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By the end of the first week, I had settled into a rhythm that felt both exhausting and deeply humiliating. Mornings started with Brianna's insane workouts: cardio, glutes, and endless leg and core sets that left my muscles aching. After that came speech practice with Lana, my voice had become convincingly feminine, and she now focused her attention on training me to converse and gesture like a girl. Not that I was ever allowed to talk like a guy, but during those sessions we really focused on perfecting my feminine attitude and vibe. This was followed by an hour of walking, sitting, and dancing drills in heels with whoever decided to supervise, usually both of them. The result was that my posture had become coy and effeminate and my stride was as delicate and graceful as a runway model's.

	Afternoons were for makeup and styling lessons. The first few days Lana focused on making sure I perfected the basics; after that she started to teach me more complex looks and how to coordinate outfits or accessorize for different occasions. Evenings were spent with light stretching or yoga, watching girly movies, serving the girls drinks or snacks, and lounging around in frilly babydoll nighties and lacy panties while the girls wore casual pajamas. My ego burned, but I could feel myself improving.

	Then, one morning, as I finished breakfast, Lana set her mug down with a mischievous smile. "You know," she said, "you're getting pretty good at all this. I think it's time we step things up." Brianna nodded. "Agreed. Time for your first sissy field trip."

	"Field trip?" I asked warily.

	"To the mall," Lana said, already pulling a hanger from the closet. "Since you're a girl now, you need girl's clothes, silly."

	She handed me my pink top and flowy white pleated skirt, then placed a small pink purse on the bed beside a pair of pink heeled sandals. "This'll be perfect for today."

	The top was a square-necked cropped top with short sleeves that drew attention to the breast forms the girls had begun forcing me to wear every day. Yes, breast forms, the girls had ordered them online. Ultra-realistic ones at that. Every morning after I woke up, I was required to glue them on and hold them in place until they were settled. They blended seamlessly into my chest, matched my exact skin tone, and bounced naturally with each movement. They also felt real to the touch and warmed to the temperature of my body. After only a few short days wearing them, I still felt a pang of shame every time I looked down and saw a pair of perky little B-cup boobs resting on my chest. The weight of them also served as a constant reminder of what they were doing to me, what they were turning me into.

	Within an hour, they'd both helped me style my wig and apply my makeup more expertly, joking about and "accidentally" grabbing my new boobs as they worked. While I sat there, my stomach churning, unsure if I was ready to go out in public like this. But I knew I had no choice.

	They gave me a liberal spritz of Lana's perfume, and then we piled into Brianna's car. I slid into the backseat modestly, careful to keep my knees together and tuck my skirt beneath me.

	"Alright, today's agenda," Brianna said, buckling her seat belt. "We're getting you everything you'll need to be Lexi all summer: skincare, accessories, a few new outfits, makeup, and shoes. Plus a few surprises that I know our sissy will love."

	Lana laughed. "Basically, we're turning you into the girl of your dreams."

	I trembled, glancing out the window as we pulled onto the main road. "l still can't believe you're doing this to me."

	Brianna gave a small shrug. "You're a sissy, Lexi, deal with it. And I expect you to act like one and be enthusiastic and grateful for everything today, especially the stuff we pick out for you. Starting now. Otherwise, you're in for another spanking when we get back home, and a bad one."

	That made me perk up instantly. "Yes, Mistress Brianna," I chirped as sweetly as I could manage given my anxiety, "Thank you, Mistress Brianna. And thank you, Miss Lana. I'm so excited!"

	They both laughed. "That's more like it," Lana said. "You're so welcome, girly."

	As we drove toward the mall, the girls conversed about what they wanted to get for me, about their plans for the coming weeks, and about my progress the prior week. The closer we got, the more nervous I felt. I wasn't just going to go shopping dressed as a girl, I was going to have to act like I loved it. I prayed I would be able to pass for a girl in public. I couldn't imagine how I would feel if people saw me squealing over some dress or skirt and knew that I was a boy. I would need to be convincing, and if I wasn't, the punishment wouldn't just be humiliation, it would be another spanking from Brianna.

	When we reached the mall, Lana led us straight to a boutique tucked between two larger stores. The display windows shimmered with soft lighting and pastel fabrics, and the air inside smelled faintly of vanilla and fresh linen. Everything was folded and arranged like artwork, silky panties, lacey bras, stockings with little satin bows.

	It was the kind of place that screamed sex.

	"First stop," Lana announced with a grin. "We'll make sure our girl has her own pretty panties."

	I blushed, deeply ashamed, and Brianna added, "Wouldn't want her getting the wrong idea and thinking she's a man anymore."

	The salesgirl behind the counter looked up from arranging a rack of camisoles. She was young, cheerful, and beautiful. "Hi there! What can I help you ladies with

	Brianna smiled, resting a hand on my shoulder. "Hi! This is our sissy, Lexi. We need to make sure she's got a full wardrobe for her new lifestyle. She'll need a fitting and then to buy a bunch of bras, panties, stockings, and some sexy little frilly nighties for when we have the boys over."

	I gasped, unable to believe she just exposed me like that.

	The salesgirl's eyes lit up at me like I was a puppy. "A sissy? That's so exciting!" She grabbed a small clipboard and gestured toward a curtained hallway. "Let's start by getting your measurements, sweetie, and then we'll get everything from there." Lana nodded. "Perfect. I'll browse a bit, see if anything jumps out at me."

	Brianna followed me and the salesgirl down the short hall lined with mirrors and framed photos of vintage fashion sketches. The changing room was softly lit, with a velvet bench and a full-length mirror framed in gold.

	The salesgirl looked at me then chuckled as she fumbled with the measuring tape. "You can strip down to your panties, sweetheart, let's see what size you are."

	I looked at Brianna, who was smirking down at me like she was a bully who had just taken my lunch money. "You heard her, sissy."

	Unable to take my eyes off the floor, I slipped off my top and unhooked my bra, eliciting a stifled giggle from the salesgirl. "Oh my gosh," she said, staring at my breast forms, "they look so real. You must really feel like a girl."

	Brianna laughed, "She does, believe me," as I tugged down my skirt, standing in front of these two gorgeous women in nothing but a tiny pair of pink panties. I don't know why, but instinctively, I crossed my hands over my breast forms, feeling exposed under their amused gaze.

	"You see," Brianna remarked, "she covers her boobs but doesn't even think to cover her panties, just like a girl."

	"So adorable," giggled the salesgirl. I felt heat rising hotter than ever to my face. I don't think I had ever felt more ashamed, vulnerable, and like less of a man. Yet still, I didn't move my hands away.

	"Ok sweetie, arms above your head" she said as she wrapped the tape around my bust. After jotting down the measurement, she quickly and expertly measured my waist and hips, also jotting those numbers down. I tried to focus on the wall, on anything else, but the tension was obvious. "You've got perfect proportions for the styles we carry. You're gonna look so sexy!"

	I blushed, unsure of how to respond, but when I saw Brianna staring at me, I remembered our conversation from before."

	"Thank you," I mumbled, high-pitched and breathy, "I'm so excited."

	"Alright, cutie, you can put your little outfit back on and then you can meet me outside to pick some stuff out, this is so exciting!"

	When she stepped out, Brianna lingered, leaning casually against the wall and eyeing me up and down. "You must feel like a total pussy."

	I nodded shamefully, honestly. "Yes, Mistress Brianna, I do." I went to grab my clothes but she blocked me.

	"Good," she said with a smirk. "Now tell me, do you think my sister likes pussies, I've seen the way you look at her. Clearly you haven't accepted your place yet."

	"No, Mistress Brianna," I replied, my voice a mixture of shame and defeat.

	"Good girl," she smiled, unblocking my path, "just checking." As I bent down to grab my clothes, she smacked my ass, hard and loud, making me jump and asserting her dominance over me."

	"Cover up those titties and meet me out there, Lexi, and remember, you love this."

	"Yes, Mistress Brianna," I said, pulling my skirt back up as she left the room. Looking at myself in the mirror, my breast forms still exposed, the reflection of a half dressed girl staring back at me, I felt a pang of shame. How was this my life?

	I stepped back out into the main area, where Lana was holding up a soft lavender nightie to the light. She turned, appraising me with a grin. "Perfect time, Lexi, look what I found for you."

	As bubbly as I could manage, I replied, "oh my gosh, it's so pretty." But looking at Brianna, she did not seem satisfied. "l mean," I continued, "l love how soft and frilly it is, I can't wait to sleep in this. Great pick, Miss Lana."

	The salesgirl looked shocked and amused. "Wow, you really have him trained well."

	Brianna and Lana exchanged a giggle, "Yes we do."

	The salesgirl began guiding us through the aisles, pulling items from displays and explaining the differences in fabrics and fits. Every rack seemed like its own little palette, creams and pastels, lace and silk, satin and mesh. She described which styles were best for everyday wear, which offered extra support for certain dresses, and which pieces would make me look the sexiest.

	I found myself slipping into character and acting more excited with every step. The colors, the details, the sexiness of the undergarments, it all felt so feminine and humiliating, yet, I had to act like I loved them. I'd never thought much about things like fabric texture or how the right fit could change how you carried yourself, but the more we explored, the more I started to understand what Brianna meant about "not feeling like a man." There would be no way to feel like a man wearing any of the stuff they picked out.

	"Oh my God," I squealed as Brianna handed me a pair of soft rose-coloured lace panties. "Everything here is so pretty."

	'JAW," Brianna said. "So happy you're excited about your new panties, sissy."

	The salesgirl giggled. "You've got great taste, Lexi."

	We kept moving, and I continued gushing. I brushed my fingers over a display of powder-blue bralettes and matching panties, exclaiming, "These are adorable."

	Then I found a set in pale yellow satin and gasped. "Look at this one! It's so cute."

	Lana chuckled. "You're so cute, Lexi."

	Next, the salesgirl led us to a wall of nightwear. My eyes widened at how frothy and girly everything looked, but I played my role. "These are gorgeous," I said, running a hand across a row of silky chemises in pastel hues. "l didn't even know stuff like this existed. I need it all."

	Brianna laughed. "Well, we can't buy it all, you'll need a rich boyfriend for that, one day. Want to see the lace collection?"

	I nodded enthusiastically, embarrassed by the boyfriend comment but afraid that if I broke character now it would be harder to slip back into it. The salesgirl took us to another rack filled with intricate designs, white and pink lace, ribbons threaded through delicate patterns. I picked up a light pink bra and panty set and smiled as wide as I could. "This is so cute," I said quietly. "l can't believe I get to wear something like this."

	Lana, meanwhile, had wandered over to the accessories wall and came back holding a few packages. "You'll need some of these too," she said. "Stockings, garters, a couple of things for your new wardrobe."

	"Thank you, Miss Lana," I said as she dropped them into my basket.

	We spent nearly an hour in the boutique. The salesgirl led us through dozens of styles and colors, virginal white lace, light peach trimmed panties with satin ribbons, sexy black and red sets that felt like something out of a porno. I ‘oohed’ and ‘ahhed’ over nearly all of them, acting like I was in heaven.

	"Okay, last one," Lana said, setting down a blush-colored set with delicate embroidery.

	I looked at it like it would bite me. "That one's my favourite," I said softly.

	"Mine too, princess," Brianna chuckled, smiling. "It's sweet and girly but still grownup and sexy. Perfect for you."

	By the time we reached the counter, the pile of clothes included about twenty bra and panty sets, five nighties, stockings, garters, and pantyhose. I tried to act excited, but was overwhelmed by the sheer volume of girly underwear that was now mine. "You really don't have to buy all of this for me." 

	Lana waved me off. "We want to Lexi, we're helping you discover your true self."

	Brianna was already sliding her card across the counter. "Consider it an investment in the future Miss Cedargrove."

	The salesgirl laughed as she wrapped the final items in tissue paper. "Well, I hope I helped. And good luck, Lexi! You're a very well-behaved sissy."

	Reluctantly, I thanked her, cheeks warm as I lowered my head and took the shopping bags. The handles looped over my wrists, soft tissue peeking out of the tops like clouds of pastel.

	As we stepped back into the mall's bright corridor, Lana bumped my shoulder lightly. "What do you say, princess?"

	"Thank you, Miss Lana and Mistress Brianna," I said quietly as we started walking again.

	They both grinned triumphantly. "You're welcome, Lexi."

	As soon as we stepped back into the mall, Lana's eyes landed on a bright boutique full of pastel displays and floral mannequins. "Perfect," she said, tugging my arm. "This is exactly your vibe, girl."

	The inside smelled faintly of vanilla candles and new fabric. Rows of sundresses, skirts, and blouses lined the walls, the air humming with music that sounded like summer.

	Brianna started plucking hangers off the racks. "Try this on, soft pink always gives a sweet girly vibe." She handed me a pink blouse with ruffled sleeves and a pleated white denim miniskirt. Lana added a flowing floral dress and a short pleated one in light blue.

	Before I could protest, they were herding me toward the changing rooms. "Remember to tell us why you like each outfit," Lana said, grinning.

	I emerged a few minutes later in the pink blouse and denim miniskirt. Both sisters clapped in unison.

	"Cute," Brianna said condescendingly. "You look adorable."

	I forced a smile as I fidgeted with the hem of the skirt. "Thanks."

	Lana tilted her head. "Okay, tell us what you love about it. How does it make you

	I looked down at the outfit nervously, hoping no one would hear me. "l like how light the blouse feels...and how the skirt shows off my legs. I feel...pretty, and, um, playful."

	The girls doubled over laughing. "Perfect. Next one."

	Out I came in the floral dress, the daisy-printed skirt swishing every time I moved, and the bodice clinging tightly to my apparent boobs. Brianna's eyes brightened.

	"Alright, give us a twirl, sissy, and tell us what you like about this one."

	I reluctantly did a quick twirl as the girls applauded. "l love the flowers, they're so feminine...and I love how much the skirt moves whenever I do, it reminds me to watch my posture."

	Brianna smirked. "So how does it make you feel, sissy?"

	I didn't know what to say, so I shamefully said the first thing that came to mind.

	"Like a princess, Mistress Brianna."

	A couple of girls nearby who looked to be a few years younger than me giggled. "What's going on here? Is...is she a boy? I heard you call her a sissy," one of them asked.

	"Yes, she is," Brianna answered cheerfully. "She's spending the summer as a girl, and in August, she's gonna participate in the Miss Cedargrove beauty pageant."

	The girls' faces lit up and they started giggling again. "That's amazing! You totally look like a girl already! Does she want this?" one said.

	Lana smiled, looking at me warmly as I blushed beet red. "Well, not exactly. She's staying with me and my sister for the summer, and we convinced her to play dress up a few times. She made such a cute girl that we decided to keep her that way."

	That drew a round of applause and more laughter. "You're literally my hero," one girl, who stood about six inches taller than me, even in my heels, said. "How'd you get her to look like this if she doesn't want to be a girl? And what's her girl name?"

	Brianna stared at me, an evil smirk spreading across her face. "Well, sissy, introduce yourself and answer her question. And remember what we talked about earlier."

	I nervously took a step forward, the floral dress brushing softly against my thighs, barely able to meet the eyes of the three amused girls who were studying me up and down. I clutched my little pink purse in front of me like it would protect me and took a deep breath. Then, in the most feminine voice I could muster, I began. "Hi...um, I'm Lexi, it's...it's nice to meet you. Um, the girls convinced me to play dress up a few times, and I went along with it because they were having a lot of fun. Then, last week, I woke up and my clothes were gone. They put all girl clothes in the drawers. When I went to confront them, Mistress Brianna, um...corrected me."

	They all grinned even wider, hearing me refer to her as Mistress Brianna. She chimed in, smiling like she was a predator playing with her food. "Tell them how I corrected you, sissy, and what you said to me when I did."

	I lowered my eyes, the heat of shame rushing to my face. "She, um...she spanked me. And while she did, I told her I would be a good girl and that my name was Lexi now."

	They lost it, cracking up at my utter debasement as I stood there trembling, beet red, and completely emasculated in the floral minidress. Brianna looked down at me like she had conquered me, like I was the smallest, weakest sissy in the world, and I felt like it. They asked for a picture with me, and Lana and Brianna happily obliged, telling me to pose pretty. As Lana took one of their phones to snap a picture, they huddled behind me, making teasing comments along the way. I was instructed to bend forward slightly, back arched, and blow a kiss to the camera. As I did, the girls chuckled and teased, and one smacked my pantied butt beneath the minidress, as the camera went off.

	"We have to get going now," the tall Latina one said, still grinning from ear to ear, "but it was so nice to meet you guys." Then she turned to me, smirking cruelly and speaking to me condescendingly, like I was a child. "And it was very nice to meet you, miss. I'm so glad these lovely ladies taught you your place. You're a very pretty sissy."

	"Aww! What do you say, Lexi?" Lana asked, like I was a little girl.

	"Thank you," I muttered, unable to hide my humiliation.

	The girls left, and for the next half hour, we cycled through more outfits: a crisp white blouse with a pale blue skirt, a soft lilac wrap dress, a sleeveless navy top tucked into a flared patterned skirt. Each time I stepped out, Lana asked the same question, "What do you like about this one?" And they expected my answers to escalate.

	"The skirt feels cute and flirty."

	"This dress is so soft and silky, I love how the material feels against my bra and panties."

	They traded amused smiles every time.

	By the time we left, my arms were full of shopping bags packed with dresses, skirts, blouses, and a few small accessories that Lana insisted were non-negotiable, like purses and hair clips.

	The next stop was a brightly lit shoe boutique that looked almost like a jewellery store. Rows of heels gleamed beneath soft spotlights, arranged by colour and style, pastel displays on one side, metallics on the other.

	"Alright, Lexi, every girl needs a million pairs of shoes," Lana said, her eyes scanning the shelves. "We're looking for elegance and height. By the end of the summer, you won't remember how to walk flat-footed."

	I didn't doubt it. In the past week, I had only been allowed to wear heels and had begun to grow used to them.

	Brianna grinned. "So basically, you're going to try on everything until we say stop."

	The clerk brought out box after box until a neat tower of shoes surrounded the bench. Thankfully, she didn't seem to realize I was not all that I appeared to be.

	Lana handed me the first pair, a nude pump with a modest heel.

	"These are the classic starters," she said. "See how they feel, give us a strut."

	I slipped them on and did my most feminine walk across the store, sure to sway my hips, wiggle my butt, push out my chest, and take small, dainty steps. "They're not bad," I said. "But they kind of make me stand and walk differently. Like, stick my butt out."

	"Exactly," Brianna said. "That's the whole point. Why do you think boys like it when girls wear heels? It forces us to arch our backs and stick out our butt and boobs as we walk."

	I nodded, uncomfortable at the thought that the way I moved now was going to turn on guys.

	Next came a pair of silver strappy heels that caught the light when I moved. "These are so cute, and I love how they show off my pedicure!" I said, giving a small twirl in hopes that the girls would be satisfied by my attitude and not make me do a walk around the store in every pair.

	Lana nodded approvingly. "Yes, they do, pretty girl. I'm glad you like them so much."

	We kept going, black suede with pointed toes, soft pink platforms that added height without strain, a pair of pearl-colored slingbacks that Brianna insisted on. Despite my bubbly attitude, each time I tried a new pair, they had me walk a small loop around the boutique.

	By the end, we'd narrowed it down to eight pairs. "Don't worry, princess," Brianna said, "l know you want more, but you can always borrow some of mine."

	Thank you, Mistress Brianna, that's so sweet!" I chirped, desperate to stay on their good side in hopes of avoiding more intense humiliation and punishment.

	As we left, I felt embarrassed by my own behavior and relieved they hadn't exposed me again all at once.

	The jewellery store next door shimmered with light, mirrors and glass catching reflections from every direction. Lana's eyes went wide the moment we stepped inside. "Okay," she said, clasping her hands together, "this is officially my happy place."

	Brianna laughed. "Lexi's too. Let's find something that fits your new look, sissy."

	The attendant behind the counter perked up when she overheard the word sissy.

	"Oh, how exciting! We get some sissies in here, but none as cute as you, sweetie." I blushed shyly. "Thank you."

	"Well then," she said, smiling, "l assume you'll want a little extra sparkle for her. I'll help you with that."

	She led us through the displays, helping the girls pick necklaces and earrings that were either hyper feminine or super sexy. The sisters hovered nearby, chiming in with opinions and teasing commentary. "Those hoops," Lana said. "They're perfect, bold and flashy."

	Brianna pointed to another pair of earrings. "And those butterfly studs, definitely. They'll match the blush she always has." I wondered why they were looking at earrings when my ears weren't even pierced, but that much should've been obvious.

	A moment later, I was seated in a chair with a bib on as the attendant approached with a piercing gun. It only hurt for a moment, but the sting to pride would not go away so easily. The attendant put in the pink butterfly studs as I watched in the mirror, transfixed but unable to stop what was happening to me.

	The attendant giggled, and the girls joined in. "Super cute," she said, "Kind of childish and girly, but I'm sure she won't mind," she teased.

	We moved on to bracelets and necklaces, a mix of simple chains, delicate charms, and a few statement pieces for date nights that I prayed they were just teasing me about.

	The saleswoman waved from behind the counter as I walked out, now wearing the little pink butterfly earrings and a matching butterfly necklace on a thin gold chain.

	"Have a good day, girls, enjoy your new earrings; they look so cute."

	I wasn't going to respond, but Brianna glared at me. "Thank you!" I called back, feminine enough to sound like a girl but obviously sounding enthusiastic.

	As we walked down the corridor, bags in hand and adorned in my new jewellery, I felt the weight of shame settle over me again. Everything about this day: the teasing, the exposure, the clothes, the piercings, each was a blow to my sense of masculinity that felt permanent and deeply ingrained. They had broken me, and now here I was, walking around the mall in a dress, ears pierced, walking, talking, and acting like a bubbly teenage girl. The girls looked at me like they owned me, like I was nothing but their sweet little bitch to boss around and humiliate. And I kind of was.

	Our last stop at the mall was the makeup and beauty store, a bright, colourful space that smelled of sugar, citrus, and fresh flowers. Every shelf shimmered with bottles, brushes, and palettes in every shade imaginable.

	Lana's eyes lit up instantly. "Alright, Lexi, this is my domain. We're building your full beauty kit from the ground up."

	Brianna laughed. "Translation: you're days of looking like any type of man are long gone."

	They started moving through the aisles with practiced efficiency as I minced quietly behind them. Lana tested foundation shades on my wrist while Brianna compared ingredients on labels like a scientist.

	"This one's good for long wear under stage lights," Lana said, swiping a bit of liquid foundation and holding it up to the light. "It will be perfect for you pageant debut."

	Brianna added a bottle of toner and moisturizer to the basket. "Skincare first, makeup second, princess. Hydration is key."

	"Yes, Mistress Brianna."

	They picked out everything, eyeshadow palettes in every colour, a set of brushes soft enough to feel like clouds, nail polish in pastels and shimmer tones, and a girly cotton candy-like perfume that Lana declared exactly my vibe.

	"Don't forget a good exfoliator," Bri said, grabbing one from a neatly arranged shelf. "And haircare: shampoo, conditioner, the whole package."

	"Also," Lana said, holding up a compact mirror, "you need one of these for quick touch-ups." She dropped it into the growing pile along with a travel-sized makeup bag and a sleek light-up mirror.

	By the time we reached the counter, the basket looked like small treasure chests.

	The attendant smiled when she saw the haul.

	When we walked back into the mall, my arms full of pastel shopping bags, the weight felt overwhelming, like I was holding the chains that were going to tether me to femininity and remove any last traces of my manhood.

	Brianna turned to me, smiling. "Now you can try out even more pretty looks, sissy, won't that be fun? Aren't you excited?"

	I wanted to say no, to argue, to tell her she was a bitch, but I knew that would get me nowhere. "I'm so excited, thanks, Mistress Brianna! Thanks, Miss Lana!"

	"Aww," Lana said. "You're welcome, Lexi."

	Lana smiled, looping her arm through mine as we headed for the parking lot. "You're becoming such a good girl, Lexi. And at the pageant, you're gonna shine baby."

	I blushed, mostly embarrassed, but also at having her hold my arm so intimately and call me baby. She was gorgeous; what she was doing to me didn't change that. I locked eyes with Brianna as we walked, and her smile reminded me instantly of our conversation in the dressing room, deflating me. I was a sissy, Lana didn't like me in that way, obviously.

	When we finally left the mall, the sun was starting to dip, painting the parking lot in warm gold. The car was loaded with shopping bags, the faint scent of perfume and new fabric filling the air as Lana started the engine.

	"So," Brianna said, glancing back from the passenger seat, "how do you feel about your clothes, Lexi?"

	I forced a smile, looking at the pile of pastel bags around my feet. "l love everything, Mistress. Thank you. Everything we got is really feminine, though."

	Lana grinned. "That's exactly the point."

	As we pulled out of the lot, I noticed the turns didn't match our route home. "Wait,"

	I said, leaning forward a little, "this isn't the way back to your place. Where are we Brianna exchanged a quick, secretive smile with Lana. "One last stop."

	"Last stop, Mistress?" I asked, but she gave no reply.

	Lana nodded. "Surprise! Get ready for your first salon trip! We figured since you're going to be a girl for the summer, you should experience the salon as much as possible, aren't you excited?!"

	My eyes widened. "A salon? Thank you, Miss Lana, but, um, you really don't have to do that for me. You've already done so much for me today."

	"You don't sound too excited, sissy," Brianna said ominously. "Am I gonna have to punish you again? Maybe this time, I can send you on a walk around the block after in your panties without your wig on, so the neighbours could see your cute red butt."

	Lana added, "Oh my God, that would be adorable. I bet the guys in our neighborhood would still think you're cute."

	I sat back against the seat, resigned to my fate. I did my best to feign enthusiasm "Sorry, Mistress Brianna, sorry Miss Lana. I'm super excited for the salon, I've always wanted to go."

	Brianna laughed. "Good girl."

	The three of us walked into the salon together, the scent of hairspray and polish heavy in the air. The place felt bright and alive: mirrors everywhere, soft music playing, women chatting over the hum of dryers. We were here for a girls' afternoon, and I was unfortunately one of the girls.

	We started with mani-pedis. Rows of tiny bottles shimmered along the counter across from the chairs we were seated in like candy.

	They picked a glittery pink colour for me that shimmered obnoxiously. I blushed as the manicurist held up the little bottle to confirm.

	"Perfect," Brianna teased, grinning over the top of her magazine, "she's a real girly girl."

	The manicurist filed my nails carefully, smoothing each edge until they were perfectly shaped, then brushed them clean with a soft fan of bristles. Next came the acrylics, she placed each one gently, pressing and shaping until they extended my hands into something delicate, elegant. When she finished, she began layering on the polish, one coat, then another, each glossier than the last. At the same time, her assistant worked on my toes, shaping and filing them and then painting them with the same sparkly pink polish. The sparkly pink glitter caught the light with every stroke, tiny flecks twinkling like sugar crystals. All the while I sat there, blushing, unable to believe that the ultra-feminine hands and feet that the manicurists were working on were my own. They really looked like they belonged to a girl.

	The long acrylic extensions made my hands look so delicate, almost doll-like. Beside me, Lana and Bri were getting French tips, simple, polished, and much less obscenely girly than my own. Our nails gleamed under the salon lights as they teased me about how embarrassed I looked.

	Lana was the most excited. "What do you think of your nails, Lexi?"

	"l, um, I love them. They're really sparkly."

	That elicited laughs from both sisters and the manicurist as she had begun to take notice of the dynamic between us.

	Once my hands were finished, the manicurist gestured for me to set them under the drying lamp. The soft heat hummed against my fingertips as the glossy surface hardened into glassy perfection. "Hold still," she said with a smile. "Just a few more minutes."

	When she finally pulled my hands out and held them up to the light, I couldn't stop staring at them. The pink glitter sparkled like tiny fireworks. There was no way I could go anywhere dressed as a boy with these, not that the girls would let me anyway.

	"They're so...girly," I muttered softly, turning my hands over to inspect them.

	"They're so you," Lana agreed, grinning. "They look beautiful."

	I slipped my heels back on and reached for my bag when Brianna stopped me with a grin. "Not so fast, sissy," she said. "You're not done yet."

	I looked at her, confused. "What do you mean, Mistress?"

	Lana grinned mischievously. "We got you another surprise. We'll be back to get you in two hours. Just stay put, okay?"

	I blinked, caught off guard and nervous about what they could be talking about.

	"Um, okay, Miss Lana."

	As they left, one of the stylists approached me with a friendly smile. "Lexi, right? You're my next appointment. You're getting extensions and a honey-blonde colour I froze for a second, eyes wide. They couldn't be serious; that would be too far. I would have no way to revert to being a boy until they allowed me to cut it and dye it back. Before I could even think of a response, she giggled, "It's okay, the girls told me all about you. Come with me, sweetie."

	She led me to her chair, draping a cape around my shoulders and casually snatching my wig away without asking. I gasped as I caught my reflection in the mirror: a short-haired ultra-feminine boy with a pretty girl's face full of makeup, butterfly earrings, and long sparkly pink nails. A few of the women looked over and began to gossip about the sissy in their midst, while I sat there, pride in shambles, trying to hold back tears.

	"You're going to love this," she said, sectioning my hair with practiced hands.

	"Honey blonde is going to make you look so cute. You know what they say...blondes have more fun.

	As she worked, she chatted easily. She told me about her summer plans, about her son, who was my age, how she wished he was as cute and "adventurous" as me, and about my pageant that the girls had apparently filled her in on. I reluctantly answered all her questions as she worked.

	"Yes, it's my first one."

	"The girls are helping me practice every day."

	"I'm not sure what colour dress I'll wear, hopefully something sparkly and cute though."

	I tried my best to maintain my girly voice and attitude, despite being on the verge of an emotional breakdown. For some reason, sitting there dressed as I was, getting my hair done, everyone knowing I was a sissy, it felt more embarrassing to try to act masculine than feminine.

	The entire process took the full two hours. Towards the end, the quiet hum of dryers and soft conversation filled the room. I felt strangely calm, embarrassed but relaxed as I gradually accepted my lack of control and sank deeper into my feminine role as this woman worked on me.

	When she finished, my hair felt heavier than it had before. She turned the chair toward the mirror and removed the cape. I actually gasped.

	My hair shimmered under the lights, long, honey-blonde waves that brushed midback framed a face that could only be described as beautiful. I couldn't stop running my fingers through it as I stared at the reflection in the mirror. In my pink top, tiny white miniskirt, high heels, made-up face, and now my long blonde hair, I couldn't help but think that I looked exactly like Barbie. The thought sent a deep blush to my cheeks and a shiver down my spine. I looked like a hot, slutty girl, the kind of girl I would have been enamoured with.

	"Oh my God," I whispered, face hot with a mixture of shame and amazement. "l can't believe this is me."

	The stylist laughed. "It suits you perfectly. You look like a doll." Just then, I heard familiar voices behind me.

	"There she is!" Brianna said, her tone full of excitement and dripping with condescension. "Lexi! You look so hot! The boys aren't gonna be able to keep their hands off you now."

	Lana's jaw practically dropped. "Oh my God, Lexi, you look stunning. I'm actually jealous. How do you feel?"

	I stood, still in a state of shock and disbelief. "Um, I feel...really pretty, like I look like a doll," I said truthfully and shamefully.

	Brianna laughed, "Now that you mention it, you look exactly like Barbie, especially in that outfit. Huh! We should've named you Barbie.

	Lana joined in laughing, giddy with excitement, "Oh my God, she does. This is amazing. You see Lexi, aren't you glad we turned you into a girl?"

	I glanced again at my reflection, and seeing the hot girl staring back at me in the mirror, I immediately glanced back down at my painted toes. "Yes, Miss Lana," I muttered, humiliated that the entire salon had to witness this conversation and still in shock at how I looked.

	They thanked the stylist, who looked just as happy about her work as they were, and headed out together, the clicking of my heels and the sway of my hair with each step a reminder of what they had made me. 

	 

	To be continued...
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