I’m making it all up. Well, I’m not, and I want proof. Let me take a few pictures. Then, the next time you tell me you’re not feminine, I’ll show them to you and we can both laugh about how wrong you were.”

I hesitated. She stepped closer, lowering her voice.

“You trust me, don’t you?” she asked softly. “You keep saying you’re not this girly boy. I am literally offering you proof, one way or the other. If you look stupid, I will delete them and drop this forever. If you look pretty…” Her smile sharpened. “Then maybe you stop arguing with me so much.”

My pride hooked on that. I did not want her walking away smug and certain that I was too scared to even see myself because I knew she was right. “Fine,” I muttered. “Just a few. And you do not show anyone.”

“You got it, girlfriend,” she giggled lightly, already lifting her phone.

She had me stand, turn this way and that, pose with one hand on my hip, tilt my head, and smile. Every click of the camera made my heart pound harder, cementing my emasculation. It felt like each picture was another nail being hammered into the coffin of Victor.

Looking back, letting her take those pictures was the nail in the coffin.

From that night on, she escalated. The teasing, the comments, the casual little digs about how I was really just her pretty Victoria in denial. Whenever I pushed back, she did not even bother arguing at first. She would simply unlock that folder, hold up her phone, and show me photo after photo of myself in that skirt, with that makeup, looking undeniably feminine.

“This is you,” she would say calmly. “This is not Photoshop. This is not me imagining things. This is just what happens when I remove the boy costume. Look how cute you looked!”

It became harder and harder to deny anything. After all, I could see it too.

She convinced me to play dress up a few more times after that. Each time, she took it further. The outfits got more girly, more embarrassing. A flowery sundress one night. Tight denim shorts and a cropped top another. Pantyhose. Lip gloss. Little details that made me feel less like a boyfriend and more like a doll she was styling. Each time, there were more pictures. Different angles. Different outfits. Little by little, she was building a case against my masculinity, and I was the one posing for the evidence.

I learned, slowly, to stop arguing. It never got me anywhere. She debated rings around me, using my own expressions, my own posture, my own reactions as Exhibit A, B, and C. Every time I tried to insist I was a man, I could feel the words hollowing out even as I said them.

A few weeks later, I came home from work and knew something was wrong the second I stepped into the bedroom. The bed was perfectly made and laid out right in the center, like some kind of offering, was another humiliating outfit.

A short, pleated pinkish-red skirt in a tartan pattern. A crisp white blouse. A pair of knee-high socks. A pair of black Mary Janes with a two-inch heel. And of course, a frilly white bra and matching panties. A full schoolgirl uniform, waiting for me.

My stomach flipped. I just stood there for a long moment, staring at it, feeling my face heat until my ears burned. I did not need a note to know it was for me. This was how Hillary operated now. She did not ask. She simply made her expectations impossible to ignore.

For a few minutes, I paced the room, running my hands through my hair, telling myself I would not do it, that this was going too far. That she could not just leave out girls’ clothing for me and expect me to put it on as though it were a matter of routine. But I could already see the argument we would have if I refused. The teasing, the sighs, the gentle, relentless pressure until she got her way anyway. She always did.

In the end, I changed.

I stripped, piece by piece, until I was standing there in nothing but the smooth, hairless skin she had been insisting I maintain, my legs still bare and soft from the regular shaving she had made a rule. I picked up the panties first, stepping into them and pulling them up over my hips, the frilly waistband snapping lightly into place and hugging me in a way that felt uncomfortably familiar by now. The bra followed, the straps tugging at my shoulders, the band snug around my chest, an unmistakably feminine pressure that made me feel about as unmanly as possible.

Only then did I reach for the rest of the uniform. The skirt sat high on my waist and felt even shorter than the one from the first night, the hem brushing the tops of my thighs and leaving my smooth legs completely on display, alongside my panties, if I moved the wrong way. The blouse was snug across my chest and shoulders, pressing lightly over the bra and making me feel smaller somehow. The socks climbed up my calves and made my bare legs look even more delicate and girly, the contrast of white fabric and shaved skin drawing my eye every time I moved. When I slipped my feet into the Mary Janes and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror, my heart lurched. From the neck down, I looked like some shy schoolgirl caught playing dress up in her bedroom.

Feeling like a complete sissy, I went back out to the living room and tried to act casual. I lounged on the couch, scrolled on my phone, and flipped through channels, all while my skirt brushed against my thighs every time I shifted, reminding me of what I was wearing. Every sound outside made me tense, terrified someone would knock or the neighbors would somehow see inside.

When Hillary finally got home, she stepped into the living room and froze. For a moment, there was silence, then her face lit up in pure, delighted satisfaction.

“Oh my God,” she laughed, rushing over. “Look at you, Victoria, I guess someone was feeling extra feminine today. You look adorable.”

Before I could say anything, she grabbed my hand and tugged. “Let’s go to the bedroom, little girl. We need to complete the look.”

I stumbled after her, my cheeks burning as the skirt swished with every step. She dragged me into the bedroom and planted me in front of the mirror again, already fishing for her makeup.

“Sit,” she ordered, pushing me gently onto the chair. “If you’re going to run around wearing skimpy little outfits, you are going to do it right.”

As she started working on my face, she talked, light and casual, as if we were discussing weekend plans.

“You know,” she said, sweeping primer over my skin, “there is this drag bar I used to go to with my friends. Super fun, super accepting. They love new performers there.”

I stiffened immediately. “Hillary, no. Absolutely not.”

She smiled like she had been expecting that response. “Relax. Hear me out.” She dabbed foundation along my cheeks. “You have been playing around with this for a little while now. You walk great in heels, your posture is already feminine, and even if you won’t admit it, you talk like a girl. We already know you make a very pretty girl. Do not roll your eyes. You do. So why not test it out properly?”

“Because I am not a drag queen,” I snapped. “And I am definitely not performing in front of strangers. No way.”

She tilted my chin up and began blending carefully. “First of all, drag is just exaggerated femininity. You are already halfway there without even trying. Second, it would be a good experience for you. A real way to figure out if you want to lean into this Victoria thing or not. You keep acting like this is something I am doing to you, but you never actually give yourself a chance to see how it feels and if you really like it.”

“It feels humiliating,” I muttered.

Her lips quirked. “Humiliating can be very clarifying.” She moved on to my eyes, steady and sure. “Besides, you are a great dancer. That part will not be hard at all. You already move like a girl when you are not thinking about it. Imagine what you could do with a little choreography and a real stage.”

“There is no way,” I repeated, though my voice sounded less certain. “I cannot go out in public like this. People will laugh. Someone could recognize me. No.”

She started on my eyeliner, forcing me to stay still. “The bar is in a different part of town. Nobody you know will be there. And even if they were, so what? You will be in full makeup, a wig, and heels. They will not see Victor.” Her gaze flicked to mine in the mirror. “They will see Victoria.”

My heart thudded. I could feel myself getting pulled into her logic again, like every other time. “Hillary, I really don’t think this is a good idea…”

“And I think it’s exactly what you need,” she said calmly, coating my lashes with mascara. “You keep saying you’re not feminine and that this is all just in my head. Great. So prove it. Go up there, perform, and if you really hate it, we never do it again. But if you like it…” She let that hang in the air. “Then maybe you admit that part of you likes this. That part of you has always liked this.”

I sat there, trapped by her hands and my own reflection. My schoolgirl uniform. My smooth legs. My made-up eyes slowly turning soft and pretty. Every protest I tried to form died before it reached my mouth.

“I already told you I didn’t like it, and you’re still standing here doing my makeup,” I said weakly.

“And you’re still sitting there in your little schoolgirl outfit letting me,” she said. “Besides, we need to start practicing for the show.”

“I didn’t say I agreed.”

She smiled, unconcerned. “You will.”

By the time she finished my face, I was already exhausted from arguing. She set the brushes down, wiped her fingers clean, then crossed to the closet. When she came back, she was holding a long black wig.

My stomach dropped. “Hillary, come on…”

“This is just to complete the look,” she said happily, stepping behind me. “Your short hair is cute and will eventually grow out, but we both know long hair really sells it.”

She settled the wig onto my head with practiced ease, adjusting it until it sat just right. Long, straight black hair spilled over my shoulders and down my back. Then she divided it into sections, her fingers quick and nimble as she braided and tied. When she was done, my reflection was framed by two high pigtails, each bound with a pink ribbon that matched the blush on my cheeks.

“There,” she said softly, placing her hands on my shoulders and turning my chair to face the mirror fully. “Now look.”

I did. And whatever arguments I had left died on my tongue.

The person staring back at me did not look like a guy in a costume. Not really. The makeup, the outfit, the wig, the pigtails, the ribbons, the smooth legs, the posture, all of it came together in a way that made my chest clench. I looked like a nervous, sexy schoolgirl about to get in trouble. My lips parted slightly. My eyes were wide. My heart hammered.

“This,” Hillary whispered, leaning down so her lips were near my ear, “is what you were meant for. Tell me I am wrong.”

I could not. I could not say anything. Looking in the mirror, every argument I could think of seemed ridiculous.

She smiled at my silence, at the way my face flushed, at the way my thighs pressed together in embarrassed tension. “You are going to be incredible at that bar,” she said. “We will pick a few songs, we will make a routine, and you are going to get up there and show everyone exactly how pretty and feminine you can be.”

“I… I don’t know,” I managed. “I really don’t know if I can do that.”

Her fingers slid down my arms, reassuring and possessive. “You can. And you will. We will practice every day. By the time the show comes, you will not even remember what it felt like to pretend to be a boy.”

From that day on, she insisted on structure. Rules.

I was to wear a bra and panties every day, no exceptions, so I could, as she put it, “stay in the feminine mindset.” At home, I was not allowed to lounge around in jeans and a T-shirt anymore. There were skirts, dresses, cute tops, soft sweaters, and a few pairs of heels that she said I had to get used to. My entire private wardrobe quietly shifted until it was almost all girls’ clothes in my size.

She practiced the routine with me daily, playing the songs on repeat while she drilled me on hip movements, arm positions, and facial expressions. Smile here. Hair flip there. Turn, pose, sway. Over and over until my body moved the way she wanted without me thinking about it. In between, she corrected my voice, making me repeat words and phrases in a higher, softer tone, with more inflection, more bounce.

Whenever I pushed back on any of it, she did what she always did. She debated me into the ground. She reminded me of how pretty I looked. She showed me the pictures again and again, the older ones and the newer ones. She pointed out how natural I looked in every single one, how comfortable my body seemed when dressed as Victoria compared to how stiff I always was as Victor.

Eventually, I stopped trying to fight it. It was easier to let her have her way than to burn myself out arguing against something the mirror kept confirming.

And that is how life was up to the day of the performance.

I was still on the couch trying to finish my game, my nails clacking against the controller like wind chimes. I lost again, of course, and was just about to start another round when the door opened.

Hillary stepped inside, that same bright, certain smile on her face.

“Alright,” she said, her voice playful and warm, “time to get ready, baby.”

I said okay and turned the game off, setting the controller beside me. The clicking of my nails against the plastic made one last faint sound as the screen faded to black. It sounded delicate and girly, like it belonged to someone else, and for a second, I wondered how my life had come to this.

When I looked up, Hillary was already in the doorway watching me, and my breath caught. She was dressed for the night in a little black dress that hugged her curves perfectly, the fabric clinging to her breasts, waist, and hips before skimming over her thighs. Her legs were bare and smooth above a pair of heels that made her calves look sculpted. Her long dark hair fell in soft waves around her shoulders and down her back, glossy and perfectly styled, framing her face.

Her makeup was flawless. Dark, smoky eyes that made her gaze look even more intense, lashes thick and curled. A subtle shimmer along her cheekbones, a warm flush on her cheeks, and deep red lipstick that made her mouth look full and commanding. She looked like everything I was being forced to imitate. A real woman. A woman who had me wrapped around her finger.

“Come on,” she said, smiling, her tone bright and certain. “Time to get ready, Victoria.”

The way she said the name left no room for argument. Victor barely existed in her mouth anymore.

We went up to the bedroom, the same space where she had drilled the routine into me over and over until my hips moved the way she wanted without thinking. The vanity was already lit, the bulbs casting everything in a warm, flattering glow. Brushes and palettes were laid out neatly, waiting. It was obvious she had prepared all of this long before she walked in the door.

She pointed to the chair. “Sit,” she said. “Let’s do your makeup.”

I slipped out of my jeans, T-shirt, and hoodie like she had taught me, peeling off the last traces of anything that still felt remotely like a boy. Hillary always said makeup came before getting fully dressed, so nothing would smudge or stain. Underneath, I was already in a bra and panties like she insisted I wear every day now, the band snug around my chest, the soft fabric cupping me in a way I could never ignore. The straps, the lace, the way the elastic hugged my hips, all of it was a constant reminder that even when I thought I was just hanging out casually, I was really playing the part she had written for me.

The room smelled faintly of her perfume and setting spray, that soft, feminine cloud that had become the smell of my own humiliation.

She stepped in close and started with primer, her fingertips cool and smooth as they glided across my cheeks and forehead. I watched her in the mirror, watched the casual confidence in her movements, how completely in control she looked.

“Are you excited?” she asked, meeting my eyes in the reflection.

“I guess,” I said softly. “Just a little nervous.”

She gave a small, indulgent smile. “You are always nervous,” she said, finishing the primer with gentle, practiced strokes. “That is because you still keep thinking of yourself as a boy doing something wrong. You need to start understanding that this is just you being you. You are going to be amazing. I am so proud of you for finally accepting who you are.”

She leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek, like she was rewarding me for good behavior, then reached for the foundation.

As she brushed it on, the scent of the makeup mixed with the perfume on her wrist, warm and sweet and unmistakably feminine. The soft bristles tickled against my skin. In the mirror, my complexion slowly evened out, my features growing softer and smoother under her hands. Every pass of the brush felt like it was erasing Victor a little more and bringing Victoria into focus.

“See?” she murmured. “Your skin takes to this so well. Most guys would look ridiculous with this much product. On you, it looks gorgeous.”

I swallowed, not trusting myself to answer.

Next came the contour. She dipped a small brush into a darker shade and smiled at me through the mirror, that knowing little curve of her lips that said she already knew exactly how this would end.

“Now, do you remember this step?” she asked.

“Yes,” I sighed, watching the gentle shadows take shape along my cheekbones. “You are doing my contour.”

She giggled softly. “Yes, but why?”

“It is to bring out my bone structure,” I recited, feeling almost like a student. “To make my face look more defined. More feminine.”

“Exactly,” she said, obviously pleased. She tapped my nose lightly with the brush. “Listen to yourself. You really are more of a girl than you want to admit.”

I felt my face heat, but I could not deny how practiced the words sounded in my own mouth.

When she started the blush, she grinned. “I am putting on a lot,” she said, swirling the pink over my cheeks with deliberate intensity. “Stage makeup needs to be dramatic. You want even the people in the back to see how pretty and done-up you are.”

The brush was soft and feathery against my skin, leaving a warmth that made me feel exposed and seen. My reflection looked brighter, almost radiant, like I had just been caught doing something naughty.

She moved on to my eyes next, steady and confident. With the liner, she gave me sharp, catlike wings that stretched outward, lifting my whole expression and making my eyes look wider and more dramatic. “Close your eyes for me,” she murmured.

I obeyed instantly, that simple act making me feel even more submissive. I felt the slight drag of a brush sweeping glittery powder over my lids, bright pink and bold.

“I am doing the eyeshadow super dramatic too,” she said. “You need that stage presence, Victoria. You are not hiding tonight. Everyone’s gonna see the pretty little girl you’re dying to show them.”

The words made my stomach twist, but my body stayed still.

When she glued on the lashes, my eyes fluttered instinctively. They felt huge, soft and fluttery, brushing lightly against my brow bone every time I blinked.

“These are going to look so pretty on you,” she said, leaning in close to check the placement. “You have such naturally feminine eyes. It is almost unfair. Most girls would kill for lashes like this with your bone structure.”

“I can see them,” I said quietly, blinking and watching the shadows shift at the top of my vision. “Especially when I blink.”

“Good,” she said. “That way you don’t forget how pretty you look. Every time you blink, you remember you are my girly girl, not some silly boy pretending to be a man.”

She finished with mascara, coating the lashes until they were thick and dark, then leaned back to admire her work. “Eyes, done,” she said with satisfaction, her hands resting lightly on my shoulders for a second, holding me in place.

Finally, she reached for the lip liner. “Pout a bit,” she said.

I obeyed without thinking, my cheeks burning at how automatic it had become. She traced just outside my natural lip line with careful, precise strokes, reshaping my mouth into something fuller and softer. My heart beat faster as she filled the shape in with bright red lipstick, the color catching the light like lacquer. The creamy texture pressed softly against my lips, and it tasted faintly of berries and vanilla, cloying and feminine.

“Keep pouting,” she said playfully as she perfected the edges, tilting my chin so she could see every angle. “There you go. You make this too easy, you know. No real man would take to this as naturally as you do. You know that, right?”

I said nothing as she twisted the lipstick shut, set it down, and turned my chair fully toward the mirror.

For a second, I didn’t recognize myself.

The reflection staring back looked vibrant and polished, eyes glowing beneath the glitter, lips bold and perfect. The combination of the pink eyeshadow and the red lipstick should have looked ridiculous on a guy, but on me, it did not. It looked exaggerated, yes, but in the way performers and drag queens look exaggerated when they are about to go on stage. It looked pretty in a way that made my chest tighten.

Hillary stood behind me, her beautiful face framed by that dark, flowing hair, her curvy body pressing up against me in that little black dress. She rested her hands on my shoulders, her fingers possessive and gentle as she met my gaze in the mirror.

“Well?” she asked softly. “What do you think, little Miss Victoria? Does this look wrong on you, or do you look pretty?”

I felt my cheeks warm beneath the layers of product, a blush that had nothing to do with makeup. The words I wanted to say, the protests about being a man, about this being just a game, died in my throat.

I swallowed, my voice tight. “I look…” I hesitated, knowing that saying it out loud would only give her more ammunition, but the mirror made it impossible to lie. “pretty.”

Hillary smiled at my reflection and said, “Yes, you do. Now let’s get you into your outfit for tonight.”

She turned from the mirror and patted the edge of the bed. “First things first. Strip for me, girlfriend. You’re getting a new bra and panties, but I need to take care of something before you put them on.”

My stomach dipped. “What do you mean, take care of something?”

She gave me that patient, amused look, like I was being slow on purpose. “Clothes off. You’ll see.”

My face burned, but I did what she wanted. I peeled off the bra and panties I was wearing until I was standing there naked under the bright bedroom light, skin smooth as ever from all the shaving she insisted I keep up with. I wrapped my arms around myself, suddenly very aware of how effeminate I looked in front of her.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Stay right there.”

She crossed to the dresser, opened the top drawer, and pulled something out. When she turned back around, I saw the roll of nude tape in her hand.

My mouth went dry. “Hillary, what is that for…”

She smiled, slow and wickedly pleased. “For making sure my pretty girl looks like a pretty girl from every angle.” She walked back toward me, letting the tape unspool a little between her fingers. “You’ve been getting away with just panties and smooth legs. That was fine for practice. Tonight is obviously a bit different. Tonight, you’re performing. You need to look right, feel right.”

I swallowed. “I’ve never done that before.”

“I know,” she said, her tone almost soothing. “That’s why I’m helping you. The first time is probably going to feel a little strange, but you’ll get used to it. Girls deal with uncomfortable things all the time for the sake of looking pretty. Consider this your initiation.”

The words hit my pride like a slap. Girls do it.

“Come here,” she said quietly. “Scoot closer to me, baby.”

I obeyed, my heart pounding as she moved between my knees. She talked me through what she was doing in a calm, matter-of-fact voice, the way you’d explain a simple kitchen recipe or other mundane routine.

“Relax,” she murmured, guiding my penis between my legs. “We’re just making everything nice and flat so it doesn’t ruin your lines. You want a smooth front in that skirt, right? No little bulges giving you away. No reminders of your pretend masculinity.”

My painted lips quivered in shame. Had she always thought my bulge was little?

The tape was cool at first, then warm as it pressed against my skin. The pressure built in stages, snug, then tight, then tighter, pulling everything back and up until my body felt rearranged, neutered, and emasculated, like a door had been quietly shut on whatever was left of Victor. I sucked in a breath as the restriction settled, a constant, insistent tension that made me acutely aware of every movement. I pressed my thighs together, taking in the strangeness of not feeling anything there.

“There we go,” she said, smoothing the last strip into place. “Nice and flat. Look how much better that is. It almost looks like you have a vagina.”

I glanced down and felt my chest twist. The surface looked smooth, almost featureless, like there was nothing there at all. It was humiliating to look down between my legs and not see a penis, but rather, a smooth, hairless crotch. I immediately felt a sort of shift in how I felt, almost like I was somehow more naked and vulnerable. Like my manhood had suddenly been snatched away, or rather, tucked away.

She straightened, eyes gleaming, and gave me a quick kiss. “Okay, penis gone. Now for the fun part.”

Hillary turned back to the dresser and opened another drawer, pulling out a white box. When she came back, she was holding two hyper-realistic breast forms cupped carefully in both hands. They were heavy, pale, softly rounded, with realistic nipples and a faint jiggle when she moved.

My breath caught. “Hillary…”

“Shh.” She smiled. “You need boobs, Victoria. No arguments. You can’t go out there looking like some flat-chested boy in a skirt. You need curves. Real, bouncy curves. You already have a bubble butt, now you’ll have tits too.”

She sat beside me and opened a small bottle of adhesive, the sharp, chemical scent mixing with perfume and powder in the air. She worked quickly, brushing the glue onto the back of each form and then onto my chest in cool, deliberate strokes. The sensation made me flinch, not from pain, but from the sheer humiliation of it, like she was truly transforming my body into a girl’s.

“Alright,” she said softly. “Hold these in place for me.”

She pressed one breast form firmly against my chest on the left side, then guided my hand up to support it. The silicone was warm from her fingers, heavy and soft against my palm. She did the same on the right, arranging my other hand to hold the second one. Now I was sitting there, naked, with no penis, cradling two artificial breasts against my chest while my girlfriend sat across from me, smiling.

“Keep them there,” she said. “Let the glue settle.”

I sat there, breathing shallowly, feeling the weight of them pressing into me. The adhesive tugged lightly as it began to dry, a slow tightening that made the forms feel less like something I was holding and more like something becoming part of me. My shoulders hunched a little from the unfamiliar pull, and every tiny movement made the heavy silicone shift, sending an unnerving ripple through my chest.

Hillary watched me closely, her expression excited and strangely proud. “You look adorable like that,” she murmured. “Beautifully made up, your cute little dick all tucked away, playing with your new titties. I want you to remember this moment next time you try to act like you're Mr. Macho. Actually…” She pulled out her phone and snapped a picture.

My face burned. I didn’t know what to say. I just sat there, holding them, feeling my sense of myself slipping further away with every second.

After a minute or two, she gently tapped my wrists. “Okay. Let go.”

I lowered my hands slowly. The breast forms stayed exactly where she had placed them, glued firmly to my chest. They rose and fell with my breathing, heavy and obvious, changing the way my whole upper body looked and felt. When I shifted, they moved with me, a soft, natural bounce that made my stomach turn. There was no ignoring this. They looked and felt alarmingly real.

“Aww,” Hillary cooed. “You finally have the body you were meant for.”

She crossed to the bed and picked up the next humiliation: a suede cheetah print bra and matching panties. The pattern was loud and wild, the kind of thing I’d have stared at on a hot girl.

She held them out to me. “These are yours for tonight.”

I took them with shaking hands. The bra cups were molded and soft, 34C, designed to cradle the forms she’d just glued on. The panties were tiny, almost a thong, the kind of cut that left nowhere to hide, just a little triangle of cheetah print and thin elastic bands that would never have covered me had I not been tucked.

“Go on,” she said. “Put them on. I know you must be excited to wear them, even if you won’t admit it.”

There was no dignity left to preserve, but I went through the motions anyway. I stepped into the panties and pulled them up carefully, feeling the elastic slide over my shaved legs, then settle tightly over the taped smoothness at my groin. I blushed in shame, knowing that any last claim to manhood had been neatly packaged and erased under animal print. Looking over my shoulder, I realized that the panties barely covered my ass at all, the thin band at the back barely covering between my butt cheeks.

Then I worked the bra around my back, fumbling with the clasp until it finally hooked. The straps dug into my shoulders in a way that felt both foreign due to my new forms and horribly familiar now that I had been wearing bras for weeks. When I adjusted the cups, the breast forms settled into place perfectly, the weight supported and lifted, creating a perky, round shape that looked disturbingly real on my chest.

Hillary watched closely, her eyes bright. “You see?” she said, approaching behind me and reaching around to cup my new boobs. “You look so sexy.”

I swallowed, staring at myself for a second. Tiny panties with no visible signs of manhood, big perky boobs, wrapped in cheetah print and lace. Whatever fragments of male pride I had been clinging to felt almost childish in the face of what the mirror was showing me.

“Pretty girl,” she said quietly. “Now we can get you dressed.”

We crossed to the bed, where she’d already laid the rest of the outfit out: a cheetah print flared miniskirt and a matching long-sleeved cropped top. The suede fabric and pattern matched the underwear perfectly, warm and soft under my fingertips when I touched it, an almost liquid brush against my still hypersensitive skin.

I pulled the cropped top over my head, careful not to let it smear the makeup she’d just perfected. It slid down and caught under my new bust, then stretched snugly into place, stopping just beneath my new boobs. The fabric hugged them and pressed them together slightly, enhancing the shape until there was no ignoring them. The sleeves were tight enough to feel like a gentle embrace, clinging to my arms and shoulders and reminding me with every movement that there was no bare, uncomplicated chest under there anymore.

Then I stepped into the skirt. It whispered up my legs as I pulled it on, the soft, fuzzy fabric skimming over my shaved thighs, brushing lightly against the matching suede of the panties before coming to rest high on my waist. It ended at mid-thigh, maybe even a bit higher, and flared dramatically whenever I shifted my weight. The hem swished against my legs in soft, teasing strokes, each tiny sensation a reminder of how exposed I was, how carefully she had stripped away anything that made me feel solid or masculine.

I turned once in front of the mirror and caught a glimpse of motion: wild print, pink makeup, long acrylic nails, perky boobs that peeked out under the top. For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. The person looking back at me wasn’t a typical guy. She looked like a well-padded, professional drag queen getting ready for a show.

And that drag queen was me.

Hillary’s eyes lit up. “You look so hot, Victoria. I’m struggling so hard not to rip that skirt right off you.”

My cheeks warmed, the heat sinking under the foundation and blush. “Thanks,” I said quietly, the word feeling small compared to everything she’d done to me.

“Sit,” she said, patting the vanity chair. “Hair time.”

I sat down, the skirt settling around me like a little cheetah print cloud. The tape pulled slightly as I bent, the bra strap pressed into my back, the breast forms shifted with a soft, unnatural weight. I could feel all of it at once, a cage built out of fabric and glue and Hillary’s affectionate brand of dominance.

Hillary moved behind me and slipped my hair under a wig cap before returning with the long black wig she had bought for me weeks earlier, carefully pulling it over my head. She gathered up the long black hair, running her fingers through it first to detangle. Her touch was light, sure, practiced, like she had styled me a hundred times before. I watched in the mirror as she twisted it up into a voluminous bun high on my head, almost like a messy beehive updo, tying it with a cheetah print scrunchie that matched my outfit. A few strands escaped deliberately, curling down to frame my face and soften everything even more.

When she finished, I stared at the mirror and caught my breath. The hairstyle lifted everything: my cheekbones, my neck, my posture. The long line of my throat, the rounded swell of my chest, the flare of my skirt, the smoothness of my legs, it all lined up too perfectly. For the first time, I could fully see what she saw in me, and I didn’t have an easy way to argue with it.

Hillary gasped, covering her mouth for a second. “Oh my God, you’re so pretty. I’m jealous.”

I smiled softly, blushing harder. “Thank you,” I said, the words tumbling out on instinct.

She smiled, digging through her jewelry box. “Hold still, baby, almost done.”

She handed me a pair of glittery gold dangling clip-on earrings. I clipped them on my ears, feeling the faint tug of their weight, the cool metal against my skin. When I turned my head, they swayed and sparkled, brushing the sides of my neck, drawing the eye toward my face and away from any last trace of doubt.

“You like your new earrings?” she asked, grinning.

“They’re nice, I guess,” I said, still studying the way they caught the light, the way they completed the picture in the mirror. It was getting harder to imagine that picture without them.

“We’ll have to get your ears pierced soon,” she laughed as she reached for a perfume bottle next, a clear glass one with a pink label. A mist of floral scent surrounded me, sweet, fruity, a little dramatic. It settled on my skin and clothes, clinging to the fabric, mingling with makeup and adhesive until I smelled completely unlike any man I had ever been around. I smelled like a teenage girl who spent an hour getting ready for a date.

While she walked to the closet, I looked back at my reflection. The girl in the mirror looked utterly, unmistakably feminine. The cheetah print, the nails, and the makeup gave her a boldness that was unignorable; the high bun added poise, and the gold shimmer near her face glowed in the light. The bra lifted her breasts; the skirt flared over her hips. I straightened slightly without meaning to, watching her move as I moved, realizing that the girl was me and that there was almost nothing left in that picture that I could call masculine without lying to myself.

Hillary returned holding a small cheetah print purse and a pair of heels to match, tall, dramatic, and eye-catching. She set them down in front of me. “Your final touch.”

I nervously slipped my feet into the heels. The inside was smooth and snug against my bare skin, lifting my arches until my calves tightened. The shape of my legs changed instantly, becoming longer, more defined, and forcing me to stick my butt and chest out. When I took a step, the sharp click of the heels echoed against the floor, a crisp, unmistakable sound that belonged to women who knew how to own the attention they knew they were drawing.

“These are really high,” I said, watching the way they lifted me, the way my hips had to sway just a little more to stay balanced.

Hillary laughed. “Yeah, and you’re handling them like a pro,” she said. “You move better in heels than half the girls I know. It’s almost like…you’re a girl.”

She opened the purse and placed my compact, makeup, and the contents of my wallet inside. “There, all set.” She handed it to me.

I took one last look in the mirror. The reflection beamed back: confident eyes framed in glittering pink, bright red lips, bold cheetah print, gold earrings catching the light, a high bun, a tiny purse, a flat crotch beneath a flared skirt, a perky chest. For a second, everything else, the nerves, the doubts, the anxiety, the fading voice insisting I was a man, disappeared under the weight of what I was seeing.

I just felt…finished. Like a project completed exactly the way its designer intended.

Hillary slung her own purse over her shoulder and smiled at me in the mirror. “Ready to go?”

“Yes,” I said softly.

My voice came out steady, higher than it used to be, softened by all the practice she’d forced on me. It sounded like it belonged to the girl in the mirror.

She reached for the door, and I followed. The rhythm of my heels clicked softly on the wood as we stepped into the hallway, every sharp tap a reminder of how far from normal I’d let myself drift. The hem of my skirt brushed my thighs with each step, my tucked manhood tight and smooth under my tiny cheetah-print panties, the weight of the breast forms tugging faintly at my chest. Every part of me felt arranged, painted, controlled.

We stepped outside together, the evening air cool against my bare legs and the exposed strip of midriff between my top and skirt. Goosebumps rose along my skin. The streetlights shimmered faintly on the hood of Hillary’s car. She unlocked it with a quick beep, then slid into the driver’s seat while I went around to the passenger side.

I smoothed my skirt beneath me before sitting, keeping my knees together as I swung my legs in, just like she’d drilled into me. The tuck pulled a little when I settled into the seat, a tight reminder of my emasculation. The seat was cold through the thin fabric, and our shared perfume lingered in the air mixed with the faint vanilla from the air freshener. It smelled like her, like makeup, like everything that had slowly swallowed my old life.

As she started the engine, pop music drifted softly from the radio, something upbeat and girly, the kind of song everyone enjoyed but most guys were too afraid to admit they liked. Hillary hummed under her breath, totally relaxed, the glow from the dashboard lighting her beautiful face and dark hair.

“I still can’t believe tonight’s the night,” she said, glancing at me with a grin. “You’ve worked so hard for this, Victoria. You’re gonna crush it.”

I tried to smile, but it felt stiff. My hands rested on the cheetah-print purse in my lap, fingers tracing the pattern over and over. My nails glimmered when they caught the light from passing cars, long and glossy and completely impractical. They looked beautiful but fragile, like one wrong move might snap them… or like one wrong move might snap me.

My chest rose and fell a little too fast. The bra dug into my shoulders, the breast forms shifting with every breath, warm and heavy, forcing me to feel them. The tape between my legs felt tighter now that we were actually moving toward the bar, even the familiarity of having a man’s body having been taken from me.

Hillary must’ve noticed how quiet I’d gotten. “Hey,” she said gently, keeping one hand on the wheel and resting the other on my thigh. “Don’t worry, okay? You’re gonna be amazing. And honestly, this is so good for you. It’s helping you connect more with your feminine side. You’ll never know if you love it until you try.”

I stared out the window at the blur of lights and dark glass. “I just…” I swallowed. “I feel so ridiculous. I never saw myself as feminine. Now I feel like such a…such a sissy just sitting here like this.”

The word tasted bitter and hot coming out of my mouth, but it was the only one that fit.

She smiled warmly and gave my knee a quick squeeze, her fingers warm on my bare skin. “First of all, you shouldn’t feel ridiculous,” she said. “You look gorgeous in your hot little outfit. Second, you are a sissy. I know it's not easy to accept, but I know it even if you don’t.”

I let out a shaky breath. “You don’t know that.”

“Actually, I do, baby,” she said calmly. “You’re sitting here in a cheetah print skirt and a cropped top. Your nails are done, your makeup’s done. You currently have no cock or balls, but what you do have are two perfect titties…You answer to Victoria. You can’t really deny it at this point.”

I was quiet for a moment, fingers tightening around the purse. “This is so humiliating,” I muttered. “I never wanted this.”

She glanced over at me, and her expression softened, but there was that familiar steel underneath. “Listen to me, Victoria,” she said. “I know it’s humiliating. You’re a sissy, I think that’s kind of part of the experience. But it's who you are, and I love you for it. There’s nothing wrong with being a sissy.”

My stomach flipped. “You say I’m a sissy like it’s just… a fact. I never said I was one.”

“It is a fact, baby,” she said easily. “You are a sissy. You spend your days in panties and bras now and literally never wear boxers. You move better in heels than I do. You look at yourself in the mirror and you know you make a better girl than you did a man, even if you don’t wanna admit it out loud yet. You act like a girl, you talk like one, you even think like one. That’s not exactly giving real man energy. It is what it is, baby.”

I felt my face burn, but part of me couldn’t deny how true it sounded when she said it like that.

She squeezed my knee again before putting her hand back on the wheel. “And yeah,” she added, “it’s super humiliating. That’s kind of a big part of this. You’re supposed to feel exposed and girly. I mean, your cock is tucked beneath your little cheetah print panties, of course you’re gonna feel emasculated. That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t also be proud of how good you look and try to enjoy this. Being a sissy doesn’t mean you’re lesser. It just means you’re not what you thought you were. Less of a man, maybe. But also, you’re prettier, softer, sweeter. I love it, baby, and soon, you will too.”

My throat tightened. “I don’t want everyone to see me as a sissy,” I said. “I don’t want them to look at me and know I’m… that.”

She shook her head. “They’re not gonna see that,” she said. “They’re gonna see a hot, nervous queen in cheetah print who’s about to go onstage and dance her heart out. The only people who know you’re a sissy are you and me. And honestly?” She smiled a little. “I think you’re the bravest sissy I’ve ever met.”

I forced a shaky laugh despite myself. “That’s not really the compliment you think it is.”

“Yes, it is,” she said. “You’re scared and unsure, but you’re still doing it. You let me tuck you, you let me glue on those boobs, you let me dress you up, and you’re still sitting here in this car, on your way to perform. That’s more courage than half the ‘real men’ I’ve dated ever showed.”

The comparison hit hard. My “real man” status shrank even more in my own head, but the way she said it made part of me feel weirdly proud too.

The drive didn’t take long, but every minute felt stretched thin with anticipation. My mind ran in circles: what if I tripped in my heels, what if the tape pulled loose, what if my performance sucked, what if someone recognized me? Every worst-case scenario played behind my eyes while the music played cheerfully on, like none of it mattered.

When we finally turned the corner and the bar came into view, my heart skipped. There were people gathered outside, laughing and chatting, the low hum of excitement spilling onto the street. Colorful lights pulsed faintly behind the dark windows, and the sign above the door glowed like a spotlight I hadn’t stepped into yet.

Hillary parked a few spaces away and turned off the engine. The sudden quiet made the sound of my breathing and the faint rustle of my skirt seem loud.

“Okay,” she said softly, looking at me. “Deep breath.”

I did. Inhale, exhale. The tape tugged a little as my stomach expanded. My heels shifted slightly against the floor mat. The bra band pressed into my back. The breast forms rose and fell with my breath, heavy and obvious.

“Everything’s okay,” she said. “You look perfect. You’re gonna be the prettiest queen there.”

She reached up and pulled down the small mirror above my seat so I could check. My reflection was still flawless: lipstick untouched, lashes curled, eyes bright and glittering, cheeks pink, hair perfectly in place. The cheetah print framed my chest, the earrings sparkled, the girl in the mirror looked deceivingly confident. It was hard to tell whether she was a drag queen or a really dramatic, overdone girl.

The sight calmed me a little bit. I still looked like the girl who’d left the house. Maybe this wouldn’t be so terrible.

When I folded the mirror back up, Hillary grinned. “You’ve got this,” she said. “You are a pretty sissy girl, and you’re gonna own it tonight.”

I swallowed, then nodded. “Okay,” I said quietly.

She leaned over and kissed me, her lips leaving the faintest trace of warmth. “Let’s do it, girlie.”

We got out together. I remembered to move carefully, pressing my knees together, swinging my legs out first, one hand holding the skirt in place as I stood. My heels touched the pavement with a neat little click, nothing like the solid thud of normal shoes. The night air felt crisp against my bare legs and the strip of skin between my top and skirt, cool enough to raise goosebumps.

Hillary came around the car and looped her arm through mine like it was the most natural thing in the world. She looked perfect in her little black dress and heels, all curves and confidence. Next to her, with my cheetah print, bare legs, glued-on breasts, and pink nails, I felt like her overdressed, timid girlfriend.

We started toward the entrance, my heels clicking in a quick, light rhythm that matched my heartbeat. Each step tugged on the tape between my legs and shifted the weight of the breast forms under my top, tiny reminders that everything about me had been rearranged to fit the part.

The bouncer stood by the door, a wall of a man in a black shirt that hugged his thick arms and chest, tattoos peeking out from under the sleeves. He had broad shoulders, a square jaw dusted with stubble, and a calm, bored expression. His boots were planted firmly on the ground, heavy and solid. He looked like the definition of what a man was supposed to be.

As we walked up, I felt myself shrink inside. The closer we got, the more ridiculous I felt. My tiny heels clicked against the concrete while his boots stayed silent and steady. My skirt swished around my thighs in soft little flares. The bra dug into my shoulders. The fake boobs glued to my chest bounced with each step. I felt small and fragile, a painted doll walking up to a real man.

“Hey,” Hillary said easily, smiling up at him. “She’s with me. This is Victoria, if you couldn’t tell, she’s one of the queens performing tonight.”

He looked at me, eyes traveling up and down in a quick, assessing sweep. Not cruel, not mocking, just taking me in. Cheetah print. Long lashes. Bright lips. Gold earrings. High bun. Smooth legs. Just a little drag queen.

“Yeah?” he said, voice low and deep. “I haven’t seen you before, first time on the lineup?”

His tone wasn’t unkind, but the sound of his voice hit me hard. It rumbled in his chest. Mine, when I answered, came out higher, softer, exactly like Hillary had trained it.

“Y… yeah,” I said. “First time.”

I heard myself and wanted to disappear. The contrast between us was brutal. He was everything I wasn’t: broad, rough, unbothered. I was standing there in a miniskirt and heels, tucked, padded, and painted, calling myself Victoria. Every ounce of male pride I’d ever had felt like it was dissolving under the pink neon over the door.

He nodded once. “Good luck, have fun, girls,” he said, like it was nothing. He stepped aside and pushed the door open with one big hand, barely needing any effort.

Hillary gave him a quick thank you and tugged me gently inside. As soon as the door shut behind us, the sound hit me all at once: laughter, voices, music blending under the soft glow of pink and gold lights. The air felt warm and alive, and the scent of perfume and food mingled with something sweet from the bar.

But my mind was still stuck on the image of the bouncer and me standing in front of him. My small hands. His big shoulders. My cheetah-print skirt. His black shirt and boots. The way I’d sounded like a girl so naturally when I spoke to him.

I leaned in closer to Hillary as we walked, my voice low. “I felt so pathetic standing next to him,” I muttered. “The contrast…you know?”

She glanced at me, her expression softening. “Yeah, baby, I know,” she said. “Don’t worry about it, just try to have fun tonight.”

I kept my eyes on the floorboards, watching my heels click across them. “I just…really felt like I was kind of masculine,” I said quietly. “Then we walk up to a guy like that and it’s just… obvious. I’m standing there, worried about my skirt riding up and whether my makeup looks okay, while he’s just… normal.”

Hillary slid her arm tighter through mine, her hand giving me a small squeeze. “Normal is boring,” she said. “You’re just not that kind of man. You’re a sissy boy. And that’s okay.”

The word still stung, but it didn’t sound cruel coming from her. Just matter of fact.

“I don’t wanna be a sissy, though,” I said. “It feels like I’ve lost, I don’t know… the right to call myself a man at all. I’m in a cheetah print skirt and heels getting led past a bouncer like I’m your girlfriend.”

She smiled slightly. “You kind of are,” she said. “Look, no one expects you to be him. You’d never be happy trying to be that kind of guy anyway, and you never could. You look ridiculous in that role. This?” She let her gaze drop briefly over me, taking in my feminized appearance. “This works for you. You make a very pretty girl and you make a very good sissy. There’s nothing wrong with that. You just need to stop acting like it’s some terrible failure instead of just…your reality.”

Another drag queen was already on stage, wearing a flowing pink gown and singing Mariah Carey with a voice that filled the whole room. Her dress shimmered with every note, the sequins throwing flecks of light across the walls. Around the tables, other performers moved between guests, carrying trays of drinks and plates of food. The soft clicking of heels echoed faintly against the wooden floor, a rhythm that matched the pulse of the music.

The skirt around my thighs swayed as I walked beside Hillary, my heels clicking lightly in time with everyone else’s. The bun on top of my head felt heavy in a strangely grounding way, the loose tendrils brushing softly against my cheeks whenever I turned my head. My earrings swayed and caught bits of light, and every small movement reminded me how carefully Hillary had put me together.

I swallowed, my voice quieter now. “So I’m just supposed to accept that I’m… that. A sissy.”

She looked at me, steady and sure. “You’re supposed to accept that you’re you,” she said. “And yeah, that includes being a sissy. You can spend the whole night obsessing over the fact you’re not some huge, bearded bouncer… or you can accept that you’re about to go on stage, looking gorgeous, making people cheer. That’s your lane now. Own it.”

I let the words sink in as we moved deeper into the room. The humiliation still burned in my chest, but it was tangled up with something else: the strange, undeniable rush of being seen like this.

I didn’t know if I was ready to own it. I still didn’t want it.

But with every step, every swish of my skirt, every soft tug of the bra straps on my shoulders, I could feel the choice shrinking down to something very simple: I was here, dressed like this, walking next to her. There was no turning back.

Before I could take in much else, a woman with glasses and a glittery cardigan hurried over. She looked about thirty, friendly but a little flustered, clutching a clipboard.
“Hi! I assume you’re one of the queens performing tonight? I love your outfit!” she said, eyes wide with enthusiasm.

“Thank you,” I said shyly, my voice smaller than I wanted it to be.

“Yes,” Hillary said smoothly. “This is Miss Victoria. I believe we spoke on the phone, you said she’s on at eleven and at one?”

Charlene’s expression brightened. “Yes! Nice to meet you, Victoria. You’ve got two fifteen-minute sets, one at eleven, one at one. In the meantime, you’ll be waitressing. You’ve got tables one through four; it’ll be easy, don’t worry. Just stay in character, okay?”

I nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “Alright.”

“Perfect,” Charlene said, smiling. She turned to Hillary. “And you reserved a table, right? You can take table four; it’s open.”

“Great, thank you,” Hillary said.

Charlene waved cheerfully before disappearing into the crowd.

I turned to Hillary. “I didn’t know I’d be waitressing,” I said quietly.

She laughed. “I didn’t either, but it’ll be fun! You’ll get the full drag queen experience tonight.”

I managed a small smile, though my fingers fidgeted with the hem of my skirt.

“Just keep a positive attitude and enjoy it,” she said warmly. “Now give me your purse, I’ll hold it for you.”

I handed it over, my long nails brushing against hers as she took it. She smiled, leaned in, and gave me a quick kiss. “You’re going to be great,” she said.

As she started toward her table, she turned back over her shoulder. “And remember your voice and walk! You’ve been practicing for this, you’ve got it, girl!”

Her words mixed with the music, and I felt the faint weight of my bun shift when I nodded. The skirt swayed against my thighs as I turned toward the stage area, my earrings brushing against my neck.

I walked up toward the stage where Charlene stood talking with another drag queen dressed in glittery pink, the one who’d been performing when I walked in. Up close, she was even more striking. Her outfit shimmered under the lights, a sparkling miniskirt and a cropped top with a sweetheart neckline that showed just enough cleavage to look real. Her long blonde hair tumbled down in soft curls around her shoulders, glossy and perfectly styled. Her makeup was dramatic and flawless, but underneath all the glitter, she had the kind of soft features that would’ve let her pass as a girl instantly if she wasn’t done up so boldly. She looked about my age, early twenties, but somehow a lot surer of who she was.

Her heels were tall, bright, and coated in glitter that matched the rest of her look. They made her legs look endless.

Charlene smiled when she saw me. “Victoria, this is Candy. She’ll walk you through everything tonight.”

Candy turned toward me with a big grin, her eyes lighting up. “Hi! Oh my gosh, you look so pretty!” she said, pulling me into a warm hug that smelled faintly of vanilla perfume and hairspray. Her arms were firm around me, and the press of her padded chest against mine made me hyper aware of my own breast forms. “I love that skirt!”

I felt my cheeks heat. I tried to remember everything Hillary had drilled into me: soften your voice, smile more, tilt your head a little. “Thank you,” I said, letting my tone go higher and sweeter than usual. “I love yours too, you look gorgeous.”

The words came out a little too easily, and that embarrassed me almost as much as saying them. Complimenting another “girl” on her skirt, in this voice, in this outfit… it felt like I’d stepped straight into the role Hillary wanted for me. And worse, I could feel myself trying to do it well.

Candy beamed. “We’re gonna have so much fun tonight, don’t worry,” she said, one hand resting lightly on my arm as she talked. Up close, I could see the glitter dusted over her collarbones, the tiny rhinestones at the corners of her eyes. “It’s really easy, just go over to your tables and check in every ten minutes or so. If they want something, write it down on this notepad…”

She handed me a sparkly pink notepad and a matching pen that glittered in the stage light. The plastic felt smooth and cheap in my hand, but the color and shine made it look like something out of a teenager’s pencil case. I caught myself holding it delicately between my fingers the way Hillary had taught me, nails facing outward, wrist loose and soft.

“…and then bring it to the kitchen or bar,” Candy finished. “Do you have any questions?”

I forced a bright, polite smile, the kind of expression Hillary said made me look “extra sweet.” “Um… no, I don’t think so,” I said, my voice still in that higher, careful register. “It sounds simple enough.”

Inside, I cringed at how naturally I was playing along, how much I sounded like every other drag queen in the room instead of some normal guy being coerced into this by his girlfriend. But Candy didn’t seem to notice anything except what she wanted to see.

“Good,” she said cheerfully, and gave me a light, playful swat on the butt as she laughed. The touch made my skirt swish and sent a jolt of humiliation through me, but I heard myself let out a small, nervous giggle instead of complaining. “Then you can start with table four. Let me know if you need anything, queen!”

“Okay,” I said, still smiling. “Thank you, Candy.”

As I turned away, heels clicking and skirt swaying, I could feel my face burning. I hated how much I sounded and acted like I belonged here.

And I hated how, underneath the embarrassment, a small part of me was proud that I did.

Her laughter mixed with the music, and I couldn’t help but smile.

I glanced over at table four and spotted Hillary sitting there, already watching me with a proud grin. The sight made my heart skip a little. I adjusted the strap of my top and took a steadying breath. Remembering her advice, I started walking toward her, keeping my steps smooth, my wrist relaxed, and my hips swaying just enough to feel the skirt move around my thighs. The bun on my head felt perfectly balanced, and the soft weight of my earrings brushed my neck as I walked, each sound, each step, a quiet reminder of how to carry myself.

When I got to table four, Hillary was already smiling up at me.
“Well, look at you,” she said. “Carrying yourself like an elegant little lady. I see you’re already making friends with the other girls.”

I blushed, crossing my legs and fidgeting with my skirt as I teetered above her. “That was Candy,” I said. “She was just walking me through what I’m doing tonight.”

“Good,” Hillary said, eyes bright. “So, are you excited to perform?”

My stomach tightened a little. I wanted to act confident, even though the nerves were creeping in. “Yes,” I said with a forced smile. “Very.”

“Good girl,” she said, reaching across the table to take my hands. “You’re gonna kill it. You look so pretty, and you’ve practiced for weeks now. You’re gonna be great.”

“Thank you,” I said softly. “I hope so.”

“I know so,” she said, giving my hands a quick squeeze before grinning. “Now go get me a cosmo, Miss Victoria.”

“Right away,” I said. My skirt brushed lightly against my thighs as I turned.

I walked toward the bar, the clicking of my heels barely audible over the music. The bartender looked up as I approached, a pretty olive-skinned girl around my age with a sleek ponytail and shimmery eyeshadow that caught the light.

“Hi,” she said brightly. “You must be Miss Victoria! I think you’re the only one of the queens I haven’t met yet. I’m Kendra, nice to meet you.”

“Yes, I’m Victoria!” I said, matching her energy. “Nice to meet you too!”

She smiled, leaning on the counter. “All you girls look so gorgeous tonight. I’m sure all the men are gonna want to eat you up. I’m jealous.”

I felt my cheeks warm with embarrassment, but stayed in character. “Stop, you’re so pretty! I love your dress,” I said.

“Thanks,” Kendra laughed. “So, what can I get for you?”

“A cosmo for table four,” I said.

“Coming right up.”

She mixed it quickly, sliding the glass toward me with an easy smile. “Here you go.”

“Thank you,” I said, taking it carefully by the stem and heading back to Hillary’s table.

Hillary took the glass with a grin. “Thanks, princess, I mean queen. Now go make your rounds.”

I smiled nervously. “Okay.”

My heart was beating a little faster as I turned from the table. My boobs bounced as I started toward table one, swishing my way over. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself, and reminded myself to move the way Hillary had drilled into me: smooth, graceful, a dramatic sway in the hips. I still didn’t feel confident, but my body slipped into the motions anyway, like it had learned the part before my mind had.

When I got to table one, three girls were chatting loudly and a guy sat with them, looking just a bit awkward. I felt all their eyes land on me at once — my legs, my makeup, my outfit — and a wave of self-consciousness hit me. I felt very on display, like I was something to be looked at and judged, not just someone taking an order.

My nerves spiked, but I took a quick breath and forced myself into the softest, most feminine tone I could manage.

“Hi, I’m Miss Victoria,” I said, giving them a warm smile and a little tilt of my head. “I’ll be your server tonight. Can I get you guys anything?”

One of the girls grinned. “Hi, Victoria! I love your outfit, so sexy.”

The word “sexy” made my face heat. Knowing they were looking at my body like that, the short skirt, the heels, the breasts Hillary had given me, made me feel exposed and weirdly flattered at the same time.

“Thanks, girl! You all look so cute,” I heard myself say, my voice bright and girly, like I’d been talking this way my whole life.

They laughed and chorused a round of thank-yous. I realized how easily I’d slipped into calling her “girl,” complimenting them back like any other flirty, friendly queen. Part of me cringed at how natural it sounded coming out of my mouth, but another part of me was relieved it fit.

Then one of them nudged the guy. “You’re not gonna say thank you, Jake? She said you look cute.”

He turned red, and so did I. For a second, I wanted to vanish, but instead I did exactly what Hillary would’ve wanted: I leaned in a little and laughed softly.

“You look handsome too, Jake,” I said, letting the compliment roll off my tongue in that same gentle, feminine voice.

Hearing myself say that to another guy, dressed like this, made my stomach twist with embarrassment. But the table burst out laughing, Jake stammered an awkward “Thanks,” and somehow that made me feel a tiny bit more at ease, like I was doing the role right.

After that, they gave me their food and drink orders. I wrote them neatly into the sparkly pink notepad Candy had given me, my glittery nails catching the light as I scribbled. Then I walked back toward the kitchen, skirt swishing, heels clicking, hyper-aware of every glance I might be getting on the way.

The air in the back smelled like fries and something sweet, maybe cinnamon. The heat from the grills made the room feel warmer than the front, and I could feel a light sheen of sweat under my wig and along my back. I handed the order to the cook and then made my way to the bar to grab their drinks.

Kendra was already pouring something bright pink into a cocktail glass. “These for your table?” she asked.

“Yep,” I said with a smile, automatically softening my voice again.

“Cute crowd,” she said knowingly as she looked them over.

I carried the drinks carefully back to the table, concentrating on my steps so I wouldn’t spill anything. As I set them down, one of the girls grinned at me.

“Jake was just wondering if you have a boyfriend,” she said.

I could feel the blush rise all the way to my ears. My mind scrambled. The last thing I wanted was for this to turn into some awkward flirting scene with a guy while I was dressed like this. Before I could think of a better response, my mouth ran on autopilot, channeling the personality I know Hillary wanted me to try to embody.

“Yes, unfortunately, I do, otherwise I’d be all over you, Jake,” I said flirtatiously, brushing his arm with my long nails.

The table erupted in laughter again, Jake hiding his face as the girls teased him. Outwardly, I giggled along with them, playing the part of the bold, playful queen. Inside, my stomach flipped. I’d just told another guy I’d be “all over him” if I were single, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I’d said it to shut the whole thing down, to make it clear I was taken and keep the teasing from going any further, but the fact that it came out so smoothly, with the giggle, the touch, the tone, made my face burn with a deeper humiliation. I was really doing this. Acting like this. Sounding like this. And I really didn’t have to try that hard. Maybe Hillary had a point.

And yet, as their laughter rolled around me and nobody seemed uncomfortable or mocking, I felt myself relax a bit for the first time that night. I was ridiculous, a sissy in cheetah-print flirting with some guy named Jake, and somehow, in this room, that meant I was fitting in.

The next hour went by in a rhythm, checking on tables, delivering food, laughing with guests, and trading small jokes with the other girls. Every so often, I caught Hillary watching me from across the room, smiling like she was so proud of me.

After about an hour, Charlene appeared beside me with her clipboard. “You’re on in fifteen,” she said with a bright smile. “If you want to touch up your makeup or take a break, the ladies’ room’s open. Angel will cover your tables.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling my stomach tighten again.

I smoothed my skirt with one hand and made my way over to Hillary, clutching the sparkly pink notepad I’d been using to take orders. She looked up as I approached, eyes immediately softening.

“I’m on in fifteen,” I said quietly. “I’m gonna go to the bathroom and check my makeup…try to calm down a little.”

She smiled, all warmth and certainty. “You’re gonna be amazing,” she said. “You look incredible, your routine is perfect, and they’re going to love you. This is what we’ve been working toward, remember?” She held out her hand. “Give me your notepad. I’ll swap you.”

I passed her the sparkly notepad and she slipped the cheetah-print purse in my hand in return. “I’ll hang onto this,” she said, tucking the notepad under her arm. “You just focus on being a star, okay?”

I nodded, trying to breathe past the knot in my chest. “Okay.”

She squeezed my hand once. “You’ve got this, Victoria.”

That helped more than I wanted to admit. I straightened my top, adjusted my skirt, and headed toward the ladies’ room, the muffled sound of the music growing softer with each step.

The ladies’ room was quieter than the rest of the bar, just the low hum of music through the walls and the soft buzz of the light above the mirror. I walked up to the counter and stared at my reflection.

It still shocked me for a second. The person in the mirror didn’t look like a nervous guy in a costume. She looked like a dramatic, fully done-up drag queen: bold, glossy, exaggerated and honestly beautiful. The updo framed my face perfectly, a few deliberate curls resting against my cheeks. The shimmer of my eyeshadow caught the light each time I blinked, pink and glittery and unapologetic. The contour hollowed my cheeks, the highlighter on my cheekbones gave me a glow I’d never had before. The red lipstick made my mouth look pouty and inviting. My breast forms rose and fell under the tight cheetah-print top, the illusion of curves completed.

I leaned closer, studying the details, all the tiny things Hillary had done so carefully. Thick lashes. Sharp winged liner. Gold earrings brushing my neck. It was hard to connect this face to the person I’d always thought I was. Harder still to deny how good it looked.

My makeup was mostly still perfect, foundation even, blush still bright under the lights. just the lipstick had faded a little at the center.

I reached into my purse and fished it out, uncapped the tube, and leaned in again. Puckering slightly, I traced the color back over my lips until they shone bright red once again. The creamy texture slid into place, filling the shape Hillary had lined earlier.

The sight made my chest flutter. That glossy, overconfident mouth didn’t look nervous at all. If anything, it looked like it was ready to entertain the entire room.

I let out a slow breath, trying to steady myself. “You can do this,” I murmured under my breath, watching the girl in the mirror say it back to me. For a moment, I just stood there, meeting my own gaze, forcing myself to accept that this super-feminine, dramatic queen really was me, at least for tonight.

I smiled faintly, capped the lipstick, and tucked it back in the purse.

Then I turned, straightened my skirt, relaxed my shoulders as best I could with the breast forms, and swished back out into the hallway.

Backstage was dim and buzzing with movement. Music and applause leaked through the curtain as another performer finished her set. My pulse picked up. I adjusted my top again, feeling the fabric cool under my hands.

When the other drag queen came offstage, she grinned at me. “You’re on, girl. Good luck.”

“Thanks,” I mumbled, my throat dry.

I took one deep breath, then another, and stepped forward toward the curtains. The stage lights spilled faintly through the gap ahead, bright and anxiety-inducing.

Charlene’s voice came through the speakers, full of energy.
“Alright, everyone, give a warm welcome to our next performer, Miss Victoria!”

Applause rippled through the room, bright and thunderous.

My pulse was wild. For a second, right behind the curtain, I thought my legs might actually refuse to move. Then my body slipped into the muscle memory Hillary had drilled into me. I stepped out into the spotlight, feeling the heat of the lamps hit my skin and the weight of a hundred eyes all at once.

I remembered what she had told me: posture, grace, presence. So I forced my shoulders back, stuck out my chest and butt, and let my hips guide my walk. Each step was slow and deliberate, almost feline, my hips swaying way more than a normal walk. It felt so exaggerated to me, almost obscene, and a spike of self-consciousness shot through me as I crossed the stage. But the crowd cheered louder. That sound hit me in the chest like a physical thing.

When I reached the microphone, I shifted my weight and popped one hip out, one hand resting lightly against it. I tilted my chin up and gave them what I hoped looked like a confident, teasing smile. Inside, my heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

Then the first beat of Hips Don’t Lie hit, those unmistakable drums and horns filling the room.

I wrapped my fingers around the mic stand and let the beat sink into my body, not just my chest, but all the way down to my hips. My shoulders rolled in smooth, liquid circles that followed the rhythm. My hips answered with a slow, lazy figure eight that felt almost too sensual, like I was tracing the music with my body in a way everyone could see. I let my head tip to one side, hair sliding over my shoulder as I looked out at the room through half-lidded eyes. The audience immediately started clapping along, and that alone made my cheeks heat up. They were reacting to me, to what I was doing. To how I was moving.

As the groove settled in, I let my weight drop a little lower, bending my knees and really working my hips. I pushed them back into a slow roll, then into a tighter shake that focused everything right where the beat was hitting. My skirt bounced against the tops of my thighs with every sharp snap.

On one particularly quick burst of hip shimmies, the hem jumped higher than I meant it to. I felt air against the lower curve of my butt and knew, with horrible clarity, that they had seen at least a flash of my panties. A wave of whistles and giggles broke out from the front rows. My face went hot instantly. For a heartbeat, I wanted to freeze, wanted the floor to swallow me. Instead, I kept moving and tightened my grip on the stand, my fingers biting into the metal as I forced a smile.

When the first verse began, I slipped the mic from the stand and stepped forward, close enough to the edge of the stage that I could actually pick out faces instead of just a blur. That made it both worse and better. I mimed the lyrics with exaggerated precision, shaping each word like it mattered, my free hand framing my body. I drew it slowly from my collarbone down over my boobs, over my waist, then out along the curve of my hip in time with the beat.

My hips snapped into sharp isolations, quick little accents that contrasted with slower, lingering circles. I twisted from the waist, letting my upper body stay soft and fluid while my hips hit each beat like punctuation. It felt ridiculously provocative to me, like there was no way I did not look like I was putting my pantied butt on display for the entire room. I definitely was, but this was the routine I had rehearsed.

On one turn, I let my back face the audience and sank a little deeper, knees bent, butt pushed out for everyone to see as my skirt rose up. I rolled my hips in a slow circle that traced the rhythm in the air. The movement was so clearly focused on my ass that I could feel my ears burning. Then, right on the next set of drums, I snapped into a fast twerk, the kind of rapid shimmy that made my skirt bounce wildly as I shook my ass. I felt it flutter and lift again, light fabric flicking against the backs of my thighs. Whistles and a couple of playful gasps shot up from the front.

Panic flared for a moment. I straightened quickly and smoothed my skirt down with a flustered little pat, my hand pressing over the fabric as if that could somehow erase what they had just seen. I forced a shy smile, more genuine than I meant it to be, because I really was embarrassed.

I glanced up, searching for something solid to hold onto, and that was when I saw her. Hillary sat near the side of the room, partly in the shadows, watching me. Her arms were folded lightly, one hip cocked, that familiar little knowing smile on her face. When our eyes met, she lifted one hand and gave me a small, deliberate wave.

Something loosened inside my chest. She did not look disappointed or concerned. She looked proud. The kind of pride that said this is exactly what we practiced, exactly what I was supposed to be doing.

My next breath came easier. I let the embarrassment slide into the background and tried to lean into what she saw instead.

By the chorus, the music had taken over more completely. I moved into the steps we had rehearsed, and this time they did not feel like something I was trying on. They felt like mine. A playful pivot that sent my skirt swinging high around my thighs, then a deep, grounded hip drop followed by a rolling shimmy that started at my knees and rippled up through my hips and stomach, my breast forms bouncing along with each movement.

I let my ribcage lift and my chest follow a heartbeat later, like the movement was traveling through me on purpose. It was sensual and controlled, choreography that flirted with the room without ever touching anyone. My legs bent and straightened in time with the beat, making my hips tilt and circle with each step. I turned, took a few backward steps with my eyes on the crowd, then spun. My skirt flared out in a bright swirl as I hit the last count of the chorus, and I knew the front row got another quick glimpse of my cheetah print panties. I was actually glad to be tucked. This time, instead of sheer panic, it felt like part of the act. My cheeks still warmed, but there was a thread of something else in it now, something like thrill.

The crowd erupted in cheers, louder than before.

The second song started, another Shakira classic, faster and brighter. I crossed the stage in quick, confident steps, letting my hips lead and my shoulders follow. My arms swept outward in big, open arcs before gliding back in to frame my waist. My hands skimmed the sides of my thighs as I hit a sharp hip snap on the beat. Each isolation landed exactly where the rhythm wanted it, little shivers and rolls that made it look like the music was inside my muscles.

I played with them now, leaning in toward one side of the audience with a slow, circling hip roll, then turning away with a teasing glance over my shoulder. The butterflies in my stomach were still there, but they were different. Less sheer terror, more charged energy. When I turned so my butt was to them and sank into another series of quick, precise twerks, I felt my skirt tremble and ride up again with each burst. The whistles and cheers followed, but instead of just shame, I felt a strange, giddy power threading through the embarrassment. Every time the hem climbed too high, I used the next turn or step to smooth it back down with a little flustered gesture that made them cheer louder.

I risked another glance toward the side of the room. Hillary was still watching, still smiling, her eyes bright. That tiny approval settled my nerves even more. I straightened my shoulders, lifted my chin, and let myself sink deeper into the performance.

By the time the third song began, I was not thinking about choreography at all. My body just moved. The rhythm poured through me, and I let my hips snap sharply on some beats, then melt into long, sinuous figure eights on others. My feet shifted lightly and quickly, giving me room to let my torso and hips move with full freedom.

I played to the front row one moment, locking eyes for a breath as I traced a slow circle with my hips, feeling the fabric of my skirt tug and bounce. The next moment I turned away laughing, spinning into another series of shimmies that felt less like an obligation and more like something I wanted to do. The adrenaline buzzed in my fingertips, my skin was warm under the lights, and the roar of the audience wrapped around me like part of the music itself.

I could feel every tiny bounce of my boobs, every time the hem of my skirt flew too high, every moment where the crowd reacted a little too loudly and a little too delighted. There was still a flicker of embarrassment with each one, but it was no longer drowning me. It was threaded with a growing sense of confidence. They were cheering for me, for Victoria, for the queen whose hips did not lie. Somewhere between the nerves, the butt shakes, and the close calls with my hemline, I realized I wasn’t just surviving this. I was owning it.

As the final notes rang out, I drew in a deep breath, brought my feet together, and let my hands slide gracefully down the sides of my skirt. I dipped into a low, controlled curtsy, holding it for a heartbeat as the applause crashed over me. Then I lifted with a bright, breathless smile.
“Thank you,” I said, actually panting a little, but glowing.

The applause was louder than before, whistles, cheers and clapping echoing through the room. I gave one last wave, then stole a quick look toward Hillary. She was clapping, smiling wide, and when our eyes met she mouthed, “You were perfect.”

That warm, dizzy feeling in my chest grew even stronger. I turned and walked offstage with the same swaying, confident stride, only this time it felt more natural to carry myself that way. My heart was still pounding, muscles buzzing, and the sound of the crowd trailed behind me like a song that had not quite ended.

Backstage, I finally let myself breathe. I pressed my back to the wall for a second, then laughed softly, half in disbelief. The lights, the rhythm, the embarrassment, the thrill of being watched and still choosing to perform anyway, it all lingered inside me, humming like electricity. For the first time, it occurred to me that maybe Hillary had been right all along. Maybe Victoria was not just something she had created. Maybe, somewhere under the nerves and the blushes and the shaking hips, this was really me. Maybe I really was a sissy.

I was still catching my breath when I grabbed my purse and pushed the curtain aside and stepped back into the club. The roar of the crowd had faded into a softer buzz, but my pulse was still racing like I was under the lights.

Charlene was waiting practically the second I cleared the backstage area. She swept me into a tight, warm hug that felt genuine and sweet.

“Oh my God, Miss Victoria,” she gushed, pulling back just enough to look at me. “You did so great. You are such an amazing dancer, honey, and you were so sexy out there.”

Heat shot straight into my face. I could feel the blush creeping up my cheeks as I smiled.
“Thank you,” I managed, a little breathless, unsure what to do with my hands except clutch my purse against my side.

She squeezed my shoulders once more, then turned back toward the stage to get ready for the next introduction. That was my cue. Back to work.

I adjusted my skirt, fixed my hair, and started toward Hillary to grab my notepad, but I did not make it far. Candy caught me first.

“Girl!” she squealed, swooping in and wrapping me in a hug before I could even react.

She looked exactly like she had before, bright and bubbly, but now there was an extra sparkle in her eyes. Beside her stood another performer, a cute drag queen with dark hair styled into twin ponytails, each tied off with a pink ribbon. She wore a tartan miniskirt and a white blouse knotted at the waist, the whole thing very schoolgirl but in a way that screamed sex. She actually looked fully like a beautiful girl; if I saw her on the street, I wouldn’t have guessed she was a drag queen. I wondered if I looked like that.

Candy rocked me side to side in her arms, our breasts squeezing together.
“You did so great,” she said, pulling back to look at me, her smile huge. “Like, seriously, you were so sexy out there. I saw those guys over at table three staring, especially at that booty in those adorable little panties. I knew the guys were gonna eat you up.”

My face went from warm to burning. The word booty made my stomach flip, and instantly I remembered every shimmy, every skirt bounce, every near slip onstage. The idea that they had been watching that closely made me want to hide backstage.

I ducked my head a little, smiling shyly.
“Thank you,” I said. “I was so nervous, I thought I was gonna trip on my own feet.”

“Oh, please,” Candy scoffed affectionately. “You looked like you were born doing that.” She gave my arm a quick squeeze.

The other girl stepped forward with a bright smile.
“I’m Kimmy,” she said, giving me a quick hug of her own. Up close, I could see the little pink bows at the ends of her ponytails, bouncing as she moved. “You did so great out there. Like, seriously, that was so hot.”

“Thank you,” I said again, the word starting to feel too small for how overwhelming all this praise was. “I saw your performance earlier. You were amazing too.”

Her eyes lit up.
“Aw, you saw that?” she said. “Thank you. I was freaking out the whole time.”

“Could’ve fooled me,” I replied, the compliment coming out more easily than I expected. “You looked so confident.”

We slipped into an easy little pocket of conversation, the three of us standing there in our costumes like we were just regular coworkers on a break, except every outfit was something you could never wear to a normal job. We talked about the crowd, the music, the way the stage lights made everything feel like it was happening in a dream. My nerves slowly started to smooth out, the intensity of being onstage bleeding into a softer, buzzing excitement.

After a couple of minutes, Charlene’s voice floated out again, announcing the next act. Candy glanced toward the stage, then back at us, practically vibrating.

“Alright, that’s my cue,” she said, bouncing once on her heels. “Wish me luck, girls.”

Kimmy pulled her in for another hug.
“You got this,” she said. “Go kill it, bitch.”

I stepped in and hugged her too, my purse pressed awkwardly between us.
“Good luck,” I murmured. “You’re gonna be great.”

“Damn right I am,” Candy said with a grin, then flicked one of my curls playfully before hurrying off toward the stage entrance.

When she disappeared behind the curtain, the club felt suddenly a little quieter around me, even with the music and chatter still going. I turned, scanning instinctively for one person.

Hillary was not hard to find.

She was standing near one of the side walls, close enough to see the stage clearly, her eyes fixed on me. The second I started toward her, she broke into a grin so wide it almost did not look like her usual composed self at all.

She met me halfway, grabbing me into a tight hug, almost lifting me off my feet.
“You did amazing,” she said into my ear, her voice high and excited. “You looked beautiful. And you killed that dance, oh my God. So sexy. You were literally delicious.”

The words hit me harder from her than from anyone else. My cheeks heated all over again, and I pulled back just enough to see her face. She was practically glowing, eyes bright, cheeks flushed with secondhand adrenaline.

“Thank you,” I said softly. It felt different saying it to her after our conversations before. Vulnerable, almost. Like I was handing her something fragile.

Before I could overthink it, she leaned in and pressed a kiss to my lips. It was long and sensual, and my heart lurched like I had just stepped back under the spotlight. I could still feel the ghost of her lips when she pulled away.

“See?” she said, smiling at me, her hands still on my arms. “I told you that you were a sissy. Did you feel like a manly man up there?

I did not have an answer for that. The words settled in my chest like a weight and a revelation at the same time. Part of me wanted to argue, remind her that a few months ago I never would have even imagined myself in this outfit, on that stage, moving like that. But another part of me replayed the way the crowd had cheered, the way my body had moved without me thinking, the way it had felt, for a few songs, like Victoria was the most natural thing in the world.

My silence must have given me away. I felt my face heat again, my eyes dropping for a moment as I swallowed.

Hillary laughed softly, then slid one hand under my skirt and squeezed my butt, a reminder of her dominance that made me jump.

“Alright, girly boy,” she said, eyes dancing. “Back to work. You have some admirers over at table three who need your attention.”

I followed her gaze and saw them, the group of guys Candy had mentioned earlier. They were sitting clustered around their table, drinks in hand, eyes occasionally flicking toward the stage, then toward the floor where the servers moved. One of them caught sight of me looking and nudged his friend.

A fresh wave of anxiety rose in my chest, swirling with leftover embarrassment. They had seen everything. The hip rolls, my boobs bouncing, my panties as I twerked for them. Candy saying they had been staring at my booty echoed in my head, and my instinct was to shrink, to hide behind someone taller, to pretend I was invisible.

But Hillary’s hand was still warm where it had tapped me, and her words brushed through my mind again. You were meant for this.

I drew in a small breath and swapped my purse for the notepad once again. My heart pounded, but my feet started moving. Not a normal walk. Not after that stage. My hips fell back into that same controlled sway, heels clicking softly against the floor as I minced my way toward table three, equal parts anxious, embarrassed, and, somewhere under all of that, quietly, proud.

I reached the table, heart ticking up a notch with every step. Up close, the guys looked even more like the type I was worried about, straight guys relaxed and loose from a few drinks, just a little too focused on me.

I pasted on my best waitress smile, shifted my weight into one hip, and lifted my notepad slightly.
“Hi, boys,” I chirped in my girliest voice. “What can I get you tonight?”

The words were out before I could stop them. The pitch. The little lilt at the end. Even the way I’d tilted my head and fluttered my lashes. I heard myself and wanted to die. My cheeks burned instantly, mortified by how natural it had sounded, how automatic all those girly mannerisms had become.

One of the guys, shorter with a scruffy beard and a mischievous grin, laughed.
“Maybe a lap dance?” he joked.

My stomach dropped. For half a second, I froze, then something in me snapped into place. Victoria mode. I forced a light, girly giggle, one hand coming up to my chest like I was scandalized in the cutest way.
“Maybe for my next act, baby,” I said, still smiling, trying to make it sound playful instead of panicked.

Another guy cut in before it could get weirder. He was taller than the rest, broad-shouldered, clean-shaven, with a calm, steady kind of presence that made him stand out. His eyes were focused on me, but not in the same hungry way as his friends.

“Seriously,” he said, leaning forward a little, elbows on the table. “You killed it up there. How long have you been doing drag?”

The compliment hit me harder than the joke. I felt the blush rise again, different this time. I shifted my sparkly notepad from one hand to the other, suddenly aware of how my skirt pulled when I moved.

“Thanks,” I said, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. “This is actually my first time.”

For a second, they all blinked at me like they did not quite believe it.

“No way,” one of them said.

“First time?” another added. “You looked like you’ve been doing this for years.”

“Yeah, seriously,” the tall one said, smiling faintly. “You were amazing. The dancing, the whole vibe. And you look…” He hesitated a second, then finished, “You look like a girl.”

That last line made my brain short-circuit for a moment.

I giggled again, a bit too high and breathy. My free hand fluttered uselessly for a second before landing on my hip.
“Oh my God, stop,” I said, unsure of exactly how to process this. “You guys are gonna make me blush.”
As if I was not already beet red.

They did not stop. Compliments came in a quick chorus.

“Love the outfit.”

“Your dancing was unreal.”

“You’re, like, crazy pretty up close.”

“Seriously, that twerking you did? Damn.”

I reacted to each one like some overexcited girl in a romcom, covering my mouth, fanning myself with my fingers, laughing too much, shifting my weight and letting my hips sway just a bit. It felt exaggerated while I was doing it, but also weirdly right for the situation. Like my body had a script it was following all on its own.

Out of the corner of my eye, I glanced toward the side of the room. Hillary was there, leaning lightly against the wall, watching. She caught my eye and started giggling, one hand coming up to cover her smile as if she was thrilled to see me being flirted with by a group of guys and reacting like a flirty girl. It definitely didn’t hurt her argument that I was a sissy. Then she gave me a little thumbs up and a wink.

Seeing her amusement and approval at the same time made me embarrassed and snapped me back to reality again. She looked at me in a way that said there was no more arguing with her when she told me to put on a dress or that I belonged in panties.

After another minute or two of playful back-and-forth, the tall guy cleared his throat lightly.

“Alright, before we scare her off,” he said, “we should probably let you do your job. Can we grab another round?” He rattled off their drink order, the others chiming in.

I repeated it back, nodding, trying to sound professional despite the lingering buzz of embarrassment and flattery.
“Got it. I’ll be right back with those.”

I glided away from the table, acutely aware of their eyes on my back. My hips betrayed me again, slipping into that natural sway as I walked.

At the bar, Kendra was already half turned in my direction, drying a glass with a towel. Her dark lipstick curled into a knowing smirk.

“Well, well,” she said. “Look at you, little miss flirtatious.”

I set the notepad down, blushing, and recited the guys’ drink order.
“Table three again?” she asked, already reaching for bottles.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound casual. “They’re… friendly.”

“I bet they are after that performance. Cute panties by the way.” She slid the first glass across to me with a practiced flick. “You did great up there. Seriously. That was hot.”

My face heated all over again.
“Thank you,” I said, feeling like I had said those two words more in the last half hour than in my entire life. “I was terrified.”

“Didn’t look like it,” Kendra replied, lining up the rest of the drinks. “You looked like you were having the time of your life, girl.”

I balanced the drinks on my tray and headed back to table three, dropping them off with another bright smile and a few more seconds of flirty banter before moving on. A little later, I circled back to take their food order, then ducked into the kitchen window to put it in.

The rest of the night unfolded in a fast, glittery blur.

Over the next hour and a half, I slipped fully back into waitressing mode, weaving between tables with trays of food balanced on my hands. The guys at table three kept flirting shamelessly every time I passed. Little comments about my dance, my outfit, and how I blushed when they complimented me. It still embarrassed me, especially when they mentioned my “moves” or my body, but with each lap around the room, it bothered me less. I wasn’t into guys, but it was hard not to be overwhelmed by the constant flattery. The blush in my cheeks was ever-present, but the sting of shame melted slowly into something almost like acceptance.

My other tables were mostly chill. Bachelorette parties, couples tucked into corners, and apparent regulars who just nodded with easy familiarity when I checked in on their drinks. Between trips to the bar and the kitchen, Hillary kept catching me for little moments. She would squeeze my butt or boobs as I passed, lean in to whisper, “You look so sexy, sissy,” or pull me into a quick half-hug when I stopped beside her. Every tiny bit of contact left a flutter of excitement, not that I could react, tucked tightly as I was.

And as the night went on, I started noticing something else.

The performances were changing.

When the show first started, the acts had been playful, fierce, dramatic. Still sensual, but with more humor, more fun. Now, as it got later, everything seemed to turn up a notch. The other girls were getting more and more sexual each time they went out there. the other queens were grinding on patrons, giving certain tables special attention, letting hands trail more suggestively along their own bodies.

From the floor, taking orders, I saw it in flashes. Angel shaking her ass in front of a table filled with guys who stuffed singles in her pink panties. Candy giving lap dances to a table filled with bachelorette party-goers. Kimmy crawling up to a group of guys in her section and sensually running her hands around and along their crotches. The energy in the club shifted with it, more charged, more electric, like the air had thickened with neon and sweat and desire.

Every time I glanced toward the stage, a part of me anxiously wondered if I would have to move like that in front of everyone. The thought made my heart pound with anticipation.

By around 12:45, the night had settled into a steady rhythm. My feet ached a little in my heels, but my body still thrummed with adrenaline. I was coming back from dropping off food when I felt a familiar hand close gently around my wrist.

“Hey,” Hillary said, tugging me out of the main path of traffic and toward a slightly quieter spot near the side wall.

I blinked at her, hugging my notepad against me. “What’s up, baby?”

She glanced at the clock behind the bar, then back at me with a mischievous spark in her eyes.
“Your next performance is in fifteen minutes,” she said. “We need to talk about what you’re doing for round two.”

“I’m gonna do the other Shakira songs, right?” I asked innocently, shifting my weight, holding my hand against my hip.

Hillary’s eyes lit up. “Yes, definitely, just like we practiced,” she said, nodding quickly. “But for this one, you’re gonna come off the stage and walk around all sexy during your performance.”

I blinked. “Walk around?”

“Yeah,” she said, like it was the most obvious thing in the world. “You know, like the other girls have been doing. Walk around, make flirty eye contact, do a sexy little dance for a few of the customers. Maybe a few lap dances for a few of the guys. Nothing crazy. It’ll be fun.”

My stomach tightened. Coming off the stage, going right up to people while I danced, giving lap dances, that felt very different from being up in the lights with all that distance between us.

“I don’t know, Hillary,” I said, my voice dropping. “That’ll be so humiliating, I’m not sure I can do that.”

Her expression softened, but her smile stayed bright. She stepped a little closer, her hands resting lightly on my arms.
“Yes, you can,” she said firmly. “You’re a sissy, remember? Stop holding on to the idea that you're some macho guy and just do your best. Trust me, baby, it is gonna be great. I’m sure you’ll be humiliated. I know if I were a guy, I would be. But think about how you felt during your performance earlier. I’m sure that was humiliating, but I could tell you also enjoyed it. It’ll be that times ten.”

The memory of the crowd cheering, of my skirt bouncing, of all those eyes on me, flashed through my mind. My cheeks warmed. Part of me wanted to run. Another part of me definitely did enjoy it.

I swallowed and nodded slowly. “Okay,” I said. “Okay. I’ll try.”

“That’s my girl,” Hillary said, her grin turning almost giddy. “Now go, you’re on in five.”

I dropped my notepad and turned to head toward the backstage area, nerves and adrenaline tangling in my chest. I had barely taken two steps when her voice called out again.

“Wait, one last thing.”

I stopped and looked back at her.

She lifted a finger, her smile turning a little sly.
“Make sure you come over and give a lap dance at my table.”

My blush deepened. “Okay,” I said quietly, nodding.

Then I turned and hurried backstage to get ready, heart pounding harder with every step.

I waited backstage, heart hammering so hard I could feel it in my throat. The muffled music, the chatter, the clinking glasses, it all sounded distant from back here. I kept playing with the hem of my skirt, adjusting my top, checking my hair even though I had already checked it ten times.

Then I heard Charlene’s voice again.

“Alright everyone, you know her, you loved her, give it up one more time for Miss Victoria!”

The room erupted. My stomach flipped. My feet moved before my brain caught up, and I stepped out into the light again.

I walked to center stage, grabbed the mic from the stand, and lifted it in one hand. The first Shakira track kicked in, drums and horns flooding the room. I let the beat slide into my body, rolling my shoulders, setting my hips in motion. This time, I did not stay rooted in the spotlight.

On the first chorus, I turned and started down the stairs at the side of the stage.

Each step was slow and deliberate, my hips swaying, one hand trailing delicately along the rail. I kept lip syncing, letting my lips shape the words as my body did the rest.

The floor felt different under my heels than the stage had. More solid, more exposed. I walked straight toward a table of five drunk girls near the front, all of them already cheering before I even reached them. They were half standing, leaning toward me with big grins and flushed faces.

I stopped right in front of them, turned so my back was to their table, and let the music take over. I rolled my hips in a slow, deep circle, then bent forward at the waist, one hand braced lightly on my thigh as I exposed my skimpily clad cheetah print butt to them. My ass lifted and shook in time with the beat, a tight, fast shimmy that made my cheeks bounce. The girls screamed and whooped, laughing, clutching each other’s arms.

“You better work, girl!” one of them yelled as she smacked my butt, not super hard, but not light either. The others at their table joined in, smacking my ass as I twerked and shimmied for their entertainment, my cheeks burning crimson.

I straightened, spun, and bent over again, giving them another playful shake. Fingers slid forward, tucking singles into the edge of my bra and the waistband of my panties. The feel of the bills brushing my skin made my cheeks burn with humiliation and shame even as I smiled and kept moving, hair flipping over my shoulder as I turned away.

I glided back into the crowd, weaving between tables, hips swaying, shoulders rolling, one arm raised above my head as I lip-synced into the mic. Every step was a small dance now, every pivot a chance to let the music run down my spine.

I came up to another table, this one filled with a mix of girls and two guys. They saw me coming and started clapping in rhythm, eyes bright. I stopped beside them, facing the group, letting my hips trace slow figure eights right in front of the table. One of the girls leaned in close, laughing, like she could not believe I was actually doing this.

On the next line of the song, I turned, slid a step closer to one of the guys and slowly lowered myself onto his lap. My heart spiked. I could feel his erection beneath me, and for a second, I was sure my face was as red as my lipstick. I felt so small and girly, gyrating on this guy’s dick while my own was tucked securely beneath my skirt and panties. His grin was knowing, a shared secret between us, and the others at the table were screaming with delighted disbelief as I ground against his hard, firm masculinity.

I kept the act up, shimmying my butt and rolling my hips just enough to stay with the music without completely losing my nerve, one hand resting lightly on his shoulder to steady myself. I could hear their hoots and laughter over the track, feel the heat in my cheeks as I tried to look playful instead of horrified. Singles slipped along my side, into my bra, a quick brush of paper against skin that made me feel ten times more sexualized and humiliated.

I slid off his lap in a smooth motion, gave their table one last flirty hip pop, then moved on, the song shifting into its next section. My body stayed in constant motion, hips snapping and circling, shoulders and boobs isolating on the beat as I wove through the crowd.

And then I saw Hillary’s table.

For a second, my brain did not register anything except her, sitting there with that smirk I knew too well. Then my gaze shifted to the person next to her, and my stomach dropped clean out of my body.

Mike.

My college roommate. One of my closest friends. Sitting at her table, drink in hand, staring at me with a wide smile on his face.

I actually missed a step. My heel slipped for half a beat, and I almost stopped moving entirely. Mike’s eyes were wide, shocked, but there was a huge grin stretching across his face, like his brain was still catching up but his body had already decided this was the best thing it had ever seen.

Hillary caught my hesitation and lifted her hand, curling her fingers in a little “come here” motion. Her smirk deepened into something downright wicked.

My heart hammered against my ribs. Every nerve in my body screamed at me to run, hide, do anything but keep walking. Instead, my feet carried me forward, hips still moving, smile still glued in place. I reached their table, turning my body so I was facing them, letting my hips sway slowly from side to side as the music pulsed.

Hillary winked at me, exaggerated and slow, then mouthed a single word as she motioned to Mike.

“Lap dance.”

My blush went from warm to scalding. I actually shook my head for half a second, eyes wide, but the beat was still going, my body still moving. Mike was looking between the two of us like he had just stumbled into the wildest inside joke in history. He seemed stunned, but he was not looking away.

Hillary lifted her eyebrows, still smiling, and gave me the tiniest look that told me I was her sissy and she expected me to obey.

I swallowed hard, turned a little more toward Mike, and let my knees bend. Slowly, trying not to visibly tremble, I lowered myself into his lap. I could feel how tense he was under me, and that somehow made me even more flustered. I kept my back straight, my torso moving with the music, hips shimmying and rolling in small, controlled motions against his crotch that made my skirt flutter. Within seconds, I felt him growing beneath me, hardening against my skirt.

My face felt like it was on fire. This was the second guy I had made hard and grinded on tonight, and this time, it was one of my best friends. Any trace of male pride that remained was being crushed between my skirt and Mike’s dick. I kept my eyes down for a moment, then forced myself to look up. He was grinning from ear to ear, cheeks flushed, eyes shining with disbelief and obvious arousal.

“You’re really good at this,” he whispered, barely audible over the track.

That almost did me in. I forced a breathy little giggle, tried to keep the performance going, one hand resting lightly on his shoulder, the other tracing the air as I moved. Hillary cheered right beside us, clapping and whooping like a proud, chaotic stage mom.

Mike took out a few dollar bills and, reaching around, lifted the back of my skirt and began tucking them inside my panties, his hands lingering a bit longer than necessary. Hillary tucked a five into my bra, sneaking a squeeze of my breast forms as she did. I let myself ride him for another few counts, then used a musical break to slip off Mike’s lap, turning in a little spin that let my wig fan out before I stepped away.

Hillary reached up and gave my hand a quick squeeze as I passed, eyes sparkling. I barely had time to register it before the chorus hit again.

I knew where I had to go next.

The table with the guys from earlier was practically buzzing when I approached. They had obviously seen everything I had been doing around the room, and now all five of them were fully focused on me, grinning, leaning forward, already cheering.

I let myself slide into the moment, hips rolling as I closed the last few steps. I turned so my back was to their table, bent from the waist, placed my hands on my thighs, and gave them exactly what I knew they wanted. A slow bend exposing my entire ass, then a playful wiggle that turned into a faster twerk in time with the drums. The reaction was instant: louder cheers, laughter, and a couple of hard smacks on the butt from the rowdier ones.

Singles slid along the back of my thighs, into the waistband at the small of my back, quick little brushes that made me blush. I straightened, turned, and let my gaze land on the tall, handsome one from before.

He was already watching me, that same steady gaze, but now there was a heat in it that had not been there earlier.

I moved closer, the music carrying me, and on the next phrase, I let myself lower gently into his lap, just like I had with Mike. My heart hammered all over again, but by now the adrenaline was practically humming in my veins. I let my hips move in small, teasing motions, my free hand resting on his shoulder, the other trailing lightly down my own body as I lip-synced the lyrics.

He smiled up at me, closer now, and there was something respectful in it beneath the obvious appreciation. I was still blushing, still acutely aware of how exposed I felt, but there was a bit of a thrill threaded through it now, dancing for a guy who had been so kind and respectful to me all night. “I guess I am a sissy,” I thought to myself as I gyrated on his growing dick.

I slipped off his lap, gave their table one last playful hip roll, and started to work my way back toward the front as the track wound down. My lungs burned, my muscles ached, and my heart refused to slow down. When the last notes hit, I lifted the mic, turned toward the room, and struck a final pose, one hip popped, chest lifted, chin high, tendrils of hair tumbling over my shoulder.

The club exploded.

Applause, cheers, whistles, the sound crashed over me in a wave. For a moment, I just stood there in it, blinking under the lights, chest heaving. Then I remembered myself.

“Thank you!” I called into the mic, voice breathless and soft.

I handed the mic off, turned, and hurried back toward the side of the stage. Once I slipped past the curtain, the noise dropped away like someone had turned down a radio. I pressed my back to the wall backstage, one hand flattening over my racing heart.

Adrenaline and humiliation battled it out in my chest, both of them enormous. Images flickered in my mind in rapid flashes: people stuffing singles in my panties, the guys’ hard cocks beneath me, Mike’s wide eyes and the humiliation I felt grinding on him, Hillary smiling smugly, the guys at table three spanking me as I shook my ass for them.

I felt like I could dissolve from sheer mortification and float right out of my body from the adrenaline high, all at once. My legs still felt shaky. My skin buzzed like it was still under the lights.

Somewhere beneath the humiliation and the nerves, another feeling pulsed quietly.

I had done it. All of it. And the crowd had loved every second. In truth, despite my utter emasculation, I had enjoyed it too, somewhat. I knew that from now on, there would be no arguing when Hillary said I was a sissy.

I lifted my skirt, pulling the dollar bills out of my panties and shoving them into my bra alongside the rest of the money. I took a second to calm myself before I walked back.

Charlene was waiting for me the second I peeled myself off the wall.

She swept in with open arms. “There she is,” she sang, wrapping me in a big, perfume-heavy hug. “You did amazing, sweetheart. Absolutely incredible. I loved every second. And I know the audience did too.” She pulled back, hands on my waist, eyes shining. “I really hope you had fun. I’m dying to see you up there again.”

My mouth opened, but I didn’t even get a word out before there was a squeal from the side.

“Victoriaaa!”

Candy and Kimmy descended on me like a glittery tornado, both of them flinging their arms around me at once.

“Oh my God, girl, you were so good,” Candy babbled into my ear. “That was insane. You’re, like, born to be a queen.”

Kimmy squeezed me from the other side. “For real,” she said. “You were out there giving everybody life. Those lap dances?” She leaned back just enough to smirk at me. “Pretty sure you had half the guys in here…rock hard.”

My face burned, making it obvious that I knew what she was talking about. I let out a weak little laugh, eyes dropping to the floor, trying and failing not to picture the guys’ faces while I had been in their laps grinding.

“Y-yeah,” I muttered, which was all my brain seemed capable of.

“We hope we’ll see you again soon,” Candy said, still clutching my hands.

“Oh, you will,” Charlene cut in, sounding very pleased with herself. She jerked her chin toward the front. “Her friend over there already booked her for next Saturday.”

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

Next Saturday? Booked? I hadn’t agreed to this. I hadn’t even decided if I liked this. I guess Hillary decided for me. That was becoming more and more routine.

Before I could form an objection, Candy and Kimmy squealed again like someone had just told them we were all going on vacation.

“Yesss!” Candy cried, hugging me tighter. “We get you again!”

“I’m so excited,” Kimmy chimed in, bouncing a little on her heels. “This was so much fun, I’m so excited to work with you again!”

Charlene laughed and stepped away. “Alright, I’m gonna leave you girls to it for a bit, but then I’ll need you back out there in five, Candy and Kimmy. We’re closing up soon.”

Candy nodded. “Yeah, we’re closing up tonight, so we won’t be walking out with you,” she said, giving my arm a squeeze. “But I’m so excited to see you again on Saturday.”

“Me too,” Kimmy added. “You’re gonna be one of the fan favorites for the regulars before you know it.”

Candy’s eyes flicked toward the front of the club and then back to me with a mischievous glint. “You know the night’s still young,” she said. “You should pick up some guys with your friend tonight. I’m sure you’re a bit excited from all the male attention.”

Kimmy giggled immediately. “Honestly,” she said, lowering her voice a little, “I think she already has one locked up. The guy at the table with your friend?”

Both girls broke into knowing laughter.

My blush went from bad to catastrophic. Mike’s face flashed in my mind, that stunned grin, his hands hovering awkwardly while I was in his lap, his hard dick pulsing beneath me. The anxiety I had just started to come down from flared right back up, sharp and hot in my chest.

I didn’t trust my voice, so I did not say anything. I just gave a helpless little smile and shook my head, which only made them giggle more.

“Okay, okay, we’ll stop,” Candy said, though her eyes still sparkled. She leaned in and kissed my cheek. “You did amazing, babe. I’m proud of you.”

Kimmy hugged me again and kissed my other cheek. “Can’t wait till Saturday,” she said. “Get some dick and then get some rest. You earned it, girl.”

We traded one last round of hugs and quick, noisy kisses on the cheek, then they were called off to start finishing their last hour of work and tend to their tables.

For a second, I stood there alone, the sudden quiet pressing in around me. Then I drew a breath, forced a cute smile, and headed for the exit.

My heels clicked steadily against the floor as I walked, the sound crisp in the hallway. My skirt swished around my thighs with each step, the fabric brushing my legs. My boobs bounced lightly with my movement, making me hyper-aware of the version of me that Mike was once again about to come face to face with. I could feel my big bun bobbing on top of my head, my earrings swaying and brushing against my neck.

Every part of me felt exaggerated, dramatic, bold, and undeniably girly.

Heart thumping with a mix of anxiety and embarrassment, I stepped out of backstage and started back toward the club floor, where I knew Mike and Hillary were waiting.

I minced over to their table, every step in my heels feeling suddenly ten times more noticeable. My cheeks were still red, my pulse still buzzing under my skin. Hillary saw me coming and was on her feet before I even reached them.

“Baby,” she squealed, and then I was in her arms.

She wrapped me in a huge hug, squeezing me tight, then pulled back just enough to kiss me, quick but full of intensity. “I am so proud of you, princess,” she said, eyes shining. “You did so great, baby. You were incredible out there.”

I barely had time to stammer out, “Thanks, Hillary,” before she turned slightly, one hand still on my waist, holding me tight like she owned me.

“Wasn’t she great, Mike?”

Mike stepped forward from his chair, and for the first time tonight, I had to really take him in compared to me, standing right in front of me. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and way more masculine than me. His eyes moved slowly over me, from my hair and makeup down the line of my skirt and legs, then back up. The way he looked at me made my stomach flip, like I was suddenly very small and very on display at the same time, fragile and petite. I wondered anxiously if he was hard again, and to my shame, looked down to check. I couldn’t tell.

“You were great, Victoria,” he said at last, and there was no teasing in his voice. “I think this really suits you. You’re very pretty.”

The words hit like a punch. My cheeks burned all over again. I shifted my weight, fingers twisting the hem of my skirt, suddenly very aware of how I was standing, how my breast forms rose and fell, how my hips angled.

“Th-thanks, Mike,” I murmured, eyes dipping for a second.

“Right?” Hillary jumped in, grinning. “I’ve been telling her she’s so feminine, she should embrace it. Tonight she really did.”

“Yeah,” Mike said, nodding slowly. “I always got that vibe from you in college. And now seeing you like this, it makes perfect sense.” His mouth quirked, just a little. “Besides, you give great lap dances.”

I giggled nervously and lowered my eyes, unable to meet his gaze as I reflected back on that humiliating moment.

I shifted in my heels, bringing my manicured hands a little higher in front of me like a shield. “Um… thanks, I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I said again, the words coming out small and flustered.

They both giggled knowingly as Hillary slipped her arm around my waist. “Well, I’m really tired, baby,” she said, leaning her head briefly against mine. “And I think I’m gonna go to sleep. But Mike said he wanted to take you out for a bit. How does that sound?”

My brain scrambled for an answer, but before I could find one, Mike spoke up.

“It’ll be fun,” he said easily. Then, with a little smirk, “And if you’re in the mood, you can always give me more lap dances.”

I made a strangled little noise that was supposed to be a laugh. My face burned. Hillary actually laughed out loud at my discomfort.

“She’s always in the mood,” Hillary said, nudging me gently with her hip. “She’s a natural-born performer.”

Mike looked at me. “So,” he asked, more softly now, “do you wanna go out for a bit? It’ll be chill, don’t worry.”

I glanced at Hillary. She was already staring at me, eyes filled with that mix of mischief and intensity I knew too well. The message was clear: say yes.

“Yeah,” I said, swallowing. “For a little.”

“Great, that’ll be so nice to catch up,” Hillary said, delighted. “Have fun, you two.”

She turned to Mike first, giving him a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Don’t have her home too late,” she teased.

He chuckled. “I won’t.”

Then she turned back to me and pulled me into a long, warm hug. I felt her hands press into my back, grounding me for a moment.

“I’m so proud of you, baby,” she whispered into my ear. “Just have fun being Victoria like you have all night, and you’ll have a good time. This is who you are now. No pressure, just relax and enjoy being treated like the lady you are now.”

My throat tightened a little. I didn’t know what to say at this point. I nodded against her shoulder. “Okay,” I said quietly.

We kissed one more time, soft and lingering, the taste of our lipsticks mingling as she held me. Then she stepped back, gave me one last squeeze and kiss on the cheek, and headed toward the door to get in her Uber.

Mike watched her go, then glanced back at me with an easy smile. “Shall we?”

I nodded, fingers tightening around the strap of my purse as I picked it up from the table. “Yeah,” I said. “Where are we going?”

He smiled warmly, “I know a chill bar where we can talk and catch up, come on.”

He moved to my side, and as we started toward the exit, he slid his arm around my waist, almost possessive, definitely steady and protective. The gesture made my heart jolt. He was treating me like a girl. The contrast between us snapped into sharp focus all at once.

He was taller, more muscular, moving with an easy, unselfconscious stride. I was mincing along beside him, heels clicking, hips swaying, boobs lifting gently with each step. My wrist hung loose where I held my purse, the scent of my perfume curling up and mixing with the deeper warmth of his cologne every time we walked through a pocket of cooler air.

I was hyperaware of all of it, of the drastic masculine–feminine contrast between us, of how far I had come from the person he knew in college, as I minced along beside him, reflecting on my new life and the recent changes to it.

The End
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