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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Home sweet home,” she said happily.

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

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

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

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

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

“Not at all,” she said warmly, extending her hand before pulling me into a light hug with a strength that surprised me. “You’re family now. Make yourself comfortable.”

Something about her tone instantly put me at ease. The two of them were so different; Lana had a playful girly energy. Brianna was a bit more grounded, still very feminine but a bit more assertive.

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

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

“This okay? I know it’s a little girly.” Lana asked.

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

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

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

We were eating lunch at the kitchen island, chatting about how we were both a bit bored, when Lana suddenly looked up with that mischievous grin. “I just thought of something,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “We should dress you up like a girl.”

I nearly choked on my sandwich. “What? No way,” I said, shaking my head.

“Come on, it’ll be fun,” she pressed, resting her chin on her hand like she was already imagining it. “You’ve got the face for it, and you’re staying here all summer. It’s something fun we can do.”

“Yeah, no,” I said quickly, laughing. “Not happening.”

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

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

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

“Is that a yes?”

I rubbed my forehead. “It’s a very reluctant okay.”

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

I followed her upstairs, half curious, half nervous about what she meant. When she started running water into the big white tub in the guest bathroom, I blinked. “What are you doing?”

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

“What? No. No way.”

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

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

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

She rested her hands on mine for a second, her voice gentle. “Trust me, okay? It’ll be fun…and sexy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, you done?” Lana’s voice called through the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look so cute! Aw, don’t be shy, Lexi,” she teased with a smile.

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

“No,” I said, feeling my face warm a little.

“Come on, just try it on. Humor me,” she laughed. “We’re just having fun. It’s part of the look.”

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

“There,” she said, satisfied. “You’re shaping up nicely,” she giggled as she lightly smacked my pantied butt.

I rolled my eyes, but despite my embarrassment, I forced myself to laugh along.

Then she turned, holding up the next piece. “Now for the finishing touch.”

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

“Step in,” she said.

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

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

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

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

She smiled, hands on her hips. “Lexi,” she teased through giggles, “you’re blushing, pretty girl.”

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

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

I faked another laugh, embarrassed that the girl I liked thought I was pretty. “Pretty? That’s not exactly what I was going for.”

She grinned, walking a slow circle around me like she was inspecting a piece of art. “Well, too bad. It’s working.”

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

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

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

Lana giggled. “Makeup time,” she said with mock authority. “Sit. I’m turning you into a girl.”

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

“Yep,” she said, gesturing to the vanity chair. “Now sit before I decide to make this permanent.’”

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

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

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

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

“Thanks, I think?”

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

I chuckled at that, watching her concentration in the mirror. “You’re really good at this.”

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

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

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

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

I did, feeling ridiculous.

“Perfect. Just a hint of color. You look alive again.”

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

“That’s comforting.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I look girly but like… still like myself,” I said.

She laughed. “Exactly. Your girly self, Alex. Lexi.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “I can’t believe you actually did this.”

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

“Actually, wait,” Lana said suddenly, eyes widening. “I almost forgot something.”

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

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

Wow,” I said under my breath. “That’s… weird.”

Lana beamed. “Weird in a good way. You look amazing.”

I shook my head, blushing. “I look like a girl.”

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

“Ten.”

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

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

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

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

“Natural?” I asked. “In this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lana was practically bouncing. “Right? Doesn’t he look amazing?”

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

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

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

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

“Group photo time,” she said. “Come here, girls.”

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

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

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

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

A few days later, that familiar midsummer boredom started creeping in again. Lana was sprawled across the couch, flipping through her phone, while Brianna sat at the kitchen counter sipping iced coffee. I was half-watching TV, half-dozing, when Lana suddenly said, “I know what we should do.”

I didn’t even look up. “No.”

“You don’t even know what I’m going to say.”

“I know exactly what you’re going to say,” I replied.

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

“Exactly,” Lana said, snapping her fingers. “Round two. You were a hit last time.”

I forced a laugh, shaking my head. “No chance. Once was enough.”

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

“I’ll admit it was…something,” I said carefully, not wanting to sound too uptight.

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

“I was just playing along for you guys,” I muttered.

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

“Yeah, my sister is an artist,” Bri said dramatically. “And right now, you’re her muse.”

I groaned. “That’s insane.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

The outfit really did look like something out of a porn film. The pleated tartan miniskirt barely covered my panties, sitting high on my waist and flaring just enough to move when I shifted my hips. The crisp white blouse was tucked neatly into it, its fabric soft and faintly sheer in the light, giving hints of the pink bra beneath it. White stockings stretched smoothly down my smooth legs, leading into glossy black heels that clicked lightly against the floor whenever I turned.

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

Lana nodded. “Hold still.” She added the last touch, a small pink purse that matched the color of my bright pink lipstick. “Now it’s perfect.”

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

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

I rolled my eyes but forced a laugh, turning slightly to one side, hand on my hip. “Like this?”

“Exactly like that,” Bri said, snapping a picture. “Oh my God, that’s perfect.”

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

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

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

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

I sighed. “Come on, do I have to?”

“Yes,” Brianna said matter-of-factly.

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

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

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

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

Laughter drifted back. Then Lana’s voice: “Maybe. Come to the kitchen.”

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

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

“Morning, Lexi, you look cute today,” mocked Brianna.

“Okay,” I said, crossing my arms. “What did you do with my clothes?”

Brianna gestured toward the empty chair. “Sit. We have some news for you.”

I sighed but sat anyway, honestly too intimidated by her tone to argue.

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

“Uh-huh.”

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

I blinked. “Stay…like this?”

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

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

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

“You’re not kidding,” I said finally.

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

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

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

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

“What the hell! Let go of me!”

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

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

“I’m not a little girl,” I yelled, nearing the point of tears.

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

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

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

“I asked, are you going to be a good girl, Lexi?” Brianna sounded harsher now, more serious.

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

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

“Yes, what?”

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

“Good,” she replied, the satisfied amusement evident in her tone, “What’s your name, good girl?”

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

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

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

“Umm, your name is Brianna.”

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

Lana giggled. “I think Miss Lana would be good enough for me. Mistress isn’t really my vibe.”

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

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

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

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

“I know this is hard right now,” she said warmly, “but you’ll see, we’re gonna have a lot of fun together. Just take deep breaths, pretty girl. You’re okay.”

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

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

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

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

I slipped it on, smoothing the fabric down before glancing in the mirror. The dress fit perfectly, the white fabric catching the glow from the window. I grabbed the pink nail polish from Brianna’s dresser like she’d said, and headed back downstairs.

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

“Okay, wow,” Lana said, leaning forward. “That’s adorable.”

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

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

“Thank you, Mistress Brianna. Thank you, Miss Lana.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Brianna smiled victoriously. “Very ladylike, princess.”

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

“Now that your nails are all pretty, it’s time for lesson two,” Lana announced. “Makeup time.”

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

Lana patted the chair. “Sit, beauty queen. Let’s get to work.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Deportment?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good,” Brianna said, tapping the screen. “Now listen.”

A calm voice came from the app: “Warm up your tone with humming exercises. Keep the sound light and steady.”

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

“Perfect,” Lana said. “See? You’re having fun already.”

We worked through scales, breath control, and a few tongue-twisters. The app offered feedback on pitch and clarity, lighting up green when I hit the target range. After twenty minutes, my voice felt looser, smoother, more resonant.

Brianna smirked. “Now for some lines.”

I nodded, knowing she would make this humiliating.

“Lexi,” Lana said, dramatically clearing her throat. “Repeat after me. ‘Hi, I’m Lexi, it’s so nice to meet you!’”

I tried it, self-conscious of how unmanly I sounded. “Hi, I’m Lexi, it’s so nice to meet you!”

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

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

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

I looked down. “Do I have to, Mistress Brianna?”

“Yes, sissy,” she scolded me. “You do.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, Miss Lana.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything, sissy,” Brianna said. “Introduce yourself again.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Part 2:
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By the end of the first week, I had settled into a rhythm that felt both exhausting and deeply humiliating. Mornings started with Brianna’s insane workouts: cardio, glutes, and endless leg and core sets that left my muscles aching. After that came speech practice with Lana, my voice had become convincingly feminine, and she now focused her attention on training me to converse and gesture like a girl. Not that I was ever allowed to talk like a guy, but during those sessions we really focused on perfecting my feminine attitude and vibe. This was followed by an hour of walking, sitting, and dancing drills in heels with whoever decided to supervise, usually both of them. The result was that my posture had become coy and effeminate and my stride was as delicate and graceful as a runway model’s.

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

Then, one morning, as I finished breakfast, Lana set her mug down with a mischievous smile. “You know,” she said, “you’re getting pretty good at all this. I think it’s time we step things up.”

Brianna nodded. “Agreed. Time for your first sissy field trip.”

“Field trip?” I asked warily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lana laughed. “Basically, we’re turning you into the girl of your dreams.”

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

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

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

They both laughed. “That’s more like it,” Lana said. “You’re so welcome, girly.”

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

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

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

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

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

Brianna smiled, resting a hand on my shoulder. “Hi! This is our sissy, Lexi. We need to make sure she’s got a full wardrobe for her new lifestyle. She’ll need a fitting and then to buy a bunch of bras, panties, stockings, and some nighties.”

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

The salesgirl’s eyes lit up at me like I was a puppy. “A sissy? That’s so exciting!” She grabbed a small clipboard and gestured toward a curtained hallway. “Let’s start by getting your measurements, sweetie, and then we’ll get everything from there.”

Lana nodded. “Perfect. I’ll browse a bit, see if anything jumps out at me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you,” I mumbled, high-pitched and breathy, “I’m so excited.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Brianna and Lana exchanged a giggle, “Yes we do.”

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

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

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

“Aw,” Brianna said. “So happy you’re excited about your new panties, sissy.”

The salesgirl giggled. “You’ve got great taste, Lexi.”

We kept moving, and I continued gushing. I brushed my fingers over a display of powder-blue bralettes and matching panties, exclaiming, “These are adorable.” Then I found a set in pale yellow satin and gasped. “Look at this one! It’s so cute.”

Lana chuckled. “You’re so cute, Lexi.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I looked at it like it would bite me. “That one’s my favorite,” I said softly.

“Mine too, princess,” Brianna chuckled, smiling. “It’s sweet and girly but still grown-up and sexy. Perfect for you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They both grinned triumphantly. “You’re welcome, Lexi.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Cute,” Brianna said condescendingly. “You look adorable.”

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

Lana tilted her head. “Okay, tell us what you love about it. How does it make you feel?”

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

The girls doubled over laughing. “Perfect. Next one.”

Out I came in the floral dress, the daisy-printed skirt swishing every time I moved, and the bodice clinging tightly to my apparent boobs. Brianna’s eyes brightened. “Alright, give us a twirl, sissy, and tell us what you like about this one.”

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

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

I didn’t know what to say, so I shamefully said the first thing that came to mind. “Like a princess, Mistress Brianna.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you,” I muttered, unable to hide my humiliation.

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

“The skirt feels cute and flirty.”

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

They traded amused smiles every time.

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

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

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

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

Brianna grinned. “So basically, you’re going to try on everything until we say stop.”

The clerk brought out box after box until a neat tower of shoes surrounded the bench. Thankfully, she didn’t seem to realize I was not all that I appeared to be. Lana handed me the first pair, a nude pump with a modest heel.

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

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

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

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

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

Lana nodded approvingly. “Yes, they do, pretty girl. I’m glad you like them so much.”

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

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

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

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

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

Brianna laughed. “Lexi’s too. Let’s find something that fits your new look, sissy.”

The attendant behind the counter perked up when she overheard the word sissy. “Oh, how exciting! We get some sissies in here, but none as cute as you, sweetie.”

I blushed shyly. “Thank you.”

“Well then,” she said, smiling, “I assume you’ll want a little extra sparkle for her. I’ll help you with that.”

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

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

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

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

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

The saleswoman waved from behind the counter as I walked out, now wearing the little pink butterfly earrings and a matching butterfly necklace on a thin gold chain. “Have a good day, girls, enjoy your new earrings; they look so cute.”

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

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

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

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

Brianna laughed. “Translation: you’re days of looking like any type of man are long gone.”

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

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

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

“Yes, Mistress Brianna.”

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

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

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

By the time we reached the counter, the basket looked like small treasure chests. The attendant smiled when she saw the haul.

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

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

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

“Aww,” Lana said. “You’re welcome, Lexi.”

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

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

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

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

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

Lana grinned. “That’s exactly the point.”

As we pulled out of the lot, I noticed the turns didn’t match our route home. “Wait,” I said, leaning forward a little, “this isn’t the way back to your place. Where are we going?”

Brianna exchanged a quick, secretive smile with Lana. “One last stop.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Brianna laughed. “Good girl.”

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

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

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

“Perfect,” Brianna teased, grinning over the top of her magazine, “she’s a real girly girl.”

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

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

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

“I, um, I love them. They’re really sparkly.”

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

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

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

“They’re so…girly,” I muttered softly, turning my hands over to inspect them.

“They’re so you,” Lana agreed, grinning. “They look beautiful.”

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

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

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

I blinked, caught off guard and nervous about what they could be talking about. “Um, okay, Miss Lana.”

As they left, one of the stylists approached me with a friendly smile. “Lexi, right? You’re my next appointment. You’re getting extensions and a honey-blonde color today?”

I froze for a second, eyes wide. They couldn’t be serious; that would be too far. I would have no way to revert to being a boy until they allowed me to cut it and dye it back. Before I could even think of a response, she giggled, “It’s okay, the girls told me all about you. Come with me, sweetie.”

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

“You’re going to love this,” she said, sectioning my hair with practiced hands. “Honey blonde is going to make you look so cute. You know what they say…blondes have more fun.

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

“Yes, it’s my first one.”

“The girls are helping me practice every day.”

“I’m not sure what color dress I’ll wear, hopefully something sparkly and cute though.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh my God,” I whispered, face hot with a mixture of shame and amazement. “I can’t believe this is me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Part 3:
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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.


Part 4:
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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:

Pink Christmas: My First Christmas as a Girl
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