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Our town is different from most towns in the country, in that boys outnumber girls by a fair margin.  I think that this might not be the case for the adult population, so that makes it even worse to be one of my generation here.  Your chance of getting a date, let alone a serious girlfriend, is close to nothing.

It’s not that I was bad looking.  I was not a jock or a prep boy – I suppose you might have called me a bit grungy with my long hair and my dirty jeans and heavy metal T-shirts.  I was more into music and art - that was my thing.

But the shortage of girls made prom night difficult.  There was always fierce competition to find a girl, like any girl, to take to the dance.  Our High School only allowed couples because of some problems that blew up a few years ago – the kind of problems when there a too many unescorted guys at a function, in particular when those guys might be described as “sexually frustrated.”  There seemed no hope that I would be going, as I had no chance of a date.  

That was when my mother suggested that I go to the prom dressed as a girl.  I laughed out loud, and thought it was such a joke that I told my friend Tyler about it.  Imagine my shock when his comment was: “That is an interesting idea.”

“What do you mean?” I said.  “This is stupid.  There is no way that the school would allow it.  I couldn’t pretend to be a girl.  I would never get away with it.”

“Andy, you just might,” he said.  “That Halloween outfit last year showed some potential.  And everybody says that your mother is a miracle worker.  Her salon is doing half the girls this year.”

“So, you want me to be your date?” I sneered.  The Halloween outfit was his idea – he went as Frankenstein and I wore the “Bride of Frankenstein” outfit – some people thought I was a girl.

“Yes,” he said flatly.  “I want to go.  You do too.  Everyone should get to go to the prom.  It’s an American tradition.  If this is how we do it, then … let’s do it.”

It seemed crazy, but somehow, he had persuaded me that it was crazy clever.  If we could pull it off, then we would be laughing about it for years.  But the word is “if” – the biggest word ever.

My mother was supremely confident: “We have good material to work with.  Good genes are the start … if I say so myself.  Good face and skin we can work on, and plenty of hair.  We just need to change the color of it.”

“What?”  I was already worried.  Or, I should have been.  But she was on a roll.

“The other advantage we have is that your sister’s dress from two years ago should fit you perfectly,” she said.  That means that we can get you ready at almost no cost.  Except that we will need to buy you a pair of heels in your size.  Not too high.  We still want Tyler to be taller than his girl.

They were sniggering together, but it seemed as if all I could do was laugh with them.  We could make this work – the three of us.

The first thing that Mom did was to make me go to bed with a mask on my face.  I mean that she painted my face with so smelly paint of some kind and then I had to wear a plastic mask over that to stop the paint coming off on my pillow.  Then the next morning she peeled off the plastic and then the layer against my skin.  What was left on the inside was pimple goo and little black hairs.  It was disgusting.

“That was growing in your face,” said Mom.  I touched my face and it seemed so smooth and clean that I was relieved.  There were other masks to be worn in the nights that followed, or night cream at other times, but these were just to maintain good quality skin

Then Mom to me to the salon.  My hair was dyed blonde and I had to wear under a ball cap until the day of the Prom.  She said that in needed to settle to the right color before she added “extra hair” for the night itself.  I was to use special shampoo and conditioner.  The right stuff came with a floral fragrance that I quite liked.

Mom said that I needed to learn how to behave in a feminine way.  I never really thought about that being a thing, but when we sat in front of the TV she would point out the way women walked, moved their hands and arms, and certain gestures that she said I should try to imitate.  I had never really noticed how differently girls behaved, I kept seeing it everywhere.

I used to practice in front of the mirror.  It was fascinating, or it fascinated me, anyway.  It seemed important that I should do this right, and I was starting to feel very confident.

On that day of the prom I was taken back to the salon and my hair put in curlers.  By this stage I was just going with it.  I had no idea how it was going to turn out.  Would I still look like me?

Well, the answer to that is a definite “No”.

After my hair was pulled out of the curlers, I had ladies from the salon on each side of me with wisps of fake hair the same color as mine now was, plus brushes and hair arranging tools, and a huge bowl of pins that seemed to be disappearing into the growing hair sculpture on the top of my head.

I was shocked when they first revealed it to me, but by the time that I put the dress on and they did the makeup I was getting used to it.

They had me wear a special bra which could be used to push up some flesh on my chest so it looked like I had tits.  To help with that there were two inserts like little bags of Jello that could wobble around when I danced.  I mean, I guess I was going to dance.

Then Mom produced a corset.  She said that I would be needing it if I wanted to get into my sister’s dress.  She had the measurements and she knew the waist that I needed to get to the right shape.  She drew in the cords and I gasped, but when it was done I found out that it was really quite comfoirtable, and I really liked the way my body looked.  It struck me that I should not be thinking that way, but I really wanted to look good … for Tyler.

Mom produced pants for me too, that were made of a strong fabric and flat in the front like a girl.

“Nobody is going to see my junk in that dress,” I complained, but I followed her direction and put them on, positioning my gear as she directed.  She said that they were an old pair and I could through them out after the prom.

The choice of makeup was a bit over the top, looking back.  Way too much in the corners of the eyes.  Nothing like what I wear nowadays.  It was intended to be event makeup.  It took well over an hour siting in front of a mirror watching the man I thought I was, disappear, and the woman I was to be become, take form.

By the time I stepped into my shoes it was as if a spell had been cast on me.  I was somebody else entirely.  I found that those practiced actions came to me instinctively, and even my voice had changed.  I needed to speak in a manner befitting the person that I was in the mirror.

I had to undress again to go home but Mom said that I could not pull anything on over my hairdo, so one of the ladies found a wrap dress that tied in a bow on the side.

“You can keep that if you like,” she said.  When she could see my question look – ‘why would I want to?’ she added.  “You might like to wear it just for fun.”

I thought she was crazy, but for some reason I really liked wearing that dress.  I told myself that it was because it allowed me to practice my girlish moves including swishing the hem, and tucking it under me when I sat in the car, but it felt really nice to wear.

Mom insisted that I wait upstairs to keep Tyler waiting.  She said that – “Making the grand entrance to the boy waiting is all part of it.”

“Mom, it’s not like that.  We’re pals.  We are doing this for fun and to support one another.  I am only pretending to be his girlfriend.”

But it sure didn’t feel that way when I saw the way he looked at me.  I was sure that he had a boner.  I felt the opposite – as if his look make my pecker want to disappear inside me.  The way he looked at me made me feel something I never felt possible – like being more female than the person I saw in the mirror.

“You had better treat me like a princess tonight,” I told him.

“You are a princess.  I don’t think I could treat you any other way,” he said.  Honestly, it felt as if my heart skipped a beat.  It was as if those words were the best thing I had ever heard.

Mom fussed over us both and took photos, over my objection.

We headed off to the prom and he then had to introduce me as – “The cousin of a friend of mine”.  People could guess what friend he was talking about, and nobody seemed surprised that I was not there – no date, no prom.  But I was there – sort of.

“Do you see the way they are looking at you,” Tyler said.  “I have the best looking fox in the room right here with me.”

“It is just that I am a new thing,” I said, but hearing how proud he was of me I clung to his arm to show everybody that my guy deserved to be with the best-looking girl.

I said as much too.  I had to go to the bathroom and use the Ladies’ to tinkle sitting down, and some of the girls asked which school I went to and how I had met Tyler.

“I am from out of State,” I said.  “My cousin introduced me to Tyler.  Isn’t he a babe?  I am pretty sure that I am not going to be able to avoid going all the way with him tonight.”

I just felt that I should talk him up, because he was my best friend.  If he wanted to say next week that he had taken “Belle of the Ball” to bed, then I would not be there to say it never happened.  I was telling everybody that he was a stud as a favor.  But I couldn’t stop myself thinking that it was true, he was a stud – a man among boys.

I stepped out and walked up to him.

“How did you get on in there?” he whispered.

“I told them that I was going to let you fuck me tonight, so if you what to give them a reason to start gossiping, you should kiss me now, and make it look good,” I said.

He did a strange thing.  He gently placed his hands under my jaw and pulled his face to mine ever so slowly, and he placed his lips on mine.  I had assumed that it would be a Hollywood kiss – closed lips pressed together furiously, but when his tongue touched mine, I welcomed it.

I could feel the eyes on us both.  It felt good.  It felt better when his arm went around my cinched waist and pulled me even closer.  I felt as if I was his, and I liked the feeling.

I was his prom princess.  There was dancing and then the king and queen of the prom were announced, and they both had to be from our school.  As an apparent outsider I was never going to be named, but that’s alright, I was happy to be his princess.

And when that last slow dance was done and it was time to go home, Tyler asked me how I felt.

“I feel like a princess,” I said.  “Thank you for making me feel this way.”

“Like I said, you are a princess,” he said.  “So I guess that makes me a frog, who can never be with you.”

‘Tonight is different,” I said.  “I told those girls in the powder room that I was yours, and tonight … I am.  Now is your chance.”  The words just came out of me, as if I really was that prom girl, wanting her boyfriend to enjoy that fantasy end to his prom night, even though it seemed to me that I could never deliver that.

“Really?” he said.  “We could go to my uncle’s pool house.  It is not that far away.  I know where he keeps the key.”

I was about to say – “Steady on there tiger, have you forgotten who I really am?”  But his lips were on my again and my body seemed driven to yield to him.

Somehow we found our way to his uncle’s house and to the building out the back with a toilet and shower and a cabana dragged in from outside.  It was as if we had ridden a wave of passion to get there and it was still to crest over us.  His clothes were coming off, but to remove mine would be to make his princess disappear.

“I’ll pull up my hem but don’t take my clothes off,” I said in desperation.  “Do you have your pocket knife.  Make a hole in my panties.  You should know where to make it, but please be gentle with me.

I was suddenly aware of my ornate hairstyle, so I said – “Tyler, you can take down my hair if you like but there are more pins than a porcupine.  I have plenty of real blonde curls to plan with.”

He was naked and those last words made him visibly stiffen.  He found his pocketknife and cut a vagina where I had a passage to offer, and he feverishly freed my curls as I shook them in his face and begged him to penetrate me.

He said we would be laughing about this, Tyler did, me in drag and him as my date.  But we were doing much more than that – we were finding new levels of pleasure, above anything either of us ever thought possible.

We knew that we could never go back after that night.  The wave crashed over us and we were both changed forever.  For me, there were more changes to come over the next few months and years, but I am still, and I will always be, Tyler’s prom princess.

The End
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