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A few weeks later, the rhythm and routine of my girly summer had begun to feel second nature. Even the air seemed softer that morning, warm, scented faintly of sunscreen and sea salt. We were headed to the beach, music blasting from the car speakers, sunlight glittering off the windshield in little bursts of gold. Brianna drove with her hair tied up in a loose bun, humming along to the music; Lana rode shotgun, twisting in her seat occasionally to point something out. I sat in the back, window half-down, the wind teasing through my long blonde hair as the coastline unspooled beside us in bands of blue and white.

It felt good to sit still for once, even though I was nervous. The hem of my sundress fluttered against my thighs with the rhythm of the car, the light fabric brushing warm skin. I traced a fingertip over the smooth polish of my acrylic pink nails, still faintly glittering even in the daylight, and reflected on how girly I had become. Little reminders like my nails were constant and had left a mark on me, woven into the quiet rhythm of mornings and evenings. My skin was baby-soft from the constant moisturizing three times a day, the fruity taste and sticky texture of lip gloss on my lips had begun to feel normal, and the smell of my perfume was ever-present. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt like a man.

Outside, the ocean appeared and disappeared between the dunes, flashes of blue that calmed me. Inside, the air smelled like peach body mist, sunscreen, and the faint sweetness of the new coconut conditioner we all shared. The songs Lana queued were upbeat and summery, mostly girly pop, the kind that everyone enjoyed but that most guys were too embarrassed to admit they liked.

I leaned my head against the window, feeling the hum of the road beneath my cheek, and let my mind drift.

So much had changed in such a short time. My mornings now started with yoga or other stretches on the balcony, the kind that woke my body up gently before coffee. At first, I’d only done them because Brianna and Lana insisted it would help with my feminization, but soon I found I enjoyed it, the controlled movements, the calm breathing. I had begun to rely on the calm that it brought me amidst the intensity of the rest of my day.

Makeup, too, had become second nature. What once felt like an intricate puzzle of brushes and palettes was now just a regular part of my routine, a fact that embarrassed me but, honestly, had also begun to feel more relaxing than anything else. I knew which tones softened my features, which mascara made my eyes look big and bright, which gloss looked best with which outfit. A few weeks earlier, I would stumble through basic makeup, self-conscious and humiliated; now I was told to focus my energy on learning new and more glamorous looks and practicing them every day.

Even my body felt different, and after all the workouts Brianna had been putting me through, it looked different, too. My butt had grown bigger and rounder, sticking out more femininely beneath my skirts and dresses. My stomach was flat, and my waist size had dropped by at least two inches. Not to mention my breast forms, which I still had to glue on each morning and wear all day. To my deep shame, they had begun to feel natural, like a part of my body. In fact, I had gotten so used to the feel of them beneath my bra that I often forgot that they were breast forms, another fact that humiliated me whenever I caught myself thinking of them as “my boobs.” Whenever I caught sight of myself in the mirror, particularly when I was just in my bra and panties, I was taken aback by what I saw. My body looked completely feminine, indistinguishable from a hot girl with a curvy figure, the kind of girl I would’ve wanted to hit on. That may have been the part that humiliated me the most.

Being feminized to the point of having a girl’s body was about as emasculating a thing as I could’ve imagined. Seeing how small my arms were and how big my butt and boobs were, my cheeks would turn pink, and I desperately wanted to replace the sight with that of the muscular manly man I wanted to be. Still, my gaze often lingered on the image of the pretty girl in the mirror, playing with her hair or running her hands over her delicate lingerie, intrigued by how beautiful she looked. It pained me to admit to myself that I felt sexy and desirable, more so than ever before.

Posture and mannerisms that once felt awkward now came naturally: walking with a sway in my hips, crossing my legs, tossing my hair, acting ladylike and graceful. Walking in heels, once a teetering act of survival, had become effortless. My steps had rhythm, sway, and certainty. Every time I caught my reflection in a shop window, a mirror, or even the car’s side window, I’d notice that subtle shift in how I carried myself. Femininity wasn’t just about mimicry or something I was putting on anymore; it was something I’d started to inhabit that, day by day, rewired how I thought and how I felt.

Thinking and feeling like a girl wasn’t just a byproduct of my body and clothes; at home, my free time had become increasingly feminine, too. Brianna had decided to rid me of all “boy influences” for “my own good.” After long days of training, we’d curl up on the couch, the girls in oversized T-shirts and me in frilly nighties, and put on face masks, binge-watching beauty pageants, RuPaul’s Drag Race, and a host of other girly reality TV. They’d pause constantly to point out and discuss posture, outfits, mannerisms, conversations, and word choice, ordering me to laugh, pose, or flip my hair like that from now on.

“Pause it. You see that. You see how when she giggled, she held her hand up, covering her mouth and looked down a little, batting her eyelashes. Try that…good girl. That’s how you giggle from now on. So cute.”

The worst was the reality shows about love or dating. I spent hours talking about what I would do if I were in this or that girl’s shoes and explaining in excruciating detail why I would do it. The girls always made me rank each of the guys from hottest to least attractive and give my reasoning. That was mortifying, explaining to Lana, who I was head over high heels for by this point, how much I adored a guy’s big, strong arms, how much taller than me he was, or how confident and manly he was.

Every day, I was forced to eagerly participate in my own feminization. Even the smallest details became tiny rituals of self-emasculation. Picking earrings to match a dress. Touching up my lipstick after drinking through a straw. Clasping on my bra before slipping into a lacey little dress. I’d never realized how powerful those things could be, how they changed the way I saw myself, how they made me feel completely inadequate as a guy and increasingly at home in panties and skirts.

It shamed me, crushed my male ego, but I’d accepted that this was my life for now, the girls owned me, and I was their sissy.

“Lexi, you okay back there?” Lana called over the music, smiling at me through the rearview mirror. “You seem nervous, girl.”

“A little, Miss Lana,” I said, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “I hope the bikini covers everything…”

“Don’t worry,” Brianna teased. “There’s not much to cover.” She never missed an opportunity to mock my size. “Besides, you tucked your little pussy away, right?

I blushed. I hated it when she called it that. “Yes, Mistress Brianna.”

“Then what are you worried about, sissy?” Lana turned halfway in her seat. “Your boobs look super real, and with that bubble butt of yours, I’m sure that no one’s eyes are gonna be on the front of your bikini bottoms.”

They both laughed. I cringed, knowing they were right.

The car slowed as we neared the beach parking lot, the smell of saltwater and sunscreen thickening in the air. I reached down to grab my tote, taking a deep breath as my bracelets clinked softly against one another.

Brianna glanced back as she parked. “You ready, princess?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Lana grinned. “You’ve come a long way from the sissy who thought she was a boy.”

I looked down at the strappy sandals on my feet, pink polish gleaming against the tan straps, and blushed. “Yeah,” I said softly. “I know.”

When the car doors opened, the rush of wind carried in the faint cry of gulls and the hush of waves. The air smelled like salt and sunscreen, warm and alive. I stepped out, brushing my hair off my shoulders as the breeze caught it, the hem of my dress blowing up while I frantically tried to pull it back down as the girls cracked up. The sunlight poured across the sand in soft gold, the water gleaming in the distance like glass.

“Come on,” Lana said, looping her arm through mine, her bangles chiming together. “Let’s go have some fun.”

We walked down the wooden path toward the beach, sandals tapping, dresses fluttering in the wind. I carried the tote bag against my hip, the weight of it shifting with each step: towels, sunscreen, sunglasses, everything we needed for a long, lazy afternoon. Around us, the world was a wash of soft color: umbrellas, striped towels, flashes of colorful swimsuits.

I couldn’t believe that in a few moments, I was going to be one of those girls in a colorful swimsuit, a bikini. The thought made my stomach turn, but what choice did I have? I kept walking.

The sand was hot beneath our feet as we stepped off the boardwalk, and it actually felt nice, half-running with my sandals in hand until we found a spot near the water, close enough to feel the mist when the waves rolled in, but not so close we’d have to move when the tide came up. We shook out our towels, the wind catching them like sails for a moment before they fell flat. The sound of the ocean layered with faint music from someone’s speaker, laughter from children building sandcastles, the rhythmic sounds of the waves rolling in and out.

We set down our things, Lana’s wide straw hat, Brianna’s woven beach bag, my sandals and tote bag neatly lined up beside my towel. The moment felt tense, like the calm before the storm.

“Alright, tanning time,” Brianna said cheerfully, untying the knot of her sundress. I stared for a moment, taking in her body. Her boobs were huge, firm, and perky. Her butt was the same, curvy and round. She noticed me staring, giggling as I shied away like a little girl who had been caught doing something she wasn’t supposed to. I kind of felt like a little girl around her, small and submissive in the presence of this powerful, dominant woman who had so easily overpowered and emasculated me.

One by one, Lana and I slipped out of our dresses. She looked insanely beautiful. Her body was less dramatic than her sister’s, but it was more than enough for me to immediately be aroused. Not that it was noticeable with my penis tucked securely in my bikini. Looking at her, standing there smiling at me in her tiny black bikini, unable to take my eyes off her gorgeous body and her hair blowing in the breeze, I wished that I wasn’t about to do the same. I hesitated a moment before tugging my dress over my head, feeling the warm air kiss my skin. The bikini I wore was pink with tiny white flowers, the one we’d picked out together a few weeks before. The fabric caught the sunlight and shimmered faintly, and for a second, I forgot to move, just standing there feeling the sun soak into me. I had never felt so vulnerable. My ass was out, exposed for anyone to see, and my boobs looked great beneath the top. I instinctively went to cover my chest with my hands.

“Don’t be shy, you look so hot,” Lana said, her tone playful but sincere as she spread her towel beside mine.

Brianna nodded. “Seriously. Look at you, Lexi. Your ass looks insane.”

I giggled nervously, super embarrassed, also kind of flattered, and knelt to smooth out my towel. “Thankss.”

We all sat down, digging through the beach bag for sunscreen. The air was warm enough that the lotion felt cool against my skin. I rubbed it across my arms and legs, the scent curling through the breeze. It left a soft sheen wherever it touched, catching the light along my shoulders. I smoothed a bit across my collarbone and chest, then down my stomach, the motion oddly sensual. Every detail, the warmth of the sun, the smooth texture of the lotion, the distant rhythm of waves, seemed to heighten my senses, grounding me in my body in a way that felt entirely new and reminding me of how skimpily I was dressed.

“Here,” Lana said, smiling, holding out the bottle. “Don’t forget your back, turn over.”

I eagerly turned to lie on my stomach, and she straddled my back, giggling as she gave my bikini-clad butt a playful smack. I blushed, relishing her touch as she rubbed a thin layer of lotion across my back, her hands eventually sliding down to massage the lotion into my mostly uncovered ass. I let out a soft whimper, eliciting a laugh from both girls. “Perfect. You’re going to tan beautifully, Lexi.”

I hadn’t even thought of that. I was going to have tan lines that showed I was wearing a bikini. I figured that, given all the other changes to my appearance, that wasn’t such a big deal.

Brianna, already reclined with sunglasses on, sighed happily. “Lana, can we agree this is the best summer ever?”

“Definitely,” Lana said enthusiastically. “I can’t believe how far we took Lexi. Look at her!”

I turned my head toward them, resting on my elbows, suddenly embarrassed at how I looked with my legs kicked up behind me and my butt arched ever so slightly. This sort of suggestive posture had become too natural to me.

“New hair, new body, new girl,” Lana laughed, propping her chin on her arm. “You’re literally glowing, babe.”

I felt heat rise in my cheeks that had nothing to do with the sun. “Thanks, Miss Lana, so are you.”

Brianna peeked over her sunglasses, catching my pathetically girlish attempt to flirt. “No, seriously, Lexi. You’ve come so far. You don’t even realize how different you are from when we met. You went from boy to Barbie, like, overnight. Hey Lana, what do you think of our glowing Barbie? Is she your type?”

I blinked, caught off guard by the cruelty of her attempt to humiliate me.

“Maybe,” Lana said, giggling softly, seemingly catching Brianna off guard as well. “You know, I’ve always liked more manly guys, like, muscles and all. But Lexi is cute…I like having her as a sissy. It’s kind of hot.”

I lay back on my towel, blushing, eyes half-closed behind my sunglasses, letting her words settle. The warmth of the sun wrapped around me. I didn’t know what to make of what she said. She said she liked masculine guys, which I clearly wasn’t, but that she liked having me as a sissy. Her words pierced my ego; I wasn’t a man to her, not by a long shot. Even still, I felt a rush of butterflies in my stomach. She said having me as her sissy was hot. Not just a joke or a cruel prank. I was actually turning her on.

“I kind of like being your sissy too, Miss Lana,” I admitted quietly.

The truth was, I did. The constant humiliation of being hyper-feminine twenty-four seven was still hard for me, but I couldn’t deny it, I had become addicted to her attention. I often found myself taking extra time to perfect my makeup or selecting a very slutty outfit, aiming to make her happy. Even lying there, hair fanned out on my towel, glittery pink nails catching the sunlight, my bikini showing off my newly formed curves, I felt a deep contentment alongside my humiliation, knowing I looked pretty for her.

We talked lazily as the afternoon unfolded, about the pageant, about my feminization, about the upcoming school year. At one point, Brianna reached over and held up my hand to the light like she owned it.

“Look at these nails,” she said proudly. “Still perfect. You’re such a little doll.”

I forced a laugh, nervous under her touch. “Thank you, Mistress, I feel like a doll.” My own words humiliated me, driving home my emasculation, but they were true.

“Good girl,” Lana said, rolling onto her side to face me. “You’re our little doll.”

Something about that made me smile wider than I expected. The waves crashed, a seagull called overhead, and I felt the warmth of her ownership surround me like sunlight itself.

As we lay there, our arms folded beneath our heads, the three of us in easy silence, I realized that somewhere between makeup lessons, pageant prep, and afternoons like this, I’d begun to enjoy being a girl more than I liked to admit. Or maybe it was being their girl. Lana’s girl.

We let the conversation drift as the waves rolled in, until I noticed a group of shirtless guys nearby tossing a football. They were loud, tall, and muscular, the kind who clearly wanted to be noticed, the kind of guys who reminded me of what I wasn’t anymore. Maybe what I wasn’t ever. I couldn’t imagine any of them getting spanked and put in panties and dresses by a girl, introducing themselves by a girl’s name, or doing their makeup every morning. The thought sent a rush of shame to my reddening face, snapping me back to reality. Here I was, sitting in a skimpy bikini, made up with my long blonde hair flowing down my back, long pink nails glittering. I felt like the biggest sissy in the world. Sure enough, every time I looked up, one or two of them were glancing our way, smiling. Suddenly, I was hyperaware of how exposed my body was, of how sexy I looked, of how much bigger and stronger they looked than me. I felt vulnerable and small.

Lana nudged me excitedly. “Lexi, hot guys at three o’clock. I think they’re checking you out, pretty girl.”

I rolled my eyes, blushing, hoping she was wrong. “You’re imagining things, Miss Lana. They’re checking you and Mistress Brianna out.”

“Pretty sure that one’s looking at your ass, Lexi. You’re basically showing it off to him with that little arch in your back. Such a slut,” Brianna teased, right as one of the guys sent a throw conveniently wide. The ball landed just a few feet from my towel.

The guy who was looking at me jogged over to grab it, grinning. “My bad, guess I got distracted.”

“Uh-huh,” Lana said with a smirk.

He bent to pick up the ball and looked at me. “Hey, what’s your name?”

I giggled nervously. “I’m Lexi.”

“Jake,” he said, smiling before heading back to his friends. But a few minutes later, they drifted over anyway, pretending to have just happened to settle nearby.

“Hey,” one said, dropping his football and flopping down on the sand. “You ladies look like you could use some company.”

Brianna raised a brow. “Oh yeah? Are you guys good company?”

They laughed, and the conversation started easily. Jake, tall, tan, dark-haired, sat down beside me. He stared at me with the kind of grin that made it impossible not to know his intentions. I blushed, anxious about how this would go. I looked to Brianna and Lana, who were smirking at me, clearly pleased that I had captured this guy’s attention.

“So, you from around here?” he asked, brushing sand from his hands.

“No,” I said, careful to keep my voice as feminine as possible. “I’m just staying with them for the summer.”

“Be honest,” he said, leaning back on his arms, “you decided to spend the summer here so you could meet some hot guys, right? Well, it’s your lucky day.”

I felt my cheeks warm, unable to believe a guy was actually flirting with me. Well. I guessed I could believe it; I looked like a hot girl, but this was all so surreal, not to mention embarrassing. At the start of the summer, I imagined myself flirting with girls, not being one and getting hit on by guys.  The girls were sneaking glances at us, giggling, and I felt like a total sissy.

“Is it?” I teased, playing hard to get, hoping he might back off.

“It could be, baby, you look really good by the way.”

Lana laughed. “Don’t play all hard to get, Lex. You were just telling me how hot he was.”

He grinned like he had just won a prize, and I felt a tremor of anxiety course through my body. It wasn’t enough that I had been feminized; they were going to make me flirt with this guy like I was some giddy girl mesmerized by his charm.

“You wanna go in the water for a bit? It’s perfect right now.”

I hesitated a moment, trying to find a way out of it. Brianna caught my eye and smiled. “Go on, Lexi. Have fun, girl.”

“Yeah,” Lana added, barely able to contain her laughter. “Have fun, beach Barbie.”

I nodded, standing to brush the sand from my legs and praying that my tuck would stay in the water. “Okay.”

Jake stood too, sneaking a glance at my boobs as he offered his hand. “C’mon, it’ll be fun. What's the point of that bikini if you’re not going to get wet?”

“I think she’s already wet,” Lana chuckled. Mortified, I slipped my hand into his, feeling every bit the girl they expected me to be.

He grinned like he knew I was desperate for him. I wasn’t.

As we walked toward the water, the sand hot beneath my painted toes, I could hear Brianna and Lana giggling behind us as they flirted with the two other guys who sat beside them. I hoped that Lana wasn’t interested in her guy; I wanted her for myself but realized that I had more pressing issues to worry about, namely the guy leading me into the ocean. The waves lapped at my ankles, cool and a little chilly, and when I turned back, they both flashed exaggerated kissy faces.

Jake glanced at me, smiling. “You really are beautiful.”

And standing there, holding his hand, the sea breeze in my hair, I couldn’t help but tremble a bit, partially from the cold water, mostly from the man who was looking at me like I was a snack as I stood before him in a tiny pink bikini.

The waves rolled gently around us as we slipped deeper into the water while the sun warmed the back of my neck. I could still hear Brianna and Lena laughing on the shore, their voices faint under the crash of water. Jake’s hands snuck down to my waist, pulling me close and keeping me balanced as we drifted. Once again, I trembled under his touch, playing it off like I was just chilly.

He smiled at me. “You really don’t like staying still, do you?”

“Not when the water’s this cold,” I said, forcing a laugh.

“Come closer, I’ll warm you up,” he said softly.

Reluctantly, I did, feeling small and vulnerable. His hands slipped around my skimpily-clad ass, eliciting a gasp out of me as he lifted me up. My arms instinctively slid around his shoulders, and my legs curled around him, unsure of where else to put them. He held me intimately as another small wave lifted us, and suddenly we were close enough that I could see the tiny droplets of saltwater clinging to his eyelashes. The space between us felt charged in an obviously sexual way, like something was about to happen, and both of us knew it. I blushed as he met my eyes, looking down for a second in the coy, shy way the girls had drilled into me. I wasn’t sure why I was flirting back, but I knew I was supposed to.

He stared at me for a moment, his smile fading into something quieter, more serious. “You’re really fucking attractive, you know that?” I felt my breath catch.

“Thanks…so are you.” It’s not like I was gay, but he was good-looking, and what else could I say?

Before I could say anything else, he leaned in, slow enough that I could see it coming. He was going to kiss me. I froze for a second, unsure of what to do. Then, suddenly, it became clear that, clinging to him in my sexy little bikini, I was supposed to kiss him back. That I was a sissy, whether I liked it or not, that I was supposed to kiss boys. That this is what my mistresses wanted. I met him halfway as he squeezed my butt more firmly and pulled me closer. He kissed me eagerly, letting his tongue slip into my mouth as our bodies pressed against one another.

The ocean rocked us in rhythm, his hands massaging my butt, the warmth of the sun flickering through my closed eyelids. Admittedly and to my shame, I was lost in the moment, wrapped up in the strange feeling of being held and kissed by a man as I submitted tenderly to his touch. I could taste the salt in the air, feel the faint tremor of a wave breaking against us, and the rush of excitement that felt almost electric. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

After a few minutes of kissing, I felt it. Jake was hard, and his erection was pressing against me, poking my bikini. The emasculation of the situation rushed back to my mind. Here I was, a boy in a bikini, turning another boy on as he held me, kissing me like I was his girl. It didn’t help that his hard cock was pressing right up against my groin, right around where my own shrunken member was tucked and taped below my pink floral bikini panties. I was deeply humiliated again, keenly aware of what I had become, of how far I was from being the man in this situation. He squeezed my butt in rhythm with his movements as he moved me up and down against his cock, humping me. Despite my shame and confusion, I played along, wrapping my legs around him tighter and kissing him more deeply as his manhood slid against my flattened crotch and my round ass. I thought back to all the times Brianna had referred to my “pussy” and blushed in shame.

When we finally broke apart, we were both breathless, our foreheads still close.

Jake laughed quietly. “Having fun?” I brushed a strand of hair from my face, smirking at him.

“Mhm,” I borderline moaned, too shy and embarrassed to speak, still feeling his erection against me.

We stayed there for a moment longer, just floating as he held me, the water calm around us and everything else fading into the background until it felt like the only two people in the world were right there in that stretch of sunlight and sea.

By the time we made our way back to shore, the sun had started dipping lower, turning the water into sheets of gold and rose. The others were still on their towels, laughing and passing around a bag of chips. Jake and I joined them, settling back into the easy rhythm that felt so much less intense than making out with and humping a guy.

The conversation drifted from summer plans to favorite movies and other random topics. I chatted along casually, trying to seem like a normal girl. But every time I spoke the girls looked at me with knowing smiles, teasing and amused. At some point, someone turned on a portable speaker, and a few of the guys started singing along badly enough to make us all laugh. It was relaxed and fun, well, as relaxed as it could be given that I was wearing a bikini and had just made out with a boy.

Eventually, Brianna checked her phone and groaned. “We should probably head out before the traffic gets insane.”

Lana nodded, standing to shake the sand from her towel. “Yeah, the sun’s almost down already.”

There was a flurry of goodbyes, playful complaints about leaving, and promises to meet up again soon. Numbers were exchanged, and reluctantly, I gave my phone to Jake for him to put his number in before we left. He grinned at me as he handed it back. “Text me if you want to hang out again this summer. I’d love to take you out.”

“Okay, I will,” I said with a blush.

As we walked back to the car, towels draped over our shoulders, the last streaks of sunlight painted everything in a warm orange glow. The view truly was beautiful.

Once we were on the road, the windows cracked to let in the sea air, and the car was buzzing with energy.

“Oh my God,” Lana said, half-laughing, half-squealing. “That was crazy! You actually made out with a guy, you had your legs wrapped around him, it was so hot!”

Brianna shot me a mocking grin through the rearview mirror, but somehow, I could also tell that she was proud. “You, little Miss, were born to be a sissy. Beautiful, confident, not even a hint of nerves around a real man.”

I felt my face heat up. “I was just doing what I thought you guys would want.”

“Exactly,” Brianna said. “That’s what I mean. You’ve become such a sissy, it’s amazing. You were just being yourself, but even if you won't admit it, I think you liked it. And I know he did.”

Lana twisted in her seat to face me, smiling from ear to ear. “So…was he hard?”

I blushed, twirling my hair nervously. “Um, yeah…he was.”

“I knew it!” Brianna exclaimed, her tone like she had just won a major victory. “That’s perfect, how did it feel?”

I wasn’t sure of what to say, my face a deep red. “Uh, big, I guess. And like, really hard.”

Both girls laughed hysterically at that.

“No, sweetie,” Lana said warmly, “I think Brianna meant how did it feel, like, emotionally.” Brianna nodded.

I answered truthfully. “Honestly, really humiliating. I felt like, I don’t know, like really vulnerable and kind of weak. Like, it was super obvious that he was like, such a man, and I wasn’t. I felt really feminine. Even his body, compared to mine, made me feel like a sissy…his penis especially.”

Brianna and Lana cracked up, clearly in love with my response. I looked back down at my painted toes, unable to escape my reality.

The sound of the waves faded behind us as the road curved inland. Outside, the sky was streaked with pink and lavender. Inside the car, everything felt relaxed. The day was over, and hopefully, that was as extreme as things would get, as far as they’d ever push me.

The next few weeks flew by in a blur of pageant prep. I was good at being a girl now, so the girls decided that the focus now would shift more heavily towards direct preparation for the pageant. Every day had a similar rhythm, morning workouts with Brianna continued, my body continuing to grow more feminine. Afternoon walking drills in heels intensified, my gait becoming sensual and feminine regardless of what shoes I was wearing. My voice and posture practice with Lana escalated, my movements becoming graceful and feline. Evenings were spent perfecting advanced makeup looks and running through mock interviews. What started as basic girl coaching at the start of the summer had turned into an intense routine designed to strip me of any vestiges of masculinity, leaving behind a perfect pageant-ready girl. Honestly, aside from the humiliation of it all and the growing anxiety about how I would go back to being a guy after all of this was over, I kind of enjoyed it.

There were days when it felt exhausting, sure, but there was also this quiet pride in knowing that I had become so good at something, and more importantly, that I was making my mistresses proud. Every time I caught my reflection, I saw someone more poised, more confident, more ladylike. I’d learned how to move with elegance, speak with a bubbly confidence, and present myself like I belonged on that stage. Somewhere along the way, I stopped feeling like I was pretending and started feeling like a natural-born beauty queen.

The day before the pageant, the house buzzed with excitement. Dresses hung in the hallway from all of my practice runs, makeup brushes and palettes covered every surface, and Lana and Bri were double-checking lists like mission control before launch.

Lana poked her head into my room, grinning. “Alright, girly girl. Tomorrow’s the big day, so we’re going all out.”

I looked up from my vanity. “All out how, Miss Lana?”

“Salon first, sissy boy,” Brianna said, appearing behind her with her car keys in hand. “You’re getting the works. Then we’re picking up your pageant outfits.”

I nodded my head. “Okay, Mistress. Let me grab my purse.”

“I like your skirt,” Lana said, laughing. “Feeling extra feminine today?”

I couldn’t help but smile as I sashayed over to my purse; truthfully, I was feeling extra feminine, and I was glad she had noticed. I had picked out the tiered pink miniskirt with her in mind, knowing she would find it adorable. “Maybe a little, Miss Lana. I’m glad you like it.”

I grabbed my purse and followed them toward the door, my pulse racing with a mix of nerves and anticipation. Tomorrow was the pageant, but today was the day I got to see everything I would be wearing for it. Of course, I was nervous for the pageant, and I was sure that it would be humiliating, but I was also kind of excited. After all, I had spent all summer prepping for it, I had literally become a girl.

When we pulled up to the salon, Brianna and Lana both turned toward me with matching smiles.

“Alright,” Brianna said, putting the car in park. “You go get pampered. We’re grabbing lunch, and we’ll get you a salad later on.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, my heart fluttering with anticipation.

As I stepped out of the car, the warm air brushed against my legs, and my skirt fluttered lightly around my thighs. My four-inch heels clicked across the pavement with each step as I made my way toward the door. Inside, the scent of vanilla candles and hair products filled the air.

“I have an appointment for Lexi,” I said at the front desk.

The woman behind it smiled and nodded. “Right this way.”

She led me through the salon to a private back room where a soft table waited under warm lights. “Full body wax, correct?” she asked.

My pulse quickened. “Um, yes,” I said quietly. I didn’t know they had scheduled that for me. It was my first time getting a wax, and I wondered what it would entail and whether it would hurt. As I stepped into the room, I was told to strip, blushing as I slid down my skirt and eventually my bra and panties. The lady doing my wax stifled a giggle at seeing the little penis adorning my feminized body. I guess she hadn’t been told that I was not all I appeared to be. The heat of my shame and embarrassment creeping up my cheeks, I quickly lay down on the table, covering myself as quickly as I could.

The process was quick but intense, a mix of sting and warmth that left me gasping as each strip was removed. I felt particularly vulnerable as she waxed between my legs and my butt, twitching nervously under her touch. When it was done, I couldn’t believe how soft my skin was, like a baby’s. When I stepped back into the main salon, I felt oddly new and clean, like I’d just taken a hot shower after a long day outside or something.

I was guided to a row of plush chairs for my mani-pedi next. Two nail techs worked in quiet rhythm, one painting my toes a glossy, bright pink while the other shaped long oval acrylics onto my fingers. They painted them to match, the same bright, bubblegum shade that gleamed under the light.

As they worked, I sank into the chair and let my mind wander: to the pageant tomorrow, to the long weeks of practice this summer, back to the day of my surrender when Brianna had spanked me, told me to go put on a pretty dress, and then painted my nails for the first time, and how far I had come since then. I thought about how emasculated and humiliated I’d been at first, and how somehow, everything had sort of fallen into place. Don’t get me wrong, I still felt humiliated, every day, actually. But like all things, my new feminine life had begun to feel oddly normal. It struck me that sitting here, getting a mani-pedi, wearing a short pink skirt and a skin-tight blouse with billowy sleeves, I felt almost normal and relaxed.

Once my nails were finished and set to dry, another woman came over, examining my face with a practiced eye. “Let’s clean up those brows a little,” she said kindly.

She threaded them quickly, shaping them into narrow, elegant arches that framed my face perfectly. Then she began applying lash extensions, delicate, feathery, and impossibly long. When she was done, I looked up at my reflection and froze.

The girl in the mirror looked beautiful, like someone who truly belonged on a pageant stage. My lashes were soft and fluttery, my arched brows made my face look delicate and soft, my skin glowed, and the bright pink nails made every movement of my hands look graceful.

I couldn’t stop staring. A blush crept across my face before I even realized it. I felt the strangest concoction of shame and pride.

Just then, I heard familiar voices.

“Lexi!” Brianna called out, rushing over with Lana right behind her.

They both gasped in unison. “Oh my God,” Lana said. “You look beautiful.”

Brianna beamed. “Seriously, Lexi, you look like a model. You’re seriously about to win the whole thing already.”

I laughed, a little dazed by how kind Brianna was being to me. “You really think so?”

“Think so?” Brianna said. “I know so.”

They paid while still gushing over the results, then linked arms with me as we headed back out to the car. I caught my reflection once more in the salon window before getting in, smooth skin, glowing face, bright pink nails, and felt that same flutter of anticipation again.

As we pulled away toward the mall, all I could think of was how close it finally was. Tomorrow, everything would come together.

In the car, I sat quietly in the back seat, watching the streets glide by through the window. My hands rested neatly in my lap, nails gleaming pink against my matching pink skirt. There was something about the smoothness of my skin, the faint flutter of my new lashes every time I blinked; it all made me feel so delicate, so ladylike, like I wasn’t a sissy at all. Like I was a gorgeous girl who had spent her life like this.

Up front, Bri and Lana were still buzzing with energy, talking over each other the way they always did when they were excited.

“I can’t get over how good she looks,” Brianna said, glancing at me in the rearview mirror. “Like, I knew it would turn out amazing, but wow.”

Lana laughed. “Right? She’s going to walk into that pageant tomorrow, and everyone else might as well just go home.”

I smiled softly, feeling a little shy but also warm all over. “Thank you, Mistresses. I’m excited.”

“You should be, princess,” Brianna said, grinning. “You’ve been learning to become a girly girl all summer. Tomorrow is the ultimate test of that. You get to show everyone what a sweet little sissy you’ve become.”

The conversation carried on the rest of the ride, their laughter mixing with the soft hum of the radio. I barely spoke, but I didn’t feel the need to. I just sat there, feeling graceful and feminine and calm.

When we finally pulled into the mall parking lot, Brianna parked and Lana turned around with a sparkle in her eyes. “Okay, I’m so excited for you to see your pageant clothes,” she said. “You’re going to look like an actual princess when you try them on.”

Brianna nodded eagerly. “It’s going to be perfect, Lexi. We both know you’ve always dreamed of being a little princess, right?”

My heart fluttered as I unbuckled my seatbelt, mortified. “Yes, Mistress,” I said softly.

As we stepped out of the car, the air felt heavier somehow, filled with that same intense, unstoppable anticipation that only comes right before something big.

The three of us stepped into the mall, the rush of cool air wrapping around us after the warmth outside. The floor gleamed under the lights, and as we walked, I caught a few guys nearby glancing over and whispering something to each other. One even gave a low whistle before pretending to check his phone.

Lana noticed me first and then nudged her sister. “Oh my God, do you see that? Lexi’s got some admirers.”

Brianna laughed softly. “Yeah, maybe she wants to go over there and get them hard too.”

My face warmed immediately, remembering my beach incident and the feeling of Jake’s hard cock pressed against me. “No,” I said, half nervous, half embarrassed, but that only made them giggle more.

We made our way past the food court and into the long stretch of boutiques until we reached a storefront filled with sparkling gowns. Pageant, prom, quinceañera, and gala dresses lined the windows like a sea of color and satin.

“This is it,” Brianna said with a grin.

Inside, the air smelled of perfume and fabric. A woman behind the counter looked up with a practiced smile.

“Hi,” Lana said brightly. “We’re here to pick up a dress for Lexi Bates.”

“Of course,” the woman replied, checking the list. “One moment.” She disappeared into the back and returned carrying a long black garment bag. “Here we are. Would you like to try it on?”

“Yes!” Brianna and Lana said at the same time before I could even respond.

The woman smiled. “Right this way.”

Brianna followed me into the changing room, unzipping the bag as she went. The first glimpse of pink nearly took my breath away. The dress shimmered in the light, a radiant fuchsia covered in tiny crystals that sparkled like stars. The bodice was fitted and high-necked, glittering with intricate beadwork, and the waistline was framed by a jeweled strip that caught every bit of light. The skirt flowed out from there, soft layers of tulle that looked almost ethereal.

“Oh my God, Lexi,” Bri whispered, her eyes wide. “It’s even prettier than I remembered.”

I stripped down to my bra and panties, shy and embarrassed as she giggled at my girlish body. She helped me step into it carefully, the fabric cool against my skin. When she zipped it up, the bodice hugged perfectly, the neckline highlighting my shoulders and collarbones. I turned toward the mirror and couldn’t help but stare.

She handed me a pair of matching heels from the bag: sparkly, strappy, and bright pink, just like the dress. “Put these on, girly boy,” she said, almost warmly.

I slipped them on, the straps hugging my feet snugly as the added height made the full skirt drape perfectly around me.

“You do look like a princess, you know.”

I blushed, smiling just a little. “Thank you, Mistress Brianna.”

“You know, sissy, my sister likes you. I never thought she would, always figured she was just into men like I am. But it’s obvious she does.”

Now I was smiling, unable to contain my excitement, praying she wasn’t just teasing me. “Really, Mistress, are you sure?” I asked in a girly, sing-song tone.

“Yes, I’m sure, sissy. I know this has been embarrassing for you, and believe me, tomorrow will be like a machine gun to whatever male pride you still have, which, honestly, doesn’t seem like much. But you’re really making her happy and turning her on, keep that in mind, Lexi.”

I was over the moon. “I will, Mistress. Thank you for telling me.”

“You’re welcome. Now, be a good girl and mince out there like the little fairy you’ve become. Own it.”

When I stepped out of the changing room, Lana’s reaction was immediate. “Lexi!” she squealed, clapping her hands together and giving me a huge hug. “You look like a princess!”

Brianna grinned proudly. “Told you.”

I giggled girlishly, flicking my golden hair behind me and striking a cute pose for Lana’s benefit.

I looked at myself in the larger mirror near the front of the store. The dress caught the light in every direction, the rhinestones on the bodice shimmering with every movement. Between the lashes, the hair, and now this dress, it was almost surreal how beautiful I looked.

The saleswoman came over, adjusting the hem slightly. “It fits beautifully,” she said. “Like it was made for her.”

After one last lingering glance at the mirror, I stepped back into the changing room. Brianna helped me slip out of the gown and heels, then I carefully put my own skirt, blouse, and heels back on.

We thanked the woman as she zipped the gown back into its bag and handed it to Lana.

As we walked out of the store, the sound of our heels tapping in rhythm, I felt ecstatic, like everything I’d practiced, everything I’d worked toward, now served a purpose. Lana liked me. I couldn’t believe it. The pageant was tomorrow, and for the first time, I was actually thinking about how I could win it so that I could make her extra proud.

We hadn’t even made it ten steps out of the dress shop before Lana pointed across the mall. “Okay, next stop.”

I followed her gaze and felt my face flush a little and my mood deflate when I saw the sign. A lingerie and swimwear boutique, bright and feminine, with mannequins in pastel sets posed in the window.

“Wait,” I said, “What do we need from there?”

Brianna grinned over her shoulder. “For the swimsuit portion, sissy. For the second round of the pageant, you’re gonna wear a bikini,” she said matter-of-factly.

I was anxious again. Wearing a bikini at the beach was humiliating, I felt so exposed and vulnerable. I couldn’t imagine wearing one on a stage while hundreds of people stared at me and snapped pictures. At least, I reasoned, I wouldn’t have to do anything with any guys this time.

Inside, young women our age shopped casually, the lighting soft and warm. Everything was perfectly arranged, racks of lace, satin, and delicate swimsuits in every color imaginable. I trailed behind them as they made a beeline for a display near the center.

“Ooh, look at this one,” Lana said, pulling a hanger free. It was a bright pink bikini covered with glittering rhinestones: flashy, feminine, and sexy.

Bri nodded approvingly. “That’s perfect. All your other outfits for the pageant are glamorous and bold; this will go along with your aesthetic perfectly.”

I blushed, brushing my fingers over the fabric. “It’s so…sparkly.”

“It’s very you,” Lana said, handing it to the cashier before I could protest. “And before you say anything, you wore a bikini once already, and got real intimate with a guy while you did, if he didn’t notice anything, then no one is gonna notice anything from that distance.”

“Lana,” I started, but Brianna just waved me off with a grin.

“Nope. You’re wearing it, sissy. You’re going to look amazing in it, and that’s that.” The cashier smirked and gave me a surprised look when she heard her call me sissy, scanning for any signs of manhood as she checked me out, and likely finding none.

As we walked out of the store, shopping bag swinging at Bri’s side, I felt a rush of nervous energy bubble up in my chest. Between the dress, the nails, and now this, it felt like I was living someone else’s life. It was all so surreal.

Tomorrow wasn’t just the pageant anymore. It was my big day, the day when the world saw what I had become, where I would have to get on stage and own it.

Our last stop of the day was a store decked out in red, white, and blue, the sign glittered with metallic stars, and the mannequins in the window wore sequined skirts and patriotic prints. I tilted my head as we walked in. “What are we doing here?” I asked, very confused.

Lana turned to me, smiling. “The third portion of the pageant is American Pride.”

Brianna nodded. “And we’ve got something special picked out for you.”

We headed up to the counter, where a cheerful woman greeted us. “Hi, we’re here to pick up an order for Lexi Bates,” Lana said.

The woman’s eyes lit up with recognition. “Oh yes, we just finished steaming everything. One second.” She returned carrying a glossy white shopping bag with red tissue paper peeking out of the top. “It’s all ready for you to try on.”

My heart fluttered as I took the bag and followed her to the fitting rooms. Inside, I carefully pulled out each item, one by one, and couldn’t help blushing.

First was the top: a bright, candy-apple red crop top with fluttery organza sleeves that looked like soft petals. The color practically glowed, and the sheer ruffles at the shoulders gave it such a playful, feminine look. Next came the skirt: silver, tiered, and shimmery, catching the light with every tiny movement. It looked almost liquid, the layers cascading in airy ruffles that sparkled faintly even in the soft fitting room light.

Then, tucked neatly in tissue paper, I found the accessories I would be wearing: a pair of glittering blue star earrings, a set of red-white-and-blue hair bows patterned like tiny American flags, and finally, the heels. They were showstoppers: strappy stilettos encrusted in red, white, and blue rhinestones, with silver stars gleaming across the deep blue platform.

I took a slow breath, slipping into the outfit piece by piece. The top fit perfectly, snug but comfortable against my bra, the sleeves fluttering every time I moved. The metallic skirt shimmered like moonlight, hugging just right at the waist before flowing out in light, glimmering layers that drew attention to my butt. When I buckled the heels, I instantly felt bolder, like I was on display.

Turning toward the mirror, I froze for a second. The reflection staring back at me looked like a girl all done-up for a Fourth of July party: girly, playful, patriotic, and completely decked out in red, white, and blue. The colors blended beautifully: the vibrant red top, the icy silver skirt, the dazzling patriotic shoes. I clipped in the ribbon bows, brushed my fingers over the star earrings, and smiled into the mirror like I was on stage. I looked adorable.

I stepped out of the changing room, and both Bri and Lana gasped at once.

“Oh. My. God,” Brianna said, clutching her chest. “Lexi, you look adorable! Like a little girl on the Fourth of July.”

Lana’s eyes went wide. “You do look adorable,” she said, approaching me and running her fingers along my arm, “Give me a twirl and tell us how you feel.”

I giggled as sweetly as I could manage, twirling once as the skirt shimmered under the store lights and flew up high enough to flash my panties while Lana gave me a playful spank. “It’s so pretty! I love it.”

“Good girl,” Brianna said firmly, giving me a knowing look that told me I was doing the right thing to capture Lana’s affections. Turning to the saleswoman, Brianna said, “We’re all set. Get changed, Lexi.”

Back in the dressing room, I carefully slipped out of the outfit, folding everything neatly before changing back into my own outfit and heels. When I came out, Bri and Lana were already waiting at the register, bag in hand, grinning like they’d just won the lottery.

As we left the store, I couldn’t stop smiling, still giddy about what Brianna had told me and also, strangely fond of my clothes for tomorrow. “Thank you, Miss Lana. Thank you, Mistress Brianna.”

“Aww! You’re so welcome, Lexi!” Lana said like she was about to get emotional.

We drove a few blocks down to a cozy restaurant, the kind with candles on the tables and elegant music playing. The three of us sat by the window, still buzzing with excitement about tomorrow. I ordered a light grilled fish with vegetables, I was way too nervous to eat much, while Brianna went for a steak and Lana got chicken.

Between bites, we talked nonstop about the pageant: poses I had practiced, introductions, hair, every little detail. At one point, our waiter passed by and smiled at me, more than once, actually, and every time he did, Brianna and Lana started giggling like middle schoolers.

“Stop,” I whispered, blushing.

Brianna smirked. “Don’t act like you don’t like the attention, sissy. We both know you’ve gone much farther with a boy than a flirty look.”

By the time we left, the sky was dark and the air was cool. The car ride home was full of chatter about the plans for tomorrow, what time we’d wake up, how we’d do my hair, and what to pack.

Once we got back, I headed upstairs for a quick shower, the steam washing away the long day’s excitement but leaving a soft, lingering buzz of anticipation. I slipped into a silky pink nightie, the fabric cool and light against my skin, then padded downstairs to join them on the couch.

We watched TV for about an hour, just talking casually, trying not to overthink about the pageant. Eventually, Lana looked over and said softly, “Alright, beauty queen, time for some beauty sleep.”

Brianna nodded. “Big day tomorrow, get to bed, little girl.”

I nodded coyly, cheeks pink as I stood. “Goodnight, Mistresses.”

When I climbed into bed a few minutes later, the house was quiet except for the faint hum of the air conditioner. I lay there for a while, heart still fluttering, thinking about the big day tomorrow: the dress, the bikini, the stage, all the eyes that would be on me.

Tomorrow, I thought, pulling the blanket up to my chin. Tomorrow’s the day all summer has been leading up to.

And with that, I drifted off, nervous but also excited, hoping that I was ready for the big day.

To Be Continued…


Coming Soon:

The Beauty Pageant Boy: My Summer in Skirts: Part 4
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