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I still remember that afternoon like it was yesterday, the end of my sophomore year, sunlight spilling through my half-empty dorm room as I folded the last of my clothes into an old suitcase. The air smelled faintly of laundry detergent and dust, the kind of smell that clings to a room after a college guy spends a year in it. Finals were finally over, my brain still buzzing from caffeine and half-finished essays, but for the first time in months, I felt calm. I kept thinking about the summer ahead, about staying with Lana.

	Lana and I had known each other forever. We met back in middle school, reconnected in college, and slipped into that effortless kind of friendship that felt both casual and deep at the same time. She was the kind of girl who turned heads without meaning to: tall, dark hair, the body of a Victoria's Secret model, and confident in a way that made people lean in when she spoke. When she'd offered me a place to stay for the summer and said that her parents would be in Europe, and that I could take the spare room, I didn't know what to say. My own parents were traveling too, and the idea of spending three months with Lana and her older sister Brianna in their family home sounded almost unreal.

	I double-checked my drawers, as if there was anything left worth taking, when I heard the familiar sound of her knock, quick, rhythmic, and impatient. "You ready?" she asked as she walked through the door, her voice bubbly as always.

	"Yeah," I said, zipping up the suitcase and glancing around one last time. "And...seriously, Lana, thanks again for letting me stay. I owe you."

	She waved it off with an easy grin as we stepped into the hall. "You don't owe me anything. It'll be fun. Besides, Bri and I need someone around to keep things from getting too boring."

	I laughed, pulling her into a quick hug that felt a little awkward. It was friendly, but she was all too aware of my attraction to her. It definitely wasn't reciprocated, but still, maybe a summer with her would change that. I was hopeful that at least I would get some action with girls over the summer since I'd be spending so much time around Lana, Brianna, and hopefully their hot friends. We headed down to her car, my suitcase bumping along the floor behind me.

	The drive was long, but it didn't feel that way. The car smelled like coconut lotion and the faint trace of Lana's perfume, and the windows were down just enough to let in the warm early June air. We talked about the past year: finals, professors we couldn't stand, and the people we'd dated or almost dated. I didn't realize how easy it was to talk to her until I noticed how quickly the three-hour drive passed by.

	When we finally turned into her neighborhood, I fell silent. The houses got bigger, the lawns more sculpted, until she slowed in front of something that didn't look quite like a mansion but definitely belonged to someone very rich. It had pale stone, tall windows, and an iron gate that opened automatically as we approached.

	"Home sweet home," she said happily.

	She parked, and I just sat there for a second, staring out the window, suitcase handle in my hand, excited about the summer ahead.

	I didn't know what I was expecting when we stepped through the front door, but whatever it was, this was more. The way the air inside felt cool against my skin after the long drive, the faint citrus scent from some expensive candle burning somewhere inside, and the echo of our footsteps on the polished floor. Everything looked upscale: the framed photographs on the walls, the sunlight spilling through tall windows onto soft Persian rugs, the quiet hum of a house that was alive but calm. It wasn't one of those cold, untouchable homes you see on TV that look expensive but unhomely. It felt lived-in, warm, the kind of place that made you want to kick off your shoes and stay awhile.

	That's when Brianna appeared at the top of the staircase. I'd met her once years before, but only in passing, and seeing her again now felt like meeting a completely different person. She was taller than Lana, statuesque, really, with dark honey blonde hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, athletic shoulders, big boobs, and an even bigger butt, and that easy confidence that comes from knowing exactly who you are. She wore jeans and a tight-fitting tee that immediately drew my attention to her curves.

	"Alex! Finally, I get to meet my new roommate for the summer," she said, walking down the stairs with a grin.

	"Nice to meet you! I hope I'm not intruding," I said, suddenly aware of how dressed down I looked.

	"Not at all," she said warmly, extending her hand before pulling me into a light hug with a strength that surprised me. "You're family now. Make yourself comfortable." Something about her tone instantly put me at ease. The two of them were so different; Lana had a playful girly energy. Brianna was a bit more grounded, still very feminine but a bit more assertive.

	They led me through the hallway toward the guest wing, passing a living room with floor-to-ceiling windows, a kitchen gleaming with granite counters, and a sunroom that looked out onto a backyard big enough to fit my entire apartment building. Every corner seemed to have some little detail, a framed travel photo, a vase of fresh flowers, a faint trace of fresh air drifting in through the open patio doors.

	When we reached my room, I was a bit surprised. It was more feminine than I expected, with cream-coloured walls, two matching cream-coloured dressers, a queen bed with a fuchsia bedspread, and a small desk with a vanity tucked under the window that overlooked the garden. A folded towel and a small vase of flowers sat waiting on the light pink nightstand.

	"This okay? I know it's a little girly." Lana asked.

	"It's perfect," I said, setting my suitcase down by the bed. I couldn't care less if the room was a little girly. I would be living like a king here all summer and was incredibly grateful to the girls for their hospitality.

	After they left me to unpack, I stood by the window for a while, watching the late afternoon light stretch across the perfectly manicured lawn.

	A few days later, I'd started to feel completely at home. Mornings meant coffee on the patio, afternoons meant lounging in the living room with Lana and sometimes Bri, scrolling on our phones or trying to read while the summer heat drifted lazily through the open windows. Things had been a bit more boring than I expected, but I had just gotten there, I reasoned, we had a whole summer ahead of us.

	We were eating lunch at the kitchen island, chatting about how we were both a bit bored, when Lana suddenly looked up with that mischievous grin. "l just thought of something," she said, her eyes lighting up. "We should dress you up like a girl." I nearly choked on my sandwich. "What? No way," I said, shaking my head.

	"Come on, it'll be fun," she pressed, resting her chin on her hand like she was already imagining it. "You've got the face for it, and you're staying here all summer.

	It's something fun we can do."

	"Yeah, no," I said quickly, laughing. "Not happening."

	She tilted her head, mock-pouting, and rubbed my arm. "Please? You can't do this one tiny thing for me?"

	I tried to hold my ground, but it was hard when she leaned in, touching my arm flirtatiously, her voice soft. "You're staying with me for three months, Alex. You can't do this one little thing just to make me happy?"

	I sighed, feeling my face get warm. "It'll really make you happy?" I asked, trying not to blush at how obviously she had me wrapped around her finger. I liked her, and she knew it.

	"Is that a yes?"

	I rubbed my forehead. "It's a very reluctant okay."

	That was all she needed to hear. She practically jumped off the chair, tugging me by the wrist. "Come on, we're doing this right. You need to get cleaned up first."

	I followed her upstairs, half curious, half nervous about what she meant. When she started running water into the big white tub in the guest bathroom, I blinked.

	"What are you doing?"

	"Obviously, you need to shave," she said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

	"What? No. No way."

	"Alex," she said, turning to face me, her expression suddenly serious, the kind of serious that was impossible to argue with from such a pretty girl, nonetheless, one who was letting you stay with her all summer. "If we're doing this, we're doing it properly."

	She smiled, handing me a can of shaving cream and a new razor from the cabinet. "You'll be fine. Just take your time. You barely have any hair anyway, lucky you." Then she added, "Make sure you get everything. Arms, legs, armpits, even your pubes. Clean slate."

	"Seriously?" I muttered, but the way she was looking at me, bright-eyed and excited, made it hard to say no.

	She rested her hands on mine for a second, her voice gentle. "Trust me, okay? It'll be fun...and sexy."

	The bathtub was filled with bubbles and smelled of flowers, the mirror a blur of soft white. I sat on the edge of the tub for a moment, the can of shaving cream cool and heavy in my hand. It all felt oddly symbolic, like I was about to cross some quiet threshold I hadn't realized was there. I hesitated for a moment before stripping my clothes off and stepping in

	The water lapped gently against the porcelain as I stepped in, its heat wrapping around me like a blanket. My skin prickled from the warmth, tiny beads of moisture running down my arms. I pressed the nozzle, and a soft puff of foam bloomed into my palm, smelling faintly of vanilla and soap.

	When I smoothed it onto my leg and began to shave, the sensation was almost hypnotic, the thick lather against warm skin, the faint drag of the razor as it traced upward in clean, deliberate strokes. The surface beneath each pass turned smooth and slick, gleaming faintly under the soft bathroom light.

	I rinsed the razor, started again, watching the cream swirl away in pale ribbons. My arms, my legs, the slow rhythm of it all, it was calming in a way I hadn't expected. Even the sound, the soft scrape followed by the splash of water, felt steady and grounding, albeit embarrassing to see the finished product, my legs looking no different than a girl's legs.

	By the time I finished my groin, I was smooth as a baby all over. It was strange, my body felt softer, more feminine, but also cleaner. I sat in the tub a moment, too embarrassed to get out and see myself in the mirror.

	The bathroom was still filled with the warmth of steam as I stepped out of the tub and reached for a towel without daring to glance at the mirror. Water traced down my arms and shoulders, and I noticed that I smelled faintly of flowers and vanilla. I wrapped the towel around myself quickly, skin still flushed from the heat, and was just starting to dry my hair when a soft knock came at the door.

	"Hey, you done?" Lana's voice called through the door.

	"Yeah, just finishing up!" I said, tightening the towel.

	The door cracked open just enough for her hand to slip through, holding something out. "Here, meet me in my room when you're decent," she said, her voice teasing but warm.

	I blinked and took a small pair of frilly panties from her before she shut the door again. In my hand was a delicate pair of white satin panties patterned with tiny pink flowers and lace trim, simple but extremely feminine. It made me pause for a moment and blush. I had never imagined myself wearing something this girly, but it was the only clothing she gave me.

	I set my towel on the counter, feeling a flutter of shame and anxiety as I slipped the panties up my legs, the feeling of the cool, smooth satin against my soft, hairless legs sending a shiver throughout my body as I pulled them snugly around my waist.

	I caught a glance at myself in the mirror and immediately averted my gaze. Completely denuded, wearing nothing but a pair of girly panties, I didn't see an ounce of masculinity. I couldn't let this beautiful girl see me like this. I wrapped the towel back around my waist, still wearing the panties, and opened the bathroom door.

	When I stepped out of the bathroom, the hallway felt unusually long and bright. My heartbeat sounded loud in my ears as I made my way toward Lana's room, annoyed at myself for agreeing to any of this.

	When I walked into Lana's room, sunlight spilled through the big bay window, catching on all the pale colours, cream walls, gold-rimmed frames, and a vanity crowded with perfumes and hair clips. She was waiting there, leaning against her dresser with a triumphant smile, holding up something that looked like it belonged in a summer catalogue: a peach-coloured dress with puffy sleeves and a short, flared skirt trimmed with soft ruffles.

	The second she saw me, her eyes drifted to my legs and then lit up. "Okay," she said, dropping the dress on her bed and clapping her hands once. "You actually did it. This is going to be perfect. But why are you still wearing the towel? You don't even have it on right. What happened to the panties I gave you?"

	I rubbed the back of my neck, heat rushing to my cheeks. "I'm wearing them, I just wanted to cover up more."

	"Don't be silly," she said, yanking away the towel. She looked me up and down, an amused grin spreading across her face. I tried to cover myself, cowering in front of this beautiful girl as she giggled at my obvious shame.

	"You look so cute! Aw, don't be shy, Lexi," she teased with a smile.

	She grabbed something off the bed and revealed a lace-trimmed white bra with pink flowers on it, clearly a match for the panties I was wearing.

	"No," I said, feeling my face warm a little.

	"Come on, just try it on. Humour me," she laughed. "We're just having fun. It's part of the look."

	She walked me through it, helping me with the straps and hooks the way an older sister might. The fabric felt strange, soft but snug, unlike anything I'd ever worn before. It wasn't uncomfortable, just...different. As I adjusted it, I caught her smiling in the mirror.

	"There," she said, satisfied. "You're shaping up nicely," she giggled as she lightly smacked my pantied butt.

	I rolled my eyes, but despite my embarrassment, I forced myself to laugh along. Then she turned, holding up the next piece. "Now for the finishing touch."

	The dress was beautiful, soft and summery, a shade of peach that seemed to glow faintly in the afternoon light streaming through the window. The fabric was airy and light, with a tiered skirt that floated just above mid-thigh, each layer edged with the faintest lace trim. The bodice was fitted but gentle, with puffy sleeves that feminized my already smallish arms and a sweetheart neckline that gave it a touch of sweetness without being over the top.

	"Step in," she said.

	I hesitated just long enough for her to raise an eyebrow at me, then sighed and did as she asked. The fabric brushed against my hairless legs as it slid into place, cool and whisper-soft. Lana tugged the straps into position and smoothed the skirt, fussing over a few folds until everything sat just right.

	When she finally stepped back, she crossed her arms, nodding with approval. "Wow. Look at you," she said with a grin. "You actually pull it off, from the neck down, you're a girl."

	I turned toward the mirror, my heart giving a small, nervous flutter. The reflection staring back at me was a nervous, blushing, humiliated boy in a pink dress with the appearance of girlish curves beneath the peach fabric he wore. I couldn't deny it, I did look like a girl from the neck down. The peach colour warmed my skin, the skirt swayed lightly when I moved, and the bra gave the illusion that I had two small breasts.

	I caught a glimpse of Lana standing behind me in the mirror, looking as excited as I had ever seen her, smiling at me. This was still embarrassing, but I was glad she was having fun, that made it worth it.

	She smiled, hands on her hips. "Lexi," she teased through giggles, "you're blushing, pretty girl."

	I laughed, trying to act like none of this was bothering me.

	Lana tilted her head, studying me, more serious now. "See? What did I tell you? You're kind of pretty, Alex."

	I faked another laugh, embarrassed that the girl I liked thought I was pretty.

	"Pretty? That's not exactly what I was going for."

	She grinned, walking a slow circle around me like she was inspecting a piece of art.

	"Well, too bad. It's working."

	I shook my head, still laughing, feeling a weird mix of awkwardness and vulnerability.

	Lana smiled, tapping her chin in mock thought. "Next," she said, "we make this a proper photoshoot. You can't waste a look like that."

	I groaned again, unaware that a photoshoot would be part of this, but I couldn't stop smiling. Lana's attention was intoxicating.

	Lana giggled. "Makeup time," she said with mock authority. "Sit. I'm turning you into a girl."

	I groaned, but there was no real protest left in me. "You're really enjoying this, aren't you?"

	"Yep," she said, gesturing to the vanity chair. "Now sit before I decide to make this permanent."'

	The seat was cool beneath me as I sat down, my panties flush against the chair since I did not know to smooth my dress beneath me. The mirror was surrounded by little ring lights, bright enough to make every pore and shadow stand out. The table was covered in jars, brushes, palettes, and tubes that all looked like they belonged to some beauty queen.

	"Okay," she said, already squeezing something onto her fingertips, "step one: primer. It smooths the skin and helps everything stick."

	The cool gel spread across my cheeks, and I flinched slightly. "Feels like cold yogurt."

	She laughed. "Lovely image. Alright, now foundation." She dabbed a sponge against my face, quick rhythmic taps that made me blink. "This just evens out your skin tone. You've got good skin, by the way. Totally wasted on a guy."

	"Thanks, I think?"

	"Definitely a compliment," she said. The air smelled faintly of rose powder and vanilla as she switched tools, dusting something soft over my nose and forehead. "Now, concealer, it hides the evidence of bad life choices and finals week."

	I chuckled at that, watching her concentration in the mirror. "You're really good at this."

	She grinned. "I've had practice. You have no idea how many girls begged me to do their makeup before formals."

	She leaned closer with a smaller brush. "This is contour. It adds shape...you see, here under the cheekbone, and a little along the jawline. It makes your face a bit more feminine, not that you need much."

	I caught my reflection as she worked: the faint shadows she painted, the slow transformation of angles and tones. It was subtle but strange, like watching a different version of myself surface bit by bit.

	"Okay," she said, brushing a little blush onto my cheeks, "this is where it gets fun. Smile."

	I did, feeling ridiculous.

	"Perfect. Just a hint of colour. You look alive again."

	She moved on to my eyes, switching between pencils and powders. The tiny strokes felt delicate, precise. "This is eyeliner, don't move or I'll poke your eye out."

	"That's comforting."

	"Trust me, sweetie," she said with a smirk. "I'm a pro." I couldn't help but notice her calling me sweetie. She had called me Lexi before. I figured she was just teasing, but it seemed a bit more natural this time, almost automatic.

	When she finally leaned back, she looked pleased. "Alright, last part: lip gloss. This one's quick, I promise."

	The faint scent of strawberries filled the air as she brushed it on. I watched the way the light caught on it in the mirror, soft, pink, and reflective.

	"There," she said, stepping back to admire her work. "Ta-da. What do you think?"

	I stared at the mirror for a moment, trying to decide what to say. The person looking back at me was still me, but different...softer, brighter, feminine. Maybe even pretty.

	"l look girly but like... still like myself," I said.

	She laughed. "Exactly. Your girly self, Alex. Lexi."

	I laughed, shaking my head. "l can't believe you actually did this."

	"You can't believe you actually let me," she countered, spinning my chair a little. "Now don't touch your face, I need photographic evidence before you ruin my masterpiece."

	"Actually, wait," Lana said suddenly, eyes widening. "l almost forgot something."

	Before I could ask, she darted to her closet and came back holding a long blonde wig. "Hold still," she said, already laughing. She placed it carefully over my head, adjusting the strands until they framed my face.

	When I looked at the mirror again, I actually froze. For a second, I didn't see myself at all. The person staring back looked like a completely different someone, a pretty girl in a pink sundress with a made-up face and a deceivingly curvy body that gave no indication she was a male.

	Wow," I said under my breath. "That's... weird." Lana beamed. "Weird in a good way. You look amazing."

	I shook my head, blushing. "l look like a girl."

	"A very pretty girl, Lex," she chirped, clearly excited. Then, with sudden curiosity, she asked, "What's your shoe size?"

	"Ten."

	Her eyes lit up. "Perfect! You're the same as Bri." She disappeared down the hall before I could comment, calling out, "Don't move!"

	A moment later, she came back carrying a pair of white heels, the kind that looked like they would click sharply against the floor. "These will fit," she announced.

	I started blushing again but was at a loss for words as I let her help me balance while I slipped them on. The world tilted a little higher, and my posture changed without me meaning to, my butt jutting out a bit femininely. The reflection in the mirror felt almost unreal.

	"Okay," Lana said, stepping back and grabbing her phone. "Now give me something, a pose, a twirl, whatever feels natural."

	"Natural?" I asked. "In this?"

	"Exactly!" she said, already laughing. "Come on, twirl, blow a kiss, do something cute. Get in touch with Lexi."

	I rolled my eyes and twirled reluctantly, the skirt flaring lightly around my legs. Lana burst out laughing. She kept snapping photos while I struck increasingly ridiculous poses at her direction: peace signs, mock runway walks, exaggerated smiles. It was humiliating, but every time I looked at Lana's face, I knew I had to play along. She was loving this, and I owed her for letting me stay for the summer.

	Besides, what was the harm, I thought, as I forced myself to laugh along.

	We were still laughing when Lana suddenly stopped mid-photo and said, "Wait. We have to show Bri."

	Before I could protest, she was already dragging me toward the hallway, my heels making a feminine clicking noise with each step. "Come on, she's going to love this."

	"Lana, no," I said. The thought of her seeing me like this was mortifying. I looked girlier than Bri ever did, and shivered at the thought of such a confident, powerful woman seeing me like this. "She's going to laugh."

	"She's going to think you're gorgeous," she shot back, knocking on Brianna's door before I could escape.

	Bri opened it, hair in a messy bun, earbuds dangling around her neck. The second her eyes landed on me, she blinked, then broke into a wide grin. "Oh my God. Look at you!"

	Lana was practically bouncing. "Right? Doesn't he look amazing?"

	Brianna stepped closer, still smiling. "She does. Seriously, you pull off this girly-girl look better than most of the girls I know. Spin around, let me see."

	I was blushing, but could tell it was not a request. I spun slowly, and both of them started clapping like it was a fashion show. As my back turned from them, I felt the hem of the dress get pulled up, and then a quick swat on my ass.

	I turned to quickly see Bri retracting her hand, smirking. "Cute panties."

	My face was hot, but their laughter was infectious. Before I knew it, Bri had grabbed her phone too.

	"Group photo time," she said. "Come here, girls."

	"Come on, Lexi," Lana said, wrapping her arm around my waist. Bri leaned in on the other side, and the three of us posed in the mirror of her room. I smiled awkwardly as Bri wrapped her arm around my other side, her grip firmer than her sister's. The camera flash went off, and for a second, the reflection really did look like three girls caught mid-laughter.

	The rest of the day blurred into one long joke. Every time I tried to change back, they found some excuse for me to keep the outfit on a little longer, "just until dinner," then "just until you shower." Eventually, I stopped arguing. We watched a movie, ordered takeout, and every time one of them giggled at the sight of me or called me Lexi, I forced myself to laugh along too. After all, they were just playing around.

	That night, after they finally let me retire "Lexi," I took a long shower, washing away the makeup but unable to escape the fact that my body was now completely hairless and I still smelled like flowers. When I got into bed, I stared up at the ceiling for a while, reflecting on the day. It had been embarrassing, sure, but the girls had a ton of fun, especially Lana. She was so happy and seeing her like that made it worth it. I just hoped that after tonight, they could go back to seeing me as my usual guy-self.

	When I finally drifted off to sleep, the laughter from earlier still echoed faintly in my mind. It was just supposed to be a bit of fun, I told myself. Nothing more than that.

	A few days later, that familiar midsummer boredom started creeping in again. Lana was sprawled across the couch, flipping through her phone, while Brianna sat at the kitchen counter sipping iced coffee. I was half-watching TV, half-dozing, when Lana suddenly said, "l know what we should do." I didn't even look up. "No."

	"You don't even know what I'm going to say."

	"l know exactly what you're going to say," I replied.

	Brianna smirked over her mug. "You're right. She's going to say we should dress you up again."

	"Exactly," Lana said, snapping her fingers. "Round two. You were a hit last time." I forced a laugh, shaking my head. "No chance. Once was enough."

	"Oh, come on," she said, stretching out the words like she always did when she wanted something. "It was fun! Admit it."

	"I'll admit it was...something," I said carefully, not wanting to sound too uptight.

	"Something amazing," Brianna teased. "You were practically skipping around in your little pink dress."

	"l was just playing along for you guys," I muttered.

	Lana scooted closer, resting her chin on her hand. "Please? You can't deprive us of our summer fun."

	"Yeah, my sister is an artist," Bri said dramatically. "And right now, you're her muse."

	I groaned. "That's insane."

	They kept it up for another few minutes, laughing, promising it would be quick this time, saying how I owed them for letting me stay the summer. Somewhere between Brianna's assertive pushiness and the way Lana's eyes sparkled when she begged me, my resistance gave up.

	An hour later, I found myself standing in front of the mirror again, only this time, I really didn't recognize the girl staring back.

	"See?" Lana said, circling me like a stylist checking her final creation. "Told you this outfit was perfect."

	Brianna folded her arms, studying me with a proud grin. "It's giving slutty schoolgirl. Totally your vibe, Lexi."

	I tried not to feel embarrassed, but it was impossible. "You two are unbelievable."

	"Unbelievably talented," Lana corrected, snapping a photo before I could even protest.

	The outfit really did look like something out of a porn film. The pleated tartan miniskirt sitting high on my waist and flared enough to move when I shifted my hips, revealing my childish frilly pink satin rumba panties with their rows of white lace across the rear. The crisp white blouse was tucked neatly into it, its fabric soft and faintly sheer in the light, giving hints of the dainty little pink training bra beneath it. White stockings stretched smoothly down my smooth legs, leading into glossy black Mary Janes shoes decorated with large bows on the toes that clicked lightly against the floor whenever I turned.

	Bri adjusted the hem slightly and stepped back. "You look delicious," she said.

	Lana nodded. "Hold still." She added the last touch, a small pink purse that matched the colour of my bright pink lipstick. "Now it's perfect."

	I glanced at my reflection again, noticing how the blue eyeshadow made my eyes look wide and doe-like, how the mascara lifted my lashes until they almost brushed my skin whenever I blinked. My blonde wig was styled into twin ponytails, tied high with oversized floppy pink satin bows that bounced softly when I moved my head. The whole look was bright, playful, and impossibly girly, feminine in a way that felt coy and sexual.

	"Okay, now pose," Lana said, waving her phone like a director.

	I rolled my eyes but forced a laugh, turning slightly to one side, hand on my hip.

	"Like this?"

	"Exactly like that," Bri said, snapping a picture. "Oh my God, that's perfect."

	The rest of the afternoon turned into a blur of teasing, mock runway walks, and posing whenever one of them decided the lighting was "too good to waste." I felt ridiculous, humiliated by how feminine I looked and was instructed to pose. Lana remained sweet and flirtatious, smiling at me with warm, sparkly eyes and lightly touching me every few minutes. Brianna, on the other hand, was harsher. She was keenly aware of how humiliated I was and seemed to enjoy it, taking every opportunity to tease or command me, like she was daring me to say no. I never said no.

	Dressed as I was, I felt powerless and vulnerable.

	By the time we were done, my cheeks hurt from smiling, and I couldn't remember the last time I'd posed for pictures so much. But before I changed back, I lingered at the reflection in the mirror, the feminine, sexy girl in the schoolgirl outfit and bright pink lipstick, and wondered if maybe they were enjoying this a bit beyond just "messing around."

	That night, as I stepped out of the shower and went to brush my teeth, I caught a glimpse of my reflection, relieved to see my old self back.

	When I came out, Lana and Brianna were already waiting in the hall, holding out a pair of lavender sheer panties and a matching sheer nightie that would barely cover the wearer's butt. "One last favor," Lana said sweetly. "For me?"

	I sighed. "Come on, do I have to?"

	"Yes," Brianna said matter-of-factly.

	So, I played along one last time, slipping on the panties and pulling the nightie over my head. They giggled and let me go to bed. The house was quiet, the air cool against my hairless skin. Lying there, I thought about the day, about the teasing, about the schoolgirl outfit, about the fact that I was wearing panties and a nightie right now. I decided I had to put an end to this. The next time they asked me to dress up, I would refuse, no matter what they said.

	When I woke up the next morning, the house was unusually quiet. Sunlight spilled across the room in narrow stripes, the kind that make everything look softer, almost dreamlike. I stretched, yawned, and went to grab something from the dresser, only to find all my clothes gone. In their place were drawers filled with bras, panties, skirts, tops, and other girls' clothing. I rushed to the closet and found it empty besides three dresses that hung from the hangers, one of which was the peach sundress I had worn the first day they dressed me up.

	I was going to lose it. This could not be happening. How the hell did they do this while I was sleeping?

	"Lana?!" I called down the hall. "Did you move my stuff?"

	Laughter drifted back. Then Lana's voice: "Maybe. Come to the kitchen."

	I went to march down there but stopped myself. I could not confront them like this. The nightie I wore was see-through and barely covered my ass, not that it mattered since you could see the little lavender panties through it. I decided I would have to put on some of the clothes in the drawers, the lesser of two evils. I slipped into a flowy white skirt that fell a few inches above my knees and then pulled on what appeared to be a plain pink t-shirt, only to find that it left my belly button exposed. Whatever, I thought, this will be over soon. I marched downstairs, my skirt swishing with each step.

	When I walked in, both Lana and Brianna were sitting at the table with identical guilty smiles and two mugs of coffee waiting.

	"Morning, Lexi, you look cute today," mocked Brianna.

	"Okay," I said, crossing my arms. "What did you do with my clothes?" Brianna gestured toward the empty chair. "Sit. We have some news for you." I sighed but sat anyway, honestly too intimidated by her tone to argue.

	Lana leaned forward, eyes bright. "So, we were talking last night, and you were such a good sport these past few days, that we had an idea."

	"Uh-huh."

	"We decided," she said carefully, "that you're going to stay like this for the rest of the summer. Won't that be fun?!"

	I blinked. "Stay...like this?"

	"Yep," Brianna added flatly. "It suits you. You make a better girl than you do a boy. Plus, there's something coming up that will require you to be comfortable as Lexi."

	Lana grinned. "The town's summer festival. There's a beauty pageant at the end of August. We're signing you up."

	For a moment, I just stared at them in shock. The idea was ridiculous, so ridiculous that I started laughing. But their faces didn't change; they were serious.

	"You're not kidding," I said finally.

	"Nope," Lana said. "Think about it. We'll help you with everything. It'll be a summer project to keep us all busy. And it'll be fun. You're gonna crush it, Lex."

	I was in shock. There was no way I was spending the summer dressed as a girl, and there was certainly no way that I was going to participate in a beauty pageant; this was crazy.

	I stood up swiftly, immediately embarrassed at how unintimidating I looked in the flowy little skirt. Brianna laughed. "No fucking way," I said. "I'm not doing this. You're going too far."

	Brianna stood and started walking towards me slowly. Without saying a word, she grabbed my wrists, twisting them behind me and walking me into the living room.

	"What the hell! Let go of me!"

	Brianna chuckled as she forced me down onto the couch, flat on my stomach. I felt her wrapping something plastic around my wrists, and then felt it tighten, obviously a zip tie. She straddled my back, facing towards my legs, my body clenched between her knees as her big bubble butt rested firmly on my lower back. I looked up at Lana staring at me with a look that said she was sympathetic but that she agreed with her older sister's treatment of me.

	"We didn't want to have to do this, Lexi," she said in a mock-serious tone as she lifted my skirt, exposing my pantied ass, "but little girls need to behave themselves, and that little outburst was not very ladylike."

	"I'm not a little girl," I yelled, nearing the point of tears.

	"Well, you're acting like one. Now you need to accept some things, Lexi. You're going to be spending the summer learning to be a girl, and in August, you are going to compete in that beauty pageant, and you are going to be glamorous, bitch. If you do a good job, maybe we give you back your old clothes and don't tell anyone about this. Maybe. If you're an extra good girl. Are you gonna be a good girl, Lexi?"

	I was crying by that point. The humiliation was too much. To be overpowered by Brianna in front of Lana, to be talked to like I was an errant little girl, and to be told I was going to be spending the summer learning to be a girl and competing in a beauty pageant. It was all too much.

	Suddenly, I felt a sharp smack on my ass, leaving my entire backside stinging. Oh my God. Brianna was spanking me. Lana looked at me with more sympathy as her sister delivered two more hard smacks on my pantied ass, tears streaming down my cheeks.

	"l asked, are you going to be a good little girl, Lexi?" Brianna sounded harsher now, more serious.

	"Yes," I said through my humiliated sob, unable to believe I was submitting this easily.

	She spanked me again, harder this time, eliciting a girlish yelp from me.

	"Yes, what?"

	"Yes, I'm going to be a good little girl," I cried, my face bright red from the shame of being debased like this in front of my crush.

	"Good," she replied, the satisfied amusement evident in her tone, "What's your name, little girl?"

	I hesitated for a moment, too ashamed to speak. Another hard smack that sent a jolt through my body brought the words forward.

	"My name is Lexi," I said, humiliated by my own words.

	"Good little girl, Lexi," Brianna cooed, rubbing my red ass over my panties softly but still causing me to flinch. "And what's my name, little girl?"

	"Umm, your name is Brianna."

	She cracked me again, even harder this time, chuckling as my body shook beneath her. "It's Mistress Brianna to you, sissy. Lana, how does Mistress Lana sound to you?"

	Lana giggled. "l think Miss Lana would be good enough for me. Mistress isn't really my vibe."

	Brianna laughed, agreeing with her sister. "Alright, Lexi, introduce yourself to me and Miss Lana. Tell us your name, what you are, and how you're gonna behave. If you answer right, this can be over; if not, I'm gonna have to keep spanking your little sissy tush."

	I lay there beneath her, shaken and humiliated. I knew what she wanted. And I didn't have the strength to resist.

	"Hi, Miss Lana," I started, tears welling up in my eyes as she looked at me with a warm smile, like I was her disobedient child who was finally obeying. "Hi, Mistress Brianna. My name is Lexi, and I'm...l'm a sissy. I'm gonna be a good little girl, I promise."

	The words broke me, and I immediately began crying again, sobbing softly into the pillow as Brianna grabbed a pair of scissors and removed the zip ties. Lana sat next to me, gently rubbing my butt over my panties, right where I had been spanked.

	"l know this is hard right now," she said warmly, "but you'll see, we're gonna have a lot of fun together. Just take deep breaths, my pretty little girl. You're okay."

	Fifteen minutes later, I had regained some degree of composure and was sitting up on the couch, being cuddled by Lana, when Brianna re-entered the room.

	"Alright princess, time to start your new life. Go upstairs and pick out a new outfit, something flirty and fun. Make sure you wear a bra too. When you're done, go into my room and grab the pink nail polish sitting on my dresser. I'm gonna teach you how to do your nails."

	"Yes, Mistress Brianna," I muttered, unable to meet her eyes.

	Upstairs, I took off my top and skirt and sifted through my drawers until I found a bra that matched my panties. After struggling with the clips for a minute, I got it on. Looking at myself in the mirror, I cringed at the emasculated, hairless sissy staring back at me in nothing but a bra and panties. I went over to my closet for a moment, scanning the three dresses. After a minute of hesitation, I reached for a frilly white summer dress. It was light cotton with lace trim at the neckline and a skirt that flared dramatically when I turned. It felt soft, airy, and a little romantic, exactly the kind of thing I knew I was supposed to pick, and I did not want to disappoint and find myself getting spanked by Brianna again.

	I slipped it on, smoothing the fabric down before glancing in the mirror. The dress fit perfectly, its sheer white fabric catching the glow from the window, revealing the faint lavender outlines of my bra and panties. I grabbed the pink nail polish from Brianna's dresser like she'd said, and headed back downstairs.

	When I re-entered the living room, both girls turned toward me and grinned.

	"Okay, wow," Lana said, leaning forward. "That's adorable."

	"Right?" Brianna added. "You actually picked the perfect outfit. Good girl, Lexi."

	I felt shy and embarrassed under the attention, but also glad I did not disappoint them.

	"Thank you, Mistress Brianna. Thank you, Miss Lana."

	"Come here," Brianna said, patting the ottoman in front of her. "Let's get those nails done, sissy."

	I sat down, setting the polish beside her. She took my hands and examined them with mock seriousness. "You've got good nails, strong shape. You just need to learn how to take care of them."

	She shook the bottle a few times, then unscrewed the cap and started painting carefully. The first brush of polish was cool and smooth, leaving a glistening trail of bubblegum pink that caught the light. She worked slowly, one nail at a time, her movements precise and practiced.

	"There," she said after finishing one hand. "See how I start in the center, then sweep the sides? Pay attention, you'll do this yourself next time."

	"Yes, Mistress Brianna," I mumbled, ashamed of my submissiveness, watching the glossy pink build into perfect, even layers.

	"Good girl," Brianna said playfully, already starting on my other hand. When she was done, she gestured toward the couch. "Okay, toes next."

	I put my feet on her lap so she could reach, the hem of my dress brushing softly against my thighs. She started on my toes with the same careful rhythm, pausing every few seconds to blow lightly across them so the polish wouldn't smudge. By the time she finished, both my fingers and toes gleamed with perfect, glossy pink.

	Lana plopped down beside me and grinned. "Now here's what you do next." She demonstrated, puckering her lips and blowing gently across her nails. "Helps them dry faster."

	I blushed and copied her, looking ridiculous as Brianna laughed and reached for her lipstick. "Hold still, sissy," she said, leaning in to apply a coat of bright red lipstick with quick, sure strokes. "There. Perfect. Now keep blowing, girly boy."

	I obeyed, blushing crimson as I held up my hands delicately, blowing on them gingerly with my bright red lips. Both girls cracked up, and I felt like the world's biggest sissy.

	Brianna smiled victoriously. "Very ladylike, princess."

	When my nails were finally dry, they both took position on each side of me and guided me up.

	"Now that your nails are all pretty, it's time for lesson two," Lana announced. "Makeup time."

	She and Brianna guided me to the vanity like a pair of professional stylists, their excitement buzzing through the room.

	Lana patted the chair. "Sit, beauty queen. Let's get to work."

	I sat, trying not to get nervous at how serious they both looked. The vanity lights framed the mirror in a soft glow, and the table in front of me was scattered with powders, brushes, and palettes arranged with military precision.

	"Step one," Lana said, picking up a small tube, "is primer. Remember? It smooths your skin so the foundation goes on evenly. Close your eyes."

	The cool cream spread lightly across my face, and she blended it with her fingertips, careful and quick.

	"Now foundation," she continued, dabbing a sponge into a small bottle. "You want a shade that matches your neck, never just your face."

	The sponge pressed rhythmically against my skin, tap, tap, tap, leaving a satin finish that softened every edge of my reflection.

	"Next is concealer," Brianna said, joining in. She held up a smaller brush and pointed to the under-eye area. "Think of this as your magic eraser. Tiny dots, then blend outward."

	They passed brushes back and forth like a well-rehearsed team. I could smell the makeup more and more strongly as they went on, applying countless products to my face and explaining them as if I would somehow be magically able to do it next time.

	"Contour is where you shape your face," Lana explained, holding a cool-toned palette. "Cheekbones, jawline, sides of the nose, lightly. You don't need much."

	She demonstrated, sweeping soft shadows that gave my face more definition.

	"Now blush," Brianna said, dipping a fluffy brush into a coral shade. "Smile, princess, yes, you see right here. Apples of your cheeks. So pretty."

	A hint of warmth bloomed across my face, and I caught myself blushing beneath my blush.

	"Alright, brows," Lana said, leaning in. "Use small strokes to fill the shape, not one harsh line. Let the colour follow the natural arch and enhance it just a little."

	When she finished, Brianna took over the eyes. "This is where you can have fun," she said, opening a palette filled with soft browns and pinks. "We'll start with a neutral base, then add shimmer on the lid for a more dramatic pop."

	Each brushstroke was precise and feather-light. I could feel the faint tickle of the bristles against my eyelids.

	"Eyeliner next," Lana murmured. "You rest your elbow on the table so your hand stays steady like this." She drew a thin line that lifted slightly at the corners. "That's it...just enough to make your eyes look bigger."

	Then came mascara. "Blink into it," Brianna coached. "Don't move your head, just blink." The wand brushed my lashes, leaving them darker and longer.

	"Last step: lips," Lana said. "Since it's daytime, we'll do something soft. Light pink lipstick first, then a little gloss."

	The gloss tasted faintly of strawberries. When she leaned back, both sisters exchanged satisfied smiles.

	Brianna clasped her hands dramatically. "Ladies and gentlemen, we have a sissy."

	I looked at the mirror and couldn't disagree. I looked pretty. Still like a boy, but a very, very pretty boy.

	Lana rested her hands on my shoulders, grinning. "See? You're a natural beauty. A few more lessons and you'll be doing this yourself, so pay attention."

	I nodded, feeling both humiliated by my appearance and nervous about learning how to do my own makeup. "Yes, Miss Lana."

	The moment Lana declared the makeup lesson complete, Brianna set down her brushes and said, "Alright, sissy, appearance is only half the girly battle. Time for deportment and voice."

	"Deportment?" I asked.

	Lana grinned. "Basically, how to carry yourself like a lady. Walk, posture, voice... everything that sells femininity and elegance."

	I blushed. I didn't want to learn how to carry myself like a lady. Other guys were probably out picking up girls at the beach, while I was learning how to be more ladylike.

	"You're gonna be fine," Brianna said, already queuing something up on her tablet. "You've already got a somewhat high-pitched voice. We're just going to polish it."

	I didn't think that was true, but there was no point in arguing. I was already wearing a frilly dress, had my nails painted, makeup done, and was answering to Lexi. I was past the point of debating with them.

	Lana gestured for me to sit up straight. "First rule, posture. Shoulders back, spine tall, but not stiff. Think graceful, not rigid. You're gonna want to show off those titties," She giggled and adjusted my shoulders lightly. "Better. Now, breathe from your diaphragm."

	She demonstrated, placing her hand just below her ribs. I mirrored the motion, feeling the rise and fall of each slow breath.

	"Good," Brianna said, tapping the screen. "Now listen."

	A calm voice came from the app: "Warm up your tone with humming exercises.

	Keep the sound light and steady."

	Lana hummed the first note dramatically. I joined in, awkward at first, until the two of us sounded like a very small choir. They both started laughing, which made me chuckle too, the first break of tension all day, and the next note came out halfway between a hum and a giggle.

	"Perfect," Lana said. "See? You're having fun already."

	We worked through scales, breath control, and a few tongue-twisters. The app offered feedback on pitch and clarity, lighting up green when I hit the target range.

	After twenty minutes, my voice felt looser, smoother, more resonant.

	Brianna smirked. "Now for some lines."

	I nodded, knowing she would make this humiliating.

	"Lexi," Lana said, dramatically clearing her throat. "Repeat after me. 'Hi, I'm Lexi, it's so nice to meet you!"'

	I tried it, self-conscious of how unmanly I sounded. "Hi, I'm Lexi, it's so nice to meet

	Brianna chuckled. "Good start. Now lighten the pitch just a touch, like you're genuinely delighted. Think about how girls talk. They're usually bubbly and excited. Try smiling and gesturing with your hands."

	I tried again, this time adding a smile that reached my voice and a little wave.

	The girls clapped. "That's it, good girl." Brianna chuckled, "Now say this: Oh my gosh! He's so handsome! And be sure to use your hands and smile."

	I looked down. "Do I have to, Mistress Brianna?"

	"Yes, sissy," she scolded me. "You do."

	I obeyed, smiling and flailing my hands dramatically. "Oh my gosh, he's so handsome!" It came out even more feminine than I expected, and I blushed.

	"Perfect!" Bri said, laughing. "Now, last one. Say it like you're talking to a man you have a crush on. Wow, your dick is huge, daddy. Look at me and Miss Lana while you say it."

	I felt tears welling up once again. This was too humiliating. I didn't want to say this, especially to Lana. But I guess I had no choice. I looked at them, eyes wide and doelike, blushing.

	"Wow, your dick is huge, daddy." I cringed hard at myself as soon as I said it, nervously twisting at the hem of my dress, and the girls erupted in laughter. It wasn't just that I said it, though, it was that I sounded like a flirty girl saying it a man, just like Brianna instructed.

	Lana put a hand to her heart, trying to stop herself from laughing. "Oh my God, this is amazing. Good girl Lexi," she cupped my face, careful not to mess my makeup, "you're a very good sissy."

	"Thank you, Miss Lana."

	When we finished the vocal exercises, Lana closed the app and said, "Alright, from now on, I want you to use that voice all the time. It'll become second nature if you keep it up." Brianna added, "Yep, I don't want to hear you speak unless you sound like a sweet little angel."

	I nodded, taking in what they were saying. "All, umm," I adjusted my voice, high and girly, "all the time?"

	"Yup," Brianna said. "You're a sissy now. You're going to learn to act, look, sound, and think like a girly girl. I even want you thinking in your girl voice, got it?"

	"Yes, Mistress Brianna," I said, maintaining the feminine tone and intonations they'd been teaching me. "I'll try my best."

	"Good girl," Lana said, pleased. "Now, time to move on to posture and movement."

	I looked down at the pair of heels waiting by the vanity and asked nervously. "You mean walking in those, Miss Lana?"

	"Exactly," she replied. "Every girl should know how to walk in heels. But you're going to be competing in a pageant. You need to be on another level. By the end of the summer, you'll be much better than either of us."

	"That means heels every day," Brianna added, smirking at me like she was daring me to argue.

	I nodded and slipped them on, wobbling almost immediately. Lana steadied me with a hand on my shoulder. "Heels are about balance. Take small, dainty little steps, heel to toe, and let your hips sway so the motion flows through your whole body. It should look smooth, never stiff. Boys walk with their upper body, girls walk with their lower body."

	Easier said than done. My first few laps across the room looked more like I was navigating an earthquake than a runway.

	"Relax," Bri said, laughing. "You're thinking too much. Shoulders back, chin up, eyes forward. Keep your wrists limp at your side, like a good little sissy. One elbow can be bent like you're carrying a purse in the crook of your arm, and the other can hang but stay limp."

	I tried again, focusing on the clicking rhythm of each step and trying to ignore how emasculated I felt mincing around like this. The skirt of my dress swished lightly as I moved, and after a few circuits, it started to feel less foreign.

	"There you go," Lana encouraged. "Now add your voice, say something cheerful as you walk."

	"Cheerful? Like what, Miss Lana?" I chirped in my high-pitched voice.

	"Anything, sissy," Brianna said. "Introduce yourself again."

	I took a deep breath and said, "Hi, I'm Lexi, it's so nice to meet you!" I waved my hand, keeping my wrist limp.

	"Pretty good, Lexi," Lana said, nodding. "Lift the tone at the end just a touch. You want to sound like a sweet, bubbly girl."

	They kept me at it for nearly an hour, chatting and laughing between rounds of correction. Every time I slipped back into my normal tone or forgot to keep my hands relaxed, one of them would remind me, "softer voice," "wiggle your butt more when you walk," "limp wrists, sissy."

	Little by little, it all started to blend together: the walk, the voice, the way my movements matched the rhythm of my breathing. I was getting it, although I didn't want to.

	When they finally called a break, I sank gratefully into the nearest chair.

	"Not like that, silly," Lana said quickly. "You need to sit like a lady, or everyone will see your panties. Knees together, ankles angled slightly to the side. Or you can cross your legs at the knee, whatever you prefer."

	I stood and tried again as she demonstrated. "Before you sit, always smooth your skirt so it folds under you neatly," she said. "Then lower yourself slowly, daintily, and bring your knees together as you sit. Then either cross your legs and keep your feet pointed or just keep your knees together and angle to the side. You want to make yourself smaller, take up less space.

	I followed her lead, easing into the chair and smoothing my skirt beneath me as I pressed my knees together, crossing them once I sat down.

	"Perfect," Bri said, smirking at me. "See? Don't you feel better now that you're not pretending to be all manly? This is your calling, Lexi."

	I knew what she wanted to hear, "Yes, Mistress Brianna."

	The girls exchanged satisfied smiles. "Alright, Lexi," Lana said, "you've earned a break. We'll practice more after lunch. I'll make you a salad."

	As they left the room, I stayed seated the way they'd shown me, hands resting lightly on my skirt, staring at my reflection.

	The silence that followed felt heavier. My head buzzed from everything I'd learned, from the weight of their expectations, and from my own emasculation. In the past few hours, I'd been spanked, humiliated, renamed, dressed as a girl, made up, and taught to walk, talk, and act like a girl. I could barely face myself in the mirror.

	That night, after dinner, Lana and Brianna unveiled the next part of their plan: daily fitness sessions in their basement gym. I changed into leggings and a sports bra and met them down there. The space was huge and neatly organized, with mirrors along one wall and music already playing through the speakers.

	"Alright, Lexi," Lana said, hands on her hips. "Brianna's in charge of your workouts. This is going to help you get a more feminine body for the pageant. Think tiny waist, bubble butt, tone but no bulk."

	Brianna smiled at me coldly. "It's going to be intense. But you'll thank me later when the boys can't keep their hands off that juicy booty."

	The next hour was brutal. It was a mixture of leg and glute workouts, cardio, and core, each exercise more intense than the last. I didn't have much muscle to begin with, so I was terrified of what doing this workout every day would do to my body. I didn't want a bubble butt or a tiny waist, not to mention the routine was beyond intense. By the time we were done, I was sweaty and out of breath, and my lower body was incredibly sore.

	The dinner that followed tasted better than usual after the workout. I scarfed down my fish before the girls scolded me, instructing me on how to eat like a lady. I obeyed, taking small bites and making polite conversation with the girls about "my favourite" parts of the day.

	When I finally went upstairs, the quiet hit me again. I showered, changed into a fresh frilly pink nightie and a matching pair of dainty little frilly panties, and slipped into bed. My muscles ached, and I was so tired that I could barely think about everything I had gone through today and everything that was planned for me this summer.

	It was going to be a long summer, full of hard work and humiliation. But lying there in the dark, I couldn't help but doze off. I was drained emotionally and physically, and tomorrow promised to be no different. I was a sissy now; after being spanked by Brianna, I couldn't deny it. All I could do was rest and brace myself for another day packed with dresses, makeup, and emasculation.
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