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I stood in front of the bathroom mirror after my shower and looked at what two years of hormones had done to me.

My skin was soft. Not just smooth — soft, the kind of soft that made me want to keep running my fingers over it. I ran my fingers down my arm and the skin was so smooth it felt fake — no hair, no stubble, no roughness, just pale white skin that flushed pink when I pressed into it and went back to porcelain when I let go. I turned sideways and ran my hand across my stomach — flat and smooth with this faint softness over the muscle that wasn't there anymore. My waist dipped in. My hips had this gentle curve to them that hadn't been there before the hormones, like the kind of body a man would want to grab.

My hands drifted down my sides and across my hips and up my inner thighs and every inch of skin felt like it was wired to something between my legs. The hormones had done that too — made everything sensitive, turned my whole body into one long nerve ending. I dragged my nails lightly up the inside of my thigh and my breath stuttered and my cock gave a weak little twitch in response. I did it again. Slower. My fingertips tracing the crease where my thigh met my hip, barely touching, and my knees almost buckled. Two years ago I could barely feel anything below my waist unless someone was grabbing it hard. Now a fingertip on my inner thigh made me dizzy.

God I'm so sensitive. A man could make me cum just from touching my legs. Just from running his hands up my thighs. I wouldn't even need him to touch my cock. Not like there's anything to touch. I never stood a chance at being a man. Look at me. Soft skin, no muscle, no body hair. I was always going to end up like this.

My tits were small but they were real. Little A-cups, barely there, with puffy pink nipples that poked out and got hard at everything — cold air, fabric brushing against them, my own fingers. I cupped them and they were warm and tender and the nipples were so sensitive that just pressing my palms flat against them made my breath hitch. They weren't big enough to need a bra but they were big enough that you could see them through a tight shirt, these soft little swells with nipples that wouldn't stay down. I pinched one between my thumb and finger and a shiver ran all the way down to my stomach and I had to close my eyes for a second. I did it again. Pinched and rolled and tugged and my mouth fell open and this breathy little sound came out of me that I couldn't have stopped if I tried. My nipples were the most sensitive part of my body now — more than my cock, more than anything. I could cum from nipple play alone if I was patient enough. I'd done it twice. Both times face down on my bed, grinding my chest into the mattress, whimpering into my pillow until my whole body locked up and my limp cock dribbled its useless nothing onto the sheets. I tugged my nipple again and watched my reflection — watched my mouth drop open and my eyes go glassy and my pale stomach clench. I looked like a girl touching herself. I looked like a slut.

Imagine if a man was doing this. Imagine big rough hands on these nipples. Squeezing them. Pinching them while he fucks me. I'd lose my mind. I'd scream.

My ass was round and smooth and sat high on my frame, way too big for the rest of me. I turned and checked it over my shoulder in the mirror. Two round cheeks, completely hairless, soft white skin that jiggled when I shifted my weight. I squeezed both cheeks and watched my fingers sink into the flesh. The kind of ass that made men look twice and then look away like they were embarrassed for looking. I turned around and bent over and looked at myself between my legs in the mirror. Between my cheeks I could see my hole — pink and small and tight and hairless. That's where I felt things now. That's where it happened for me. Not my cock — my cock was decoration at this point, this soft little thing I carried around between my legs that didn't do anything for anybody. My ass was where the nerves were. Where the orgasms came from. I straightened up and pressed a fingertip against it lightly and my whole body flushed hot and I had to grip the edge of the sink. A real man's ass was hairy and muscled and clenched shut. Mine was smooth and round and it opened up easy and I wasn't ashamed of that anymore.

That's my pussy. That tight little pink hole. That's where a man belongs. That's what I'm for.
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And then there was my cock.

I looked down. It was lying between my thighs limp and useless. Pink and small and hairless — it barely hung an inch, this soft little nub of flesh that could hardly even be called a micro dick. The hormones had shrunk it down to almost nothing. It didn't get hard anymore, not really — sometimes it would twitch or swell a little but it hadn't been fully stiff in months. My balls had pulled up tight and small against my body. The whole thing looked like something a real man would laugh at. And that thought made my stomach tighten and my hole clench and I didn't know if it was shame or arousal and I didn't care.

I used to try. In the beginning, when the hormones first started shrinking it, I'd lie in bed and wrap my fingers around it and try to jerk off the way I used to. But it wouldn't get hard. It would swell a little — enough to feel something, enough to get a pathetic half-chub that lasted thirty seconds before going limp again — and then nothing. I'd be lying there with my soft little dick between my fingers feeling stupid and frustrated and eventually I'd give up and roll over and hump my pillow until I leaked. That's what cumming was now. Just this thin watery dribble that barely counted. No shooting, no spurting, no thick ropes. Just a sad wet spot on whatever was underneath me.

I hadn't even tried in months. There was no point. It didn't work and it was never going to work again. That was fine. I didn't need it to work. I needed it to be small and soft and out of the way so the rest of me could do what it was built for. Every man I'd ever been with had looked at it and laughed or ignored it or both and every time it made me wetter than my cock ever could have.

It's not a cock. It's a clit. A little sissy clit. That's all it ever was.

I didn't mind. I liked looking down and seeing almost nothing. I liked that a man could reach between my legs and find a useless pink nub instead of a cock. It meant I wasn't a threat. It meant a man could look at me and know exactly what I was for — and it wasn't fucking. It was getting fucked.

I tucked what little there was back between my thighs and pulled my panties up tight. Pink satin with a little bow on the front. Flat and smooth in the front like a girl. I traced the front of the satin and felt nothing underneath and my breath caught. I pressed my palm flat against the front of the panties and rubbed. Nothing. Just smooth satin over smooth skin over nothing. I rubbed again, harder, grinding the heel of my hand where my cock should've been and all I felt was the fabric and the warmth of my own body and this aching emptiness that made my hole clench. I was flatter than most girls down there. A man could run his hand up my thigh and over my panties and never know.

Good girl. Flat and smooth. Nothing in the way. Just a hole waiting to get filled.

Makeup next. I sat on the edge of the bathtub with my kit spread out on the counter. Foundation to even out my skin — I was pale enough that the lightest shade worked. Concealer under my eyes. I leaned into the mirror and drew the eyeliner on slow, winging it out at the corners the way I'd practiced a hundred times. My hand was steady tonight. I was focused. Mascara on my lashes, two coats, until they looked long and heavy and I had to blink slow to keep them from sticking together. Blush on my cheekbones — pink, not too much, just enough to make my face look warm. Then lipstick. This cheap drugstore red that went on thick and shiny and made my lips look swollen and slutty. I pressed my lips together and looked at myself and the little thing between my legs twitched against the satin. I looked like a dolled up whore. A dolled up faggot whore with red lips and big eyes and nothing between her legs. I looked nothing like the man I used to pretend to be. And it made me wet.

I leaned into the mirror and puckered. My red lips looked fat and shiny and wet and I turned my head to the side and opened my mouth a little — just enough. The way I'd open it if someone was pushing something into it. I practiced. Lips parted, tongue just behind my teeth, my jaw loose and my eyes half-closed. My blowjob face. I'd practiced it so many times I could do it without thinking.

I wonder if he'll be big. I wonder if I'll be able to fit it in my mouth. I wonder if he'll grab my wig and just shove it in.

I didn't even know who "he" was yet. It didn't matter. Somebody would want this mouth tonight. That's all I needed to know.
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I put my wig on. Shoulder-length blonde hair, straight, with bangs that fell across my forehead. I adjusted it in the mirror and tilted my head and I looked like a girl. A real girl. Not a pretty one — a trashy one. The kind that hangs around gas stations at midnight and gets into cars with strangers. The kind that men use and don't call back. I turned to the side and looked at my profile — the wig, the lips, the tiny tits with their stiff little nipples poking through nothing yet, the smooth stomach, the satin panties with nothing in them.

The girl in the mirror didn't look like anyone I knew. Not in some deep sad way — in a horny way. She was hot. Trashy hot. The kind of girl guys whistle at from cars. I turned to the side and popped my hip out and put my hand on my waist and looked over my shoulder at my ass in the mirror. I blew myself a kiss. I was such a dumb bitch. Not a trace of masculinity left. I couldn't grow a beard or build a muscle if my life depended on it. This is what I was — what I'd always been underneath the men's clothes and the fake deep voice and the pretending. I giggled and the girl in the mirror giggled back and for a second we were the same person.

That's exactly what I wanted to look like.

I picked out my outfit. A black mini skirt that barely covered my ass — I had to pull it down every few steps or it rode up and showed the bottom of my cheeks. A white crop top, tight, no bra, thin enough that my puffy nipples showed through and you could see the faint shape of my little tits underneath. Thigh-high black stockings that clipped to a garter belt under the skirt. The clips dug into the tops of my thighs every time I moved and I liked it. Black heels, four inches, the ones that made my calves look good and made me walk with my hips swaying because I couldn't help it.

The full-length mirror on my bedroom door showed me what I was. A sissy white boy on HRT in a wig and heels and a skirt so short you could almost see the bottom curve of my ass. Lipstick too red. Eyeliner too heavy. Legs smooth and pale in black stockings. Little tits pressing against the crop top. My heart was pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat.

I look like a faggot. A pretty little dolled up faggot. I couldn't pass for a man if I tried. Some man is going to take one look at me and know exactly what to do with me.

The first time I went out dressed like this I almost threw up in a gas station parking lot. My hands were shaking so bad I couldn't lock my car. I
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