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The morning of the pageant, I woke up to sunlight spilling softly through the curtains. For a moment, I just lay there, staring at the ceiling, my heart already fluttering with a mix of excitement and anxiety. Today was the day.

I took a long shower, letting the warm water calm me, then patted my skin dry and smoothed on moisturizer until my skin felt soft and dewy. I applied the adhesive to my forms and held them in place until I was back to sporting a firm pair of C-cup boobs. My hands trembled just a little as I slipped into a matching bra and panties; everything about the morning felt heightened, sharper, almost dreamlike. It crossed my mind just how natural it had become to slip into a bra and panties and to have boobs, and I wondered whether or not that would be ending after today.

When I walked back into my room, I stopped short. Spread out across the bed was the dress I had picked out on the day Brianna told me I would be spending the summer as a girl, the dress that I picked out right after she spanked me. It was crisp white, perfectly pressed, and layered in soft ruffles that looked like clouds. Somehow, it looked different now. I remembered it as being overly girly, almost childlike, that day, and being humiliated at having to wear such a thing. Looking at it now, the fabric caught the light in the gentlest way, delicate but elegant, with fluttery straps and a fitted bodice that cinched just right at the waist.

Lana glanced up from where she was laying out jewelry on my vanity and smiled. “I thought it was fitting that our sissy wear her first dress to the pageant. You know, kind of a full circle moment. What do you think?”

I blushed, remembering my humiliation and thinking of how much they had changed me this summer. “It’s really pretty.”

“Just like you,” she said.

I carefully stepped into the dress, smoothing the tiers of fabric over my hips before slipping on a pair of white heels that added a little lift but still felt easy enough to walk in. The mirror reflected a version of me that almost didn’t feel real: feminine, graceful, and cute, in an embarrassed-shy kind of way.

I sat at the vanity while Lana straightened my hair, each soft strand falling smooth and glossy down my back. I did light makeup, just a touch of blush, a swipe of mascara, and a soft pink lipstick to brighten my face and make my lips look pouty in a way that I know she liked. It was simple, meant to be easy to touch up later, but somehow it still felt special, like I was preparing for a big milestone or life event.

“You’ve really come a long way, you know,” Lana said quietly as she ran the straightener through another section of my hair.

I looked sheepishly at her reflection in the mirror. “I know, Miss Lana.”

She grinned. “I’m proud of you, Lexi. You’ve worked so hard for this. You know, I think you’re much better off this way, and Brianna does too.”

Her words embarrassed me more than she probably realized. “I’m glad you like it, Miss Lana.”

She smiled warmly before bending down to kiss me on the cheek.

When she finished my hair, I slipped in a pair of small gold hoops that shimmered and swayed every time I moved my head. Pink lips to match my nails, gold hoops to match my hair, a ruffled white summer dress to give me that soft, girly vibe; the look was soft, classic, and emblematic of what I had become.

She spritzed me with perfume and we went downstairs together, my heels clicking lightly against the steps, knees trembling beneath me. Brianna was already waiting by the door and she looked beautiful in her own, dominant, in-control sort of way. Her hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, her makeup bold and striking with dark red lipstick, her blouse tucked neatly into tailored slacks that hugged her curves. She looked powerful: poised, confident, and completely in control, a stark contrast to my own little girl-like appearance.

“Oh my God,” she said, giggling as we walked in. “That’s the same dress you picked out the day we made you Lexi. And with the pink lipstick, aww, you look so sweet.”

“I picked it out for her,” Lana said with a grin, “it seemed fitting.”

Brianna turned to me, eyes narrowing as she circled me, fingers trailing at the hem of my dress. “It really is…How do you feel, Lexi? Ready for the world to see the new you?”

I took a breath, straightened my shoulders, and leaned into my fate. “Yes. I’m ready, Mistress Brianna. I feel good, just nervous.”

She laughed, as though that were obvious. “You’re a sissy about to participate in a beauty pageant as a girl. You’d be crazy not to be nervous. But you should also feel excited, you put a lot of hard work into your femininity, whether you wanted to or not, now it’s time to show it off.”

I nodded, reflecting on her words and all they had done to me, all I was about to do, and wondered whether I would ever go back to being Alex again after this.”

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Lana said, pulling my tucking tape out of her purse and kneeling down in front of me.

“Wouldn’t want anyone seeing your little pussy, right?” Brianna teased as her sister tugged down my panties. I tried not to get excited feeling Lana’s hands on me, tucking my balls up into me, and pulling my penis back as she applied the tape. The girls smirked at one another, amused and clearly aware of what I was feeling.

When she was done, Lana pulled my panties back up and smoothed my dress, standing back up and giving me another kiss on the cheek. “Much better,” she giggled.

We had a light breakfast together consisting of fruit, yogurt, and a little toast. I could barely eat, my stomach twisting with nerves, but the quiet chatter and even Brianna’s teasing made it easier to distract myself. Afterward, we gathered everything I’d need for the pageant: garment bags, shoes, makeup kits, and the small tote that held my jewelry and hair accessories.

When I finally grabbed my purse and stepped outside with the girls, the air felt fresh and cool, a shiver even ran up my spine despite it being the middle of August. Brianna locked up the house and jingled the car keys. “Alright, ladies. Let’s go win a crown.”

Lana slid into the passenger seat while I lowered myself into the back in the ladylike manner I had practiced all summer. I smoothed my dress carefully beneath me, tucking the soft ruffles under my thighs so they wouldn’t crease. My heart was racing again; I couldn’t believe that this was actually happening. A summer of training had done little to prepare me for what I was feeling. A part of me was excited. I knew Lana would love seeing me on stage, and that made me excited. I was obviously also anxious; I knew this would be one of the most humiliating, emasculating days of my life.

As the car pulled out of the driveway, I looked out the window at the morning sun stretching across the road ahead and for the first time, it really sank in. I was a guy on my way to compete in a beauty pageant. And I was probably as prepared as any of the other girls, or at least, I hoped so.

The car pulled into the crowded lot outside the auditorium that was hosting the event, and my stomach twisted even more with nerves. My brain was scrambling for a way out, for the right combination of words that would convince them to let me bail. I knew no combination would make that happen.

The front of the building was buzzing: gorgeous girls in dresses, moms carrying garment bags, stylists hauling makeup kits through the glass doors. A few months ago, I would’ve loved nothing more than to hang around this place and try to talk to the girls. Now, being one of those girls, it felt terrifying. I winced as I thought about how far I had fallen from a normal guy who even had a chance with one of these girls. At least, I comforted myself, Lana liked me. Albeit, as a sissy, but she liked me. 

She turned to me with a reassuring smile. “You ready, pretty girl?”

I nodded, even though my hands were trembling in my lap. “I guess. Just really nervous.”

“That’s good,” Brianna said from the driver’s seat. “Means you know how bad this will be if you mess up. Better give it your best, sissy.”

I nodded reflexively, her words putting me even more on edge.

We stepped out of the car and walked toward the entrance together, my heels clicking against the pavement in sharp contrast to Lana and Brianna’s noiseless sneakers. Inside, the lobby gleamed with bright lights and excited chatter. Tables were set up for check-in, and everywhere I looked, there were girls my age: beautiful, elegant, and as well-dressed as me.

We stepped in line behind two of the other contestants, a gorgeous redhead and a beautiful blond who was obviously from the South. They were both tall and looked like models, with perfect curls framing their faces and sparkling gowns already visible beneath protective plastic covers. The blond girl’s boobs were big and perky, and the red-haired girl’s butt was no less impressive. I felt a pang of intimidation looking at their curvy figures and then looking down at my own boobs and butt, which suddenly seemed so much smaller and less attractive. It hit me that instead of checking them out like a normal guy, I was worrying about my own curves, self-conscious that my figure was not as womanly as theirs. It suddenly became clear what a sissy they had turned me into, and shame crept in as I wondered if maybe Brianna and Lana were on to something feminizing me. I was one of them now. Or at least, much closer to one of them than to one of the many guys who would likely be admiring us today.

We signed in at the front table, and the volunteer handed me a packet with my contestant number and schedule. “Good luck, Lexi,” she said happily.

Brianna glanced at her phone, then back at us. “Alright, I’ll see you girls in a bit.” She leaned down, kissed my cheek, and added warmly, “All teasing aside, you’ve got this, Lexi. Get up there and own your femininity, it’s who you are now.”

“Thanks, Mistress,” I whispered, hugging her back, our boobs pressing together.

Then it was just me and Lana heading backstage, following the sound of voices and laughter.

The dressing area was alive with motion: racks of gowns lined the walls, makeup mirrors lit by flickering lights framed the room, and the air smelled of hairspray and perfume. Some girls were already zipped into their dresses, touching up their makeup or doing their hair. Others stood in bras and panties, carefully stepping into layers of satin and tulle as their friends or moms helped zip them up. I couldn’t help but stare, shocked that these girls with such amazing, sexy bodies would be comfortable standing around like that. It was ironic. At any other point in my life, being in this room would’ve been a dream come true. Today, however, it just served as another reminder that I was no longer a man and that I, too, was seen as just another girl.

Lana found our corner and unzipped the black garment bag, revealing my gown inside. The soft pink fabric shimmered under the lights, and my heart fluttered again.

“It’s time, sissy,” she whispered, grinning. “Let’s get you into your dress!”

I slipped out of my white dress and heels, careful not to wrinkle anything. The air backstage was chilly, and I could feel myself tremble as I stood in a room with about two dozen women in nothing but my bra and panties. Catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror, I saw a petite girl whose boobs were the perfect size for her slender frame, whose perky butt cheeks all but swallowed her pink lace panties, who was so well tucked that no one would ever guess there was an effeminate boy in their midst. A mix of shame and relief washed over me as I looked around while Lana took her time taking out my dress. Even in my bra and panties, I looked no different than the other pageant contestants in the room.

After what felt like ten minutes of standing there half-naked, Lana helped guide the gown over my head and slowly zipped it up the back, smoothing the tulle down over my hips. Then she knelt to help me step into my matching pink heels.

The moment I took a step, everything felt surreal. The gown hugged me perfectly: the bodice fitted like a glove, the tulle skirt flowed around my legs in soft waves, light and airy. I felt super feminine, like a fairy, almost, like one of the girls from those cheesy high school prom movies where she feels like a princess and gets swept off her feet.

Lana giggled. “Now that’s my girl. You look stunning.”

I laughed softly, trying to ignore my nerves in hopes that they would go away. “Thank you, Miss Lana.”

“Alright, makeup time, girly. Come on, we don’t have a ton of time,” she said, handing me a makeup wipe.

I sat down at the vanity, the mirror lights glowing softly around me. I wiped away the light makeup I’d put on that morning, leaving my face fresh and smooth. Then I started again: primer first, then foundation, blending carefully until it looked seamless and doll-like. Contour, lots of blush, a little highlighter to catch the light.

As I worked, I found myself focusing not just on the makeup, but on how calm it made me feel. This ritual was familiar, grounding. I knew what I was doing and could at least relax a little bit while doing it.

Next came my eyes. I dusted a soft, sparkly pink shadow across my lids, blending it until it shimmered like rose quartz under the lights. I lined my eyes just enough to make them look wide and bright, then glued on fake lashes and brushed on mascara until my lashes framed them like soft fans.

Lana leaned against the table, watching with an amused smile. “You’ve gotten really good at this,” she said.

I blushed, reaching for my lipstick. “Not like I had much choice.”

“I know,” she said, smiling. “But still, I can tell you enjoy it. Primping in the mirror, painting that pretty little face, it suits you.”

I puckered my mouth, slicking on a final coat of pink gloss atop my lipstick until my lips gleamed. “I guess so…”

When I completed the look and turned to see myself from different angles, I was shocked by the girl in the mirror. Her reflection was glowing: bright eyes, glowing skin, luscious blonde hair, glossy pink lips catching the light. My gown sparkled dramatically, completing the picture of the beautiful pageant princess staring back at me. I was truly beautiful, far more than I had ever imagined I, or any boy, could be.

I took a deep breath and smiled at Lana through the reflection, knowing she was loving every second of this. “Okay,” I said quietly. “Let’s do this, Miss Lana.”

Lana smiled, rummaging through one of the small jewelry boxes on the vanity, and pulled out a pair of dangling crystal earrings. “Okay, doll, last touch,” she said, handing them to me.

They caught the light from every angle, delicate yet elegant, with tiny crystal accents that shimmered pink and silver. I slipped out my hoops and replaced them carefully, feeling the cool metal brush against my neck. When I looked in the mirror again, the earrings framed my face perfectly, completing the look.

Lana smiled softly and looked like she was about to tear up. “Oh my God, you look so perfect. I can’t believe this.”

I stood up, smoothing my skirt, trying to keep my hands from shaking. She stepped forward and wrapped me in a hug, her voice warm against my ear. “I’m so proud of you, Lexi. You’re such a good girl. My good girl.”

My throat tightened a little. “Yes, Miss Lana.”

Her hands slipped down to my waist as she pulled back her head, staring me straight in the eyes. I stared back, relishing in the affection my crush was giving me, feeling small and soft in front of her. Then, slowly, she leaned in.

Her breath fanned over my mouth a second before her lips found mine. My glossy painted lips pressed to Lana’s bare ones, and I felt that tiny drag of slick lipstick against the warmth of her mouth. It made me hyper aware of how made up I was and how she was not, how I was the more girly, decorated one, while she was beautiful yet more natural and less dramatic. For a heartbeat, we just rested there, barely moving, the world shrinking to the gentle pressure between us. Her perfume, warm and expensive and a little sharp, folded into my own sweeter, more girlish scent until I could not tell where hers ended and mine began.

She drew me closer as she kissed me, fingers tightening at my waist in a way that made it very clear who was holding who. The tulle of my gown swished forward and brushed against her little black dress, layers of sheer, floaty fabric whispering over the smooth, minimal material clinging to her hips. Every soft rustle of my skirt against her made me feel frillier, daintier, like I was wrapped in a costume and she was the one directing the scene. My breasts pressed into hers, the bodice of my dress firm against her body, and I felt like a doll in her hands, painted and perfumed just for her. She tilted her head and deepened the kiss only slightly, still gentle but sure, and all I could think was how right it felt that Lana was the one leading, holding me in place, kissing me like I was her delicate little girl. It was emasculating, sure, but at that moment, I couldn’t deny it felt right.

She pulled back, hands still on my waist, giggling lightly. “Touch up your lips, princess. You’re on in fifteen. I’ll be watching, and I’ll come back to help you with your outfit changes between rounds, okay?”

“Yes, Miss Lana,” I said, blushing deeply.

She watched as I fixed my lips, both of us smiling, and then she turned and headed toward the exit, giving me one last wave before disappearing into the crowd of chaperones and assistants.

A minute later, a woman in a fitted black dress came through the backstage doors holding a clipboard. Her voice carried clearly over the hum of chatter. “Line up, ladies! We’re starting introductions, get ready for when you hear your name called.”

The energy shifted instantly, and I was snapped back to reality. Everyone moved into place, gowns rustling, heels tapping softly on the polished floor. My heart pounded as I found my spot in line, surrounded by a dazzling blur of color and sparkle.

The girl behind me was stunning: tall, with a cascade of dark curls and a gown the color of deep red wine that hugged her curvy figure. She glanced at me and smiled kindly. “First pageant?”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Yes, do I look that nervous?”

“A little,” she said, her smile widening. “But don’t be nervous. You look so pretty, and I love your dress!”

I felt my cheeks warm immediately. “Thank you! Yours is gorgeous too, you look stunning in it.”

“Aw, thanks! I’m Ava.”

“Lexi,” I said, embarrassed as I imagined what any of my friends would think if they saw me here, dressed as I was, having this conversation.

We chatted quietly as the lineup moved forward, both of us glancing toward the curtain each time a name was called. The first contestant’s name echoed from the stage, followed by a burst of applause. The sound made my heart race even faster.

“Okay, it’s really happening,” Ava whispered, clutching her hands together.

“I know,” I said, shifting nervously. “I can’t tell if I want to faint or cry.” I immediately cringed at the words that had just slipped out of my mouth, wondering when I had become so feminine.

“You’re gonna do great,” she said, holding my hands in a warm, sisterly way. “We both are. We look too good not to.”

That made me smile, and it helped a little.

One by one, the girls ahead of us disappeared through the curtain, their names called over the sound system. My pulse thudded in my ears as the stagehands motioned for me to step closer. I couldn’t believe I was actually about to do this. As the line grew smaller, I felt less and less like a girl and more and more like a boy in a dress, about to experience the most humiliating moment of his life. I prayed that no one would know my secret, but regardless of whether they did, I would.

Then I heard my name.

Ava leaned forward, whispering quickly, “You’re gonna do great, Lexi,” before giving me a playful smack on my pink tulle-covered butt.

I trembled, forcing a smile back at her. “Thank you.”

And with that, I took a nervous breath, lifted my chin, and stepped forward, the sound of my heels clicking softly against the floor as I walked toward the bright, waiting light of the stage. “I can’t be a guy right now,” I thought, “I can’t go out there thinking like a guy, just let go and be Lexi. You have no choice.”

The lights were blinding as I stepped onto the stage, the warmth of them instantly washing over me. For half a second, I froze just inside the curtain, heart pounding so hard I could almost hear it, then muscle memory took over.

Eyes up. Big smile. Shoulders back. Ladylike steps.

Everything I’d practiced came rushing to the surface. I took slow, measured steps, the click of my heels echoing faintly under the music. My hips swayed just slightly, graceful and deliberate, each motion controlled but fluid. I kept my chin lifted, a soft smile fixed on my face even as adrenaline surged through me.

“From New York,” the emcee’s voice echoed through the auditorium, “please welcome Lexi Bates! She’s wearing a sparkling pink gown with matching heels and walking like she owns the stage.”

Hearing it said out loud sent a shiver down my spine. For a moment, I wasn’t even sure this was real. The lights, the applause, the eyes on me, it all blurred into a haze of feminine performance as I walked slowly toward center stage.

Every step felt surreal. I could feel how the gown moved with me, the fabric gliding against my legs with each small stride. By the time I reached the middle, I stopped, turned my body slightly toward the audience, and placed one hand delicately on my hip, just as Lana and Brianna had made me practice a million times.

The crowd quieted for a beat. I held the pose, smiling softly, aware of how every inch of me was being watched: the shimmer of the gown, the sparkle of the heels, the way my hair framed my made-up face under the light. And then, through the brightness, I spotted them, Brianna and Lana in the audience, phones raised to record me, beaming like proud mistresses.

That made me blush deeply, almost breaking the composed façade I was trying so hard to uphold. I felt every bit the princess they had made me, hundreds of people seeing me paraded as such.

After holding the pose for a few seconds, I gave a delicate sweep of my skirt, pivoting gracefully to turn. The gown shimmered as I moved, the pink sequins scattering light in every direction. I walked slowly toward the right side of the stage, keeping my steps short and controlled, the sway in my hips coming more naturally now.

When I reached the edge, I stopped once more and gave a subtle finishing gesture, a gentle adjustment of my skirt, a tilt of my head, the kind of tiny, feminine movement that carried just enough poise without being overdone. I held that moment, counted silently to two, and then began my walk back toward the wings, humiliation mixing with the pride of having executed my training flawlessly.

The instant I stepped backstage, the lights dimmed behind me, and the noise of the crowd softened. I let out a deep breath, pressing my manicured hand over my chest to steady my heartbeat.

It felt like the world had gone still for a moment.

I’d actually done it. Everyone in that auditorium watched me mince across the stage in my pink gown and saw nothing but a glamorous pageant contestant. I struggled to wrap my mind around it.

Every little detail I’d practiced, the walk, the turns, the smile, it had all come together out there. My legs still trembled from the adrenaline, but under it all was this glowing mix of relief and pride that I couldn’t deny.

I couldn’t stop smiling, cheeks bright red, as I adjusted my dress again.

A few minutes after I came offstage, I heard a familiar voice calling out my name. Ava rushed up, still a little breathless, her gown sparkling in the low backstage light. “Oh my God, that was insane!” she said, throwing her arms around me.

I laughed, hugging her back, embarrassed at the realization of the girly bond we were developing as our chests pressed together beneath our glimmering gowns. “I know! My heart’s still going a mile a minute.”

“I thought I was going to trip out there,” she said, grinning. “But seriously, we both look amazing. I know they loved us.”

I giggled playfully. “They better have, I didn’t wear these heels for their comfort.”

She smiled. “Guess we survived the first round.”

We chatted for another minute, both giddy from the adrenaline, before we drifted back to our areas to get ready for the next portion.

Lana appeared a moment later, pushing through the curtain with a grin that could have lit up the room. “There’s my girl,” she said, rushing over and wrapping me in a tight hug. “I am so proud of you, Lexi. You were flawless out there.”

“Thank you,” I said, still catching my breath as I hugged her back.

She pulled back slightly, smiling knowingly. “Do you feel like a princess now?”

I blushed, nodding coyly. “Yeah,” I said truthfully. “I really do.”

“Good,” she said, planting a quick kiss on my lips. “Now let’s get you ready for round two.”

She unzipped the gown carefully, and I stepped out of it and trembled nervously, once again standing in a room full of gorgeous girls in nothing but a bra and panties. The air backstage was chilly but alive with motion, zippers being undone, laughter, the shuffle of heels. The other girls were in various stages of undress, but I was sure not to look, hoping for the same modesty.

“Alright, sissy,” Lana grinned, “bra and panties off.”

I froze. “But…”

She cut me off. “No butts, except this one,” she laughed, smacking my ass. “Just face the corner, no one will see your little pussy. Trust me.”

My face reddened as I turned to face the corner, Lana unhooking my bra as I nervously dropped my panties. Looking down at myself, I realized, to my utter shame, that she was right. I saw a petite woman’s body, ample but firm breasts, long pink nails hovering by her flat crotch, pink toenails peeking out at the bottom of her smooth legs. With the acrylic nail on my pointer finger, I lightly scratched at the tape hiding my manhood, double-checking it was secure.

“Now’s not the time to finger yourself, sissy,” Lana laughed, handing me my bikini.

I blushed as I took in my next outfit: the bright pink bikini covered in shiny pink rhinestones. It was bold and sexy, paired with new white strappy heels that made my legs look longer and graceful. I quickly stepped into the bottoms, eager to cover myself. Lana tied the top for me, taking a step back when she was finished.

Looking in the mirror, I began to shake nervously, unable to believe I would have to go on stage like that. My boobs were on full display, inviting stares from anyone who looked at me. My butt was no different; it looked huge and perky in the tiny bikini bottoms, my cheeks almost entirely engulfing the high-waisted back of them. It struck me how sexy I looked, how if I saw a girl dressed like me with my body, I wouldn’t be able to keep my eyes off her.

“You look delicious,” Lana said, “like a wet dream. You’re literally gonna make the judges cum in their pants.”

I kept trying to adjust the bikini to provide more coverage, but to no avail.

“I’m not sure I can do this, Miss Lana,” I said, my hands shaking.

Lana just laughed. “Come on, sissy, we need to finish the rest of your look. We both know you’re doing it.”

Lana swapped out my dangling earrings for large silver hoops that shimmered under the vanity lights. “Okay,” she said, studying my face. “We’ll tone down the pageant glamour, wipe the eyes and lips, we’re gonna start fresh.”

I nodded nervously and began removing the pink shimmer from my lids and the gloss from my lips. Then I started again, this time much bolder, like we had gone over. I blended smoky eyeshadow that gave my eyes a sultry depth, lined them with a thin sweep of black, then finished with layers of mascara. My blush went on a little brighter, and finally, I swiped on vivid red lipstick that popped against my skin and the sparkly pink of my swimsuit.

Lana watched with pride. “Look at you,” she teased. “You could seriously get any guy you wanted. Do you know how many girls would kill to look like you in a bikini?”

I blushed, setting my lipstick down. “I’m not a girl, though, Miss Lana.”

She just smiled. “Your reflection begs to differ.” Looking back at the mirror, I knew she was right.

Before we could say more, the woman with the clipboard reappeared. “Lineup, ladies! Swimwear portion!”

Lana smiled at me victoriously. “Line up time, lady.”

Then she squeezed my hand more tenderly. “You’re gonna do great, alright? Just like before. You’re a pretty girl now. So own it. ”

I nodded, feeling that rush of adrenaline rise all over again. “Okay.”

She gave me one last hug and hurried back toward the audience as I stepped into line again. The girls around me all looked incredible: sparkling bikinis showing off bodies that looked like a man’s fantasy, tanned legs, confident smiles. I stood next to Ava, who looked just as nervous as I felt.

“You look so cute,” she said, smiling widely. “Look at you, little miss bubble butt,” she laughed, playfully squeezing it. “And your titties look great too!”

“Thanks,” I giggled, blushing crimson red. “I’ve been working out. You look really hot, too. That purple bikini looks so cute on you!” It dawned on me that instead of checking out the beautiful girl standing in front of me in a tiny bikini, I was complimenting her like a girlfriend would. And that I felt a tiny bit of pride creep in when she called me “little miss bubble butt” and complimented my boobs. Pride mixed with lots and lots of shame and humiliation.

“Ugh, my stomach’s in knots,” she said, laughing. “But this is so much fun.”

“I know,” I said, matching her laugh. “It’s so nerve-wrecking.”

One by one, the names were called, each followed by cheers and applause. Every time a girl stepped out, the tension rose just a little more. My palms felt warm; I played with my hair, straightened my shoulders, and tried to breathe.

Then I heard my name again.

“Contestant number seven, Lexi Bates!”

Ava squeezed my hand quickly. “Good luck, girl.”

I smiled, feeling that familiar flutter of anxiety in my chest. “Thanks. You too.”

And with that, I stepped forward again, heels clicking softly beneath me, heart racing as I walked toward the bright lights once more, this time half-naked.

The lights washed over me again as I stepped through the curtain, but this time, it felt different, less like a shock and more like a wave of exposure and vulnerability. My body moved almost on instinct, each step lighter, quicker, more confident.

This portion had a different energy entirely: brighter, bolder, fun. I remembered everything Lana had taught me: walk with bounce, small, almost flirty steps, hips swaying in rhythm with the music. I could feel the motion in my stride, the playful confidence I exuded as my hips swayed and my butt jiggled with each step. Every click of my heels echoed softly across the stage, every movement coquettish and flirty.

As I neared center stage, the emcee’s voice carried once again, introducing my name to the crowd. My heart pounded as I looked out and saw all the people staring at my sexualized look, but my smile never faltered. When I reached the spotlight, I struck my pose: one hand at my waist, a flirty hip pop, chin tilted, and lips slightly pouty. The applause swelled faintly, and out past the glare of the stage lights, I spotted Brianna and Lana again in the audience. They were both on their feet, recording and absolutely beaming. Lana looked at me with lust-filled eyes that sent a gentle heat to my cheeks. Brianna, on the other hand, watched with a victorious smirk, a look that told the truth, a look that said, “I made you this way, bitch.”

It made me feel even more vulnerable and humiliated, standing there, knowing full well how I looked and what they had turned me into. That many of the guys in here were definitely turned on by me right now. That some might even jerk off to the thought of me tonight. As much as the thought of that crushed my ego, it also made me feel…sexy, desirable. I played my part well.

I held the pose for a moment longer, then pivoted smoothly, mincing toward the right side of the stage, each exaggeratedly feminine step causing my ass to shift from side to side. At the edge, I turned just enough to glance back over my shoulder, giving a quick, playful hair sweep with a fluid a dainty flick of my wrist. I held it for a moment, flirty, confident, perfectly composed, before turning forward again and walking offstage.

The second I stepped out of the spotlight, the air shifted back to normal, the sound of the audience muffled behind the curtain. I exhaled hard, pressing my hands over my chest. My heart was racing, my skin buzzing with adrenaline.

For the second time that day, I felt completely, vividly alive. Humiliated, yes. Like a total sissy and failure as a man, yes. But also, alive.

Ava came bursting through the curtain a minute later, her bright purple bikini sparkling under the vanity lights. “Lexi!” she squealed, rushing over before I could even turn.

We hugged tightly, both laughing, our adrenaline still running high. It struck me that I should’ve been aroused, our two nearly naked bodies pressed together, but I wasn’t. Instead, I felt emotional, soft, and warm in her embrace. “That was crazy!” she said. “I felt so exposed out there, but oh my God, it was so exciting!”

“Right?” I said, still catching my breath. “It’s like…you feel so vulnerable but also sexy at the same time.”

We were still giggling when Lana appeared, moving quickly through the backstage crowd. She spotted us immediately, shaking her head with a teasing grin. She approached just as Ava made her way over to the girl she had come with, her older sister, I was pretty sure. “I see you made a friend,” Lana said, pulling me into a quick hug. “And wow, Lex, you looked hot out there, so sexy, so flirty. You’re doing amazing.”

“Thanks,” I said, beaming.

“Alright, back to work, slutty girl.” I turned to the corner again as I slipped out of the bikini and into my bra and panties again. The next outfit was already laid out: the glittery silver skirt that shimmered with every movement, the bright red blouse with puffy sleeves that made my arms look tiny, and those unforgettable American flag heels.

As soon as I stepped into the skirt and pulled on the blouse, I felt my heart race again. The outfit was cute, girly, and patriotic all at once. It was definitely the most innocently girlish outfit of the night, but at least my boobs and ass would be covered this time.

Lana guided me back to the vanity. “Okay, this is the big one, the red, white, and blue look. But you’ve gotta be quick.”

I nodded and grabbed my wipes, removing the smoky eyeshadow. Then, working quickly, I replaced it with glittery, flag-themed makeup: silver shimmer near the inner corners, blending into bold blue at the outer edges with tiny flecks of red sparkle near the crease. I reapplied mascara, thick and fluttery, and checked my lipstick, the perfect shade of bright red.

“Perfect,” Lana said, watching me. “Now earrings.”

I slipped off my hoops and replaced them with big, blue star-shaped earrings that glimmered under the mirror lights. Lana pulled my hair up into two high ponytails, tying each one with an American flag bow.

When she finished, she leaned down beside me, her eyes soft. “You literally look like a little girl, Lexi.” She said it warmly, not like she was teasing me, like she was infatuated with my appearance. Still, it stung a bit. “You look adorable. I’m so proud of you. You’ve got one more chance to shine, make it count, girl.”

I smiled, the nerves back but a bit less brutal this time. “I will.”

Just then, the woman with the clipboard reappeared. “Lineup time, ladies!”

Lana reached under my skirt and gave my butt a quick squeeze. “Go make me proud, pretty girl,” she said, kissing me before heading back toward the audience.

I regained my composure and walked toward the lineup area, where Ava was already waiting, now in a sequined blue-and-white dress. We both grinned when we saw each other.

“Look at you!” she said. “You’re like a Fourth of July Barbie! Those pigtails are adorable.”

I giggled. “You’re not far off yourself.”

A girl in front of us, dressed in a sexy “retro Americana” look: denim corset, red-and-white striped mini, and a sparkly star choker, turned around and joined in. “You two look amazing. I love seeing everyone’s take on the theme.”

We all laughed and chatted, the nerves mixing with excitement as the emcee’s voice started calling names again. One by one, the girls ahead of us disappeared through the curtain, the applause rising and falling like waves.

The girl in front of us was called next. “Good luck!” Ava and I both said, and she grinned before heading out, her heels clicking away.

A moment later, I heard my name.

Ava smirked, flicking up the edge of my silver skirt playfully. “You got this, American girl.”

I giggled, taking a breath.

And with that, I stepped forward once more, heart racing, the lights waiting for me beyond the curtain.

The lights hit me again as I stepped onto the stage, the familiar warmth washing over me. My pulse quickened, but this time, there was a bit more excitement and a bit less nerves. I moved just as I’d practiced for this segment: steps dainty and energetic, somewhere between the graceful glide of the gown portion and the flirty sway of the swimsuit walk. My hips swayed gently, naturally, my twin ponytails bouncing and swishing with every click of my red, white, and blue heels.

The stage felt alive beneath me: the shimmer of my skirt catching the light, the faint echo of my heels blending with the music. As I neared center stage, I could feel the energy of the audience pressing in, hundreds of eyes fixed on me. My heart fluttered, but I smiled through it, letting that warmth carry me.

When I reached my mark, I stopped and lowered into the curtsy I’d practiced a thousand times this summer. I kept my chin up, one foot gliding gracefully behind the other as I grabbed the edges of my skirt and sank just enough to make it fan out around me in a glittering ripple. My fingers brushed lightly against the hem as I dipped my head, holding the curtsy for a heartbeat before rising smoothly, shoulders back, smile radiant. The movement was unmistakably feminine and submissive, and I blushed at realizing how natural it had become to me.

The crowd gave a soft murmur of approval, and I caught sight of Brianna and Lana in the audience. They were both standing, phones raised, smiling and waving like proud parents.

I placed my hand on my hip, turning my body just slightly toward the judges, and waited as the emcee’s voice filled the hall. “Please introduce yourself, Lexi, and tell us what makes you proud to be an American girl.”

I took a breath, letting the smile reach my eyes. “Hi everyone!” I said, my voice bubbly and clear. “My name is Lexi Bates, and I’m from New York! What makes me proud to be an American girl is the freedom to become anything I want to be. No matter where you start, you can grow, you can dream big, and you can build the life that feels true to you. I think being an American girl means confidence, kindness, and chasing your dreams with a smile.”

They hadn’t told us what the question would be ahead of time, I had come up with that response on the spot. That made it even more humiliating as the words naturally slipped out of my painted lips in a girly, sing-song voice.

The applause came instantly, and I felt a rush of relief pulse over me. The emcee nodded approvingly. “Great answer! Thank you, Lexi.”

I dipped into another quick curtsy, this one with a sweet playfulness in my movement, the skirt flaring gently as I rose. Turning toward the right side of the stage, I began my walk back, heels clicking softly. My ponytails swayed behind me in rhythm with each step, the bows fluttering like little flags.

At the edge of the stage, I gave a coy glance over my shoulder, fingers brushing the edge of my skirt in a soft, teasing flick. The lights shimmered across the sequins as I held that pose for two beats, sweet, feminine, and full of quiet confidence, before turning forward again and mincing offstage.

The moment I stepped behind the curtain, I exhaled sharply. I did it. My heart was racing, my whole body buzzing with energy.

It was over, or almost. One last outfit change, then judging in fifteen minutes.

As I made my way back toward the dressing area, my skirt swishing lightly with every step, I felt it fully this time: the pride, the joy, and the thrill of having truly become everything I’d worked toward this summer. In that moment, it didn’t matter that I didn’t choose to become a girl.

Ava came through the curtain a minute after me, her blue outfit glittering even under the softer backstage lights. “Lexi!” she squealed, hurrying over before I could even turn.

We hugged tightly, both of us smiling, our hearts still racing. “That was so much fun!” she said, “I feel like we actually killed it.”

“I know!” I said, feeling completely like an excited girl talking to her friend. “It was so nerve-wracking when they asked the question, but once I answered, it felt like such a relief.”

Ava clutched her chest. “Right? I had no idea that’s what they’d ask.”

We were still chatting when Lana appeared through the busy backstage crowd, weaving between racks of dresses and makeup stations. “There’s my girl,” she said, her voice full of warmth and pride.

“Lana, this is Ava,” I said, gesturing to her. “We’ve been surviving this together.”

Lana smiled and reached out her hand. “Hi, Ava. You were amazing out there. I saw your turns, you looked so pretty. I loved all your outfit choices.”

Ava blushed a little. “Thank you!”

Lana smiled at both of us. “Okay, ladies. Time to get ready for the final round?”

We split up to our respective prep areas. Lana ran her hands over my boobs as she helped me slip out of the American-Girl outfit, down to my bra and panties. Then she lifted the blush-pink gown from its hanger, shaking it out gently as it shimmered in the light.

“Alright, sissy,” she said, her tone teasing but affectionate, “back to your crown-winning look.”

I stepped carefully into the gown, the fabric cool against my legs. Lana zipped it up the back and smoothed the sequined bodice into place, being extra touchy with me as she did.

“Look at you,” she said with a grin, fluffing the skirt slightly. “My little girly girl. You’ve gone full pageant queen on me.”

I blushed. “Maybe just a little bit.”

“Just a lot,” she said, holding my hands, drawing attention to my pink nails. “And you were adorable out there, Lexi. I mean it, you owned that stage. You might even win, bitch.”

Her words made me blush, but I couldn’t stop smiling. I slipped into my pink heels and sat down at the vanity again.

“Okay,” she said, starting on my hair, “let’s lose these ponytails and go back to the gown look.”

I nodded and watched her in the mirror as she gently removed the American-flag bows, setting them aside on the counter. One by one, she loosened the ties and brushed my hair back out until it fell softly over my shoulders again, smooth and glossy like before.

“There,” she said, combing her fingers lightly through it. “Much better. Classic Lexi.”

While she worked, I began touching up my makeup. I wiped away the glittery red-white-and-blue eyeshadow, replacing it with the pink shimmer I’d worn for the evening-gown portion. I blended carefully, then added fresh mascara and just a bit more blush for color. Then I wiped off the bright red lipstick from the previous round, replacing it with my soft pink lipstick, finishing it with a coat of gloss until it glistened under the vanity light.

Finally, I slipped out of the star earrings and put the dangling crystal ones back in, letting them catch the light with every movement.

Lana stood behind me, admiring the finished look in the mirror. “Perfect. You’re glowing.”

“Do you think I have a chance at actually winning?” I asked quietly, embarrassed by my own question as I met her eyes in the reflection.

She smiled and leaned down to hug me from behind. “Lex, you have more than just a chance. I’d put my money on you. Do you think any of these other girls spent the whole summer prepping like you did? You’ve worked for this. You looked stunning, you moved like an elegant princess, and you spoke from the heart. I’m so proud of you.”

She kissed my cheek and whispered, “No matter what, I’m proud to call you my sissy,” before heading back out toward the audience.

A few minutes later, the woman with the clipboard reappeared. “Alright, ladies, final lineup!” she called out.

I stood, smoothing my gown, taking one last steadying breath before stepping into my place. Ava was right behind me, radiant in her own gown. We turned to each other and smiled.

“Good luck,” she said softly.

“You too,” I said, hugging her quickly. “No matter what happens, we did amazing.”

We both laughed nervously as the line began to move toward the curtain. My heart fluttered again, anticipating what it would be like to actually win this thing. Me, a regular guy, being a beauty queen. That would be crazy.

Music swelled through the auditorium, a soft, triumphant melody that made the air hum with emotion. The emcee’s voice echoed over the speakers, introducing each of us one last time as we began our final walk.

We moved in a graceful line, one by one, our gowns catching the light with every step. My skirt shimmered faintly, brushing against my legs as I glided forward. Each girl did a small, elegant wave to the crowd, smiling through the stage lights as applause rolled like waves through the room. When it was my turn, I smiled and lifted my hand in a dainty, feminine wave, my heart fluttering as I caught sight of Brianna and Lana giggling in the audience, recording every second.

After our final loop, we all took our places in a long row across the stage. The lights softened, and the emcee’s voice grew calm and deliberate. “Ladies and gentlemen, it’s time to announce our winners.”

My stomach tightened. The music quieted to a slow, suspenseful hum.

“Our third runner-up…” he said, pausing as the audience went still, “Amy Winters!”

A cheer rose from the crowd as a beautiful redhead stepped forward, her smile wide and genuine. A judge placed a small tiara on her head and draped a sash across her torso that read Third Runner-Up. She was handed a modest bouquet, her eyes shining under the lights.

“Our second runner-up,” the emcee continued, “is… Ava Johnson!”

Ava gasped, then covered her mouth with her hands before stepping forward. She was practically crying as the judges crowned her and placed a sash across her. The applause was thunderous. I clapped along, my heart warm with pride for her. She turned toward me for a split second and grinned, so full of joy it made me smile back without thinking.

Then the emcee’s voice came again, and I felt my pulse quicken. “Our first runner-up…” he said, “is…Lexi Bates!”

For a moment, everything went still.

Me? Second place in a beauty pageant?

I blinked, the words taking a second to register before a rush of cheers filled my ears. I felt my face grow warm as one of the judges approached, smiling kindly as she set a sparkling tiara on my head and slipped a sash over my shoulder, reading First Runner-Up. She handed me a bouquet of pink roses tied with a white ribbon.

My hands trembled slightly as I smiled through it, caught between disbelief and pure emotion. I could see Lana in the front row, teary-eyed, mouthing, “You did it.” My own eyes watered as I stood there in my pink gown, tiara on my head, roses in hand, feeling more feminine than I could ever have imagined.

The applause grew again as the emcee spoke into the mic. “And now… your Miss Cedargrove 2025 is…” He paused for dramatic effect, the lights dimming slightly before flaring bright again. “...Emily Carter!”

A tall blonde girl stepped forward, her expression triumphant. She’d looked absolutely beautiful all night, polished and elegant, but I couldn’t help remembering how curt, almost rude, she’d been backstage earlier when speaking with one of the other girls. Still, I smiled and clapped with everyone else as the judges placed the larger crown atop her hair, handed her an even grander bouquet, and draped the winner’s sash across her gown.

The music swelled once more as the audience erupted in applause. Around me, girls were crying, hugging, and clapping for one another. Ava and I turned toward each other and hugged tightly, both laughing through the shock. “Congratulations,” she whispered, eyes glistening.

“You too!” I said, my voice shaky and full of emotion.

The winner gave a short, teary speech thanking the judges, her family, and the other contestants, but I barely heard any of it. My thoughts were still spinning. The crown on my head felt unreal. I completely forgot that I was a guy the entire time I was up there, feeling completely like a girl wrapped up in the fact that she just placed second place in a beauty pageant.

When the speech ended, the emcee called us forward for photos. The four of us, the winner and the runners-up, stood side by side, holding our bouquets and smiling as camera flashes lit the stage. Then we were joined by all the other contestants for a final group picture, the crowd clapping and cheering the entire time.

As the emcee’s voice came one last time, “Let’s hear it for our Miss Cedargrove 2025 and all our wonderful contestants,” the music rose again, bright and celebratory. We all turned toward the audience, dipped into a collective curtsy, and held the pose as the applause filled the room. I couldn’t help but blush, more from pride than anything else.

Then, still smiling, still half in disbelief, we began making our way offstage together, tiaras gleaming, bouquets in hand, hearts full of adrenaline and joy.

Backstage, the noise from the auditorium faded, replaced by laughter, hugs, and the sound of heels clicking over the floor. I couldn’t stop smiling. I didn’t win, but it didn’t matter. I’d come further than I ever imagined, and despite my moments of humiliation, I truly felt like I belonged up there.

Backstage was a blur of chatter, laughter, and flashing cameras as everyone came down from the adrenaline high. I was still clutching my bouquet, the tiara slightly crooked in my hair, when Ava found me.

“There you are!” she said, rushing over with the biggest smile. Her gown shimmered like a ruby under the vanity lights. “You were amazing out there, Lexi.”

I laughed, hugging her tightly. “You too. You looked like you were born for that stage.”

“Please,” she said, rolling her eyes playfully. “You were glowing. Total movie star vibes.”

We both laughed again, exhausted and giddy, like kids after a performance. “That was so much fun,” I said. “And honestly, kind of life-changing.”

“Right?” she agreed. “I don’t want to lose touch after this.”

“Me neither.” I handed her my phone, and we quickly exchanged numbers, while I paused for a moment to think about whether there would still be a Lexi after today to keep in touch with.

After another hug, Ava kissed me on the cheek and said softly, “You should be really proud, Lexi. Keep doing this, you’re a natural.”

I smiled, my face turning red. “Thanks, Ava. You too.”

She waved and disappeared into the sea of contestants, and I took a quiet moment to breathe before gathering up my things. My pink gown swished softly as I moved through the dressing area, carefully collecting my makeup bag, heels, and the rest of my accessories. The skirt brushed against my legs like a whisper, light and delicate.

When I finally stepped out into the crowd, I spotted Brianna and Lana instantly. They were both standing near the front, faces bright with pride. Brianna waved, and Lana practically ran to meet me, her eyes shining.

“There’s our beauty queen!” Brianna said, pulling me into a hug so tight I nearly dropped my bouquet. “You were amazing up there, sissy.”

“Thank you, Mistress Brianna,” I squeaked back.

Lana kissed me passionately as she cupped my face in her hands. “You looked beautiful, Lexi. So confident and feminine. You had everyone’s attention. Especially mine.”

I felt my face heat up instantly, the pink in my cheeks probably matching my lipstick. “Thank you, Miss Lana,” I said, blushing and smiling so hard it almost hurt.

They took turns hugging me again, telling me how proud they were, and then out came the phones. We must’ve taken a hundred pictures, some with me alone holding my flowers or curtsying, others with the three of us grinning ear to ear. I posed with Lana, both of us clinging to one another, and she fixed the tilt of my tiara before snapping one last photo.

By the time we got back to the car, I was exhausted but glowing. I carefully placed my bouquet in the backseat and exhaled as I sank into the cushion. “That was something, huh,” I said, still in disbelief. “But I think I’ve officially hit my lifetime quota for dresses and skirts. I can’t wait to get back to college and just wear jeans again.”

From the front seat, Lana turned around slowly with a knowing grin. “Yeah…about that,” she said. My stomach immediately dropped. “ That’s not gonna happen. You’re a girl now, Lexi. You’re not going back.

Brianna laughed from the driver’s seat. “She’s right, princess. This is who you are now. You’re going back to college like this.”

“What?” I said, struggling to process what they were saying. “But my friends…everyone I know. I can’t go back to school as a girl.”

“You can and you will, sweetie,” Brianna said firmly but with a hint of warmth. “You don’t have a choice. Besides, don’t pretend like you don’t like being a sissy.”

“Especially being my sissy,” Lana chimed in, smiling at me.

“I do…sometimes. But what will everyone think? Can’t I just be your sissy in private?”

I looked down at my hands resting in my lap, my long, glossy pink nails sparkling back at me, the soft layers of my tulle skirt spilling across my knees. “

“Nope,” Lana said cheerfully, “everyone’s going to know. In three weeks, you’ll be sitting in class wearing one of the pretty dresses we got you, and everyone will think you're gorgeous. I’m sure your friends will too. You’ll even go on dates with some of them if they’re interested, which, I’m sure, they will be.”

The thought of getting all dressed up and doing my makeup so one of my friends could take me on a date sent a shiver of humiliation down my spine. My heart pounded in my chest, the weight of her words fully sinking in.

“And don’t worry, sissy,” Brianna added with a laugh, “you won’t be alone. A few of your other friends will be joining you in dresses.”

“What…what do you mean?” I asked.

Lana laughed, “Well, it’s obviously not for certain yet. But I thought it might be nice for you to have a few sissy girlfriends to spend time with. You know, do each other’s hair and makeup, double date with boys, get your nails done, and go shopping together. I was thinking Jerry and Andy might make pretty girls.”

I said nothing, struggling to take all this in. I caught sight of myself in the rearview mirror: pink gown, sparkling tiara, pouty lips, long blond hair. My new reality hit me like a ton of bricks; I looked like a Barbie doll, and that wasn’t going to change.

“Don’t worry about a thing, princess,” said Lana, her voice warm. “Everything will be okay. You’re my sissy girlfriend; I’ll take care of you and make sure you’re a happy girl. For now, just try to relax and enjoy your big day. We’re taking you out to dinner at a very nice restaurant. Everyone there is gonna be asking about the pageant when they see your dress and tiara. Just relax and enjoy the rest of the evening. Tonight, I have a special surprise for you.”

I said nothing, quietly looking out the window and reflecting on her words. I was excited about dating Lana, that was for sure. And I did feel safe with her. But the thought of becoming a girl full-time, of my friends and classmates seeing me mince around in skirts and heels, of dating some of them, terrified and humiliated me to no end. Still, this summer had transformed me. I walked, talked, looked, and even felt like a girl at times. And now I was a beauty queen and couldn’t deny feeling a swell of pride thinking about the pageant. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Either way, I knew I didn’t have a choice.

The End


Coming Soon:

My Sissy Boyfriend: The Drag Queen
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