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A Brief Forward
 
I love exploring my kinkier side in these books. I haven't written even one one-hundredth of the the books I’ve conceived of, and I haven’t published nearly as many books as I’d like. If I get some love and support for this book, I will continue writing about these characters. 
 
Unlike my previous books, this one has hints of magic. If this tiny taste of the mystical meets with approval from my readers, I may explore this a bit deeper. Like all my previous books, this story includes incidents of sissification, feminization, humiliation, male chastity, and other kinky taboos. I hope you will give me good reviews!
 
I appreciate feedback from my readers, but I wonder about some who only praise my books in negative reviews. If you like any of them, please don’t hide your views. Tell your fellow readers what you think!
 
I deeply appreciate all of your good reviews! Besides this possible series, I have several works-in-progress. Your feedback is important to me, and five star ratings—with kind reviews—encourage me to keep writing. If you enjoy my work, please let the Amazon community know!
xoxo
Mindi
 




Disclaimers and Warnings
 
This book is for adult, mature readers only! It contains extreme, torrid, kinky, and taboo sexual themes including: LGBT / CD / TG / Transgender, Dub-Con, Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Bondage, Sexy Spanking, Bondage, Humiliation, Sissification, Subjugation, Emasculation, Cross-Dressing, Male Chastity and More! Do not buy, borrow, download, or read all or part of this book if explicit taboo topics offend you, or if you or anyone you would allow to see this material are under the legal age, or are not permitted these materials. Do not read this book if such content offends you.
 
Warning! Reading this story may immerse YOU into a new lifestyle! You may be helplessly transformed into a sexy feminized sissy! This adult story deals with a young man who is turned into a feminine bikini girl and French maid! It describes MTF (male-to-female), TG (transgender), BDSM, kinky, LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender) erotica, including conflicted / reluctant forced-feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, forced chastity, and beauty treatments, as well as taboo, kinky fetish scenes of power exchange, gender and role reversal, bimbofication, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. 
 
If these topics offend you, please stop reading!
 




Statement of Compliance with Decency Standards
 
This book meets all Amazon/Kindle guidelines and decency standards. All characters are of legal age, and all are consenting participants in all activities depicted or referenced. No sexual or intimate contact or relations of any kind between blood relations—and no criminal or illegal activity—is depicted, advocated, condoned, presented, or implied.
 
This is a work of fiction. All events, characters, companies, entities, places, etc. depicted are fictional or fictionalized for the purpose of entertainment only, and do not refer to real people, businesses, locations, or situations. No resemblance to any person living or dead is implied or intended. All of the action in these stories is for personal entertainment only. 
 
This is a fantasy story. Do not try this at home! 
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Chapter One: Tonight’s Folly Is Tomorrow’s Regret
 
Dion and Denise Buckland were gathered with their closest friends and family at the local Jocks Over The Rocks sports bar, celebrating their 18th birthday in style. The twins—known as the DoubleDs or DDs since their birth—looked somewhat similar, but they were very different people. 
 
Dion was slouching in a clean (for him) basketball t-shirt. It was green and gold—their school colors. He wore his customary pair of indigo jean shorts, which were possibly not as clean. As the star point guard of the basketball team, he felt like the star of the party—casually upstaging his twin sister as he had for the last few years. 
 
The smugly popular teen was just over 6 foot tall, but weighed barely 150 pounds. His quickness and sharp shooting touch let him run up high point totals on the basketball court, but his lack of size and strength concerned college recruiters who were unsure how he’d do at the next level. He’d have to add a lot of muscle to keep up with the division one players, or else drop to a smaller program. 
 
Denise, with prim posture, was a close visual match for her brother. She filled out her volley ball t-shirt, also in green and gold, nicely with her modest but perky breasts. She paired her top with a new denim miniskirt. The color of their clothes suited both of them, complementing their strawberry blond hair and bright blue eyes nicely. Unfortunately, the twins didn't always get along quite as well as they once had. 
 
The siblings were inseparable before high school, but now they traveled in different circles, and as time passed their mutual resentments increased. Life treated the twins so differently. They looked almost indistinguishable from behind, but that similarity clearly favored Dion over Denise. 
 
Both were star athletes—he the star point guard for the basketball team, she the captain of the girls’ volleyball team. They both stood just over 6 feet tall. But while Dion was a highly prized date, Denise was shunned and teased for her equal stature.
 
Sexist societal norms dictated that their equal height looked better on a guy than a girl. Their classmates mocked Denise as “Godzilla,” but admired her brother’s identical stature. He was seen as long and lean, and his sports exploits made him a local celebrity. 
 
Meanwhile Denise appeared oversized for a girl and even slightly boyish with her bob hair style and lithe but powerful frame. Her athletic prowess won her respect from her fellow female athletes, but turned off most of the guys she found attractive.
 
Denise sat flanked by her volleyball teammates and closest friends Janie Wexler and Kat Jacobs. Janie—a slim and fidgety girl who always seemed to feel cold—was wearing a long turquoise mock turtleneck sweater over a pair of tight white jeans and her usual ballet flats. Kat sat demurely in her navy crop top and red short shorts, watching Dion among his throng of admirers. 
 
The fourth of their group, Alana Chang, sat nearby. She wore a tight off white romper that contrasted strikingly with her long shimmering black hair. Alana had flirted with Dion for months. She chased him, but he’d rebuffed her—humiliated her. He’d only had eyes for that basic chick Kat. She swore that soon she would change all that and make Dion hers.
 
These four girls were in shape and at least moderately attractive, but they were also at least 6 foot tall. They found that their height intimidated most boys. Even worse, most of the the cool kids—including their own brothers Dion and Dex—shunned them. This added to the friction between the siblings. 
 
“It's so unfair,” Denise told Kat and Janie, “our volleyball team has a good record every year, but we never get the same attention or respect that the boys basketball team gets.”
 
Janie frowned and said, “Well, we never won a county championship much less a state title.”
 
Kat sadly nodded, and said, “Even if we did, I bet the boys would still get all the glory!”
 
“Yeah, and all the best equipment, the best practice times….” said Janie.
 
Denise knew all this, and it frustrated her. Still, she wasn't sure she wanted to be a local hero like her brother. Even now, she felt slightly embarrassed by the attention at her own birthday party, and it made her grumpy. “I hate the sexist theme of this place!” she said.
 
“Oh I don’t know,” Alana replied leaning into the conversation, “the Jockette girls look cute in their uniforms. Reminds me of the ones I cheered in at my old school.”
 
A bit envious of her friend’s sexy appearance, Denise said, “Yeah, well this place smells like old beer. I’d never be caught dead in here if it were my choice. My stupid brother refused to have the party anywhere else. I am so over his prima donna attitude!”
 
Alana’s eyes widened at the mention of Dion. With undisguised ardor she said, “Ahhh your brother! Do you know if he’s…seeing anyone?”
 
Denise rolled her eyes at this. She was used to her friends and acquaintances pumping her for information about her brother. She found it annoying and even insulting having to wonder if they were just using her to get to him. She looked over at Dion, reveling in his fans’ and their mother Evelyn’s adoration. 
 
“Why is it always about him, even at my party?” she wondered, “he didn't even want this party! I get the better grades. I do more around the house.” At least she didn't mind the presents. 
 
Evelyn hugged her son and then began walking around snapping pics and videos on her iPhone. Dion's far more numerous but not as close buds sat scattered at several tables, looking bored. Usually when the guys gathered here at JOTR, they would buy beer using their fake IDs and flirt with the hot Jockettes, but they couldn't do that with any parents around. 
 
Janie’s older brother Dex remarked, “Birthday parties are for kids, let’s find something more our style” to Jimmy “Trunk” Devlin—the center on the varsity basketball team and Dion's best friend. The six-foot ten dark haired and heavily muscled jock wasn’t listening. He was too busy staring at Denise. One of the more desirable guys at their school, he’d asked her out repeatedly to no avail. His reputation as a caveman offended her feminist sensibilities. 
 
Dion benefited greatly from Jimmy’s fierce attitude and the powerful body that resembled a tall tree trunk, earning him his nickname. Every player in the league knew that hacking Dion or even setting a hard pick on him would bring Devlin’s wrath. Trunk’s protectiveness of Dion extended off the court as well. Despite his popularity, Dion had an indecisive, even slightly vulnerable side that few knew about. He kept it well hidden. 
 
After dinner, the the restaurant’s scantily-clad waitresses brought out the twins’ birthday cake. Laughing, the partiers began chanting, “Wish! Wish! Wish! Wish!” loudly enough to be heard over the Jockettes who were singing their silly birthday song and performing a little dance befitting their red and white cheerleader-style uniforms:
 
Have a happy birthday, both of you!
If you want a wish that will come true,
Stare into each other’s eyes,
Wish and get a big surprise!
 
The DDs glared into each other’s eyes. “One, two, three!” they chanted in unison, then they made their wish, and blew out the 19 candles. One for each year, and one more for good luck. But for one of the twins, their luck might not be all that good. 
 
The guests devoured the cake, and soon after that the party broke up. The DDs’ collected their gifts and Evelyn drove them home. Almost before the car stopped moving, the twins tumbled out of the car and dashed for the side door of their white colonial house. 
 
It was after eleven, and Denise wanted to get her beauty rest before meeting up with the girls for a trip to the mall. She was trying to beat her brother to the bathroom they shared so she could remove her makeup and get to sleep before midnight. 
 
Dion had other ideas. He’d stolen an old bottle of absinthe from a vintage store that afternoon, and then stashed it in their bathroom. He’d been looking forward to trying it. So he dashed toward the bathroom, trying to beat out his sister and grab the bottle before she could see it. The race would be close. The twins were close in size and nearly even in athletic ability. 
 
Aware of this, Dion tried to push Denise behind him. She was too smart for that, however. She ducked under his thrown elbow, stomped on his foot, and pivoted past her brother. Limping slightly, the boy chased after his sister. He grabbed her ankle as she sped up the stairs, tripping her so she banged her knee as he squirmed by. 
 
Dion bolted into the bathroom and locked the door to his sister’s room, laughing at her stream of profanity. He carefully climbed on the sink, and began rummaging through the top shelf of the high cupboard over the mirror. He wrapped his fingers around his treasure, a still-dusty bottle containing murky greenish liquid. 
 
The happy victor was swirling the liquor in the bottle, preparing to pour it into the bathroom cup when the door from his room opened behind him. Too startled to speak for a moment, he gaped at his sister who stood in the doorway. 
 
Overcoming his shock he started to ask, “What the hell….” 
 
But Denise interrupted also asking, “What the hell….”
 
Their simultaneous statements were an odd echo from the past. They used to speak in unison all the time when they were younger. Dion paused, and Denise started speaking again asking, “What is that and where did you get it?”
 
“It’s a bottle of liquor. You know mom and dad could drink when they were 18 like we are now? It's so unfair that we can't,” he complained, ignoring her second question. He looked her in the eye warily and challenged, “I bet you're going to tell on me, aren’t you, Little Miss Goody Goody?”
 
“I am not!” Denise objected, although she had been considering it. She looked curiously at the oddly shaped bottle with its weird label printed all in faded green ink. She wrinkled her nose at the dusty lopsided glass and the greenish liquid inside. It looked over a hundred years old!
 
Teasing her, Dion asked, “You want to join me in little birthday drink, sis?”
 
He was pouring a few ounces into their bathroom cup. As he did that, Denise got a better look at the label. It depicted a skeleton drinking from a glass, and leaning over as if talking to a little bird. There was also a peacock with its plumage extended on full display, each tail feather adorned with an eye-like decoration. 
 
“Oh what the hell,” sighed Denise, “you only turn 18 once!”
 
This surprised him. It was hardly the kind of thing his good girl sister would do. 
 
She added, “Hey, just for fun let’s repeat our birthday wishes!”
 
Dion rolled his eyes at this suggestion, but nodded with a superior smirk on his face. “Birthday wishes. So childish!” he thought.
 
“One, two, three!” they chanted in unison, then they mouthed the words to their repeated wishes and drank a gulp of the bitter liquid just as the church bells sounded midnight. They sputtered and choked on the oddly tasting drink. 
 
Denise shuddered and asked again, “Where did you get this crap? It tastes like varnish!”
 
Again Dion dodged her question, asking, “When did you ever taste varnish?”
 
Denise smiled and stuck her tongue out at her brother playfully. She remembered performing that gesture countless times when they were younger. Something about this silly but somehow grown up shared experience brought back warm memories of times when the two siblings were inseparable friends. 
 
That was before their growth spurts, when Denise grew into a gawky 6 foot volleyball jock, and before Dion became captain of the basketball team and thereby part of of the cool crowd. Now, they barely interacted. Although they'd signed up for the mixed doubles beach volleyball tournament again, and looked forward to challenging for the championship again. They'd finished third the prior year.
 
They hugged goodnight and, feeling closer than they had in years, kissed each other on the cheek. Startled, Dion thought, “That was weird!” Denise thought, “That was sweet.” 
 
As they moved to go to their separate rooms, Dion sort of staggered toward his sister’s room instead of this own. Catching himself, he seemed to lose his balance again for a moment and had to put down the bottle of absinthe to gather himself. 
 
When her brother rested the bottle on the sink, Denise read the slightly smudged inscription, “Wasted Wishes Never Forget. Tonight’s Folly Is Tomorrow's Regret.” Those words were oddly foreboding. 
 
The next morning Denise awoke at 7 a.m. feeling strong, rested, and energized. She showered, tidied her room, put in the laundry, and made herself a light breakfast of yogurt and a half grapefruit. 
 
Dion awoke two hours later feeling…different. 
 
Denise was sitting in the sparkling chrome and white breakfast nook sipping herbal tea and reading her iPad when Dion shambled into their modern kitchen. 
 
“Hey,” he grunted, with a slight rasp in his voice. 
 
“Hey. You don't look so great,” she replied, “are you hung over?” Then she asked with just a hint of scolding, “Did you drink the rest of that absinthe crap?”
 
“Ah no. I just left it…. I think it’s still in the bathroom?”
 
“I know. I’m just teasing you. I saw it on the sink when I went in for my shower and I put it away. Speaking of teasing, your hair has gotten kinda shaggy. I may have to start calling you sis!”
 
He glared at her. He knew what was coming next.
 
“You know, the old gypsy woman told mom she was going to have twin girls. She even picked out your female name….”
 
“Yes, yes, she was going to call me Diana, I know, I know,” he interrupted in exasperation, “after princess Diana.”
 
“Well, if you let your hair grow out any more I’ll have to start calling you Princess Di.”
 
“That's just so wrong on so many levels!” he complained, “you know she died tragically!”
 
“Yes, but she lived an amazing empowered life with all her charities, and she stood up to tradition and the monarchy to make her own way with her own feminine style.”
 
“She definitely was hot,” agreed Dion.
 
“Hey yeah, that reminds me. It’s supposed to be a hot July and I need some new bikinis. Janie, Kat, and Alana are coming by in a few. We’re going to the mall. Want to come? Maybe you’d look cute in a sexy tri-kini? You know, ‘a handkerchief and two small saucers’?” 
 
She flipped her wrist at Dion, and giggled at the look on her brother’s face. She wondered, was his anger tinged with another emotion? Embarrassment? Or something else?
 
Dion grumpily dropped a bagel into the toaster, ground a few handfuls of organic coffee beans, and set the automatic drip to brew at the strongest setting. The rich fragrance of java wafted through the house. 
 
He grabbed three of his sister’s new vitamins and washed them down with a gulp of orange juice. He smeared some cream cheese on the bagel, poured himself a cup of coal-dark coffee and another glass of orange juice, and settled in for his light breakfast. 
 
After finishing his meal, Dion was readying himself for his morning shower. He picked up his razor, but checking his face he decided he didn't need to shave—his peach fuzz wasn't noticeable. Then, he looked at his legs…..
 
Dion could hear the giggles and animated voices of teenaged girls from downstairs as he toweled off. Struggling to dry his hair, he thought, “Denise may have a point,” as he wondered how his hair had gotten so long so quickly. “Maybe it’s the new vitamins?” he wondered.
 
He hoped to impress Kat, so he started looking for a cool outfit. He wondered if she had been flirting with him lately. He rummaged through his piles of clothes and found his favorite shirt. It was a bit smelly, so he threw it back on the nearest pile. He found the relatively fresh pair of jean shorts he’d worn the day before, and sadly settled for one of the “good shirts” hanging in his closet.
 
“Hey girls,” said Dion, striding confidently into the family room where the teammates were gathered. It was already 90 degrees and only 11 a.m. Other than Janie and Dion, the five were dressed for the heat and humidity. 
 
He noticed Janie’s shapely breasts filling out her white ribbed sweater. She paired the top with stylish Capri slacks in a rust color that picked up her wavy auburn hair which she wore piled up in a messy bun. She wore off white ballet flats, at 6’3” she was self conscious about her height. 
 
Alana sported a wide-brimmed black hat tilted back on her long blonde hair, set off by a sexy lace crop top halter in light turquoise. She showed off her long tan legs with a short white skirt in sheer cotton and tan sandals with a three inch heel that made her seem taller than Dion.
 
Dion tried not to stare at Kat, but her look made it hard to resist. She wore a flattering body con short denim dress with white Converse All Stars and a white cap that contrasted with her long black hair strikingly. It was the 6’ athletic girl that captivated his attention, even more than her trendy outfit. 
 
The three guests smiled and returned Dion's greeting. Alana flirted with him openly, complimenting his pressed white linen shirt and adding, “We’ll be shopping for bikinis! Maybe you could join us? To give us your opinions?” she giggled.
 
Dion smirked and prepared to brush off the invitation. Then Kat and Dion made quick but brief eye contact, and he imagined her modeling bikinis for his evaluation and felt a surge of lust. He wondered again, “Is there a spark?” He reconsidered rapidly, saying, “Hey, I think I will.”
 
Shaking off her surprise at her brother’s decision, Denise yelled “Shot gun!” Grinning at Dion, she slid into the front seat beside Kat as other three teens clambered into the back seat of Kat’s cute red Mini Cooper. 
 
As the only male in the group, Dion briefly considered demanding front seat privileges, or even asking to drive, but he knew his sister would cry girl power and the rest would back her up. 
 
He realized that all five of them were at least six feet tall with long legs, and so squeezed in quietly between Janie and Alana—the latter “accidentally” rubbing against him with every turn or bump the car encountered no matter how smooth or slight. 
 
At a red light, “Trunk” pulled up beside them in his dad’s SUV with Dex riding shotgun. Janie, who did not get along with her older brother, tried to hide her face behind her Michael Kors bag. Dex spotted her from his much higher perch anyway, but he focused on different prey. 
 
“Hey Dion! Having a girls’ day with your besties?” He elbowed Trunk, hoping the big man would pile on ridiculing their friend, but he kept gazing longingly at Denise much too intently to notice anything else.
 

 

Chapter Two: Bickering About Bikinis
 
Kat pulled into a close-in parking spot at the mall, and the excited girls bounded through the glass doors and into the upscale department store. Dion sort of sauntered behind wondering, “What have I gotten myself into?”
 
The girls tried on dozens of bikinis and—as expected—Dion drooled over every one Kat modeled. She posed in a striking white bikini with a pink and blue flower pattern—that was clearly Dion’s favorite. 
 
The top tied behind her neck like a halter with a big floppy bow, and closed with a mesh lattice at the small of her back. The bottom piece provided partial coverage, and was accented by sexy mesh inlays at both of her thighs. 
 
Alana kept trying to get Dion to drool over her but failed, frustrating her greatly. Not used to not getting her way, in a fit of jealous pique at seeing her crush obsessing over her friend, Alana teased, “Hey Dion, do you like Kat’s bikini?” 
 
“Huh wha?” he answered, his voice cracking.
 
Shaking her head and smirking Alana asked ridiculously slowly, “I said… Do… You… Like… Kat’s… Bikini…?”
 
Blushing as he noticed Kat staring at him, Dion mumbled, “Yeah….”
 
Seeing his discomfort Alana pressed on, “What’s that? You think it’s just okay?”
 
Shaking his head Dion insisted, “No, I think it looks awesome!”
 
“Oh really?” Alana asked in a falsely innocent tone, “does it look awesome because it’s an awesome bikini, or because it’s on an awesome model?”
 
By now Kat was staring at Dion with rapt attention, and he felt increasing pressure under her gaze. He was afraid to betray his true feelings and even more afraid to ruin his chances with Kat. He wondered, “Should I gush over her and risk rejection if she doesn't feel the same way? Should I just play it cool?” 
 
In the end, overwhelmed by a confusing choice, he erred on the side of awkward and blurted out, “It’s the bikini!”
 
Dion felt horrible as Kat frowned and looked away, but Alana wasn’t done, “So you’re saying that bikini is so cute that anyone would look awesome in it?”
 
Dion shrugged his shoulders and started nodding angrily.
 
“Even you?” Alana taunted.
 
“I…what?” sputtered Dion.
 
“Umm…. I said, ‘Would you look awesome in that bikini?’”
 
Janie, stepping out of the changing room in a tragic lime green one-piece looked from Alana to Dion and back again. Sensing the rising tension, she tapped Denise on the shoulder and gave her a “do something!” look. 
 
Before Denise could rescue her brother, Kat stepped in between the quarreling teens. “What do you want, Alana?” she asked. 
 
Feigning nonchalance, the leggy dark haired beauty replied, “I don't know…. It just sounds like you're afraid Dion here would look better in that swimsuit than you do?”
 
Eyes wide, Kat stamped her foot in frustration, too angry to speak. 
 
“What a bitch,” Janie whispered into Denise’s ear as she vigorously nodded her head. Denise looked about ready to take a swing at Alana, so Janie grabbed her by the arm and pulled her back into the changing room. 
 
Recovering but still stinging from Dion's artless comments, Kat taunted Alana, “Maybe you’re afraid Dion would look better in a bikini than you do?”
 
Unfazed, Alana mocked in a sing song tone, “Oooooh! I think we have a ‘who wore it better’ challenge! I’m up for it. Hey, pretty boy.”
 
As Dion listened with growing embarrassment, Alana outlined the challenge, “Let’s see if your girl is right. We’ll both try on that sexy little bikini and see who rocks it best?”
 
All the girls began laughing at that, even Janie and Denise who’d pulled away from her friend and was about to confront Alana. 
 
That quip seemed to break the tension, as the leggy athletes let their pent up resentment about their second class status take a mischievous turn at Dion’s expense. 
 
“Let’s make it interesting,” Denise smirked, “if you look better in that sexy little swimsuit than Miss Conceited Alana here, she has to be your maid for … let’s see … how about a week?”
 
Alana presumptuously accepted Denise’s dare saying, “You’ve got a deal, but if I look better, little Di here has to be my maid for a week. And he has to wear my little Halloween outfit to do it!”
 
Dion's knees buckled and his eyes grew glassy as Alana struck a saucy pose and asked, “You remember my costume, right?” She flashed him a toothy grin then blew him a kiss. 
 
Oh he remembered Alana’s skimpy costume. He couldn't possibly forget it. She’d worn a typical sexy French maid outfit. Tight short black dress with a pouffy petticoat and a frilly white apron. She accessorized it with fishnet stockings, a black satin choker, and a flirty little head piece. 
 
He imagined she wore a matching bra and panties set underneath too, and he recalled wanting to check to verify that notion, even though he wasn't really that attracted to Alana. There was something about her that turned him off. Something predatory.
 
Dion gasped, this was all utterly humiliating. He asked himself, “What the hell is happening? They couldn't possibly be serious?”
 
Unfortunately for him, they were.
 
Kat poked at Dion's chest, staring into his eyes as he tried to focus them. Smiling shyly she challenged, “So what do you think? Do we get to see how you’d look as a beach bunny?”
 
Suddenly all the girls began begging Dion to accept Alana’s challenge. At first just to humiliate their obnoxious friend. But soon they started to bond over the idea of feminizing a star male athlete—the most elitist of the elite who casually lorded over the less than cool female jocks. The girls were relentless, assuring Dion no one would ever know. That it’d be fun. It’d be cute. 
 
Before Dion could protest, Kat whispered into his ear, “Come on! Do it for me? Pleaseeeeee?” She extended the last word into a breathy embrace that was more of a gentle kiss, and Dion shuddered at the seductive sensation. 
 
Reluctantly, against his better judgment Dion agreed. The girls shrieked and even as he was changing his mind, they dragged the hapless guy into the dressing room. 
 
Somehow Alana had been sure this would happen. She had a matching bikini already in hand. Within moments, the girls had stripped off their fashion victim’s shirt and were tying the little bikini top to his chest. The built in cups had a push up effect that created the illusion of two perky breasts. 
 
Smiling wickedly, Alana grabbed at Dion's belt, unbuckled it, and pulled it off his jeans. As his pants fell around his ankles, he tried to cover his growing erection with his hands, but the ever more dominant girl slapped them away. She licked her lips staring at his nearly-exposed manhood.
 
He turned to Janie and Kat and began saying, “I changed my mind. This is crazy! I….”
 
But before he could finish, Kat had pushed her soft gentle fingers into his boxer shorts. She felt along his hardened shaft, taking his breath away. Before he could catch his breath, she’d already pulled down his underwear and Janie had slipped the bikini bottom between his legs. 
 
Dion tried to stop her, but Alana grabbed his hands firmly and secured them behind his back with his belt. This let Janie pull the tiny piece of cloth into place and prepare to tie it into place with big flirty bows on each side of his hips. 
 
Alana pushed Dion’s balls up and back into his body, and pulled his dick back—tucked so his bikini bottom fit tightly like it would on a girl. 
 
“Do I even want to ask, where did you learn to do that?” Janie asked, giggling. 
 
Alana shrugged and said, “I've been thinking about doing this to some boy for a long time. In fact….” She looked like she was about to do something even kinkier to the helplessly bound Dion, but Denise was having none of it. 
 
“Come on, you, out!” she said, grabbing Alana’s arm and pulling her from the changing room. 
 
Dion felt profound relief but also an odd sense of disappointment watching his sister dragging the bossy vixen away. He had no time to reflect on the dizzying turn of events, however. As he turned back toward Janie and Kat, he started to say, “Wow this is out of control! Girls, untie my my belt so I can….”
 
But Kat shushed him. She had a determined look in her eyes as she asked, “Are you trying to back out?” with an edge to her voice. 
 
Dion shook his head but said, “Well yeah, I mean I can't possibly win this bet and I can't end up in a French maid outfit—for a week?” He felt this was beyond obvious. “What the hell is going on?” he asked himself, utterly perplexed. 
 
“Then no. I’m not letting Alana get out of this. If you try to win, you just might beat her. I’m only going along with this French maid bet to make sure you really do try. I'd just love to see the look on Alana’s face when you beat her in bikini contest!” 
 
Then, “Stand still!” she barked at Dion, and more calmly, “Janie, it’s makeover time!” 
 
Dion tried to pull away, but with his wrists tightly bound and his pants wrapped around his ankles, he wasn't going anywhere. Especially not with Kat holding his belt tightly, like a leash. 
 
Once she had made it clear that this was happening with or without Dion’s cooperation, he dropped his head submissively and she dropped the belt. At her urging and with her help, he kicked off his pants and boxers. 
 
With a smug wink, Kat took a firm hold of his face as Janie approached with the girls’ handbags. “Between the four of us, we probably have everything we need in here,” Kat mused.
 
Dion tried to reason with his captors, “Come on girls, this is crazy! You know I’ll look stupid in this?” Janie just looked him over, noting how lithe and girlish his body looked. 
 
When he pouted he looked even girlier. She shook her head and laughed at him as she methodically set up various lip colors, blushes, foundation, and eye makeup on a bench in the changing room. 
 
When he saw the cosmetics Janie had arrayed for him, Dion again tried to break free, but Kat put her foot on his belt, and held him tightly around his tapered waist. As Janie deftly applied foundation and blush to Dion's face, he pouted again, upset at his predicament. 
 
“Oh! That’s perfect, Diana,” Janie mocked. “Keep pouting your luscious lips just like that,” she commanded as she applied bright pink lipstick, her smile revealing just how much she was enjoying this. 
 
“Di…. Diana?” he whined.
 
“You know, like Princess Diana? Your namesake?” Janie giggled.
 
Dion again started to run, obviously not considering that he wouldn't get far dressed in a sexy bikini, but Kat held him firmly in place.
 
“Not so fast, Princess!” Kat said. She laughed, and Janie joined in. Their mocking words froze Dion. He whimpered quietly, almost silently, as they finished with his makeup and then styled his hair into the same cute little bob his sister wore. 
 
During this activity, Denise and Alana selected and slipped into flimsy, feminine coverups that were made to match their bikinis. They each took an extra coverup, and began perusing the shoe section—partly because they loved to shoe shop, and partly to find something cute to complete Dion's ensemble. 
 
When they returned to the dressing room, they found what appeared to be three girls waiting for them. There was Janie and Kat, as well as a mirror image of Denise, resplendent in a cute little white bikini with a pink and blue flower pattern—the exact same as the rest of the girls wore. It wasn't lost on any of them that Dion’s legs were as smooth as any of theirs. 
 
Standing together, the five looked like a team of promo girls, especially when they draped their wraps around their shoulders. They had to wrap Dion's onto him because his arms were still immobilized. 
 
The girls made him step into white high heeled sandals with a matching flower pattern. Denise wrapped the straps around her brother’s calves and buckled them into place. 
 
They paused for a moment before the mirror, so Dion could see how he looked. He couldn't believe what he saw. He looked shocked. He looked absolutely feminine. He looked like a girl who was shocked at how hot she looked. 
 
“OK girls, it’s time to settle your little ‘who wore it better’ bet!” Kat chirped, pulling Dion out of the dressing room and into the store. He tried to resist, but he couldn't get any traction in the three inch heels, and put into the public area he slid. 
 
Alana posed sexily next to the feminized boy, confident she’d win the bet. Still, she was not taking any chances. She wasn’t planning to miss out on having him serve as her French maid for a week, if not longer. Hopefully for much, much longer.
 
Janie gathered a few dozen shoppers together, and explained the situation. Each one got an index card and could write either “Alana” or “Diana” on it to cast their vote. It was closer than she’d have liked, but when the ballots were counted, Alana squealed in triumph. She took the belt still holding Dion’s hands together helplessly, and pulled him toward the registers. 
 
“That was easy,” Alana smirked. She handed the sales girl her father's platinum card and said, “I’m buying all of this. Five bikinis, five cover ups, one pair of sandals. We’ll wear them home.”
 
Dion went into even deeper shock hearing this. He was one of the best known athletes in the area. How could he risk been recognized wearing a bikini? Before he could argue, the girls dragged him by a series of mirrors in which he saw himself emerging from the dressing rooms. 
 
Rather he saw Denise, now wearing his jeans and shirt, and presumably also his boxers. She held her own clothes under her arm, and her hair was slicked back in the style he usually wore. 
 
When the ringing in his ears abated enough so they could work again, he heard Denise saying with a throaty laugh, “I’m not wearing any bikini, but I’ll take this one for my girlfriend. The wrap thingy too. These would look sexy on any chick!” 
 
As the salesgirl processed the payment and packaged the purchases for the Dion impersonator, “he” said, “I’ll catch you girls later!” With that Denise was gone.
 
Dex and Trunk were watching all the unusual activity through the large glass windows, and headed toward the store out of curiosity. They recognized the girls from distance and called to them, moving ever closer. 
 
Dion froze when he made eye contact with Trunk. Was that lust he saw in his friend’s eyes or recognition? Feeling a growing panic, he prayed that his buds would think he was Denise. By now, he should’ve learned to be more careful what he wished for….
 
Alana, laughing, said, “Come on girls. Let’s get going. I have a new maid to break in. I think I’ll call her…Didi!” Kat and Janie giggled at that, then shrugged and fell in behind Alana who laughed loudly as she yanked on the belt. Dion followed along docilely as the small group of girls took a direct path perilously close to Dex and Trunk….
 
“Can’t we go a little faster?” Dion whispered harshly at Alana who had stopped in front of Forever 21 to examine their latest offerings. He saw Trunk and Dex drifting closer to them, and he desperately hoped to avoid a close encounter of the humiliating kind. 
 
“Oh my! It looks like you're very eager to start your training as my maid, Didi?” Alana asked, as Janie and Kat giggled. They didn't want to encourage Alana, but the image of big shot sports star Dion Buckland mincing around as a French maid overcame their self control. 
 
They wondered, “Could it really happen?” If you'd asked them this morning, they'd have said, “No way,” but there he stood, on high heeled sandals no less, wearing nothing but a skimpy bikini and a diaphanous ultra feminine wrap. And he looked absolutely adorable!
 
Dion was about to lash out at the three of them as he turned to storm off, and literally bumped into the huge form of Trunk—his best friend in the world. 
 
“Oh! I’m so sorry, Denise!” Trunk apologized, “I’m so clumsy. Please forgive me?” 
 
He offered the last with huge brown puppy dog eyes and a crooked grin. Dion thought the big guy looked so comical and so abashed, he had to smile. 
 
“Hey! You're smiling!” joked Trunk, “if I knew that all I had to do to get a smile was bump into you, I'd have done it years ago!”
 
Dion had to laugh at that. Who knew Trunk had such a good sense of humor? 
 
Janie elbowed Kat in ribs and whispered, “Do you see that?”
 
Kat sighed and rolled her eyes. She wondered if this was really happening. Were their school’s two biggest boys basketball stars actually flirting with each other? The two seemed to be hitting it off—something that would've been highly out of character for the real Denise—but not for this carbon copy, apparently. 
 
Alana had managed to keep Dion away from Kat by scheming to feminize him into a bikini girl, and she wasn’t about to lose her crush to a boy! Impatient with this turn of events, she said, “Come on Denise! You have to settle up on that bet, remember?”
 
“What bet?” Dex asked, suddenly interested in a topic he considered his expertise. 
 
“Oh, Denise here lost a bikini modeling contest to me, and now she has to be my sexy little French maid.”
 
Trunk grinned, his eyes wide, and he said, “I’d pay anything to see that!”
 
Alana said, “That could be arranged. Exactly how much are we talking about?”
 
At this, Dion started choking and both Kat and Janie started laughing. 
 
“Any way, we need to get our little cutie here into her maid uniform. Ta ta!”
 
“Wait!” said Trunk, “Denise—will you go to the fireworks with me on the 4th?”
 
Flustered, Dion agreed as the girls giggled and dragged him away toward Kat’s car. 
 
Janie slid into the front seat next to Kat as Alana pulled Dion beside her in the back seat. She wrapped the belt around and around her hand, forcing his head into her lap. 
 
She stroked his cheeks cooing, “Soooo smooth.” She slid her finger tips down his legs, again cooing, “Ohhhhh so smooth here too! You really are my little bikini girl aren’t you?”
 
Kat bit her lip. She felt that seeing Dion wearing the exact same bikini she was wearing, seeing him so thoroughly feminized, should turn her off. Somehow it only made her want him more. 
 
She was so jealous of Alana who was toying with him now, and knowing that her frenemy would soon have her crush dressed up in a sexy maid uniform was the worst! Just thinking about it distracted her so much that she lost her concentration and had to swerve to keep her car on the road. 
 
Janie was the only one not overwhelmed by what was going on. She thought it was hilarious that Dion accepted a date with Trunk on his sister’s behalf, and texted Denise with all the details. She quickly got a reply: 
 
“If Dion wants a date with Trunk, then he can go. I’ll lend him my cute new minidress.” 
 
Janie burst out laughing at that mental image, but with everything else going on in the car, the other three barely noticed her behavior. 
 
Alana, her appetite for dominance aroused, was whispering in Dion’s ear, “I am so glad I found out what a total girl you are, Didi! We’re going to have sooooo much fun! You will be a perfect little maid for me, won’t you?”
 
“No….” Dion hissed.
 
“‘No?’” Alana mimicked in a high breathy voice. “No what? No you're not a total girl, Didi? There in your feminine little bikini, hair all styled like a girl? Your makeup and smooth legs, just like a feminine little girly girl. Oh really? You're not a girl?”
 
“Stop!” he pleaded.
 
“‘Stop?’” Alana mocked, “it’s too late to stop now, princess. You will soon be my maid. You will serve your mistress, bathe me, dress me, and do everything else I tell you to do. I think for every mistake you make, you will have to be my maid for another week.”
 
“That wasn't part of the deal!” Dion snapped, at which Janie and Kat both looked from Alana to Dion in wide-eyed surprise. 
 
“What the fuck?” Janie asked. 
 
“Hell if I know?” Kat replied, but Alana was in a world of her own, and Dion was her helpless captive in that world.
 
“Ahhh sweet little Didi, so you admit we have a deal?” Alana asked, arching her perfectly sculpted eyebrows at him.
 
He merely shook his head in disbelief, “How could I let this happen?” he scolded himself. 
 
“That reminds me,” Alana said, as if she were a judge delivering a sentence on a condemned man, “for every command you refuse, you have to spend another week as my saucy little maid. Maybe you will be my sexy little serving girl for the rest of your life?” 
 
Dion whimpered in shame and strange excitement at these words, wondering how he had fallen into this humiliating trap. He hoped that somehow his sister might rescue him? 
 
Too bad for the humiliated boy, Denise was miles on her way to the parks and recreation office at that moment, going there to sign up the DDs for the 4th of July beach volleyball tournament. 
 
The twins entered the beach volleyball tournament each year, competing in the open division that included both mixed pairs and men’s pairs. They'd done well every year, finishing as high as third place a few times. Denise hoped they'd do even better this year—if she didn't kill her brother first.
 
Denise had told Dion repeatedly that she was not at all interested in dating Trunk. She was furious that he’d actually set up a July 4th date for her with him. Denise saw the big man as a player and an old fashioned male chauvinist. “If Dion likes that huge ape so much, then maybe he really should date him!” she thought angrily. 
 
Denise shuddered at the very thought of dating Trunk. His sheer physicality scared her. She could imagine him easily pinning her down and forcing himself on her. She couldn't think of anything less alluring. If her moron brother was willing to risk that happening to her, then he could risk it happening to him. 
 
Kat pulled into the long looping driveway at Alana’s family’s home—one of the largest in town. She had reluctantly agreed to drop off Dion and Alana there after trying to invite herself in to join them. Janie put an end to that when she demanded to go home. It had gotten somewhat late in the afternoon, and she had plans with her family. 
 
Driving away, Kat hazarded a quick look in the rear view mirror. She saw Alana marching Dion through the front door. She wondered how he’d manage as the dominant teen's sexy French maid. 
 
Kat sighed feeling pangs of envy, wishing she was the one about to completely humiliated and feminize Dion. It wasn’t in her nature to dominate, but imagining the attractive star athlete as her French maid made Kat wet with desire. Her breathing became ragged as she wished for her chance to take command of Dion.
 
It seemed Janie wasn't very interested in the remarkable events of the day, or even curious at all about the potentially stranger and sexier things to come. Kat couldn't stop fantasizing about them, however. As it happened, events were playing out almost exactly as she’d imagined. 
 
 


Chapter Three: What Alana ‘Maid’ Dion Do
 
Within moments of their arrival, Dion turned on the charm hoping to persuade Alana to just forget about the bet. He threw his best cool guy attitude at her saying, “Hey girl, we don’t have to go through with this crazy maid thing, let’s just get busy!” but with him wearing a sexy bikini and makeup it came off more as coquettish flirting than masculine seduction. 
 
Alana laughed at him while reaching into a large hall closet and pulling out a plastic garment bag. She spun around, looked deeply into Dion’s eyes and said in a sultry French accent, “Enough of zee girlish antics, Didi! Eet ees time to try on your new uniform!” 
 
Dion, in disbelief, slumped to the floor as Alana’s laughter grew even louder. With undisguised glee, the increasingly dominant girl grabbed his dangling belt and used it to pull Dion back to his feet. He managed to regain his footing without the use of his hands thanks to years of balance training for various sports. He’d been a soccer star and even a gymnast before deciding to specialize in basketball. 
 
Alana half led, half dragged the defeated boy into the kitchen where she grabbed a large bag of frozen peas from the freezer. Then, she led her captive up the stairs to her room, holding the belt-leash in her left hand and draping the garment bag over her right shoulder. 
 
Dion was shaking his head at the riot of feminine styles and colors that adorned the room. Sumptuous pinks and lavenders accented her comforter, draperies, and even her furniture. He was also shaking in his sexy little sandals, all too aware of his impending humiliation.
 
The dark haired beauty unzipped the garment bag, draped it over a chair, and presented each part of the sexy costume like a winning trophy as she described them to a stunned Dion.
 
“First of all, we have the short black shiny satin dress, notice the white lace details? Then, look at this! Frothy stiff petticoats for underneath to pouf out the skirting and reveal a hint of your flirty black satin panties with white lace ruffles and a matching satin push up bra. Let’s not forget your slutty fishnet stockings and lacy garter belt….”
 
Dion argued, “I never agreed to all that! All I….” 
 
Alana smirked and casually interrupted him, “Didi! That's another week as my maid for daring to challenge your mistress! We both know you’ll love this. Now, back to your new uniform. This dress is a size 5—a bit small for you—so I'll have to tightly lace you into this satin corset with steel boning to train your figure.”
 
Dion cringed but managed to keep his tongue still, humiliated if not intimidated by Alana’s imperious treatment, and feeling a growing sense of shame. 
 
Alana nodded and smiled widely, enjoying his helplessness. She continued while laughing at her new toy, “Hopefully soon with your new strict diet and slimming exercise routine, you'll be a perfect size 5 just like me. Of course I’ll tie this cute little white apron around your drawn-in winsome waist and pin this dainty maid’s cap to your hair.”
 
Grinning, Alana tugged at the ties of Dion’s little string bikini, and giggled as it fell to the floor. His little cock began to stiffen, but Alana quickly forced her prey to step into the black lace panties. 
 
She then pulled them roughly into place, keeping his balls trapped and his shaft tucked out of sight. He wrapped the matching garter belt around his waist, and threaded the garters under his panties. “For easy access,” she taunted him. 
 
As embarrassing as this was, it didn't make that huge a difference. After all, he’d been wearing a sexy bikini for a while at this point. But things were about to get much, much worse for Dion. 
 
Alana lifted the belt up over her head and—before he could react or even understand what she was doing—she’d attached it to a bar secured to her ceiling. He was utterly helpless as she shortened the belt and forced him to stand on the tips of his toes. 
 
Alana squatted down and pulled off his left then his right sandal. As embarrassing and uncomfortable as the sexy shoes were, Dion missed their three inches of lift as he was now stretched and dangling in bondage from the belt. 
 
Suspended this way, Dion’s abdomen was both thinned and lengthened. Alana had little difficulty wrapping the cruel corset around him, and pulling it ever tighter until his shape closely matched her size five figure.
 
Dion, gasping for air, pleaded, “Alana, this is way too tight! You have to….”
 
Alana ended his entreaties with a sudden hard slap across his face that drew tears from the pain and humiliation he felt. “WHAT did you call me, Didi?”
 
Stunned, Dion examined her expression carefully looking for any sign she was putting him on. He saw nothing but angry command in her eyes and he thought quickly, “What had Alana called herself?” his mind spun under her harsh scrutiny. 
 
He knew that she wanted an answer and he needed to give her the one she wanted—and immediately. Finally he remembered and simpered, “I'm sorry, I meant Mistress. I….”
 
Another slap silenced him again. “A good maid should be seen and only heard when she’s spoken to. And you definitely want to be a good maid for me. Do you understand, Didi? I acquired this little device to ensure your obedience, missy!”
 
Before he could ask what device she was referring to, Dion felt Alana apply the frozen peas to his genitals, painfully chilling them and shrinking them to the smallest size possible. Even with the numbness, he could tell she was manipulating his cock and balls and wrapping something around his waist, then he heard a loud CLICK sound. 
 
As if reading his mind, Alana explained, “I can’t have my maid showing any unsightly, unfeminine bulges, Didi. You’re now securely locked in a ‘Sissy Bar’ stainless steel chastity belt. It will keep you chaste and submissive while hiding your tiny girlish cockette out of the way. Maybe we should call it your clitty? Isn’t that just wonderful?”
 
In horror, Dion nodded his head, mortified by Alana’s fierce attitude, and unable to comprehend how this insane situation kept getting crazier and crazier. But nodding wasn't what she wanted so she slapped his face again, and again, and again. With each slap, Alana drove home his fate. 
 
“You called me by something other than Mistress,” she pronounced, “that's a third week as my maid. You argued not once but twice. That's a fourth and fifth week! You spoke when you weren't supposed to and didn't speak when I asked you a question. That's seven weeks all together. Do you understand me, girl?” 
 
When Dion was slow in answering, Alana took out a paddle and began spanking his exposed ass with it. She repeatedly struck his soft, vulnerable flesh until he was actually sobbing and begging her to stop.
 
By now, both his rear and the remains of his male ego were burning, enflamed. He dangled from his own belt with his head bowed. Seeing no choice, he submissively said, “Yes Mistress, I understand.” 
Even as he said this, he swore to himself he’d never set foot anywhere near this room or this woman ever again. Unfortunately for him, he wouldn't have much choice in that. 
 
Alana deftly unhooked the belt, letting Dion rest his heels flat. As he rubbed life back into his numb arms, hands and fingers, Alana untied his bikini top and coaxed his weakened arms through the straps of an ultra sexy padded push-up bra. She clasped it shut in back, and hefted Dion’s apparent B cup breasts her her hands. 
 
As her captive whimpered in abject humiliation, Alana tied the froufrou petticoats around his nipped in waist. She pulled the tight, clingy dress down over his head, but left it bunched around his hips. 
 
She pushed him backward onto her bed, and rolled the fishnet stocking up his smooth legs saying, “This is the last time I'm doing this for you, Didi. Soon you’ll be rolling my stockings up my legs and dressing me for my hot dates.”
 
If she expected that last statement to make him even more embarrassed, it did. If she wanted to make him feel jealous. Well…surprisingly enough he did feel pangs of jealousy at the thought of him making her alluring and beautiful for another man. “Where did that come from?” he asked himself, “I never liked Alana, and especially not after she’s being such a bitch!” 
 
With the stocking tops clipped into place, pulling sensuously on the straps of his garter belt, Dion felt Alana lift him up and slip his feet into shining black patent pumps with a four inch heel. The surprisingly strong girl  gushed over how shapely and feminine his legs looked as she pulled the hem of the short dress into place half way down his thighs. 
 
She methodically positioned the flouncy white apron around his waist and tied it into a big girlish bow at the small of his back. Then, she placed the delicate black lace and satin choker around his throat. She used a bit of styling gel to give his strawberry blonde bob some extra volume, and pinned the dainty little cap into his hair. 
 
Not pausing to let Dion catch his now-shallow breath, Alana sat her toy at her vanity and began to transform his fading casual daytime look into a dramatic face including blood red lips, contour and blush, and enticing smoky eyes with thick coats of mascara. 
 
She again told him that this was the last time she’d help him primp. “Very soon you’ll have to to do your own makeup as well as mine,” she said. When she was done with his latest makeover, she displayed Dion to himself in her full length mirror, revealing the waifish but tarty nymphette he’d become. 
 
“Now your training starts in earnest, Didi,” Alana said imperiously. She made him mince around her room, swaying his hips coquettishly. She forced him to drop one curtsy after another until she was satisfied he was properly shy and submissive. 
 
She made him speak in a breathy, demure feminine tone and a French accent, “Oui Madame, bien sur Madame!” He practiced saying what she wanted and moving as she demanded over and over, looking and sounding more and more like an ingenue. 
 
The flirty girlish voice wasn't tough for him to adopt, considering the constriction he felt in the corset. He barely got enough air to stay upright, much less speak. Even he had to admit that he sounded every bit the sweet submissive maid she’d made him out to be.
 
The sexy strutting in the high heels with his hips swaying and the endless curtseying were much more difficult for him to accept. They made Dion feel completely emasculated. Especially as Alana kept teasing him about how adorably feminine he looked and she couldn't wait to show him off at her next party. 
 
“You’d love that, wouldn’t you Didi? Showing off how sweet and delicious you look to all of our friends? Bringing them drinks and hors d'oeuvres? Giving them little curtsies, showing off your sexy panties?” 
 
The prospect of anyone seeing what he’d let her turn him into horrified Dion. He couldn't protest, because she’d probably add more weeks to his servitude. He tried to mumble something uncommitted, but even he didn't expect to get away with that. 
 
“What's that, my little girl? You cant wait to display your new self to all your old friends?”
 
“Please Mistress, don't let anyone see me like this….” Dion begged, dropping into a graceful little curtsy.
 
“Very well, how can I refuse such a shy request when my darling maid asks so alluringly?” 
 
Dion sighed, relaxing as much as his constricting and humiliating clothing allowed. 
 
“But you must obey me in all things, Didi, for both months of your service to me….”
 
“Two months!” he said, before he could stop himself. Immediately he feared the consequences of his impulsiveness. He didn't even realize what his reactions meant, that his devious domme was already well on the way to breaking his will; she was already molding him to her purposes. 
 
“Make it three months,” Alana taunted, “care to try for four months?” She raised an eyebrow at him, daring him to object. “So we’re agreed, then Didi? Three months as my adorable little maid?”
 
Chagrined beyond his worst nightmare, Dion again curtsied and whispered, “Oui Madame, we are agreed.” Not yet satisfied, Alana insisted he explain in excruciating detail how he came to be in her bedroom, dressed as he was.
 
At her command, Dion said, “I’ve always longed to be your maid. I need to dress as a sexy little girl and serve your every need.” She made him repeat this in his most feminine voice and even under duress he sounded very convincing by his fifth or sixth try. 
 
Alana laughed harshly and loudly and patted her maid on the head, “That’s what I thought, princess. That's what I thought. Oh, and in case you have any ideas of backing out on your commitment to serve me, consider this. That chastity belt is one of the most expensive on the market. It can’t be sawed off or burned off. It must be unlocked or it says on you. Forever.”
 
Reveling in the astonished look on Dion’s face, Alana continued, “It only has two keys. One I put in a safety deposit box only I know about. The other, I mailed to a PO Box out of state. You’re stuck in that device until I let you out of it. That means no sex, no masturbation, no sexual relief of any kind unless I say so.”
 
Dion felt like calling her a bitch, even striking her until she gave him the keys, but before he could even twitch, Alana revealed even more of her heartless trap to her helpless victim.
 
“Didi my girl, take a good look at that big teddy bear in the corner. That's a nanny cam. Our entire afternoon has been videoed and stored on the web. Of course I muted out my instructions to you, so it will look like all of this was your idea!” obviously pleased with herself, Alana grinned and declared this first session over. 
 
She tossed him a very feminine black raincoat to wear over the maid’s uniform for the short ride to his house, and directed him to follow her into her little baby blue VW bug. Alana chatted animatedly the whole way home. She said he had to sleep in one of his sister’s nighties to “stay in character,” and arrive at her door in his new uniform by 7 a.m. the next morning. 
 
She warned, “And you’d better do as I say, or else you’ll never get any sexual release ever again, and you’ll be the latest internet sensation, ‘Didi the sissy maid!’” 
 
As they pulled up in front of his home, Dion was shivering. Alana felt more alive than she ever had in her life. She’d flirted with Dion for months. She chased him, but he’d rebuffed her—humiliated her. He’d only had eyes for that basic chick Kat. Now, all that had changed.
 
Before Dion could leave, Alana pressed the button to lock all the doors. When he opened his mouth to ask her why, Alana grabbed his head and thrust her tongue deep into his mouth. Dion moaned, first in pleasure but then in pain feeling his cock trying to get hard, but encountering crushing resistance in its tiny cage. 
 
“You’ve been such a bad girl, Didi,” Alana panted, “denying me both the domination over you I’ve wanted and the subservience to me you’ve craved. That’s all over now. You belong to me now.” 
 
She shushed him before he could reply, saying, “Surrender to me or fight me. Give yourself to me willingly, or have me take you by force. I don’t care. Either way, I’ll win no matter what. Your life as a free person is over. Your life as a male is over. Your life as my submissive, feminine maid has just begun.”
 
With that she unlocked the doors, slapped her maid on his pantied ass, and sent him on his way. 
 
5 a.m. the next morning, Denise awoke to muffled sounds of sobbing coming from the bathroom. Concerned, she padded across the thick carpeted floor and gently opened the door. She was stunned by what she saw. 
 
“Dion! Why are you wearing my nightgown? Are you wearing makeup?” she demanded. 
 
He didn't want to tell her the truth about Alana entrapping him as her French maid, so he tried the first excuse that came to him. “I don't know?” he cried, “I’ve been feeling weird since our birthday night when we made those wishes!”
 
“You've sure have been acting weird. Did you wish to be a girl or something?”
 
“No! Are you crazy?” he snapped.
 
Denise shrugged, “I don't know. It might be fun having a twin sister!”
 
To be continued? 
 
I have ideas for one or more installments to this story. Leave positive feedback if you like the story so far, and I’ll write more! 
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Sibling Rivalry 2, Turned Into My Female Twin: A Torrid Transgender Tale of Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Spanking, BDSM, Humiliation, Sissification, Medical Play, Kinky Chastity and MORE!
 
Sibling Rivalry 3, Feminized Into My Own Twin Sister!: A Torrid Transgender Tale of Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Spanking, BDSM, Humiliation, Medical Play, Chastity and MORE!
 
Sibling Rivalry 4, Feminized Into My Twin Forever: A Torrid Transgender Tale of Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Spanking, BDSM, Humiliation, ... Medical Play, Chastity and MORE!
 




Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Series
 
Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! Part One: A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization
 
 
Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl
 
 
Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Three: Still a Girl at Summer’s End
 
Part Four Coming soon!




The Miss Management Series
 
 
Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls
 
Miss Management 2: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress
 
Miss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl
 
 
Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl
 
 
Part Five Coming soon!




Anthologies and Stories 

From Candy Apple Press
 
Candy Apple Press Sampler
 
Thirty-Two Flavors—a fun “round robin” story that was co-written by three authors taking turns feminizing a haughty male victim.
 
Manipulated: Stories of Dominant Women Getting Their Way and the Men They Overcome
 
Candy Apple Press featuring Kylie Gable, Alyssa Paige, Claudia Acosta, and me! Plot-driven, realistic female domination and forced feminization erotica Check out: www.CandyApplePress.org
 
 


Catch up with Mindi Harris
 
Keep up to date with me via my author page.
 
Besides my own books, I’ve collaborated with several authors by editing and otherwise helping them with some of their great stories. Please click here to see a complete list of publications I’ve contributed to on Amazon.
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