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No, I didn’t have sex with my brother. I don’t swing that way. Besides, in his current condition he can’t get it up anyway - more on that in a bit. Suffice it to say that his cock is out of action, DOA, down for the count, whatever term you want to use. That was one of the many conditions I forced upon him when he became Janice, my sweet, devoted, and ultra-submissive sister.

Janice is much happier now than when she was Jim. She no longer wastes her time playing football or driving fast or engaging in any of the silly activities that once took up her time. She knits, sews, and bakes the most wonderful deserts. She dresses in soft, frilly, feminine clothes, curtsies to others, and agrees with me that most men are dull-witted clods. She reads romance novels, watches chick flicks, and dreams that Prince Charming will one day come riding in on a white horse to sweep her off her feet. 

I help her to stay feminine by keeping her body soft and shaved from head to toe. I pick out her clothes, shop for her makeup, and hypnotize her twice a week to ensure her male identity never returns. On occasion I administer firm but loving discipline when she misbehaves. Last week, for example, I caught her trying to remove her chastity tube. I tied her to an x-shaped cross for that little infraction and beat her with a leather strap until I reduced her to a sobbing mess. 

After that I impaled her scrotum with fish hooks and pulled them tight with nylon cord. She screamed and screamed as I twisted them.  I only stopped when she went into shock. That may sound mean, but it was for her own good. After all, we can’t have her cumming, can we?

Janice likes it when men fuck her. She used to be straight, but I insisted she turn gay when I was first feminizing her. Back in the bad old days she was a typical hormone-driven 20 year old boy who wanted nothing more than to get into a girl’s pants. I cured her of that disorder with a cattle prod and some well-chosen verbal abuse. 

Nowadays Janice becomes nauseous whenever she thinks of sleeping with women. Again, that may sound cruel, but it’s the least a loving sister could do for her sibling. Masculinity is a disease, so my methods for curing it are more than justified.  That’s my opinion anyway, and in our house my opinion is the only one that counts.

Janice sucks my black boyfriend’s cock whenever he comes over.  She then guides his swollen man-meat into my pussy.  My lover is fond of abusing Janice. He slaps her, calls her a sissy fag, and punches her in the balls.  Sometimes he even pisses on her.  I’ve trained her to endure this treatment in silence. 

Janice also takes abuse from me. I have a sadistic side, as you may have guessed already, and I enjoy expressing it. Janice has scars on her scrotum and her ass from when I burn her with a lit match. I clamp her nuts with locking pliers and tighten them till she passes out from the pain. I insert needles in her nipples and sometimes glue her toes together so she stumbles and falls when she walks. 

To her credit, Janice is quite docile when I torture her.  That’s because I long ago robbed her of any hope that she will escape from my control. I don’t allow her to have friends, to watch TV, or to leave home unless I am with her. She sleeps in a cage, eats and drinks what I tell her to, and can only bathroom herself with my permission. 

Sometimes, when I’m feeling especially mean, I make her drink large quantities of water and deny her the chance to piss. If she leaks, then I stuff her mouth with her urine-soaked panties and cane her buttocks. 

Janice’s balls are packed with sperm from years of denial.  I have heard that failing to milk a feminized slave can lead to long-term health issues – which is why I never milk Janice. Her suffering is my delight.

I’m fond of injecting saline solution into Janice’s sac.  This causes it to swell and become even more sensitive than usual.  Her body absorbs the liquid over a few weeks, which gives me enough time to flog it with a wire cord. Janice used to cry and scream when I did this, but now her eyes just glass over from the pain.

I like to see Janice struggle for air. So I cover her face with plastic now and then to constrict her breathing. So far this has not led to lasting damage, which is a shame. I would love to see her become a moronic bimbo who can barely count to three. But all in good time.

I suppose you’re wondering how I transformed my brother Jim into my sister/slave Janice. Here’s the story.

***

“Becky!” Jim shouted from his perch on the living room sofa. “Get me a snack, willya?”

“Why don’t you get it yourself?” I shouted back from my seat at the dining room table. “I’m doing homework.”

“Come on, Becky,” said the older, masculine voice that chimed in. “Your brother’s busy watching football. Be a good sister and get him a sandwich!  And bring me a beer while you’re at it.”

I sighed, closed my algebra textbook, and went into the kitchen. God, how I hate living in a houseful of men, I thought. As I put together a ham and Swiss on rye I imagined life with me in charge, instead of my idiot father and college jock brother. I pictured Jim cooking, cleaning the house, and doing all the other household chores that I handled most of the time. The thought gave me small comfort as I trudged into the living room, where my brother and dad sat side-by-side on the sofa watching some inane sporting contest.

“Here’s your food, your royal majesties,” I said as I sat the plate in front of my brother and handed a 12 ounce can to my father. They kept their eyes glued to the screen as they raised the food to their lips. They didn’t thank me.  As I walked away I heard Jim yell, “WOO HOO! WHAT A TOUCHDOWN!”  Then he and dad high-fived. 

“I’m going upstairs,” I said as I gathered my materials and trotted up the steps to my room.  I doubt that either of the gorillas seated on the couch heard me, though.  To them I was practically invisible unless one of them was hungry; then they expected me to be at their back and call.

***

Mention the word “professor” and most people picture a frumpy old man with disheveled hair and outdated clothes. That stereotype fails when it comes to Dr. Marlowe, the instructor for my feminist studies class. She is tall, slender, and quite fashionable in her clothing choices. She has a thing for long gray skirts and dark stockings that obscure but don’t conceal her luscious calves. 

She often wears silk tops and a burgundy ladies’ blazer that made her look both sexy and professional. But the most alluring thing about her is her flinty voice. It has just a trace of roughness to it that makes my clit tingle whenever she speaks. 

“As you can see, class,” she said one day during a lecture, “human history has been a long struggle between the genders, with men oppressing women and LGBT people. Until we correct this situation, males will continue to dominate and control the world.” She glanced at me. “Making things right will require a new breed of strong, aggressive women who are not afraid to seize the reins of power.”

My classmates were all women, with the exception of two crossdressing gay males. They nodded as Dr. Marlowe spoke; one girl mumbled “amen” in a low tone.  Like me, the other students in the course adored our instructor. However, so far as I knew, I was the only one who fantasized about making love to her. I imagined wrapping myself in her long, scarlet hair, running my tongue along the edges of her nipples, and burying my mouth in her cunt. 

Yes, I am bi, though I prefer the company of females most of the time. Cocks are nice, but no man can equal the softness and sultriness of a woman’s form.  My idea of the perfect partner is a well-hung shemale who can please me with either her penis or her tongue, depending on my mood. If she can cook, then so much the better.

As Dr. Marlowe spoke I studied her full, sensuous lips, the curves of her long, delicate neck, and her sparkling sapphire eyes. I knew I was either falling in love or in lust – perhaps both. When class ended I approached her. “Excuse me, Dr. Marlowe,” I said.  “May we talk for a bit?”

“Why, certainly, Becky!” she said, her tone bright and cheery. I followed her to her office, where she motioned to a chair across from hers. “Please take a seat,” she said. As I looked around the room I saw pictures of heroic females from the past: Amazon warriors, pioneering feminists, even a few superheroines from the comic books. This lady takes her female supremacy seriously, I thought as my eyes drank in the images. I like that. I like that a lot.

Dr. Marlowe crossed her long, lovely legs, placed her hands on her knee, and smiled at me. “How may I help you?” she said.

My mind fumbled for the right words. “Umm…well, I’m not sure how to say this, but…”

“The best way to say something is to just blurt it out,” she said, her voice direct but friendly. “Don’t worry about offending me; that’s impossible.”

“Well, okay then,” I said. “In that case, I have a man problem.”

Dr. Marlowe grinned as I spoke; her eyes twinkled with amusement. “How did I know?” she said.

I smiled back. “I guess all problems go back to men in the end,” I said. She nodded in agreement. “But, in this case, the issue involves my dad and my brother.” I told her how the two of them made me crazy with their selfishness and insensitivity. She listened with interest, letting me finish before adding her thoughts.

“Becky, my dear,” she said at the end of my spiel, “your story is all-too-common these days.” She shifted in her chair, recrossed her legs, and continued. “Men are such dull-witted, self-centered creatures that it’s amazing they can navigate their way through daily life.”

“Don’t I know it!” I said, laughing and rolling my eyes.

Dr. Marlowe gave me an affirming nod. “If I may ask, where is your mom?”

“Mom left about five years ago,” I said, “after she realized that she’s gay. She’s living on the East Coast with her wife and working as a police officer.”

“Have you ever thought of living with her?” asked Dr. Marlowe.

“Many times,” I said. “But I won an academic scholarship to this college, one that covers my tuition and books. So, as long as I live at home instead of the dorm, I can graduate without borrowing any money. That’s just too good to give up.”

“I agree,” said Dr. Marlowe, taking a moment to jot some words down. She balanced a writing pad on her knee. I envied the pad. How I would love to touch that leg, I thought.

“I’ll be honest with you, Becky,” she said, her look turning solemn. “Men will continue to torment women as long as we allow them to. They’re stupid, selfish, simpering cretins. But,” she said, raising an index finger. “There’s a way to turn them into the submissive, sensitive creatures that nature intended.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Really?” I said with more than a trace of skepticism in my voice. “That sounds too good to be true! I would love to do that to my dad and brother.  It would be fun!”

Dr. Marlowe chuckled. “Indeed it would,” she said.  “Plus, you would only be doing what it best for them anyway. Men are better off when they’re under the thumb of a strong, controlling woman. We can guide them away from bad habits and unenlightened attitudes – and make them our devoted slaves while we’re at it!”

“All that sounds great,” I said, skepticism evident in my voice. “But how do we do it?”

Dr. Marlowe glanced around her, as if to make sure no one else was listening, then leaned in and spoke in a quiet tone. “By forcibly feminizing them,” she said.

I shook my head. “What are you talking about?” I asked. “Some kind of weird kinky sex stuff?” I was confused and a little uneasy at the direction the conversation was taking.

Again Dr. Marlowe chuckled. “Not quite!” she said, placing a reassuring hand on my arm. “What I’m suggesting is more akin to brainwashing. It uses psychological and physiological conditioning techniques to shred the male ego and identity. It takes time and effort, but, in the end, it always works.”  Her face turned dark. “The man becomes weak, docile, feminine, and compliant.”

My confusion turned to excitement as I imaged my dad and brother as brainwashed sissies. My cunt felt warm and wet. “This sounds too good to be true,” I said. “But, if you’re sure it works, then count me in!”

“Excellent!” said Dr. Marlowe. “Now let me explain the basics.”

We met for over an hour that day as she explained how forced feminization works. The more she told me the more excited I became.  We met for follow-up sessions every day for the next week. At the end of it all I was ready. But, when I mentioned feminizing both Jim and my dad to Dr. Marlowe, she held up a cautionary hand. 

“Start with your brother,” she said. “The techniques work better when applied to one male at a time. We will focus on your father after you have your brother in tow.”

“’We’?’” I said.

“Yes, sweetie, we,” said Dr. Marlowe. “From what you’ve told me about your dad, I want to feminize him myself; call it academic curiosity.” She gave me an evil grin. I returned her look with a vicious smile of my own. And, with that exchange, I set the plan in motion.

***

Erika was, like me, a feminist studies major. Also like me, she was sexy as hell. She had long, perfectly straight black hair that hung well past her shoulders, a cocoa-colored complexion that advertised her Columbian heritage, full, sensuous lips, big brown eyes, and an hourglass figure accented by huge breasts.

Every guy on campus wanted her, but she was 100% lesbian, proudly so. But most people didn’t know that, which made her the perfect accomplice for my plan. The two of us met one day after class in a local coffee shop, where I laid out my scheme.

“I don’t know,” she said. “It sounds chancy at best. Plus, even if you do succeed in feminizing your brother, I will still have to have sex with him at some point.” She gave me a sour look. “And the thought of being with a man turns my stomach.” She shivered. “All that disgusting hair on their lumpy bodies…”

“I can guarantee you won’t have to fuck him,” I said, reassuring her. “Just string him along for a while and dump his ass. Besides,” I said, taking her hand in mine. “I can promise you a good time in return.” I gave her a seductive look that instantly brought a smile to her face. “In that case,” she said, clasping my hand and smiling, “let the games begin!”

***

“Hey, Becky!” Jim called from downstairs.

“Yes, brother dear?” I said with syrupy sweetness.

“You seen my Mp3 player anywhere?”

“Yes, I have,” I said, fishing the item in question from the drawer where I had placed it minutes before. “One sec.” I carried it downstairs and pressed the device into his waiting hands. “Here you go; enjoy!” 

Jim fumbled with the ear buds for a moment. He managed to guide them into his misshapen ears and walk away listening to some obnoxious rap music. What he didn’t know was that, with Dr. Marlowe’s help, I had planted subliminal messages in the recordings, ones that would have powerful effects on my poor brother’s psyche. I smirked as I watched him, knowing the seeds I had planted were already growing in his dim, pliable mind.

***

“Hey, Becky!” shouted my dad. “Get the food on the table! Your brother has a big game tonight and needs some nourishment!”

“Yes, sir,” I said, carrying a steak-laden plate out of the kitchen and setting it in front of my unwary sibling. “Here you go, brother,” I said. “This will prime you for the evening’s sporting contest!” Jim inhaled the slab of red meat in front of him. Poor slob, I thought as I watched him attack the piece of cow hide. You have no idea how the “herb” I sprinkled on your dinner will affect your performance tonight. But I do.

***

“I can’t believe it!” said Jim hours later as he sobbed on my shoulder. “First I fumble that pass. Then Erika dumps me! This is the worst night of my life!” Jim wiped hot, salty tears from his face and looked up at me for comfort. “You don’t think I’m a loser, do you, Becky?”

“Of course not,” I said, giving him a pat on the back and a sisterly peck on his forehead. “Everyone screws up every now and then. Besides, I’m sure you did your best.”

“But you saw me on the field tonight!” he said, his voice cracking with sorrow. “I just stood there as the quarterback threw that ball! I didn’t even try to catch it! It bounced off my helmet!” He shook his head. “It was like my mind was in a fog. I could barely think, much less move!”

“Well, I’m sure it was just some freak occurrence,” I said, stroking his hair. “Hey, I have an idea.” I showed him his Mp3 player, which was sitting in the bed between us. “Why don’t you listen to your music?  That always cheers you up!”

He took the player from me, turned it on, and stared at the wall with a blank look while subliminal messages raped his mind. As I left the room I noticed a bulge in his jeans.

***

It was three weeks later when Jim again approached me. I was reading. He staggered into my room with a befuddled look on his face. His gait was uneven, his hair uncombed, and his voice unsteady.

“Yes, dear brother?” I said, inviting him to sit down.  I could tell his mental gears were barely turning. 

“I...I’m having funny feelings,” he said.

I gave him a concerned look as I sat up, though inside I wanted to shout yes! Victory over this poor schmuck is at hand! “Whatever do you mean?” I asked.

“I…I have been having the weirdest thoughts,” he said. “Like…like a girl might have…or a faggot.”

“Yes,” I said, nodding. “Go on.”

He leaned forward, laced his fingers together, and took a deep breath. “I’ll level with you, Becky,” he said. “I think I…well, I think I might be gay.”

I smiled at him. “And what makes you think that, Jim?” I said.

He blinked a few times, and then words dragged themselves out of his mouth. “I have been wondering what it’s like to…to be a girl – to wear panties and a bra and shave my legs and…”he fought to get out the last part…”and to suck another man’s cock.” He buried his face in his hands. “Jeez, I can’t believe I said that!”

I walked over to Jim, sat beside him, and wrapped my arm across his shoulders. “It’s okay, honey,” I said in the gentlest tone I could manage. “I’m your sister. I’m here for you.”

I watched tears glide down Jim’s face as he spoke; the sight lit a fire in my pussy. I squeezed my thighs together, wishing I could touch myself but somehow finding the courage to maintain my facade of caring. “Come on, sweetie,” I said, pulling him to me so that his head rested on my shoulder. “Spill your heart out to Becky.”

His body quaked, his voice quivered, but he continued. “The urge to cross dress keeps popping up in my thoughts. I think about trying on silk panties and a brassiere and maybe even stockings.” He looked at me with a mournful expression. “Last night I shoved a piece of round wood up my ass and pretended it was a guy’s cock. Isn’t that fucked up?  I’m a faggot, Becky! A homosexual!” He dropped his head and began to weep like a girl stood up for the prom. “What will dad think?”

“Now, Jim, my dear, sweet brother,” I said, rubbing his shoulders. “I don’t think what you shared is awful at all.” I snuggled up next to him, putting my head against his chest. “In fact, I think it’s quite sweet!”

“Really?” he said, shocked disbelief in his tone. “You mean it, Becky?”

“Absolutely,” I said, turning to look him in the eyes. “You see, my dear brother, I’ve long suspected your swaggering and football playing and chest thumping was all just a game you were playing with yourself.”

“What do you mean?” he said, confusion clouding his features.

“I mean,” I said, touching his knee, “that you have always been a little…shall we say, girly. You have a slight lilt in your voice, you walk with a swish, and sometimes I notice you staring at other guys, as if you want them.”

Jim shook his head, his mind struggling to accept what I was saying. “Me?” he said. “Are you sure, Becky? I mean, you’re my sister and all, but are you for sure that you saw those things in me?”

Of course not, you clod, I thought. I never saw anything in you but a raging hard-on and an oversized ego. But I kept up my act. “Yes, Jim,” I said in a low, matter-of-fact tone. “I’m afraid so, sweetie. You’ve always been a sissy faggot deep down inside.”

Jim’s mouth dropped open. He stared at the wall for several seconds. “Oh...oh, wow,” he said at last, holding the tips of his fingers to his forehead. “Me, a raving cocksucker. Who would’ve guessed?”

The sheer stupidity in Jim’s voice almost made me lose my composure right then and there. But I bit my lip and restrained the urge to laugh. “I want to try something,” I said. “Just a little experiment to make sure we’re on the right track.” I glanced at the drawer where I kept my lingerie. “Stand up and drop your drawers.”

“Huh?” he said, then gave me a hard look. “Look, Becky, you’re my sister, so if you’re wanting me to fuck you then forget it!”

Again I struggled to control my urge to laugh. “Nothing like that, silly,” I said, then stood so that I looked down on him like a stern mother over a stubborn child. “Now do as I say; hurry up!” I clapped my hands together once to get him moving. Jim did as I ordered, and soon he was standing in front of me, his underwear around his ankles, his erect cock jutting out from between his hairy legs. 

The sight of his organ nauseated me, but I maintained my act. I opened my dresser drawer and took out a pair of my softest, silkiest panties. “Try these on,” I said, tossing them at him. His coordination had improved since the game, because he caught them in his clumsy, oversized hands. He turned them over and over, looking at them as if they were a rare artifact from a distant era. 

“Don’t just fondle them, silly,” I said. “Put them on already!” He glanced at me, then back at my undies. He slid them up one leg and then the other. 

“Turn so I can look at you,” I said. He did so, and I saw what looked like a satin tent with a giant pole holding it up in the center. It was absurd. Yet it was also arousing in a way, especially when I noticed the dull, hypnotized glaze in his eyes. Sparks lit a fire in my cunt. I’m doing it! I thought. I’m feminizing my brother; I’m imposing my will on his foggy, faltering mind. 

“You look nice!” I said, plastering a smile across my face.

He gave me a hopeful look. “Really?” he said.

“Of course!” I said. “In fact, they’re quite becoming on you. One thing, though – all that nasty man-hair on your legs ruins the effect.” I patted the bed. “Why don’t you lie down here and I will grab my razor?” He dropped onto the mattress as I ran to the bathroom at the end of the hall. He was still there when I returned with a shaver and a tube of gel. 

“Okay, pretty boy, “I said when I returned. “Let’s lather you up and make you all pretty and smooth!”

I have feminized countless men since Jim, but none of those experiences was as thrilling as this first adventure. My brother lay there, docile and complaint, as I ran my pink razor up and down his thighs and calves. It took several passes to remove all the follicles, but in the end his legs were silky and soft as butter.

“Now, isn’t that better?” I said afterwards. “Feel them for yourself.” I watched the pole in his panties grow even larger as he felt his freshly shaved flesh. 

“Wow!” he said, excitement tinging his voice. “They really are nice!”

I had to agree. Jim’s legs didn’t look half bad when they were freed from all that disgusting fuzz. So, to make the job even better, I shaved the rest of his body: arms, chest, back, and face. In the end he was as sleek and soft as any schoolgirl.  His face wore an idiot grin that told me he was taking to the idea of becoming a feminized sissy.

I was quite pleased with how things were shaping up, so I decided to take the night’s events one step further. “Say,” I said, “why don’t we try dressing you like a girl from head to toe?”

Jim’s eyes almost popped out of his head when I said that. “Gee, I don’t know, Becky,” he said. “That’s a big step!” 

“Oh, come on,” I said. “It’ll be fun!” I went to my closet and took out a few items that I had bought online for just this occasion. They included a white lace bra, a pair of white stockings with frilly tops, a garter belt, pumps, a hot pink micro skirt, and a silky white top. 

It’s a good thing that I did the laundry in the house, because that allowed me to learn all of Jim’s sizes. My dazed brother stared at the items dumbfounded. I noticed that he breathed harder as he caught an eyeful of his new clothes.

I decided to start with the stockings. “Lie down on the bed,” I said, “and put your left leg in the air.” He did so. I started to slide one of the hose up his legs, but then I noticed that his toenails were long and jagged. “That will never do,” I said. So I took my nail scissors and trimmed his foot cuticles so they were nice and rounded. As I did he stared at my actions with a dull gaze that told me he was under deep control.

“Hmm,” I said, examining my handiwork. “That’s okay, but it’s missing something.” Then it came to me. “Of course!” I said. “Nail polish!” I went to my dresser and chose an aqua blue shade that I thought would match Jim’s eyes. It did. As I painted his tootsies I looked up at him. 

“How ya doing?” I asked. 

“I’m in heaven,” he said in a high, lilting voice that sounded so feminine I might have thought it belonged to a real girl. The fire smoldering in my cunt turned to a roaring blaze. My sex was sopping wet. I’m doing it! I thought. I’m dominating and feminizing my brother! It’s really happening!

After I was done with his toenails I let the polish dry, then slid the stockings up his legs. His body quivered as I did so, but his face was as blank as an untouched canvas. 

No pair of stockings is complete without a garter belt, so I dressed Jim up in one. I hooked the stockings into place. He smiled as I did so. “That’s so dainty and sissy,” he said in his new voice. 

“Yes it is. You’re a lovely girl, Janice,” I said, slipping the girly name I had chosen for him into the exchange. If he noticed, then he gave no sign of it, so I decided to use that name for him from that point on.

With stockings and garter belt in place the next step was to outfit Janice with her first pair of heels. They fit her feet well enough, but teaching her how to walk in them took well over an hour. She stumbled and came close to tripping several times. 

The experience was good, however, in that it gave me a chance to practice my verbal abuse skills. “Can’t you do anything right, you clumsy oaf?” I shouted when Janice tottered on the verge of collapse. “You’ll learn how to do this or I’ll beat your balls with a riding crop!”

“Yes, Becky,” she said as she lowered her head in shame. I saw a single tear glide down her cheek at one point, which made me hotter than ever.

After countless tries my brother was able to cross the room in the heels reasonably well. Next I ordered him to stand in front of the mirror while I slid his bra across his chest and hooked it. I watched his face as I did so. He seemed happy, which dampened my mood. So, as I fixed the brassiere in place, I said, “you know, Janice, your days of having sex are over forever.”

“What do you mean, Becky?” she said, a hint of fear in her tone.

“Just look at yourself!” I said. “You’re dolled up like a first-class drag queen! No real girl would ever want to be with you.” I smacked the side of his head with my palm and made a “duh” look that he saw reflected in the mirror. “Women want real men, not pathetic sissies like you!”

“I guess you’re right,” Janice said, her voice filled with despair. “I’m pretty pathetic!” He began to weep. 

The sight of him in such pain almost made me cum right then and there, but I cleared my head and stuck to my task. “That you are, Janice, that you are,” I said. “Still, there’s a chance that some fags might want you – that is, if you learn to suck cock like a street whore.” Her face brightened when I said those words.

“Do you really think that some man might want me to blow him?” she said, clasping her hands together and gazing at the ceiling with a dreamy look. “That would be heaven!”

“First thing first,” I said. “Let’s finish feminizing you. Then maybe we’ll find a man you can suck.  Who knows: he might even fuck your sissy ass!” Janice squealed and blushed when I said that.

After the bra came the skirt and top. I made sure the silky material rubbed against her skin; I wanted her aroused by the feel. Her sissy cock grew even harder, as I saw through the sensuous fabric that caressed her body. With my hands on her shoulders I eyed her up and down. She had a hopeful grin on her face as I performed my inspection. “Well?” she said. “How do I look, sister?”

I remembered something Dr. Marlowe had told me about the importance of degrading and humiliating my victim. So I noticed a slight run in one of her stockings. “WHAT IS THAT? WHAT IS THAT?” I screamed, pointing at the flaw. “Janice, you stupid slut! You ruined your new hose!”

Janice looked down, saw the problem, and gasped. Her face turned pale and she touched her cheeks with her palms. “Oh…oh no!” She looked up at me. “Oh, Becky, I’m so sorry!”

“Shut up!” I shrieked, slapping my brother with all my might. “You’ve ruined everything!”

I thought that Janice’s earlier hysterics were something to behold, but her reaction to this latest rebuke was beyond my wildest dreams. She fell to the floor in a heap and wailed.  “Oh, I’m such a loser!” she cried. “I can’t play football, I can’t keep a girlfriend, and now I can’t even be a good sissy!” 

To this point I had kept my libido in check. But the spectacle of my brother in girl’s clothes on the floor weeping like a jilted bride was more than even I could stand. “Be right back,” I said. “Quick break.” I rushed to the bathroom, locked the door behind me, and fondled my throbbing clit. I had just started when the climax shot out of my pussy like a cannon ball and radiated through my body. 

The orgasm was so intense I wanted to scream, but I clenched my teeth and forced the cry back down my throat. Still, the experience was so powerful that I almost blacked out. I had to hold onto the towel rack to keep from fainting. 

After a few minutes the aftershocks began to fade. I composed myself and went back to the bedroom. Janice had gotten control of herself and sat on the bench at my vanity. During my absence she had learned to cross her legs, which made me proud! Maybe I’ve got the talent to be a pro domme, I thought when I saw her luscious gams crossed like a lady news anchor showing off her assets.

Janice looked up at me as I returned. “I’m so sorry about the stockings, Becky,” she said. She had stopped crying, but her face was covered with red splotches from her outburst. 

I stood over her with hands on hips making a clucking sound. “Janice, Janice, Janice,” I said, shaking my head. “You’ll never get a man unless we do something about your complexion.”

I turned her so that she faced the vanity mirror, then I got my makeup case and began painting her face. My foundation matched her nicely – a benefit of our familial relationship. Her features were soft and glowing when I added blush to her cheeks, mascara to her eyelids, and hot pink lipstick to her mouth.

When I was done my brother/sister looked very much like a girl except for her close-cropped hair. So I took the blond wig I had chosen for her from my closet and adorned her in its platinum locks. After that I applied stick-on nails to her fingers and VOILA! Jim had become Janice, a feminized, brainwashed sissy whom I could manipulate like a puppet. 

I made her strut her stuff for me as I clapped my hands and cheered her on. “Attagirl, Janice!” I shouted. “Shake that ass, girl! Show the guys what you’ve got!” My brother/sister slipped into the role like she was born to it. She grinned and curtsied and blew kisses like a beauty pageant winner. 

After a minute or so of him showing off she looked at me and said, “thank you, Becky. I’m so happy this way!”

I nodded. “That’s all well and good,” I said, “But aren’t you forgetting something, Janice?”

“I don’t think so,” she said, touching her chin with her index finger. “What do you mean?”

I pointed at her legs. “That run in your stockings,” I said. “You may have thought I would forget about that, but I didn’t.”

Janice’s smile vanished, replaced by a mournful frown. “You’re right,” she said. “I’m just so ashamed of myself for doing that!”

“As am I,” I said, staring him in the eyes. “You were bad, Janice. You must suffer for your mistake.”

“What do you mean, Becky?” she asked, her voice quaking.

I glanced around the room for ideas. Then I saw the thick, wide leather belt looped through the jeans he was wearing earlier. “I know,” I said. I pointed at the bed. “Lie down, Janice,” I said.

Instead of complying she froze. I saw her face grow ashen with terror. She stared at me with glassy eyes like a taxidermist’s brainless creation.

“LIE DOWN, YOU STUPID SLUT!” I barked at her. My tone broke the spell that kept her immobile. She reclined on the mattress and looked up wide-eyed at the ceiling.

I unlooped the belt from Janice’s pants and handed it to her. “Beat your balls, Janice,” I said, my lips curving upwards in an icy smile. “Punish yourself for ruining your stockings.” 

“Do I have to?” Janice half-asked, half-pleaded.

“Yes,” I said. “Otherwise I’ll know you were faking this whole evening.”

“Okay,” she said in a tiny voice. It took her forever to raise the strap over her head. Then she brought it down on her crotch, but in a half-hearted way that enraged me. 

“Harder, you dirty cunt!” I shouted. “Harder!”

She delivered the next blow with a good deal more force.  Luckily she still had the muscles of a fit young man at this point, which made the pain all the more agonizing for her and ever more exquisite for me. She shrieked, almost dropped the belt, but I ordered her to keep going. She flogged herself again, then once more. 

“That’s a good sissy, Janice,” I said. “Whip yourself till you can’t walk straight.  Keep at it, girl!”

The slow lashes turned into a quick series of flesh-pounding blows as my feminized faggot brother abused himself for my pleasure. He screamed and moaned and pleaded for me to stop him, but that only made me urge him on. The self-flagellation went on for what seemed like hours.

As it did, my arousal soared past the point it had been when I fondled myself in the bathroom. I felt hormones rushing through the veins in my skull as a forest fire raged out of control between my legs. Yet somehow I denied myself. I wanted to see how far I could push my new slave.

At last, her body soaked in sweat and her arm aching, she dropped the belt to the floor. She had cried so much that her makeup was ruined.  Black streaks ran down her face and drenched my bed in a dark cosmetic goo.  

“Is that enough, sister?” she said.

“Yes,” I said, my voice strained from my intense arousal. “That will do, at least for now. You may go back to your room. We will continue your training tomorrow.”

Janice tried standing, but the pain from her flogging had crippled her for the time being. So I made her crawl on his hands and knees like a dog as she left my room. She moved in slow, agonized jerks, her scrotum one giant, swollen mass of pain and every nerve in her body on fire.

I lost count of the number of times I pleasured myself that night. I was still going at it when the sun came up. By that point my clit was probably as sore as Janice’s balls. But I still yearned for more.

***

It took two weeks for Janice’s balls to heal from the beating. I kept dad at bay by telling him that Jim was sick and that I was tending to him. “He should feel sick!” our father said when I told him that. “The way he blew the game the other night, he deserves to croak!”

I made sure Janice wore her Mp3 player almost every waking moment. After the first few nights I began using sleeping pills dissolved in her nightly cup of herbal tea to ensure she nodded off with the ear buds till in place. While she dozed the subliminal programming did its work, wiping out what was left of her male identity. Dr. Marlowe let me listen to some of the messages one time; she recorded them herself! Here are some of the things they say:

You’re a sissy faggot who can’t please women.

You like wearing panties and stockings.

Your dick is too small to ever take care of a lady.

You want a cock shoved up your ass, don’t you, you pathetic queer?

You’re always happiest when you’re in bondage.

You love the feel of silk against your skin.

You might as well get your cock and balls chopped off and become a woman already!

Imagine the effect those commands could have on the male mind when repeated over and over thousands of times! It’s a wonderful thought.

After Janice was ready to go back to school I suggested that she speak in front of Dr. Marlowe’s class. “The girls would love to hear about how you discovered you’re transgendered,” I told her. “It’s always nice when a man realizes he’s really a sissy fag; it might encourage other guys to give up their masculine identity and transform into women.”

“You’re so right, Becky,” said Janice. “At first I thought what you did to me was cruel. But now I realize you had my best interests at heart the whole time.”

I smiled at her remark, then my eyes darted across her body. By this point Janice was fully feminized mentally and her body was well on its way too. Her muscles were shrinking, her skin was softer, and she told me that her cock had become soft and flaccid. Of course, it helped that I was pumping mega-doses of female hormones into her body at this point–a gift from Dr. Marlowe.

I figured it was time for dad to discover that he had a new daughter. So I asked him to drop by my class on the same day Janice was going to speak. “I’m not into that book learning bullshit,” he said with a dismissive wave of his hand.

“Oh, come on, daddy!” I said. “You’ll love it. A retired pro football player is going to tell us what it was like to play in the Superbowl!”

That piqued his curiosity. “Well, if that’s the case,” he said, “then I’ll be there for sure!”

Janice sat beside me in my car as I drove her to school for her grand debut. “Becky,” she said, “I’m worried about how dad will react when he sees me this way. He has always been so intent on me being tough and manly.”

“Don’t let it bother you, sweetie!” I said. “I told him about your transition and he is very proud of you!” I gave her a reassuring pat on the knee.

“Really?” she said, blushing. “That’s wonderful! I hope I see him soon.”

“You will,” I said. “He has just been busy working overtime lately. But he will see you soon, I’m sure of it.”

“Oh, goody!” said Janice. “That will be such fun!”

That’s what you think now, you poor, pitiful fool, I thought. But just wait…. I smiled as I kept my eyes on the road ahead.

A half hour later I sat with my classmates as Janice told the story of her journey to femininity. She wore a knee-length black skirt, white high heels, tan stockings, and a green blouse. She had a small purse slung over her left shoulder. 

As she spoke I studied her face carefully. Though she sounded like a normal human being, I could tell from the vacant look in her eyes that she was more akin to a ventriloquist dummy than a thinking, feeling person with her own mind. 

I wondered if, in some tiny part of her brain, Jim was buried in a deep hole and trying to dig his way out. Help! Help! I pictured him screaming. Someone free me from my sister’s grip on my soul! The thought made me feel warm all over, especially between my legs.

“I owe it all to my sister Becky,” Janice said as she wrapped up her talk. “She forced me to accept that I have always been a girl deep inside.” The other students looked at me and broke out in a round of applause. I nodded and smiled, taking the praise with graceful modesty. But inwardly I was worried. Class was almost over and dad hadn’t showed up yet. If he failed to appear, then I might miss my moment of greatest triumph.

“Any questions?” Janice asked the class. A girl in the back raised her hand. I glanced at my watch and scowled. Come on dad, I thought. Show up!

A second later I heard a pair of heavy footsteps behind me. I whipped around, and there, standing in the classroom door, was my father. His mouth hung open and his eyes were wide as saucers as he saw what I had done to his son.

“JIM?” he said in shocked disbelief.

“Dad?” said my feminized brother. “It’s me, Janice, your second daughter!”

I watched my father’s face go from shock to rage to disgust as the seconds ticked by. After what seemed like an eternity he said, “you’re no relation of mine, you little faggot.” He turned and walked away.

Janice chased after him. “Dad!” she wailed in her sissy voice. “Wait! Becky said you understood! She said you accepted me like this! Dad! Wait!” But our father just ignored him and kept going.

Janice staggered back in the class, her face a mask of despair and pain. She looked at me and said, “You did this to me. You robbed me of my manhood. Now you’ve turned dad against me.”

I met her gaze with a steely look. Then I burst out laughing. “Of course I did, you poor sap!” I said. “I turned you into a spineless fag no one would want!”

“But why, Becky, why?” said Janice, tears streaming down her face.

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. “Because it was fun, I guess!”

My classmates began to giggle. Within seconds they broke out in wave after wave of cruel, mocking laughter, pointing at Janice and laughing. “You fool!” one shouted. “She really did a number on you!” Janice folded her hands and dropped her head as the humiliation went on and on and on. I was doubled over in glee when I felt the flames in my pussy roar to life and sweep through my body. I orgasmed over and over as I watched my sissy brother’s ego dissolve in front of me. 

**

That night Dr. Marlowe and I cuddled in bed together, our nude bodies drenched in sweat. We were breathless from making love to each other. 

“I’m proud of you, my dear,” she said, running her finger down my arm. “You did well.”

“Thank you, my love,” I said, kissing her lips gently. “But I had the best teacher in the world.”

“And I have the best student,” she said. Then I gasped as she ran her finger over my erect nipples. I rolled over on top of her, and again we ravaged each other.

Much later that night I remembered something. “Dr. Marlowe,”
I said. “What about my dad?”

She chuckled. “Don’t worry about him, sweetie,” she said. “I chased him down after class and had a talk with him. He’s scheduled to meet with me tomorrow. I gave him a CD to listen to tonight. I told him it would help him to understand what happened to his son.”

I laughed. “Does this CD have some of your subliminal messages on it?” I said.

“Hmm,” said Dr. Marlowe. “Now that you mention it – it does!” She laughed too, and then we made love once more.

Did you like this story? If so, then check out Mistress Victoria’s giant collection of sizzling forced feminization stories at this link. Only $2.99 for a limited time! 
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