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Introduction from the Author
 
Halloween is a magical time of year. People feel free to dress up as fantasies and adopt temporary new identities. I’m no different. I usually eschew fantastical devices—technological or otherwise—this Halloween I’m going to indulge my imagination any way I want and invite you along for the ride. 
 
The first story in this collection is my usual “feminization vérité” style in that it actually could happen, but the second and forth both rely on the supernatural, while the third employs a patently unrealistic science fiction device. I hope you enjoy these four very different treats, and don’t begrudge me my little tricks. Happy Halloween!
 




All rights reserved. No copying, excerpting, summarization (other than for the purpose of reviewing), resale, re-use, retelling, recording, sharing, lending, or (re)distribution of any part of this work, including any of the descriptions, narrative language, scenes, characters, plot lines, events, or any other content is permitted without express written permission of the author, Mindi Harris.
 
Reader discretion advised. For Mature audiences only. Do not buy, borrow, download, or read this book if explicit sexual fetish / erotic / taboo topics offend you, or if you—or anyone you would allow to see this material—are under the legal age for adult-themed materials. Avoid this book if such materials are not legally permitted where you are, or if you are for any reason not legally permitted to buy, borrow, read, share, or possess such materials.
 
This collection meets all Amazon/Kindle standards. All characters are of the legal age, and all are willing, consenting participants in all activities depicted or referenced. There are no sexual or other intimate relations between any blood relations. No criminal activity is presented or implied. 
 
This is a work of fiction. All events, characters, places, etc. depicted are fictional fantasies. None of this refers to any real people or situations. No reference or resemblance to anyone living or dead is implied or intended. All of the action in these stories is for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home! 
 
 
 




Disclaimer: Don’t Read This Unless You Want To Be Feminized
 
Beware! This 19,000-plus word collection will immerse YOU into your new life! You will find yourself helplessly transformed in body and mind—from a normal male into a sexy feminized sissy! These stories will force you to become a sorority girl, feminine coed, cheerleader, slutty waitress, sissy, and more!
 
Warning! This story contains MTF (male-to-female), TG (transgender), BDSM (bondage, discipline, sadomasochism), kinky, LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender) erotica, including conflicted / reluctant characters’ forced-feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, forced chastity, as well as taboo, kinky fetish scenes of rough sex, spanking, power and role reversal, bimbofication, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. 
 
If any of these topics offend you, please stop reading now.
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A Brief Forward 
From Mindi Harris
 
This collection includes four short stories of forced feminization, humiliation, male chastity, and other taboo fetish topics—including two alternative versions of a domination drama for a total of six, sexy scintillating stories! I hope you enjoy all of them! 
 
I love writing these stories, and I love to picture you helplessly feminized at the hands of the women in your life. (But keep in mind these are all fantasies. Not reality.) Please leave positive reviews if you want more stories like these from me. I deeply appreciate all of your good reviews! I have several works-in-progress.
 
I thank you for your patience as I work on the climaxes to my unfinished series. I’m getting them closer to conclusion, and I need just a bit more of your patience and encouragement to see me through to the end. Or to put it another way, I know how many of you are reading these stories, and that many of you read most or all of them. 
 
Consider this an order: leave positive feedback right now! 
 
xoxo 
Mindi
 




Some Exciting Excerpts
 
1. Halloween Shorts—Tricked by My Twin and Forced to Take Her Place as a Sexy “Breastaurant” Waitress
 
A sister talks her twin brother into dressing up for Halloween in her sexy “breastaurant” uniform for a costume party. He goes along, hoping to win over his sister’s super-hot best friend. The girls feminize him and make him work a shift as a slutty waitress. They record his transformation on video to entrap him....
 
Jillian grabbed the thong and coaxed Alex to lift one foot then the other, letting her pull it up as far as it would go under his towel. Then, she had him do the same with the stretchy pink bikini swimsuit bottoms with what looked like thick padding. Before he could protest, Jillian reached into the sexy pink fabric and pushed his manhood back and up until it was undetectable. 
 
When he started to harden, the blonde smirked and whispered into his ear, “Luckily your thingy is so tiny, it’ll be very easy to hide.”
 
 
2. Spectral Sex Change—The Pompon Poltergeist: Transformed by the Ghost of a Teenaged Cheer Girl
 
A young man hits a girl with his car, killing her. Her voice appears in his head demanding that he confess. She starts haunting his dreams, forcing him to dream about joining cheerleading, shopping for a prom dress, and serving as a bridesmaid. Still he still refuses to confess. She eventually grows more insistent and powerful until she picks out his Halloween costume....
 
“I think you’d make a beautiful cheerleader!” Lisa whispered, “I could lend you my pom pom girl uniform from high school if you’d like?”
 
I took a deep breath and began to flatly refuse her offer, but I was shocked at the words that gushed out of my mouth, “Oh, would you? That’d be soooooo awesome! I’ll be your BFF!”
 
My eyes widened and I could feel my face flushing in humiliation as I saw the knowing smile on Lisa’s face. I heard the men in our section sniggering at me. I was so embarrassed I wanted to die. Guys I’d hoped to bond with looked at me like I had three heads. Others who I barely knew regarded me with undisguised amusement and even lustful looks. 
 
 
3. Professor Mortimer’s Mind Control Machine
 
A creepy college professor uses his illicit machine to control the minds of beautiful coeds, turning them into horny bimbos and making them worship him in every way. One of them has a twin sister who sneaks into his lab and reverses the process.
 
The former Mortimer, now Marissa the Maid, insisted I live in the large manor with “her” where “she” could wait on me and serve my every need. Of course, I accepted and invited all of “her” former harem girls to join us, establishing the first sorority house in Prestige College history. 
 
To placate the College Administration, we installed Marissa as our house mother, and enjoyed both the comfortable accommodations and the on-demand maid service. I’ll never forget the day I returned to the big Alpha Phi Pi (standing for Alpha Female Power) sorority house from history class to find Marissa opening packages. 
 
“What do you have there, girl?” I demanded. 
 
In reply, she proudly held up a short black satin dress adorned with white lace at the neck, hem, and cuffs. A classic French maid uniform. 
 
“Well stop wasting time!” I said, “put it on, you dumb bimbo!” 
 
 
4. The Tell Tale Locket: The Cost Of A Stolen Legacy
 
A silly prank, an ancient family talisman, an ailing matriarch, and an arcane ceremony combine to change a lazy, entitled young man’s life forever.
 
“Hey!” said Andrew, as she pulled a pouch over his penis, and looped four cords around and through the belt, pulled it back between his legs, and clicked a lock shut.
 
“There we go,” she said, pulling Andrew’s panties into place over his hips. Next, she produced a matching Victoria’s Secret “Bombshell” padded push up bra, and guided his arms through the straps. She spun the confused boy around and clasped the bra closed in the back, then slipped silicone inserts into the cups, giving Andrew a near-exact approximation of his sister’s C-cup breasts.
 
In quick succession, Melissa finished dressing Andrew in Cynthia’s clothing. She rolled up a pair of white silk stockings, slid them up his smooth legs, and fastened them to the six garters dangling from the belt locked around his waist. 
 
She then buttoned Cynthia’s coral colored silk crepe blouse onto Andrew, and then positioned an exquisitely feminine rose colored classic Chanel silk-lined suit skirt on his hips. She noted that it was a bit tight, but knew that the blazer would help to disguise that.




 
 
1. Halloween Shorts—Tricked by My Twin:
Forced to Take Her Place as a Sexy “Breastaurant” Waitress
 
© 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved
 
— Halloween —
 
It was the Saturday afternoon before Halloween. Alex Munson was slouching in his family’s family room watching his favorite football team blow a six-point lead when his twin sister Alexis sat on the sofa next to him. 
 
She was wearing her “Busty Girl’s” uniform—very tight spandex pink short shorts, and an even tighter pink and white tank top, also spandex. He was wearing his usual dingy jeans and grungy t-shirt. 
 
“Hey, Alex, do you have a Halloween costume for the big party tonight?” 
 
The eighteen-year-old shrugged helplessly as their arch-rivals sacked his favorite quarterback and the last few seconds ticked off the clock. 
 
“It’s at Jillian’s you know?” Alexis asked, getting the expected rise out of her brother. She knew he’d had a huge crush on her blonde best friend forever. 
 
“Oh?” he asked, trying to hide his heightened interest. “I don’t really need a costume, do I?”
 
“Eh, maybe not, but the invite did say costume required so....”
 
“Costumes are for babies,” Alex said, still frustrated that his team was about to lose again. 
 
“Sooo? I’m getting changed into my costume now. Then we can drive over there together in mom’s car.”
 
Within fifteen minutes, the two were readying to go. Gold-toned high heeled boots encased Alexis’ sculpted legs all the way up to her thighs. A skimpy blue garment—a cross between a miniskirt and a loincloth—barely covered her hips and groin. A hint of bright pink peeked from underneath it.
 
A metallic golden belt in the shape of intertwined Ws nipped in her already tiny waist, from which hung a coil of golden rope. She wore an impossibly tight bright red bustier that pushed up her breasts into twin mounds of perfection. As final touches, she’d placed a golden ringlet on her head, and matching gauntlets on her arms. She was dressed as a fierce but feminine Wonder Woman. Alex was dressed as—an eighteen-year-old guy. 
 
“How did you get ready so fast?” Alex asked his notoriously late-running sister.
 
“I’m wearing this over my ‘Busty’s’ Uniform,” she explained as he nodded slightly, not really caring that much. 
 
“So, what’s the big deal if I don’t have a costume? What’s the worst that could happen?” he asked. He was just eager to see what sexy costume Jillian was wearing. He found out soon enough, but the experience was not at all what he’d hoped. 
 
After the brief drive to Jillian’s, they met her at the front door and she brought them both inside. The deeply disappointed look on Jillian’s face sent ice sickles through Alex’s soul. She welcomed Alexis warmly as he sulked.
 
“Lexi, you look sooooooo awesome!” she sang, but became snarky as she regarded Alex. “I was really hoping to see you in a clever costume, Alexander,” she scolded, “I thought you might be more fun loving and adventurous.”
 
Alex hung his head as she continued, going on and on about how the invitation said costume mandatory as Alexis looked on shaking her head judgmentally. 
 
“I thought I could be attracted to you, Alexander, but it seems you can’t even follow simple directions or go out of your way to make me happy,” the beautiful blonde pouted. 
 
Alex raised his eyes slightly to check out Jillian. She looked even more stunning than usual in her sexy Super Girl uniform. He couldn’t help gasping as he gazed from her shapely legs clad in the bright red knee length high heeled boots, to the sexy matching miniskirt that danced around her thighs. 
 
He felt dizzy as he drank in the way the navy-blue top seemed painted onto her body. The red S Super Girl logo over her ample chest forced his focus onto that alluring part of her stunning girlish shape. But now her bright blue eyes were glaring at him. This was going badly. It was much worse than he could’ve ever imagined. How could he have been so stupid?
 
Alexis piped in, “Oh, Jillibean? You thought Alex didn’t have a costume? No no no! He has one, but he just needs to change into it, like in your room?”
 
Alex exhaled in mixed relief and confusion. What was his sister talking about? He had no costume, but maybe whatever scheme she was thinking of could redeem him in Jillian’s eyes somehow?
 
But Jillian seemed dubious, standing with her arms folded and her full, pink glossed lips frowning, “What costume? I don’t see anything?”
 
Alex looked at Alexis expectantly, hoping she had some answer for this. She did, but not one that he’d like. 
 
“Well.... it’s like this,” she began, staring into her brother’s eyes, a mischievous smirk dancing on her lips, “he’s going as ‘Busty Girl’ this year! He’s....”
 
Jillian shrieked, “No WAY?? That’s awesome!” Focusing her attention on Alex she beamed, “Wow I really misjudged you! That’s exactly the wild and crazy idea I was hoping you’d try! Lexi, how did you talk him into it?”
 
Choking back her laughter, Alexis explained, “I didn’t talk him into anything! He totally begged to borrow my little outfit. I basically fell down. Big Mr. Macho here wanting to prance around as a ‘Busty Girl,’ and after all the times he said I looked slutty in the uniform!”
 
She shot a vindictive look at her brother at her last line, the only part of her comments that were even remotely true. Alex stole a quick glance at Jillian, hoping she didn’t take offense at his calling her slutty looking by extension, but if she did, she betrayed nothing.
 
“But where’s your uniform, then?” Jillian asked, seeing neither of them was carrying anything other than Alexis’ handbag. 
 
“Hold on, I’ll grab it from the car,” Alexis said, dashing out the door and leaving her brother alone with her BFF.
 
“So, how long have you wanted to be a ‘slutty waitress’ like me?” Jillian asked, regarding Alex closely. He began to stutter a denial but she cut him off, “I’m just teasing you! Don’t get your panties in a bunch, girlfriend!” she laughed. 
 
Alex was already in a slow-motion meltdown before, but when his dream girl started referring to him as a “slutty waitress,” panic began to set in. 
 
“Maybe this isn’t the best idea....” he started, but the angry flash in Jillian’s eyes made him stop.
 
As Alexis returned with a small pink rolling suitcase, she heard her BFF shooting down her brother’s excuses. “Oh please, Alex!” Jillian said, “We all know you want to do this, so stop playing coy!”
 
Smiling widely, Alexis had the case open within an eye blink, and was searching furiously among the panties, bras, makeup, and various other items inside. “Oh crap!” Alexis said, “I guess I forgot the uniform!”
 
Relieved, Alex said, “Oh well, maybe next year?” He certainly wasn’t going to mention that she was wearing her waitress uniform under her Wonder Woman costume.
 
“Oh no! I’d hate to see you miss out on your chance to flaunt your assets as a “Busty Girl!” Maybe Jillian could loan you one of hers?” Alexis said, tapping her chin with her pink manicured finger as if she were deep in thought, but she couldn’t completely hide her glee at the way her brother was sinking helplessly into this impending humiliation. 
 
Alex’s face turned ashen then bright red as he tried to construct some plausible excuse to get out of the situation, but Jillian spoke much too fast for him to escape. 
 
“OMG! That’s even better!” she said, clapping her hands, “I can’t wait to get you into my outfit, Alexis!”
 
Alex felt emotional overload. He barely caught that Jillian had called him by his sister’s name. Yes, his crush was gushing at him, and ordinarily that would have felt great. Except she was only doing that because his sister had committed him to dressing up as a sexy “breastaurant” waitress, and even made it sound like it was all his idea!
 
Finding it difficult to breathe, as if in a trance, Alex let the two eager girls usher him up the stairs to Jillian’s room. Jillian was pulling Alex, and Alexis was pulling the suitcase behind her. 
 
Once the three teens were in her ultra-femininely decorated bedroom, the beautiful blonde pushed him down onto her bed and started opening her drawers. He’d dreamed of being with her in this very room, but not like this. Certainly not with his sister there.
 
Within moments, Jillian was holding up a pair of tight pink short shorts, and the pink and white tank top emblazoned with the words “Busty Girl” in a feminine script. She smiled as she sauntered up to Alex. He shivered as she purred, “Ready to get changed for your shift, Princess?”
 
Alex’s masculine pride made a valiant stand, “I changed my mind!” he protested, “I should really wear a different costume!”
 
Alexis agreed, “Maybe you’re right. You can wear this Wonder Woman costume instead! Wait here, I’ll go change and you can wear this?” 
 
Jillian shrieked, “Yassssssss! Oh, you’d make such a sexy Wonder Woman! Everyone would Wonder about your true gender for the rest of your life!” 
 
As the girls openly mocked him, Alex gawked at the mental image of himself clad in that scandalous Wonder Woman outfit, and then trying to explain to everyone why a cisgendered guy would ever wear such a thing. The chagrined teen slowly shook his head in mute but adamant opposition to swapping clothes with his sister who was striking a provocative pose, her hip jutted out with her hands on her waist. 
 
All of a sudden, the “Busty Girl” outfit didn’t seem quite as embarrassing after all. Not compared to the ultra-seductive feminine alternative at least. Alexis laughed loudly at her brother’s shocked reaction, and then at his growing embarrassment as Jillian pulled him into the bathroom attached to the bedroom. Listening through the closed door, she could hear Alex complaining at first, but soon submissively giving in. 
 
Wasting no time, she reached into the suitcase and pulled out her makeup kit, a wig that very closely resembled her own brunette tresses, and a pair of shiny pantyhose. Then, she removed a pink lacy padded push-up bra, a waist clincher, pink bikini bottoms, a lacy pink and white thong, and other items she’d carefully chosen. 
 
Meanwhile, Jillian had started running a luxurious bubble bath with a powerful lavender scent. She overcame Alex’s objections rather easily, and was carefully shaving his legs with a pink razor and Sexy Silky gel. 
 
His last wall of resistance crumbled when she stroked his crotch and cooed, “Let me see what you’re packing,” while licking her lips, “I foresee a blowjob in your future, if you play along.”
 
Alex emerged from the bath clad in a fluffy pink towel with smooth, glistening, moisturized skin. Jillian had made him wear the towel tight under his smoothly shaved armpits—just like a girl. Even though Alexis knew what to expect, when saw him she burst out laughing. 
 
He stamped his foot in frustration and resolved to put his own clothes back on and leave. This plan quickly hit a major problem. When he peered into the bathroom, he didn’t see any sign of his clothes anywhere. Just his costume for the party arrayed for him on Jillian’s bed: pink spandex shorts and top, a bra, pantyhose, thong panties, tiny socks, and dainty running shoes with pink trim. 
 
Alexis challenged her brother with a confrontational glare. He usually stared his sister down, but this time he yielded. He just didn’t feel that powerful, and he reluctantly decided to choose to fight other battles. 
 
Unfortunately for him, his surrender only emboldened his twin. She enjoyed feeling superior for once, and she wasn’t going to relinquish her new-found power without a struggle. 
 
Jillian grabbed the thong and coaxed Alex to lift one foot then the other, letting her pull it up as far as it would go under his towel. Then, she had him do the same with the stretchy pink bikini swimsuit bottoms with what looked like thick padding. Before he could protest, Jillian reached into the sexy pink fabric and pushed his manhood back and up until it was undetectable. 
 
When he started to harden, the blonde smirked and whispered into his ear, “Luckily your thingy is so tiny, it’ll be very easy to hide.”
 
Alex understood why they were having him wear the bikini bottoms as the thicker fabric held his manhood firmly tucked back. He also felt something jiggling on his butt. Then, as Alex’s male bits were held firmly in place, Jillian attached surgical tape to keep them where they couldn’t be detected.
 
Before Alex could protest, Jillian pulled the towel away. Sure enough, his crotch looked absolutely feminine. Seizing the moment as her brother gaped in confusion, Alexis wrapped the waist cincher around him and pulled it tightly, fixing the clasps shut until he had an hourglass figure. This even, despite his flat chest. 
 
Jillian remedied that by gluing two realistic breast prostheses onto him, then forcing Alex’s arms through the straps of the push-up bra, sliding it into place. She adjusted the fit until it squeezed Alex’s pecs and his glued-on falsies together and up, offering a stunning view of the valley between his breasts.
 
She turned him to face her full-length mirror and grinned. Alex’s jaw dropped at the shapely female form he saw there. Instead of a grungy teenaged boy, his reflection revealed a nymphy girl in sexy pink and white lacy lingerie with big breasts, a tiny waist, and rounded hips and ass. At this point, any fight he might have had was virtually gone.
 
The girls pushed their captive onto Jillian’s bed and rolled the shiny, silky suntan colored pantyhose up his newly-shaved legs. Then, they squeezed the sexy hot pink and white top over Alex’s head and into place over his new C cup boobs. Alex looked down at his chest in horror as it made him look like a buxom sex kitten. 
 
Satisfied with their progress, the girls directed Alex to step into the very short, very tight, very pink shorts and pulled them high up on his hips, giving him a humiliating camel toe. Jillian then tucked the tank into the waistbands of the pantyhose and the shorts, accenting his new figure. They slipped tiny hot pink socks onto his feet, followed by the ultra-girlish white running shoes with hot pink trim. 
 
When the girls announced their plans to put makeup on him, Alex refused to let them. His tiny remaining spark of male ego wouldn’t stand for that. Shrugging nonchalantly, the two girls wrestled him to the ground with relative ease. 
 
Alexis triumphantly mocked her brother as a weak little miss as she used the all too real rope of her costume’s golden lasso to tie his hands and arms behind his back. The girls quickly lifted their prey onto a white chair and used a few pairs of pantyhose to tie his ankles in place. They looped another pair of hose through the slats in the chair and his already immobilized arms, ensuring he would stay put.  
 
Alexis assembled a wide array of makeup products, and applied them until her bound and helpless brother looked just like her—ignoring his specific demands to keep the look silly and over the top rather than overly realistic. 
 
She shrugged and carefully affixed the long brunette wig to his hair with a handful of bobby-pins, and brushed it into her usual flirty style. The girls pronounced Alex ready to party, but they didn’t let him see his reflection until it was too late. 
 
From the moment he was ensnared in Alexis’ schemes, Alex had felt swept away by the rush of events. Stunned as he was, he rationalized that he was just mocking his sister and her fellow Busty’s Girls.
 
“Hey girls,” he said, forcing a laugh, “I want you to make sure I look like a guy playing this off for laughs, OK? I don’t want anyone to think I get off on dressing up as a girl?”
 
Jillian laughed, “Even though you begged Alexis to wear her uniform you want us to believe you’re not a total sissy? How long have you been crossdressing anyway?”
 
Alex choked as he tried to protest this insult to his masculinity, but it was a lost cause. After all, his uniform, face, hair, and his body all looked like he was ready to flirt with guys to get big tips at “Busty’s.” This especially after Alexis pinned a pink name badge onto his uniform top that read, “Hi my name is Alexis and I’m your Busty Girl!”
 
Jillian’s smile was sly and seductive as she assured, “Don’t worry Alexis, you’re going to be a big hit at the party!” as she slipped a blindfold over his eyes. The two girls carefully guided the feminized teen down the stairs and through the front door into their mom’s Volkswagen Jetta. 
 
Alex was overwhelmed by everything that had happened, so he was slow to realize they were leading him out of the house. ‘Hey! WTF?” he yelled, “I thought the party was here? Why are we going outside?”
 
“Oh, it is,” Jillian explained, “but not for a few hours. We need you to do us a little favor first!”
 
Alexis pulled out of the driveway and Jillian reached back and removed Alex’s blindfold. It wasn’t like he was going anywhere at this point. By the time he looked into the car mirror, and learned what they’d done, it was too late. They were already in traffic, and besides, he was tied up and secured by a seatbelt. 
 
In frustration Alex realized the truth. His sister had turned the tables on him by giving him the trademarked and glamorous “Busty’s Girl” look instead of the garish drag queen makeover he’d demanded. Humiliated, he demanded she drive him home immediately. She laughed and refused.
 
Minutes later the trio pulled into the parking lot at “Busty’s” where the two real girls pulled the feminized boy—still in bondage—in through the service door. There they were greeted by several “Busty’s” waitresses, all wearing some form of costume. There were sexy cops, sexy firemen, sexy ballerinas, sexy pirates, sexy everything. 
 
The real Alexis slipped away and drove off, as Jillian addressed Alex using his twin sister’s name, “Alexis, here’s your costume!” She reached into a shopping bag and pulled out Ray-Ban sunglasses and a white men’s dress shirt. “You’re going as Sexy Risky Business!” 
 
She helped a stunned Alex put on the shirt—he absently noticed it was cut for his new, feminine figure, and that the buttons only closed part way both over his chest and over his butt. It looked more like a very risqué dress than a dress shirt.  
 
Jillian regarded the feminized Alex in his humiliating “costume” and found him sufficiently slutty. She smiled and said, “Now get ready to flirt for tips. It’s almost 4. Our shift is starting....”
 
The way he was dressed clearly presented his padded assets to all the horny guys who frequented “Busty’s.” After several of them hit on him, Alex soon wished he could escape. He’d bolt out the back door and even walk home if he had to. Although considering how sexy and feminine he looked, he had to reject that option as incredibly dangerous. 
 
After 4 hours of that hardcore objectification, Jillian finally came over and let him know their shift was over. The real Alexis was waiting in the Jetta out front for Jillian and Alex. She laughed and demanded a complete report as the two climbed in, Jillian in the front. 
 
“Basically, all of the men creeped on him. Most of them eye-raping him, and worse!” the blonde dressed as a sexy super girl related. 
 
“Most of those jackasses slapped my butt and some of them even groped me,” complained Alex, he didn’t even want to think of the musclebound jerks who’d kissed him.
 
“Yeah, but you got big tips,” Jillian consoled in a sympathetic tone, as if he were one of the girls. 
 
Rather than driving to their home as Alex expected, Alexis took the turn to Jillian’s where a party was underway. It was an all-ages inside / outside bash, with kids in costumes frolicking, chaperoned by adults who were not wearing costumes. 
 
Thinking this was a kegger, Alex had invited all of his friends, and he recognized five of them hanging out in front among several other teens. None of them were wearing costumes either. Only kids and teenaged girls were in costumes. 
 
“Hey girls,” yelled Alex’s best friend Hal Spencer, “any of you seen Alex? He told us to meet him here and we’re about to just barge in.”
 
Jillian clapped her hands. “Take a look at Miss Risky Business here,” she giggled as Alex felt like he was about to faint. He staggered back, shaking his head as Jillian continued. “Here, take a real good look,” she said as she took the white shirt off him, revealing the hot little outfit he wore.
 
“You can’t be serious, that’s Alex?” asked Spence, laughing and shaking his head.
 
 “More like Alexandra!” screamed Jeff, one of Alex’s biggest and most obnoxious friends.
 
For once, Alexis agreed with the huge oaf, “Yes, her name is Alexandra from now on. She prefers that you call her Xandi though. It rhymes with Candy and that fits her girly-girl personality much better than prim and proper Alexandra.” 
 
This was met with raucous hilarity, and to Alex it didn’t seem like Alexis was kidding. The newly renamed Xandi (pronounced Zandi) felt her knees buckle. As she slowly sagged, Jeff caught her in his muscular arms and held her closely. 
 
The 6’ 5” jock opened his eyes widely in surprise as he felt large breasts pressing against him. Almost as a reflex, he tilted back Xandi’s head and moved in to kiss her. 
 
“Do it! Kiss her!” all the guys shouted as the girls, laughing, sang the Disney song Kiss the Girl.
 
All this singing and other antics began attracting a crowd of adults, kids, and other teens. Most of them went to school with Alex. Many of the guys were whispering his name to one another along with lewd comments. Several of the girls were shaking their heads.
 
Jillian snapped her fingers and said, “Aww we should’ve dressed Xandi as Ariel the Little Mermaid instead of the Risky Business dude.”
 
“True,” agreed John Dwight, the smartest and funniest of Alex’s friends, evoking even louder laughter he added, “it’s a shame to waste Xandi’s beautiful femininity by having her cross-dressed as a guy—no matter how unconvincingly.”
 
“Well, there’s always next Halloween?” shouted one of the guys over the rolling thunderous laughs that seemed to go on and on.
 
“Yeah, she’ll just have to make do with her ‘Busty Girl’ uniforms, miniskirts, and dresses until then,” said Jillian to uproarious laughter, but again it didn’t seem like she was joking. 
 
Wendy Castle spat, “They hired Alex Munson as a ‘Busty Girl?’ Those jerks wouldn’t hire me!” 
 
“He’s got bigger tits than you!” said Marc Doggett, standing next to her, and smiling into the harsh glare she tossed at him. He earned a slap in the face for insisting, “Hey, it’s true!”
 
It was the worst, most humiliating night of Alex’s life. He was forced to serve everyone as a special “Busty Girl” waitress, while Jillian and Alexis babysat the younger children who loved meeting two superheroes. 
 
For Xandi, the reactions were at least as enthusiastic, but much less welcome. Men of all ages pinched “her” butt, openly salivated over “her” breasts, and made rude suggestive comments about what they’d like to do to “her.”
 
The women were the worst, possibly seeing this as a chance to get back at all the creeps and jerks who’d taken liberties with them—or worse. 
 
People who’d never consider sexually harassing a real female this way felt it was all in fun to rub up against a cross-dressed young man, grab him by the crotch, even dip him back for deep French kisses. 
 
His next-door neighbor Mrs. Myers cornered him in the laundry room and rubbed his thigh aggressively as Alex squeaked in abject humiliation. 
 
“If I had only known you made such a gorgeous girl, I would’ve enrolled you in my finishing school years ago. I still might make a debutante out of you. Teach you how to walk, talk, dance, and dine as a proper young lady.”
 
“This woman has known me forever. How could she be doing this to me?” he wondered.
 
“No! Stop!” Alex said, “I’m not....”
 
Mrs. Myers chuckled knowingly and continued, “Yes, you are a bit older than most, but there’s still plenty of time to make your Debut. Dress you in a sumptuous white gown. Place you on the strong arm of a dashing young escort. Parade in front of everyone with all the other pretty young debs. You’d like that. You’d love that, wouldn’t you, Missy?” 
 
The youthful 40-something owner and proprietress of Myers’ Mannered Maidens stared into her captive’s eyes with frightening resolve as Alex trembled in her arms. “You know what? I think I will!” she said as he whimpered helplessly. 
 
Alex escaped from her clutches, only to fall into the grasp of Denise Singleton, the young English teacher and varsity cheerleading coach at his school. She pulled him back into the laundry room where Jillian’s red and white uniform hung from a line. The beautiful redheaded cheer coach took it down and handed it to Alex. 
 
“Jillian turned her ankle at practice yesterday, and we need a replacement. Your sister refused to help us out, but you look just like Alexis now. Try this on. If it fits you, I’m putting you on the cheer squad until Jillian finishes healing,” she said without a hint of humor in her voice or on her face. 
 
To his horror, the shell slid into place over his “Busty Girl” top with little effort. Denise quickly zipped up the back and forced him to swing his arms in several cheer motions to make sure that he could move freely in it. Even worse, the skirt zipped and snapped closed, dancing around his cinched-in waist as Denise directed him through some basic cheerleading moves. 
 
“There’s no way she can make me do this, I can’t be a cheerleader?” Alex tried to reassure himself. But the coach’s satisfied nodding and steely determined look made him question his resolve.
 
That night, their mother sat the twins down. “Alex, you are beyond lucky that your father is away on reserve duty. If he ever saw you like this, he’d ... well I know it would involve sending you off to....”
 
“To an all-girls’ boarding school?” Alexis offered, unhelpfully.
 
“I was going to say to military school, but from the way you look now maybe a girls’ school would be more fitting, Xandi!”
 
“Mommmmm!” Alex pouted.
 
“You even sound like a girl. Listen, son, I’m only saying this one time. If your father ever hears of this.... well let’s not even think about that. If I ever hear about you acting like a girl again, you’ll be sent away to make a man out of you!”
 
“Or a woman out of her? “Alexis giggled while Alex glared at her. With a few torturous exceptions, Alex’s cross-dressing adventures ended that night to his relief. 
 
 




 
— Christmas —
 
It was the Saturday afternoon before Christmas. Every day for the past several weeks, Alex’s buds had teased him mercilessly, calling him Xandi and ordering him around as if he were a waitress. 
 
“Hey babe, get me another beer!” they’d grin and high five each other. Eventually he lived it down, but the taunting was excruciating while it lasted. He hated every minute of it, and he deeply resented Alexis for tricking him into dressing as a convincing girl for Halloween. 
 
Now, they were talking in their family’s family room again. “Remember the fun we had for Halloween? You made such an adorable little ‘Busty Girl’ in my tight pink shorts and little pink and white tank top! Guess what? You did so well as a ‘slutty waitress’ that you’re working all my morning shifts for me this week!”
 
“The Hell I am! You know how pissed I am about your tricking me that way. I had to cheerlead for two entire basketball games as Jillian’s replacement.”
 
“Yes, and you were sooooooo cute shaking your pompons in that hot little cheer uniform,” Alexis laughed, “I especially loved the moves where you bent over showing off your sexy butt for everyone.”
 
“Oh, will you please shut up! Why wouldn’t you fill in for Jillian? You knew how humiliating that was for me!!”
 
“Hey, it’s a good thing the Sarge thought it was me cheerleading out there. If he knew it was you.... Well I’d be an only child by now. I told him you had to miss those games due to an ankle injury. I just didn’t say it was Jillian’s ankle.”
 
“My best friends still call me Xandi! Why are you still trolling me about all this?” moaned Alex.
 
“Because I can, and because you told me you’d do anything to get with Jillian. Absolutely anything. You begged me forever about it. ‘Please Lexi, just get me one date!’ Well....”
 
“Yeah, I remember,” he interrupted. “So what? You still haven’t gotten me a date with her!”
 
 “Well so this! She’s totally a dominant lesbian and she’s been hitting on me. A lot. I love her, but not that way. I mean, yeah, so we’ve had sex a few times, but she’s so pushy and rough with that thing! It hurts! Anyway, sooooo....” she trailed off, leaving her brother gasping. He knew exactly what his sister meant by “that thing,” and he shuddered when he thought about it. 
 
Looking into her brother’s face, but hearing nothing, she continued, “Sooooo I’m getting you your chance with your Super Girl and I’m giving her a girl who looks like me to play with—you. See? It’s win-win for everyone!”
 
Alex was not so sure that being given to Jillian was such a huge win for him. She was absolutely beautiful but—as he considered her behavior—she did project a very dominant and dangerous persona. 
 
He couldn’t stop from picturing himself wearing some sexy lingerie as Jillian threw him down and forced herself on him. His sister’s words rang in his mind, “she’s so pushy and rough with that thing! It hurts!”
 
Glaring at his sister, and trying to change the subject Alex said, “I’ve been hiding from Mrs. Myers but she caught me again yesterday. She actually cornered me against our front door and held a fancy white dress up to my chest!”
 
“Anyway, you really should go for those debutante lessons with Myers. Once you are presented to society as an eligible young woman, you’ll have a great chance of marrying some rich guy,” Alexis said, “Hey! You could be a trophy wife! So lovely in your bridal gown.”
 
Alex just made some strange gurgling sounds, so Alexis casually added, “That reminds me. She wants you to wear her Super Girl costume and she’s asking to borrow my Wonder Woman outfit. She plans to tie you up with that lasso thing. She never stops talking about how wet she got when we tied you up on Halloween.”
 
Alex stared at his sister, unable to process any of this. His dream girl was sounding like more of a nightmare. The two siblings locked eyes in a silent challenge. If they noticed the knocking on their front door, they ignored it. 
 
When Alex broke eye contact, betraying his submission to his sister’s will, Alexis continued, “She probably wants you to wear her cheerleader uniform while she puts on her little brother’s football jersey and tackles you, and . . . you know...have her way with you.”
 
Seeing her brother’s jaw drop, Alexis shrugged and she explained almost apologetically, “She kept nagging me to let her do it to me. I told her to forget it. Now she can do it to you instead. Some kinky stuff she has going on, huh?”
 
“Yeah, well there’s no way I’m going along with any of that. I’m not dressing as a girl for Jillian and I’m not taking your place at work. You’re crazy and I’m not going to....”
 
“You’re not going to refuse, Sis,” snapped Alexis. “You will work as a “Busty Girl.” And for calling me crazy, you’ll be wiggling your butt in those hot pink short shorts for tips every day for your whole winter vacation.”
 
“I won’t do it!” he vowed.
 
Cutting off Alex’s objection she said, “You’ll work all my shifts, evening and night shifts as well as morning shifts. You will give all your tips to me, and they’d better be big.”
 
“In your dreams!” Alex yelled, astonished by his sister’s audacity. 
 
“No? Then keep in mind I have a huge collection of photos and videos of your Halloween transformation. I have some great ones of you dressed as sexy miss Risky Business with your best friends shouting, ‘kiss her,’ and by ‘her’ they meant you. When someone yelled, ‘Do her, I did!’ (again meaning you), your best friend Jeff looked like he wanted to do you.”
 
“That was just Halloween. It was no big deal. Everyone got over that!” Alex protested.
 
“I guess you didn’t know that Jillian is also into recording herself having sex. She took some really amazing pics and videos of your shift together at ‘Busty’s’ starring you....”
 
“No way! She didn’t?”
 
“She did. Even during your breaks. You remember what happened during your breaks?”
 
He remembered all too well, but just in case he was hazy on any of the details, Jillian chose that moment to join the twins in their family room to remind him. The blonde was excited, her face radiant, her eyes glassy as she recalled, “I was wearing my sexy Super Girl costume, the one you’re going to be wearing soon, Xandi....”
 
Alex shuddered hearing the bimboish name they’d given him. 
 
Jillian continued, her breathing becoming ragged with unconcealed arousal, “Remember what I wore underneath the miniskirt? I was like a Super Man in my panties, right? With my 8-inch strap-on. I told you to get on your knees and suck my dick like the slut you are. You refused, at first.”
 
Alex trembled in fear and humiliation, reliving the incident as Jillian described it. He glanced at his sister, hoping she’d do or say something to save him, but she just smirked and muttered, “Xandi, you’re such a bimbo slut.” 
 
With a feral grin, Jillian said, “Remember those ginormous guys you served? The weightlifters?” 
 
 How could he forget? Jillian had threatened to reveal his true gender to a table full of macho bodybuilders who’d had him on their laps and even kissed him. They both knew that would be a death sentence for Alex, so he’d dropped to his knees and did his best to deep throat his dream girl’s cock.
 
“Hey, I told you there could be a blowjob in your future, I just didn’t say who’d be sucking who!” she’d mocked grabbing him by the back of his head and pounding into his mouth. His eyes were watering with the strain and the shame of performing an oral sex act on the beautiful girl who he wanted to love him. 
 
That girl was standing in front of him again, and again she was talking to him in a sexually dominant manner. “By the way, I got all of their numbers. All eight of those huge hunks. Should I text them the pics I took of them kissing you? Maybe call and say you want to get to know them better?” Jillian asked, in a high pitched bimboish voice. 
 
Alexis turned to her BFF, “I love you, but better Xandi than me getting pulled into your rough sexual BDSM fantasies. No offense Jilli?”
 
“None taken, Lexi, but I need Xandi here to do something for me to seal the deal.”
 
Forty minutes later, Xandi was back. She was shaved smooth and made up like a whore, dressed in a tight pink crop top that said, “Use Me!” and an even tighter denim miniskirt. Once again, she was on her knees, eyes watering sucking off Jillian—this time while her sister videoed her emasculated shame. 
 
Alexander felt increasing waves of humiliation, but his little cock was trying to get hard in the tiny cage they’d locked it in. The wanton blonde squealed in ecstasy at the sensations and—in am impassioned frenzy—threw the sissified slut down on the floor. She grabbed him around his waist with her left arm, and roughly pulled down his panties with her right hand, exposing his tight little ass. 
 
With a shrill cry of triumph, she pushed into him.
 
He groaned and yelled, “Stop! This is going too far! It hurts!”
 
Alexis laughed and ordered her new twin sister Xandi to “shut up and take it like the little sissy bitch you are.” 
 
Before Xandi could object, Jillian explained between grunts, “You’re my sissy bitch now.... We’ve been planning this for months.... Your sister and I edited a nice video.... A lot of videos....  Look!”
 
Alexis gave a little wave to the new bimbo who used to be her brother, laughing as his eyes opened widely making him look like a baby deer caught in the headlights. It registered that she was standing behind a tripod with a webcam pointed at him. 
 
On their big screen TV, the submissive sissy who used to be Alex could see and hear himself begging to be turned into what he was now—a helpless little feminized sex toy. He had no idea how they’d done it, but they’d created a documentary of a young man’s quest to be a slutty waitress and the plaything of his sister’s best friend. 
 
“Hmmm I wonder what the Sergeant would have to say about this?” Jillian giggled, her threat clear. The Sergeant was the Munson twins’ father. A hardcore redneck homophobic stereotype, the middle-aged Marine worked as a drill instructor. 
 
The Sergeant had been in a terrible mood since the military let women sign up for combat duty. After some people hinted at Alex’s Halloween humiliation, “Sarge” had threatened to send Alex to military school to make a man of him. There was little question he’d strangle Alex to death and then disown him if he’d heard even the least hint that his only son was “queer.” 
 
Alex began shaking, terrified at the thought that his father might ever see him this way. 
 
“You wouldn’t!”
 
“I wouldn’t what?” Jillian asked in an exaggerated bimbo voice, “I wouldn’t show your hard ass macho father that he has twin girls, not the son he thought he had? Of course, I won’t. So long as you do everything I tell you to.”
 
Alex wanted to protest, but Jillian was pounding into his butt so hard that all he could do was gurgle. 
 
Jillian was gasping with arousal as she continued to humiliate her new sissy sex slave, “I want you filling in for Lexi every day as a ‘Busty Girl’ and pleasuring me like this every break. Oh! That gives me an idea. I want to do a twin girls photo shoot with you two. They love twins. I bet you’d make it into the ‘Busty Girls’ bikini calendar!”
 
Alex wanted to object. How could he possibly explain going to a photo shoot as a girl with Lexi? But again, his body felt stuffed by Jillian’s strap-on, and she was pounding any remaining tiny speck of masculinity out of him. Involuntarily he started pushing backward against her as she rode him harder. 
 
Between her feeling of empowerment from degrading Alex and the friction in her pussy caused by their mutual action, Jillian was shrieking in ecstasy. “OMG this is so hot! Even better than banging you, Lexi! No offense?” she moaned. 
 
“None taken, Jilli Bean,” Alexis laughed, watching her BFF driving passionately into her feminized brother’s ass as the new bimbo slut seemed to actually enjoy his total emasculation. 
 
Subjugating a supposed man fueled Jillian’s delight to new heights. Knowing that he was utterly helpless to stop her from feminizing him made her spasm with kinky pleasure. Between the weightlifters, his father, and his mother, Alex had no alternative.
 
He knew they had him now. “Wait, I’m sorry I....” he began imploring, but his sister cut him off.
 
“I’m not through,” Alexis said, “you will dress as a girl for Jillian and let her tie you up, peg you, have threesomes with her boyfriend, and whatever other wild and crazy stuff she wants to do with you.”
 
Alex didn’t answer—couldn’t answer—because now he could picture all of this happening to him all too clearly. He knew his sister could blackmail him, ruin his life, and possibly even get him disowned. So he had to go along. With all of it. 
 
Jillian repeated his vulnerabilities just because she loved seeing him squirm, “If your mom finds out that is was you—not your sister—who had filled in for me as one of the sexy cheerleaders, she might really send you to a military academy.”
 
The girls had an even more elaborate scheme, and they visibility enjoyed explaining it, “Alexis and I could always present the evidence we manipulated to show your parents that you’re transgendered. We would swear that you begged us to help you enroll in Mrs. Myers’ femininity classes and to help you convince your parents to send you off to an all-girls’ school.” 
 
She said it so calmly it made his blood freeze in fear. He didn’t doubt that they’d really do all of it to him.  
 
Jillian’s arousal increased as she told her new toy about their immediate plans. “We’re gonna have so much fun over the holidays, slut!” she said smiling, “I’ll force you to wear sexy feminine outfits and service me as a sex toy. You’ll be a Cheerleader again, and you’ll work at the mall as a Sexy Santa’s Helper.”
 
He looked on, ashamed of his impotence as she said, “I’m putting you in every Halloween costume I’ve ever worn: Playboy bunny, ballerina, school girl, Girl Scout, baby girl—you’ll be so hot in all of those outfits, Xandi! You will soon become every wet dream fantasy girl you ever had.”
 
Alexis added, “The three of us girls will go shopping, clubbing and dancing with guys—and maybe more than dancing with guys? Sooooo fun for you Xandi!”
 
“OMG! I could have both of you at once!” said Jillian, “I always wanted to do twins!”
 
“No, Silly Jilli,” Alexis sighed, “you’ll just have to pound Xandi twice, or maybe we can find you another sissy to play with?”
 
“Aww! Well maybe we can make the sissies do each other while we watch?” Jillian asked, “You will do that if we tell you, right Sissy Xandi?”
 
Alex was shocked at the prospect of sex with another guy, and insulted at being called a sissy and a slut, but what could he do? He was trapped as Jillian’s sissy sex slave. He knew he would have to serve her every whim, even if it meant sex with her boyfriend or another sissy. Any way he looked at it, it was going to be a very long Winter vacation for Xandi. 
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I shouldn’t have been driving. It was after 4 a.m. that early October when the poker game ended. We’d been drinking whiskey for much of the time. I was too stubborn to accept Jimmy’s offer to crash on his couch. I wanted to sleep in my own bed. As a 25-year-old bachelor, I’d become set in my ways. So I ignored Jimmy’s offer to, “Use your head, Jensen! At least let me call you a cab?” 
 
I shook him off and used my key fob to unlock the door from his front porch. I staggered as quickly as I could to my shabby looking white Honda Civic sedan, opened the door, plopped into the seat, and turned the key. Once I put on the defogger, I connected my phone by blue tooth, turned on the lights, and began the drive to my apartment. 
 
Did I mention it was raining? Not a blinding downpour, but the kind of steady rain that dimmed all light and limited vision. Even if I were stone cold sober, I probably wouldn’t have seen her, or—even if I had—I doubt I’d have been able to stop in time. Not on a night like that. 
 
She just appeared as if out of nowhere. One second, the road was clear. The next, there she was. OK maybe I took my eyes off the road for a split second. I was trying to get Siri to play an upbeat song to help me stay alert. Ironic, huh? 
 
But when I asked Siri for “Carry on My Wayward Son” by Kansas, she kept playing some gawd awful dull podcast about gardening or something with terrible sound quality. Over and over. 
 
Frustrated, I glared at my iPhone and enunciated, “Care Eee On My....” Suddenly she was in front of my car, a dark haired girl no taller than 5’3” wearing a red and white cheerleader uniform. She was just standing there, right in the middle of the damn road.
 
“Shit!” I yelled as I slammed on the brakes, as quickly as I could, but not nearly in time to stop the car before it slammed into her.
 
The moment was frozen in time: my car skidding to the right, her shrill scream, her body flying—tumbling over the car onto the pavement behind me, the car slowly scraping to a stop. 
 
Looking back later I asked myself the same question a million times: “It was 4:30 am. Why was she walking out alone in the middle of the road in the rain?” I was too shocked to think clearly at the time. 
 
Without awareness of how I got there, I examined her body in the glare of the Honda’s headlights. I’m no doctor but it was clear she was dead. Her eyes were wide open, but not blinking. She wasn’t breathing. 
 
I took out my iPhone and punched in 9-1.... then hit clear.  I had been drinking enough to blow a DUI. This girl was dead. Me going to into poverty or into prison wouldn’t bring her back. In a haze deeper than the fog around me, I went to my trunk and found a box of large garbage bags. I pulled out three and returned to the fallen girl. 
 
I unceremoniously stuffed her head and torso into one bag, and used the others to wrap up her legs and tie the whole bundle into place. Then, I dragged her toward the car. As I passed by the front of my vehicle—it was still running, I hadn't even bothered to turn off the windshield wipers—I noticed there was no sign there that I’d hit her. She was so petite that she didn’t even dent the car.
 
The trunk was still open. I grabbed as good of a hold as I could and hefted. Once, twice, the third time I managed to lift her up and over the spare tire and into the back of the trunk which I slammed closed a lot harder than I’d intended. I was breathing heavily. Hyperventilating possibly, but not from the exertion. No. I was already aghast at what I was starting to do.
 
I sort of debated myself. A voice in my head was saying I was just going to rush her to the nearest hospital, but I knew that really wasn’t going to happen. I’d just gotten a decent job with benefits after too many years spent working too long and too hard for too little. I had no savings. No real estate. Nothing much to show for my 25 birthdays. 
 
The excuses sound cynical to me now. They seemed like desperately needed answers at the time. I knew that just hiring a lawyer to defend me for this would cost at least $10,000, money that I didn’t have. Then there would probably be fines, possibly $20,000 or more. And possible prison time? I might die inside cement walls all for one stupid mistake. 
 
I asked with some spite, “Why was she out so late in the dark and rain? Was she doing the walk of shame?” I giggled nervously at my accidental broken rhyme. I started singing either out loud or just thinking it—I’ll never know which. 
 
It was a stupid little tune: “Dark and rain. A walk of shame. Dark and rain. Walk of shame. Dark and rain. A walk of shame.” Over and over. “Dark and rain. Walk of shame. Dark and rain. A walk of shame. Dark and rain. Walk of shame....”
 
A petulant voice moped, “It wasn’t a walk of shame! My mom and her latest jerk boyfriend were fighting again. They woke me up. I got dressed in the dark and ran outside just to get away from their stupid fighting. You don’t know me at all!”
 
WTF was that??? I checked to see if it was some stupid radio drama. The radio was off. I shook my head. Who could’ve said that? The girl? No. She was dead. Then who? No one. I was hearing things. I must’ve been drunker than I’d thought! 
 
I was driving in the middle of the night. I was drunk enough to be hearing voices. I had to deal with this situation and fast. Panic began to build as I tried to come with a plan. Get off the road now? Hide at home? Deal with the body later? That seemed like the best thing. But maybe not? 
 
Maybe I should throw the body off a bridge? Do it now before dawn, in the dark, when no one was around.... But at this hour with no one around, wouldn’t I be more conspicuous? My heart clenched when I saw flashing lights in my rear-view mirror. 
 
“The police! They saw! They know!” I cursed as I eased my car onto the shoulder and turned off the lights and engine. 
 
I heard that same feminine voice, this time in a sing-song mocking tone, “You’re gonna get it. Yeah, you’re gonna get it. You’re gonna get it. Yeah you’re gonna get it!” The cadence sounded familiar. Like a chant or a cheer.
 
As the flashing lights drew nearer, I was downing beneath waves of fear and guilt. I couldn’t breathe. My vision collapsed into a narrow, darkening tunnel. I felt my eyes roll back into my pounding head. I tried to force breath into my reluctant lungs, but my chest screamed in pain. I felt like I’d been struck by a car as my world turned off.
 
****
 
The sun was shining brightly through my bedroom window when I woke up in the mid-afternoon. I rolled over in my own bed, feeling like what’s left of an orange after it’s been juiced. I had no memory of how I got there, or of anything that happened after the poker party for that matter. At least not at first. My mouth was strangely dry and sticky as I staggered to the bathroom to relieve myself.
 
After standing up from the toilet— “Why was I sitting to pee?” I asked myself—I looked into the mirror to assess the damage from the previous night. I remembered drinking a lot. Too much. I expected to see stubble, dark rings under my eyes, and other signs reminding me that I wasn’t in my forties anymore. 
 
Instead, my face was smooth, not a whisker visible. My eyes looked clear and bright. Not at all what I expected from the ongoing pounding pain between my ears. It felt like someone was trying to put two brains into my skull. My skin was like a baby’s butt, soft and clean. 
 
That was weird enough, but something else looked different. “Why do my lips look bruised and puffy” I wondered, “had I hit my face against the steering wheel when I....” 
 
I almost lost my balance as some of the details from the early morning hours came back to me. I asked myself, “What did I do?” I realized there were twin meanings there. I recalled hitting a young woman with my car and I was furious with myself for that. I also wondered what had I done afterward. Like, where was her body?
 
With a shudder, I reluctantly slipped outside in my sweats to examine my car in the harsh sunlight. I checked the bumper and the hood, noting that there was no sign of a dent, no threads from the cheer uniform the girl was wearing, nothing. I looked around furtively, unreasonably afraid that someone passing by might know of my shame, my crime. 
 
I carefully popped the trunk and held it down as I scanned the neighborhood to make sure no one was watching just in case they could see as I slowly lifted the lid. Nothing. There was no sign of the body. No blood. No garbage bags. Nothing at all. I slammed the trunk and quickly went back inside.
 
Within minutes I was searching the internet for any mention of a missing girl. Again nothing. No mention. I turned on the radio and tuned to the 24-hour news station. I listened for hours. No mention of anyone missing. Nothing about a hit and run accident or anything like that.
 
The tension built and my heart pounded. I knew it was risky, but I couldn’t take it anymore. I put on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, slipped on my hiking boots, and got in my car. I retraced my route home, carefully scanning for something, anything that might hint at the terrible accident. Nothing.
 
I pulled over as close to the spot I thought I remembered from last night as I could. I sat in the car hyperventilating for a while, trying to summon the courage to leave the sanctuary of the Honda. Finally, I held a deep breath like I was about to dive into deep water and pushed the door open.
 
I walked up and down the road searching for anything. A blood stain. A scrap of fabric. I found tire marks that I might have made, but nothing else. No hint of what had happened there. No clue as to what I did after the police car raced by. With nothing left to do, I drove home.
 
Staggering inside, I threw my keys into the stainless-steel bowl I kept near the front door, noticing a tiny red and white pom pom hooked onto the ring. “What? Where did that come from?” I wondered. When I looked again it was gone, leaving me with a sickening sense of dislocation. 
 
“You have to tell them what you di-id,” sang a piping feminine voice in my head.
 
“Wha-whaat?” I asked, looking around stupidly but seeing no one.” 
 
“You better tell them what you di-id, or you’ll be sor-ry!” said the mocking feminine voice, this time with an edge of demand. 
 
By now I was totally sober. These auditory hallucinations had to be a result of guilt and fear. I resolved to ride them out. What I’d done was wrong. Obviously, it was wrong. Still, the punishment would be totally out of line if I confessed. I wasn’t about to throw my entire life over it. 
 
I ignored the threat, and went about my life. For the next few weeks, nothing happened that was too strange. I had some unusual lucid dreams, about long forgotten anxieties like being in algebra class and worrying about a pop quiz. Like worrying the boy I liked wouldn’t ask me to prom. That I might get kicked off cheerleading if my grades weren’t good enough.... 
 
“Wait, what?” Some of those didn’t seem to make sense, but nothing to worry about, right? All the while I’d notice I was humming a little tune, and with a chill I realized the lyrics were, “You better tell them what you di-id, or you’ll be sorry!” in a soft soprano voice with a cutting edge. 
 
I shook my head and pushed on with my life, my new job selling insurance, paying my bills.... A few times I’d caught myself checking out what some teenaged girls were wearing. I binge watched some teenaged drama shows. That was a bit off for me, but nothing to worry about. 
 
Every day, I’d hear the voice, “You have 15 days left to tell them what you did or you’ll be sorry!” Then next it was 14 days left and so on, every time it would count down a day. I just shrugged it off. What could a hallucination—a voice in my head—do to me? 
 
Then, as the end of October approached, my work buddies were talking about the annual office Halloween party. I saw Halloween as a holiday for children to get candy and for teenagers to pull pranks. I hadn’t even considered wearing a costume for decades. 
 
This office party was supposedly a big thing, though, with prizes for best costume and so on. When they started discussing which costumes they were considering, I listened half-heartedly, not even sure if they were serious about all the fuss. 
 
A blond guy named William who worked next to me in the sales department called dibs on Captain America. Stephen from middle management said he was going to be Super Man. Bob from accounting warned us not to try Spider-Man—that was all his. 
 
Pete Wentworth, a huge guy who was my immediate boss in sales, said “Maybe I’ll go as Thor again,” at which point the small group booed with complaints like, “Hey, that’s against the rules!” and “No fair! No repeats!”
 
Laughing, Pete pushed back toward the critics with an expressive double-handed gesture and said, “OK! Fine! I’ll go as a football player, provided I can talk one of the secretaries into going with me dressed as a cheerleader. Or maybe you, Lisa?”
 
Lisa Martin, a pretty redhead who was one of the few women in the sales department, shook her head and laughed. “Not me, Boss. I wore my old cheerleading uniform to the big bash a few years ago and there’s no repeats, remember? Anyway, I’m going as the Black Widow. Eat your heart out, Scarlett Johansson.”
 
 When I blurted out, “I’ll go as your cheerleader!” the rest of the guys gaped at me, then burst out laughing. I had no idea why I’d ever say such a thing. 
 
My boss regarded me strangely, even thoughtfully and then nodded. “I may just take you up on that, Jen!” This triggered another round of laughter at my expense.
 
After Pete walked back toward his office, William asked, “You’re not gay are you, Jensen? Not that it’s a huge deal, but if you’re trying to get in good with Wentworth....”
 
Lisa explained, “Guys who like to dress as girls aren’t necessarily gay, they can be transsexual or cross-dressers....”
 
“I’m none of that!” I complained.
 
William looked me right in the eye and said, “Jensen, we all like working for Wentworth. He’s a great boss. We all have our things, and his is ladyboys. If you’re leading him on to....”
 
I was stunned. “Leading him on? Ladyboys? I’m not....”
 
Lisa put her arm around me and whispered in my ear, “Shhhh.... It’s O.K. You have every right to be who you are, sweetie.”
 
I slowly shook my head in denial even as the other guys shook their heads as well and went back to work.
 
“I think you’d make a beautiful cheerleader!” Lisa whispered, “I could lend you my pom pom girl uniform from high school if you’d like?”
 
I took a deep breath and began to flatly refuse her offer, but I was shocked at the words that gushed out of my mouth, “Oh, would you? That’d be soooooo awesome! I’ll be your BFF!”
 
My eyes widened and I could feel my face flushing in humiliation as I saw the knowing smile on Lisa’s face. I heard the guys in our section sniggering at me. I was so embarrassed I wanted to die. Guys I’d hoped to bond with looked at me like I had three heads. Others who I barely knew regarded me with undisguised amusement and even lustful looks. 
 
Finally, after what felt like a lifetime, it was nearly time to leave work. Somehow, I survived the smirks and snide remarks from my coworkers as rumors of my impending femininity spread throughout the whole building. 
 
Lisa brought Elsie, Wendy, and Gail—three of the most beautiful secretaries—over to my cubical. Elise, a brunette with stunning ice-blue eyes grinned and asked, “So you’re going to be a cute little pompon girl?” 
 
Before I could answer, Wendy said, “I can totally see it, she’ll be totes adorbs!” as she fluffed her long auburn hair suggestively. 
 
Gail smirked. I’d felt there might be some sparks between the petite blonde and myself, but the quizzical look on her face told me I’d blown it with this cheerleader Halloween stunt. Somehow, I now understood that she’d never see me as a man again. 
 
*****
 
After that, I endured stares and laughter from my coworkers day after day. Eventually, slowly, my humiliation began to taper off. Life returned to its usual routine. Every night I went to sleep in my new flannel jammies, and every morning I awoke to wisps of remembered dreams. Of shopping for a prom dress. Of being a bridesmaid for my cousin’s wedding. Of trying out for varsity cheerleading. It was almost like I was there.
 
I awoke with a start from a sound sleep one morning, with the voice ringing in my head. “Three days left. Tell them what you did, or you’re gonna get it!” changed the feminine presence inside my head. 
 
I was so unsettled that I barely remembered the vivid dream I’d just had. In it, I was dressed in a bright pink crop top and heather grey Capri-length leggings with PINK written down the legs. I was nervously holding my breath, waiting for my turn to show off the original cheer routine I’d recently choreographed, hoping it would win me a spot-on varsity cheer....
 
One night I dreamed I was in some fancy store. I was looking through endless racks of dresses and gowns trying to find the perfect one. Almost all of them were sapphire blue, shiny, silky, and danced around my knees. They were so very much alike, but I just had to pick exactly the cutest one. It was so important to me. 
 
I woke up feeling stressed about that seemingly trivial decision only to hear the voice in my head chanting, “You only have two days left to tell them. Or you’ll be soooo sorry!” 
 
The next night I dreamed I was at Becky’s wedding. I was standing in a line with my fellow bridesmaids, all of us in identical emerald green floor length taffeta gowns and matching strappy sandals. Our hair up in sophisticated but sassy messy buns. Giggling and smiling as we jostled each other for the bouquet my cousin tossed happily over her shoulder.... I awoke giggling until I heard the voice say, “This is your last day to tell them what you did, or else!”
 
That day at work, as I was shuffling my paperwork to bring home the documents I needed, Pete Wentworth stepped up behind me and put his arm around my shoulder.
 
“So, Jen, it looks like I’ll need you to wave your pompoms in a little skirt for me at the Halloween party tomorrow night,” he smiled at me.
 
“I-I was just joking about that, Boss,” I stammered.
 
“Well I’m not joking Jennifer. You’re going to be my cheerleader tomorrow, and I don’t want you to look like a joke or a drag queen either. I want you to be a perfect little pompon girl,” he said, throwing an envelope on my desk, “here’s more than enough cash to get yourself looking the part.”
 
Lisa watched this exchange intently. While our boss was standing there still half-hugging me, she smiled not unkindly, “I think you and I need a spa date, Jennifer,” she said, flipping her wrist daintily at me. 
 
I shook my head no, but she kept talking, “I’ll bring your new cheer uniform tomorrow morning, girlfriend, and then we can go get you beautiful after work.”
 
“Why not take her during lunch?” Wentworth asked.
 
“Sounds like a plan,” Lisa agreed.
 
“Her?” I asked. 
 
“Shhh!” Lisa snapped, dialing her cellphone. “Yes I’ll hold....” she said into the phone, winking at me. “Ah yes, I’d like to make two appointments tomorrow. For the works. Yes, hair, color, highlights, extensions, nails, acrylics, full body waxing....”
 
“What? Oh no! I really don’t think....”
 
Lisa glared at me until I shut up and let her continue the call, “Right, yes. All of it. Is Noon tomorrow OK? Wait, yes, it’s for a Halloween party after work. What? OK yeah, you’re right. All those treatments will take a long time. Make it 9 am then. Yes, for two women. Lisa Dwyer and Jennifer Rogers. Great! Perfect, see you then, mmmm bye.”
 
I wasn’t exactly sure what all the treatments she asked for involved, but I knew enough to realize they were extensive and I felt sick to my stomach. 
 
The voice was back, singing to me, “Eleven hours left, exactly 4 weeks since you hit me, tell them the truth or you’ll be sorry!”
 
“Tell who?” I must have said out loud without intending to because Lisa was staring at me.
 
“Tell who what?” she asked. 
 
I tried to explain, “I hit a girl with my car, killing her. It happened like a month ago. Ever since then she keeps appearing in my dreams—or maybe I appear as her in my dreams? Anyway, she talks to me basically every day. She even threatens me, demanding that I confess, or else....”
 
Lisa just smiled and said, “Look Jen, Mr. Wentworth told you how serious he is about this. You’re gonna be a cheerleader—his cheerleader—tomorrow.  He gave us a lot of money to make sure that you will look totally convincing as a girl. You’re not getting out of being a cute little pompon girl by giving me some crazy ghost story or whatever this is.”
 
In growing frustration, I tried to convince Lisa I was serious, but she just rolled her eyes. I knocked on the door to Wentworth’s office. 
 
The next morning, I woke up as usual, showered, and washed my hair. I put on a slate gray business suit and took the train into work. The minute I arrived, Lisa grabbed me by the arm and led me into the ladies’ room. 
 
“Why are you wearing that?” she asked, arching her eyebrows. 
 
“What? What’s wrong with this suit...?” I started to ask Lisa, but I stopped when I realized what I was wearing. It was a woman’s suit with a tapered jacket and a pencil skirt, “How could this...?”
 
“I warned, you Jennifer!” chimed the all too familiar voice. “You took my life away and refused to admit what you did. Now, I’m taking your life from you!”
 
Lisa took my hand, smiling at me and asked with warm concern, “Are you alright, Jen?” 
 
I tried to shake my head no, but somehow I felt my head nodding yes instead. I heard a voice saying, “Never felt better.” 
 
“That’s my girl!” she said, as she reached into a garment bag and pulled out an adorable little cheerleader uniform. With a gasp, I realized it was identical to the one worn by the young girl I’d hit with my car, just a month before. 
 
I tried to resist as Lisa said, “Time for our spa appointments,” and I felt her put her arm around my shoulders in a sisterly way, leading me out of the restroom and towards the elevators. 
 
I tried to scream, “No! I don’t want to be a cheerleader! I changed my mind!” But no sound came from my lips. Only a satisfied smile that belied the horror I felt. 
 
“No *I* changed your mind. I changed it into *my* mind,” the soft soprano voice thought at me, “you’ll always be held there, a helpless passenger in this body that now belongs to me. Of course, I’ll be making some rather dramatic changes to it....”
 
Then I felt myself—rather I felt my former body—turn toward my new BFF. I felt my right arm reach out and entwine with Lisa’s left arm. Then, I heard what once was my voice laughing and speaking in a decidedly feminine contralto tone, “Come on Chica, the Halloween Party waits for no girl. Let’s go get beautiful!”
 
 




3. Professor Mortimer’s Mind Control Machine
© 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved
 
“OMG, Alicia, Professor Mortimer is just the best!” said my twin sister Lindy as she dropped her backpack on the floor of the dorm room we shared at Prestige College, a small women’s liberal arts school located in suburban Maryland.
 
I was first angry at the interruption, but then felt something else. Unease? Confusion? Both of those and more. Since when did my prim and proper sister say, “OMG?” Self-consciously cerebral, she usually mocked the girly girls who used terms like that as silly and immature. I have to admit so did I.
 
I put down my tablet and looked closely at my twin. Her behavior was starting to scare me. My reading for American History could wait. I saw the same face I’d seen since I came out of the womb a few minutes after she did. Well, the same face after 18 years of growth. 
 
Looking at Lindy was always almost like looking into a mirror for me. As identical twins, we shared a button nose, bright blue eyes, strawberry blonde hair, and lithe, toned, athletic bodies. We were both about 5’7” and 130 pounds. I won’t play at false modesty. I’ll just say we were both very attractive. 
 
We never lacked for attention from the male of the species. We could’ve attended any college we wanted. We were co-valedictorians at our high school, with 4.3 GPAs and perfect SATs. 
 
We were tired of all the drama and distractions from dealing with guys. We wanted to focus on our studies, not dating. That’s a big reason why we decided to enroll at all-female Prestige College. 
 
This made Lindy’s new dizzy attitude even stranger. As I thought about it, she’d been acting strangely for three weeks now. Basically, since our freshman year began, and she enrolled in that Psychology lab with—what was his name...?
 
“You have to meet him!” Lindy was chirping. Now this was beyond weird. My sister never chirped. 
 
“Meet who?” I asked.
 
“Dr. Mortimer! Duh!”
 
Even weirder. Lindy never said, “Duh.” Now I was more than curious, I was worried. I had to figure out what the hell was going on. 
 
“Was this a crush? Did she have the hots for this Dr. Mortimer?” I asked myself. “Doubtful, very doubtful. Not logical Lindy,” I was inclined to conclude. However, improbable as it seemed, I had to admit that she was showing all the signs of having a schoolgirl infatuation. 
 
“You know what, sis? I’d like to meet the Dr. Mortimer.” I said, tentatively.
 
“Why? Why would you like to meet Morty—ah, Dr. Mortimer?” All at once she seemed suspicious or even jealous. 
 
“Because you just told me I have to meet him?” I asked rhetorically. “What is going on with my sister?” I pondered, more concerned than ever. 
 
The next day, after my history lecture, I walked across the quad to the Psych building to see about this Dr. Mortimer. I scanned the directory on the wall and noted his office was on the third floor. I hefted my book bag and climbed the stately walnut accented staircase. 
 
I paused on the landing between the second and third floors to let seven or eight coeds file down passed me on the stairs. I wasn’t trying to eavesdrop, but I couldn’t help overhearing their conversation.
 
“OMG, isn’t Professor Mortimer just the best?” a petite Latina woman was chirping. “OMG, yaaaas!” said the rest of the young women almost in unison. They then all burst into giggles and exclamations of “I know!” and “Right?” and even a few “Totes!” 
 
They sounded like a bunch of tweens gushing about the latest boy band. Their tone, inflection, actually everything about their verbalization was virtually identical and utterly anomalous. This was not how the highly-achieving students of Prestige College spoke. It reminded me of how my sister recently started speaking though.
 
It was kind of creepy. Either this guy Dr. Mortimer was an amazing human being, or something very strange was going on. I started moving upward again, this time more slowly as I was bewildered and lost in thought. 
 
In a few minutes I was facing a closed office door with the number 333 on it. I reached out to knock, but before I could the door opened revealing squat, short, balding man with grey hair and pinkish skin. He was wearing a white lab coat, and thick glasses. 
 
“Dr. Mortimer?” I asked, surprise evident in my voice. If Lindy had a crush on this old man, her standards had slipped precipitously. 
 
“Ah Lindy, my dear!” the fifty-something professor greeted me with an ill-disguised leer.  Before I could explain I wasn’t my sister, he was speaking again, “it’s a pleasure to see you as always, but office hours are over and your day to please me isn’t until tomorrow.”
 
“Office hours, of course,” I began before his words fully registered with me and I asked, “day to please—uhh—please you?”
 
He offered what I’m sure he considered a kindly smile, and said, “Of course you girls can’t wait to please me, but you have to take your turn. I’m just one man, after all” he chuckled. Between his overall sketchiness and the weird things he kept saying about pleasing him, it all came off as full-on creepy. 
 
“Maybe I should adjust the setting on my Mind Control Machine? It seems like you girls are all imprinting on me too strongly. Like that gaggle who was just here....” 
 
I could tell from his tone and expression that he was talking to himself. Everything in his manner made me feel like a little child or even a pet, someone or something beneath his respect or even his notice. It made me feel cheap and worthless...and angry. 
 
I felt almost but not quite too angry to register some of the bizarre words he’d just said. “Mind Control Machine?” What? And girls “imprinting” on him? Nothing about this made any sense! “Maybe the answers are hiding beyond this door?” I asked myself. 
 
As he started to wipe his glasses on a cloth he’d pulled from his coat pocket, I saw my chance. I slipped by him and dashed inside what I found looked like some kind of doctor Frankenstein laboratory. 
 
I saw a nondescript desk piled high with files and notebooks, with a landline phone perched precariously on top. I saw several overstuffed file cabinets with more folders and notebooks bulging from each drawer. That wasn’t too noteworthy, but the scene just beyond this clutter farm was highly unusual. 
 
There were large metal machines and consoles with blinking lights. One large device took up most of the far wall, at least twenty feet across, with two compartments that looked like phone booths. The strange equipment was actually labeled, “Mind Control Machine.” 
 
Looking closer, I read some other smaller signs with warnings like “neuro-polarity polarizer, do not touch” near a hand switch connected to a bundle of multicolored wires and cords, and “imprinting calibration” over a large dial numbered from 1to 1000. The dial setting was just above 600. I shivered when I noticed that one of the “phone booths” locked from the outside. 
 
I may have mentioned that my sister and I are basically geniuses? My mind was operating in overdrive examining the known facts and fitting them into various hypothesis patterns. My phone was in my hand, ready to start taking pictures and videos when the puffy Professor Mortimer ambled after me shouting, “No Lindy! Bad girl! No pictures in here, not ever!”
 
Again, I fought off the reflexive response to correct him about my name. “Let him think I’m Lindy,” I decided, “I could turn this to my advantage.”
 
Imitating the new sing-song speech patterns of my twin sister I said, “Aww Professor Morty, I just want to take a selfie with youuuuu?” and put a childish pout on my lips. 
 
“No, Lindy,” he said giving me a patronizing smile. Clearly, he considered me nothing more than a silly little girl. 
 
“You’re right, Daddy,” I cooed like the bimbo he thought I was, “but can you at least show me your wonderful Machine again? It’s just so...wonderful! Just like youuuuuuu!”
 
I could tell I’d struck a chord as his smile became more prideful than condescending. He took a deep breath a began speaking in a sonorous tone, like he was giving a Ted Talk. Before he could say much, his desk phone started ringing. He lifted a finger beckoning me to wait as he strode over to the desk, dodging through massive piles of papers. 
 
“Hello? Hello!” he bellowed into the handset, before hanging it up. “That’s odd,” he muttered, “no one there. Now, where were we?” he asked, working his way back to me. Before he could resume his lecture, the phone started ringing again. Again, he pushed through the stacks of papers to answer it.
 
“Hello? Hello!” he shouted, his confusion boiling into frustration before he slammed the phone down. Shaking his head, he made his way back to me and began describing his device when once again the phone started ringing. This happened a few more times, and each time Mortimer seemed more upset. 
 
Breathing heavily and trembling in vexation, Mortimer offered to demonstrate the Machine for me again, unlocking one of the booth doors, and patting the seat indicating that I should sit inside. I obediently sauntered toward him, and made as if to enter the booth.
 
At the last moment, I extended my foot and spun, sweeping Mortimer’s legs out from under him. Astonished, he tumbled and fell with a grunt. Apparently, the impact winded him because he started rolling on the floor gasping. I grabbed him under his arms and plopped him onto the stool inside the booth. 
 
Quickly I slammed the door and locked it, ignoring the middle-aged man’s heavily muffled shouting and pounding from the inside. I could barely hear him and surmised the chamber was soundproofed. That was good for my purposes. 
 
It didn’t make sense, but no other answer fit the evidence: this mad scientist had developed a machine that essentially brainwashed students—like the gaggle of silly girls I’d encountered on the stairs, and like my own twin sister. It was horrible to contemplate, but I couldn’t dispute the facts before me. He turned them into bimbos, and used them for sex. 
 
I’d called his number repeatedly using my cell phone to distract and annoy him, to get him off balance so I could take him by surprise. Now, I had him where I wanted him. I stepped into the other booth and booted up the controller inside. 
 
As I expected, the software wasn’t password protected. Considering the obsessively pedantic labels on every part of the Machine, the overly obvious control screen was as easy to navigate as I’d hoped. I adjusted the settings for “affection,” “flirtatiousness,” and “femininity” all to the maximum. 
 
I was about to engage the process when I stopped and stepped out of the booth. Smiling, I approached the dial labeled “imprinting calibration.” With a laugh, I nodded at the Professor whose pounding and shouting increased in urgency. I turned the dial up to 1000–the highest possible level—and slipped back into the control booth. With a contented sigh, I engaged the Mind Control process.
 
In the days that followed, I freed Lindy and the other young women Mortimer had enslaved. A short treatment in the recipient booth with all the settings to zero effectively snapped them out of their infatuation for him and restored their former non-bimbo personality. 
 
Immediately, Mortimer demonstrated complete obedience to me. More than that, he worshipped me as a goddess. It was funny at first, but soon became somewhat annoying. The full impact of the Mind Control treatment became evident as he began behaving like a coquettish young woman and called “herself” Marissa!
 
We considered reversing the process and freeing the professor, but we changed our minds when we learned the extent of his depravity. In a search through his files, we discovered evidence that he’d been subjecting a half dozen students each semester to his Mind Control Machine for several years. 
 
He conditioned these innocent women to crave attention from him. Most disgustingly, he kept them as a sort of harem, using them for sex the entire time they were at the college. When they graduated, he would adjust their conditioning so they’d still worship and obey him, but without the sexual infatuation. 
 
Instead, he instilled in them a love of money, and forced them to pay him 20% of their income. He thereby amassed a huge fortune from the hundreds of women he’d placed under his control. This afforded him a luxurious estate, just outside the front gates of the college. But that was all over now. 
 
The former Mortimer, now Marissa the Maid, insisted I live in the large manor with “her” where “she” could wait on me and serve my every need. Of course, I accepted and invited all of “her” former harem girls to join us, establishing the first sorority house in Prestige College history. 
 
To placate the College Administration, we installed Marissa as our house mother, and enjoyed both the comfortable accommodations and the on-demand maid service. I’ll never forget the day I returned to the big Alpha Phi Pi (standing for Alpha Female Power) sorority house from history class to find Marissa opening packages. 
 
“What do you have there, girl?” I demanded. 
 
In reply, she proudly held up a short black satin dress adorned with white lace at the neck, hem, and cuffs. A classic French maid uniform. 
 
“Well stop wasting time!” I said, “put it on, you dumb bimbo!” 
 
Moments later I was inspecting my loyal maid. Her hair had grown out by now, and the strict diet I’d required had slimmed her figure to about a size 10. We’d put her on female hormones and androgen blockers, and her body was feminizing nicely. She’d never be a beauty, but with her laser treated skin and ample curves, no one would ever mistake her for a man.
 
With Marissa’s large fortune, we hired professionals to move the infamous Mind Control Machine into the basement of the sorority house. Weeks passed and life was good. We studied for our classes, did our labs and reports, and from time to time we dated guys from the nearby state university. 
 
One guy named Anthony thought he was entitled to treat women like playthings. He dated my sister a few times, and we trusted him enough to let him wait for her in our front room. I sat on our plush sofa across the room from his chair exchanging pleasantries as Lindy readied her outfit and hair, and put on her makeup. 
 
He leaned toward me, then crossed the room to sit beside me, claiming he couldn’t hear me well. I thought nothing of it until he grabbed me and kissed me. I was shocked! First, he tried to deny doing it, angering me tremendously. Then he gave us some BS story about thinking I was Lindy! By this point she had come downstairs and both she and I were furious. 
 
We yelled for help. Almost immediately Marissa and five of our sisters appeared. Together, we grabbed Anthony, hog tied him, and carried him helplessly to the basement and places him in the Mind Control Machine. I let Lindy do the honors, setting the Machine to maximum “imprinting,” “affection,” “flirtatiousness,” and “femininity.” She engaged the power.
 
In less than an hour, we had Anthony transformed into Antoinette. Her body was smooth and hairless. We’d ordered Marissa to spread depilatory all over her and made her stand there for several minutes, Antoinette enduring the itching gladly in obedience to Lindy. 
 
Our loyal Maid Marissa rinsed off Antoinette and dried her with lavender scented body powder. We watched laughing as the former lothario eagerly donned satin and lace lingerie and shimmied into one of Marissa’s sexy uniforms. From that point on, we had a new junior maid.
 
This became one of our traditions, although we didn’t want to overuse it. We didn’t want any trouble from the authorities looking for lost young men. Still, from time to time, we would subject guys who’d seriously disrespected one of our sorority sisters to the Mind Control treatment set at maximum feminization and rented them out as sissy maids. It was a lucrative side business for us!
 
Rush week at State U presented the usual challenges. Frat brothers regularly send their pledged to appear in the dead of night, hoping to “raid” us for trophies to earn points. We bowed to the inevitable at first, and left cheap panties in easy-to-find places and all went smoothly. 
 
Then, the frats realized we were aware of their hijinks and they began demanding their pledges steal bras instead. Even with our ample financial reserves, bras were too expensive to let these frat boys have them for nothing. So, we set traps for the silly boys and fired up the machine.
 
I’m not going to lie. Most of the guys looked very ugly as girls. Occasionally though, one of them would actually make a better girl than a guy. Whenever a “pretty boy” fell into our clutches, we had a real find. One such victim was an eighteen-year-old freshman named Colin O’Leary. Well that used to be his name. 
 
He appeared alone around three a.m. He tripped our silent alarm, and a few of us watched him on our security cameras as he wandered from room to room, gathering bras, panties, and even a few dresses. We jumped him as he tried to open the side door that we’d locked down using our special remote controls. 
 
“Well, well, what do we have here, Alicia?” our pledge class president Cynthia asked me.
 
“It looks like a girl who needs some new clothes?” I laughed, staring right at our prey, “What’s your name, girl?” I asked.
 
“My-my name is Colin, and I’m not a girl,” he whimpered. 
 
“If you’re not a girl, then why are you getting ready to wear a bra, panties, and a dress?” I asked, “and why is your name Coleen?”
 
“But my name isn’t Coleen, and I’m not going to wear these clothes,” he protested.
 
“That is exactly what you’re going to wear, Coleen,” I said, and clapped my hands sharply. In seconds, we had the poor boy surrounded. At about 5’7” and no more than 140 pounds, he posed very little challenge. We had him tied up, downstairs, and locked into the machine in no time. 
 
This time, we set the Machine to reasonable levels for a typical female: “imprinting,” “affection,” and “flirtatiousness,” to between 40% and 60%; and “femininity” at 80%. The personality that resulted was as expected. Coleen was a levelheaded and pleasant young woman, friendly and loyal, but not obsequious.  
 
We weren’t that surprised when she dropped out of State U, enrolled in Prestige, and joined our sorority as she transitioned into a female. By her junior year she was our house’s pledge chairwoman, and well on her way to becoming a complete woman. 
 
When Lindy and I graduated from Prestige, we once again served as co-valedictorians. Today, both of us are CEOs of our own up and coming businesses. Lindy runs a temp company that places able young men and women as personal assistants, domestic servants, and similar roles to help busy and wealthy professionals and executives. My company, Alicia’s Actual Apple Advisors, provides the best support for commutes, iDevices, and so on—much better than the so-called Genius Bar.
 
We stop by to visit our old sorority house whenever we can, and we always make a point to spank Maid Marissa for old time’s sake. We’d had a rough patch as freshmen on her account, especially poor Lindy. Even so, we overcame Dr. Mortimer’s Mind Control Machine, and even turned it to our favor. We wouldn’t trade that for the world. 
 




 
 
 
4. The Tell Tale Locket
The Cost Of A Stolen Legacy
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Agnes Morgensen felt she was nearing the end of her long, accomplished life. As the matriarch of a venerable family, her vision dimmed, she knew it was time to continue the good fortune of her lineage by passing an ancient family heirloom to her heir apparent—as her own grandmother had entrusted it to her. 
 
With grave resolve, the octogenarian directed her beautiful young personal assistant, Melissa Constantine, to call Cynthia, her twenty-six granddaughter and arrange a meeting, at which she would transfer the enchanted locket. 
 
A landline phone rang in a well-appointed suburban home across town. Andrew Morgensen, Agnes’ eighteen-year-old grandson, sat at the breakfast table playing a game on his iPad. Typically uninspired, he shouted for his sister Cynthia to answer the phone. 
 
As the phone kept ringing, he picked it up. Perturbed by the interruption, he decided to have some fun.
 
“Hello, this is Cynthia Morgensen,” he said, impersonating his sister’s stern contralto tone and stilted formal manner, “how may I help you?”
 
“Please hold for Ms. Agnes Morgensen,” said Melissa, transferring the call to her equally stern, stilted, and formal boss. 
 
Andrew chuckled to himself thinking, “This is going to be sweet!” 
 
He loved his grandmother, but he also enjoyed tweaking her. His own mother Patricia was so different from the relentlessly dour Agnes, and Andrew resented his grandmother’s judgmental attitude. Even Andrew admitted that his mother spoiled him. As the baby of the family, he enjoyed a privileged lifestyle with few if any responsibility. 
 
“Hello Cynthia,” began Agnes, “this is not a social call. I have something momentous to share with you as soon as possible, but it must be in person. How soon can you get here to my offices?”
 
Andrew’s curiosity overwhelmed him. He had to know what “momentous” something Agnes needed to share so quickly. “I have some appointments this afternoon, grand mother, but I can try to reschedule them if this matter is of the utmost importance. What precisely is the matter at hand?”
 
“Cynthia!” Agnes snapped, “What about ‘in person’ do you not understand? Be here within three hours! That is all!”
 
“Listen grandma, it’s me, Andrew!” he explained, but it was too late. She’d already hung up. Sensing that this little joke could have very serious consequences, Andrew raced up the stairs to his sister’s suite of rooms and knocked loudly on her door. Hearing no response, he turned the knob and poked his head inside. 
 
Cynthia’s rooms were tastefully decorated in lavender with cream accents that adorned the walls, furniture, and bed coverings. Much unlike his own rooms, Cynthia’s were immaculate. Her bed was made, and nothing was out of place. Her closet was open, displaying rows of fashionable business suits, pretty blouses, and stylish shoes.
 
Desperate to pass along the important message to his sister, Andrew took out his iPhone and ordered Siri to call Cynthia. The call went directly to voicemail. He left a message and punched in the code for urgent. Then, he texted her and hoped for the best. Thirty minutes later, the house phone began ringing in Cynthia’s attached office.
 
Sighing, Andrew stride into the next room and answered the phone in his own voice, “Morgensen residence, Andrew speaking.”
 
“Andrew, this is Melissa Constantine, your grandmother’s executive assistant. I need to speak with your sister Cynthia immediately.”
 
“Uh... She’s not here right now,” Andrew said with a growing sense of dread as his little joke seemed to be going dangerously awry, “Can I give her a message?”
 
“I’m afraid not. We just spoke with her a few minutes ago. Where did she go?” Melissa demanded, a dire pitch rising in her voice. 
 
Andrew wanted to come clean and admit what he’d done, but he could hear his grandmother shouting in the background, “What? How can she not be there? We just spoke with her!” Her words’ razor-sharp edge chilled his blood and compelled him to go all in.
 
“Hold on a second, I think I hear her downstairs,” he lied. He placed the phone down on her desk, ran half way down the stairs, and then back up the stairs and into his sister’s office. 
 
He picked up the phone and imitated his sister again, “Hello, this is Cynthia.”
 
“Cynthia, this is Melissa Constantine. I’m sorry to bother you again, but your grandmother isn’t feeling well. She cannot meet with you today, but it’s absolutely essential that she see you first thing tomorrow. Would that be possible?”
 
Andrew had no idea if it would be possible for Cynthia, so he started dithering, “Umm well....”
 
“Cynthia! Please understand that this is of the utmost importance! Your grandmother is adamant. Cancel whatever you have on your schedule and be here at 8 am! Is that a problem?”
 
“Ah...no, no problem. She...um...I’ll be there. 8am, at the Morgensen building?”
 
“Yes, of course! We will see you then!”
 
Andrew sighed, mentally kicking himself for letting his stupid joke go this far. He felt confident that Cynthia would turn up soon, and then she would do whatever she had to in order to attend this mysterious meeting. 
 
Looking at his cell, he noticed that she’d left him a message, and he took some solace in that. Andrew punched the entry to immediately dial his sister without even reading the text. 
 
He was relieved when Cynthia picked up, at least at first. “Yes? What is so important now?” she barked at him.
 
Andrew related the situation, and told her she had to meet with their grandmother first thing the next morning. 
 
“That’s impossible,” she said, “I’m in California. I told you I was going on this review of our family’s west coast properties last week. You never pay attention!”
 
“But you have to meet with grandma tomorrow!”
 
“Maybe someone has to, but it doesn’t have to be me,” she said cryptically.
 
“What do you mean?” Andrew asked, confused. “Melissa said you had to....”
 
“Don’t worry. I’ll speak with Melissa. In fact I’ll call her right now,” she said, and hung up without saying good-bye or explaining further.
 
 
*****
 
The next morning, Andrew was dreaming about his planned Spring Break vacation to Cabo. He was stretched out on a sunny beach, laying on a blanket as two beautiful bikini-clad women smoothed sunblock all over his body. 
 
One of them, a tall athletic blonde, was rubbing his shoulder a bit too roughly—more grabbing him than massaging him. He turned toward her to complain, only to feel strong fingers pulling on his arm and shaking him awake.
 
“Come on! Wake up! We don’t have much time!” shouted Melissa Constantine, her dark brown eyes glaring at Andrew intently as she leaned over him. 
 
“Time? Time for what?” he gasped, trying to make sense of the situation. 
 
“Time to get you ready!” Melissa said, brushing a lock of shiny black hair from her eyes as she stood up. 
 
“Ready for what?” He asked, rubbing sleep from his eyes, and seeing it was only 5:30 am—hours before his usual wake up time.
 
“For your meeting with your grandmother! Cynthia is right. You really don’t pay attention!”
 
“Wait what? You mean Cynthia’s meeting? She said she was going to talk to you?”
 
“Ah no, I said what I meant. Yes, your sister spoke with me, and she explained she’s on the west coast,” the efficient assistant said, in an exasperated tone, “together, she and I determined the best course of action under these difficult circumstances. That you will meet with Ms. Morgensen. Now get up!”
 
Andrew shrugged, “Sure, I can meet with Grandma Agnes,” he said, “Let me get back to sleep for a few hours. I’ll wake up around 7, get dressed, and we’ll be there in plenty of time for the meeting at 8 a.m.”
 
“I’m afraid you don’t understand,” Melissa said, “the meeting with Ms. Morgensen is with your sister Cynthia, not with you.”
 
Confused, Andrew asked, “Then why are you here?” Not that he was upset to see the beautiful woman. She looked to be in her late twenties.
 
“I thought that was obvious!” Melissa rolled her eyes, her arms crossed beneath her breasts, “I’m here to get you ready to impersonate your sister Cynthia at the meeting! Please try to pay attention!”
 
Before the still-sleepy Andrew could voice his utter shock at her bizarre announcement, Melissa thrust a large plastic bottle in his hand saying, “spread this all over your arms and legs, wait 15 minutes, and take a shower. Now!”
 
Andrew was wide awake at this point, but he felt like he was still dreaming. “How can I take Cynthia’s place? Grandma will see I’m me!”
 
“Your grandmother had a stroke last week and another smaller stroke yesterday. She can barely see, but her hearing is still good. Luckily you did a great job mimicking your sister’s voice yesterday, and that’s the tough part.”
 
“That’s the tough part?” Andrew repeated, eyes wide.
 
“We’ll transform you into a lookalike for Cynthia easily enough,” said Melissa as she showed Andrew a wig that exactly matched his sister’s hairstyle, and held up a small suit case saying, “everything we need is in here and in Cynthia’s closet. Now pay attention! Spread that lotion all over yourself, wait 15 minutes, and rinse it off. Go! Now!” 
 
Andrew walked into his bathroom, stripped off his boxers, and opened the bottle of lotion. Assuming this was some kind of scented body wash, he spread it all over himself, then  ran the shower as he closely shaved his face. 
 
Fifteen minutes later, Melissa shouted through the door, “OK time to rinse off! If you leave that product on your skin too long it’ll burn!”
 
This information startled Andrew, who hurried to wash off the lotion that was starting to irritate his skin. As it swirled down the drain, he noticed his body hair was going along with it. In surprise, he shouted out, “Melissa! What was that stuff...?”
 
Suddenly, she was in the bathroom with Andrew, holding a big pink fluffy towel open wide for him saying, “Hurry up! We have to get moving. If you want to relax we’ll book you into a spa day after the meeting.”
 
After dabbing Andrew dry, Melissa patted him all over with Cynthia‘s favorite lavender scented body powder. She then held open a pair of pale pink Victoria’s Secret hipster panties for him to step into. Smirking, she observed, “Luckily your ‘little friend’ will barely make a bump!”
 
Andrew blushed at this impugning of his manhood, and wondered if Melissa was humiliating him in retaliation for his prank the day before?
 
He was disappointed and distracted, so much so that Andrew didn’t notice that Melissa had hidden a belt inside the towel and, as she draped the towel over his shoulders, she grabbed the ends of the thin strap and fastened it around his waist. 
 
“Hey!” said Andrew, as she pulled a pouch over his penis, and looped four cords around and through the belt, pulled it back between his legs, and clicked a lock shut.
 
“There we go,” she said, pulling Andrew’s panties into place over his hips. Next, she produced a matching Victoria’s Secret “Bombshell” padded push up bra, and guided his arms through the straps. She spun the confused boy around and clasped the bra closed in the back, then slipped silicone inserts into the cups, giving Andrew a near-exact approximation of his sister’s C-cup breasts.
 
In quick succession, Melissa finished dressing Andrew in Cynthia’s clothing. She rolled up a pair of white silk stockings, slid them up his smooth legs, and fastened them to the six garters dangling from the belt locked around his waist. 
 
She then buttoned Cynthia’s coral colored silk crepe blouse onto Andrew, and then positioned an exquisitely feminine rose colored classic Chanel silk-lined suit skirt on his hips. She noted that It was a bit tight, but knew that the matching blazer would help to disguise that. 
 
She held out the matching piece and helped him slide his arms into the sleeves, the puffed shoulders giving him a more feminine profile. She positioned a pair of 4 inch Christian Louboutin Pigalle Follies point toe pumps in front of him, and held his arm as he stepped into them. The shoes forced his augmented chest forward, tilted his butt back, and defined his calves into an alluring shape. 
 
Melissa smiled, satisfied that her charge was now dressed in one of his older sister’s signature looks. “Almost done,” she said, “and you already look just divine!”
 
“Almost? What more do we have to....” Andrew began, but his new stylist just grabbed his hand and led him to the chair in front of Cynthia’s vanity. She made him hold his hands palms flat down on the surface, with his fingers splayed. Then, she methodically painted his finger nails with a rosy pink OPI nail polish that complemented his suit.
 
“I don’t see why we need to do....” he objected, but she ignored him, spreading concealer and foundation on his face that she quickly brushed with setting powder, blush, and a bit of contouring. 
 
She lined his eyes in kohl black liquid and augmented his lashes with a deep black mascara. Then, she painted his lips with a matte cinnamon shade. Lastly she positioned the wig on his head, attached it with a handful of bobby pins, and declared him ready.
 
“I don’t see why we had to do me up like this if grandma can’t see...?” He tried again.
 
Melissa interrupted him, “She’s not going to be the only one in the building! We can’t have some secretary asking Ms. Morgensen why her grandson was traipsing around the place wearing a skirt!”
 
Andrew allowed, “That makes sense I guess,” as he was stunned to see his sister’s face looking back at him from her mirror, “but this is so embarrassing! Can we please get this over with?” he whined.
 
“Why embarrassing? You never looked better, Andrea!” Melissa teased. She put a Michael Kors Mercer Leather Tote over his shoulder, and laughed at the abject humiliation on Andrew’s face. “Come on, girl, time to meet your grandmother,” she said, pulling him by his now dainty-looking hand.
 
She led Andrew down the hardwood stairs, his masculinity taking a beating as he heard his heels clicking and clacking and felt his smooth silk-encased legs slide against each other with each step he took. 
 
The two emerged from the front door, and strode purposefully toward Melissa’s waiting BMW. From across the street, their neighbor Kari Devereaux waved and shouted, “Hi Cynthia!”
 
Andrew stopped in mid stride, frozen with fear, but Melissa elbowed him in the ribs and hissed, “Say hi to your neighbor and keep moving, Cynthia!”
 
Seeing no alternative, the feminized young man answered, “Hi Kari! Off to the old salt mines!”
 
Kari laughed at that. It wasn’t something the ultra serious Cynthia would say, and Melissa scolded Andrew about that after he somehow managed to scoot into the passenger seat with his skirt riding up and his left show almost sliding off.
 
Feeling frustrated at her criticism, Andrew began complaining. “Why did you have me remove all my body hair? Why do these heels have to be so high?”
 
“Oh be quiet, Andrea,” Melissa said, “we’ll be at the office in a few minutes, and in the meeting with Ms. Morgensen before you know it!”
 
 *****
 
Andrew was worried the staff at the Morgensen building might recognize him, but after they all greeted him with friendly smiles and “Good morning, Miss Morgensen,” he began to worry about how easily Melissa had transformed him. 
 
As if reading his mind she said, “See? I told you this would work. You should really consider staying with this look. It suits you, Andrea!”
 
“Shhhhh! Someone will hear you!” Andrew whispered, but Melissa just smiled as she whisked him into his grandmother’s executive offices. The two greeted Alana, the stunning blonde receptionist who offered to get them coffee, tea, or water. The two politely declined.
 
Alana buzzed her boss saying, “Your 8 O’Clock is here.” The clock on the wall read 7:55. Ten minutes later, the inner office door opened, and Agnes Morgensen beckoned Andrew and Melissa inside. “Hold my calls, dear,” she said to Alana.
 
“I’m sure you’re wondering why I asked you to meet with me, my child,” she said to Andrew as she gestured for him to sit on the sofa. 
 
He complied thinking, “Ordered me to meet you is more like it,” but out loud he said in his best imitation of his sister’s voice, “Yes, it had occurred to me to wonder about all of the secrecy and import.”
 
“Well, dear, it has to do with this,” she said solemnly as she sat beside him while removing a delicate gold chain that hung from around her neck. The chain held a golden locket or amulet cast in the shape of a woman’s face, with two rubies for the figure’s eyes. The gems sparkled with a light too bright for the ambient light. 
 
“This is the iconic talisman of our family. It’s been passed from grandmother to granddaughter for several hundred years. My grandmother’s grandmother gave it to her. She gave it to me. Today I will give it to you, marking you as the heir apparent of our family.” Agnes intoned, her voice taking on the cadence of a prayer or incantation.
 
“Wait what?” Andrew squeaked, looking at Melissa for clarification or explanation. The raven haired assistant just nodded and smiled at him, squeezing his hand reassuringly.
 
Agnes continued, “I’ve watched you since you were a baby. Now today, as if by magic, you sit before me transformed into a lovely young woman! So poised and stylish! Such a worthy heir to become the next Matriarch of the Morgensen dynasty!”
 
Andrew felt like he was falling into a whirlpool as his grandmother reached out and placed the chain around his neck. It felt oddly heavy, pulling his head down to stare at the talisman that rested between the breasts of his feminized form. 
 
Agnes was still chanting in the same oddly affected tone, “With the ancient prayer older than memory, my dear grandmother bestowed unto me this locket and her blessing, and so I pass along this venerable legacy and this ancient fortuna onto you, my dear child.” 
 
Agnes was still speaking, but Andrew could barely make out her words. His ears were buzzing, and he felt lightheaded. It seemed as if the eyes on the amulet woman’s face were staring up at him, were glowing at him....
 
“May you become irresistibly femininely beautiful, and always keep your beauty. May you find a wonderful husband. May you love each other all of your days. May you serve your man and may he adore you as his princess. May you bear him healthy, happy children....’”
 
Andrew giggled hearing this, then bit into one of his pink manicured fingers to stifle his mirth. “All I have to do is keep quiet, get through this little ceremony, and give the amulet to Cynthia when she gets back home,” he assured himself. 
 
He looked at Melissa for more assurance, but what he saw shocked him. On her face was a look of icy cold satisfaction. He could understand her relief that this crazy plan seemed to be working, but she exuded an unbridled glee, far beyond anything that the situation warranted. 
 
Before he could inquire about that, however. A blast of ruby power flashed out of the amulet’s eyes, enveloping Andrew in a strange cocoon of tangible light. He felt his consciousness fading as he looked from his grandmother to Melissa and back again. Then everything turned to black tinged with ruby red.
 
 
*****
 
 
When Andrew awoke, he was laying on the sofa. He felt wrung out and exhausted. The clock on the wall read 7:45. Cynthia—the real Cynthia—had been speaking with Melissa, and she rushed to his side as he began to groan. Agnes was nowhere to be seen. 
 
“I-I hurt...inside” Andrew moaned. 
 
His sister gently took his hand and cooed comfortingly, “It will pass. Soon the pain will be gone....”
“Except for a few days every month,” laughed Melissa, who said, “sorry....” when Cynthia glared at her, “...but it is true! She’ll find out!”
 
“What? What is she talking about, Sis?” Andrew asked.
 
“Well it’s like this,” Cynthia said, “Melissa and I are...lovers.”
 
Andrew was going to make a lesbian joke, but he didn’t feel like it at the moment, so he nodded blankly.
 
“We knew Grandma Agnes was dying, and that meant she would have to pass along the Morgensen family talisman to her granddaughter.”
 
“You,” Andrew said, “but you were out of town!”
 
“Ummm actually I wasn’t. I was just staying over at Melissa’s.”
 
“But, but why didn’t you take the amulet from grandma?”
 
“Because I didn’t want to!” Cynthia shrugged, “I didn’t want to be any guy’s princess!”
 
“So? It’s not like that mumbo jumbo is legally binding?”
 
“No—not legally, but it is binding. It will all come true,” Cynthia explained.
 
“Wait what?? All of it?” Andrew gasped.
 
“All of it,” said Cynthia. 
 
“No! Not to me?” He bargained.
 
“Yes, to you,” she said.
 
Andrew could sense a feminine fate descending upon him. He was helpless to resist it, but he was still angry, “You...you weren’t out of town! You could’ve taken this...thing,” he shouted, holding the amulet toward his sister, “why did you let me take it?”
 
“Because I didn’t want to be ultra feminine or marry a man and have his babies!” Cynthia stated, as if it explained everything.
 
He shook his head stubbornly, but the words of the incantation echoed in his head, ringing with a stark finality like the tolling of a church bell.
 
“But I don’t want to become irresistibly femininely beautiful, and always keep my beauty. Or to find a wonderful husband. Or to serve my man or have him adore me as his princess!”
 
Cynthia shrugged again, “Me either...Sis....”
 
“Wait! You...you planned this! You set me up!”
 
“Yes we did. Wow! You’re getting smarter! You must be turning into a female already.” Melissa smirked, adding, “And don’t forget the ‘May you bear him healthy, happy children’ part, brushing off Cynthia’s glare with a “What? It’s not my fault that being a fertile mother is part of the deal!”
 
The amulet locket was glowing again, bathing Andrew in its arcane, incarnadine energies. He felt his insides shifting, changing, taking on a new form. The pain was intense, overwhelming, and he passed out again.
 
 
*****
 
 
When she awoke again, she was in her own bed. Her pain was fading, but her memory of the agony of transformation was still powerful. With trepidation, she lifted the sheet from her naked body and saw her lithe, smooth female form. 
 
Her breasts were large and round, and her nipples were pert and sensitive to the touch of the sheets sliding across them. She reached between her legs and felt the soft cleft of a woman’s sex. Tentatively, she slipped a finger inside herself, and gasped at the all over body reaction she felt. Absently she realized her finger was wet.
 
“Hey Andrea!” It was her sister Cynthia knocking on her door, “you’re still in bed?” she asked, pushing the door open. 
 
“I can’t believe you did this to me?” Andrea pouted, indicating her beautiful feminine body with a graceful pass of her hand. 
 
“Hey, better you than me, Sis,” said Cynthia with her eyebrows arched in a gentle challenge. “Anyway you better hurry up an get ready. Aristotle is on his way!”
 
“Aristotle, the Ancient Greek philosopher?” Andrea asked.
 
“No Aristotle, your fiancé!” Cynthia rolled her eyes.
 
Andrea noticed the sparkling pink diamond engagement ring on her finger.
 
“You know, the champion kickboxer with the six pack? The heir to the Constantine shipping empire?”
 
“Melissa’s brother?” Andrea asked. As Andrew he found Aristotle Constantine scary, intimidating. As Andrea she...felt something else. 
 
“Why don’t you wear this?” Cynthia asked, holding up a flirty pink silk romper that tied in the back with an elaborate, feminine bow. “You can borrow my strappy white sandals? Now that you’re engaged, you have to go the extra mile to please your man!”
 
It was Andrea’s turn to roll her eyes. Her new life as a woman had only just begun.
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Bottoms Up: Your Helpless Descent From Powerful Boss to Sissy Secretary By Mindi Harris
 
 
￼[image: ottoms Up: Your Helpless Descent From Powerful Boss to Sissy Secretary By Mindi Harris by [Harris, Mindi]]Beware! This 3,000-word short story will immerse YOU into your new life as a feminized office girl! You will find yourself helplessly transformed in body and mind—from an intelligent, accomplished professional businessman into a silly little bimbo receptionist!
 
 
 
 
 
 




The Doctor Will Feminize You Now: One Man’s Helpless Descent from MD to Sissy French Maid and Ditzy Office Bimbo by Mindi Harris





￼[image: the-doctor-sm.jpg]Beware! This 7,500+ word book will immerse YOU into your new life as a feminized office girl and French maid! You will find yourself helplessly transformed in body and mind—from an intelligent, accomplished professional man into a silly little bimbo.





Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut by Mindi Harris
 
￼[image: roduct Details]A young man accepts a humiliating bet with a beautiful coed who jumps at the chance to dress him up as a slut. One thing leads to another until Mark is feminized into a sexy sissy named Melody. Can the cross-dressed coed regain control of “her” life? 


 
 
 




Miss Management Series: Mitch is force-feminized. His former sex-toys turn the tables on him—using and debasing him for their pleasure. And force him to pleasure others. How can Mitch escape his fate as a feminized sex toy for women and men?
 
￼[image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls]￼[image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)]
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Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization By Mindi Harris. Kylie Gable (Illustrator)





￼[image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51WFkKGnvcL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Lisa was absolutely stunning, standing there, pouting at me seductively. She was leaning against her parents’ car, hip thrust out, throwing all kinds of attitude in a baby blue bikini.





 
She said, “anyway, about your penalty for not being as strong as a cheerleader. My mom picked me up after summer practice so I have my cheer uniform in the car....” 

I could see where this was going, and I tried to pull away, saying “No, Lisa!” 


 




Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl (Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! Book 2) by Mindi Harris
 
￼[image: aught in the Cheerleader's Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl (Caught in the Cheerleader's Terrible Trap! Book 2)]The second part of a dark and twisted tale! Lisa, a beautiful, obsessed cheerleader continues to force-feminize her entrapped victim—a young man named Lee. Lisa is intent on transforming him into Leanne, a pretty cheerleader.


To Lee’s astonished horror, her bizarre trap seems to be foolproof. Can he escape before the summer ends and it’s time to go back to school for his senior year? Or will he stay stuck as Lisa schemes to turn him into an actual cheer girl? To find out, read this exciting story of female domination and forced feminization.
 




Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Three: Still a Girl at Summer’s End by Mindi Harris

￼[image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51Egn54ixSL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]The third part of a dark and twisted tale! Lisa, a beautiful, revenge-minded, and obsessed cheerleader continues to force-feminize her entrapped victim—a young man named Lee—intent on transforming him into Leanne, a pretty cheerleader. He struggles to escape, but before he knows it the summer is coming to an end! 

What will happen to Lee when he encounters the guys he grew up with? Will he have to attend cheerleading camp with the girls? What about his initiation? Will he end up a schoolgirl and a cheer girl? 
 




Transformed into a Valentine’s Vixen: Part One: Feminized for a Date with a Quarterback by Mindi Harris
 

￼[image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51wlcXevXDL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Cara, a beautiful twin girl is desperate. Her special date is tonight, Valentine’s Day, and she can’t miss it. But she has strep throat and can’t leave the house. All she has to do is talk her twin brother Carl into taking her place. What could possibly go wrong? 

With the right clothes and makeup, her brother will look enough like her. Her stud quarterback boyfriend Jim won’t even know the difference. Or will he? Find out in this first book of a fun, sexy series!
 




Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
￼[image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]The blonde’s sapphire eyes burned with anger as she yelled at Mitch, “I knew you’d try something like this!” 

“Please!” Mitch interrupted his long-legged bartender, “I’ll do....” 

“Exactly what we tell you, bitch!” Anastasia snarled. She was feeling that wonderful power surge again, this time even stronger. “You’re going to learn what it’s like to be sexually harassed.”
 
 
 
 




Miss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
￼[image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)]Julie slapped Mitch across the face, just hard enough to startle, but not hard enough to smear his makeup. 
 
“Listen you stupid bimbo,” she said, “you will be a perfect little Tata Girl, and you will do everything we say, or else!” 

“Now are you going to be a good girl?” Julie asked. 

Mitch nodded slightly, but Julie wasn’t satisfied….
 
 




Miss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
￼[image: iss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]Ana nodded to the other scheduled slutty schoolgirls, Missy and Suzy, who grabbed Mitch and dragged him into the Tata Girls’ ready room. 
 
Suzy looked into her locker and said, “I knew I had an extra school girl outfit in here!” 

Missy, who could size up people expertly after working at Hot Topic, looked it over and confirmed, “Yeah, that will definitely fit Mitch. Hey, I have a spare pair of panties in my purse, you know, in case of a walk of shame.”
 
Mitch’s feminized humiliation continues!
 
 
 




Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
￼[image: iss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]”Hey! I’m still a guy under all...this,” Mitch objected, gesturing at his big breasts and feminized crotch. 

“Ha! You, still a guy?” Suzy scoffed again. 

“Annnnnyway,” Missy drawled, “it’s time you returned the favor.” 

She grabbed Mitch’s head and forced it between her thighs, ordering him to “start licking, girlie.”
 
Can Mitch’s humiliation get any worse?
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