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    Some Exciting Excerpts 
 
    © 2017 Mindi Harris, All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
    These odd, uncomfortable sensations increased dramatically when the professor told the class to, “Say hi to Marci!” and they complied, calling to him using the feminized form of his name. More and louder giggles ensued as Dr. Jerold asked, “If we can turn a Marc into a Marci with just a little ‘i’, just imagine what we could do with more profoundly feminine accouterments like perhaps silky lingerie, a sexy prom dress, stylish four-inch sandals, and glamorous makeup?” 
 
      
 
    Marc tried but failed to banish images of himself dolled up as a pretty prom princess. His breath caught in his chest, and his knees were trying to decide between knocking and buckling. Why was he imagining himself as a feminized sissy? Before he could answer his own question, his situation worsened from humiliating to mortifying.  
 
      
 
    In a class this large on a campus this small, and considering his expansive sexual exploits, there were bound to be some of Marc’s past “conquests” in the room. He was horrified to hear shouts from some of them now. 
 
      
 
    ----- 
 
      
 
    Oh, I didn’t realize my mom forced you to dress up for junior prom too. You’d told me? Many times? No, I think I would’ve remembered if you had. I guess Pete and I had already headed upstairs for the hotel room by the time you arrived at the grand ballroom.  
 
      
 
    My mom dressed you in Cindy’s sapphire blue shorty gown? The saucy one with the built-in black petticoat netting? I just love how the skirt poufs out on that one. So flirty! And you wore Cindy’s four-inch black stilettos too? I really wish I’d seen that! Besides all the pictures mom took of you that is.  
 
      
 
    I bet mom did up your hair and makeup like a princess! She did? Well, she is one of the best beauticians in the state. Cindy was there too? She what? Forced you to use Nair all over your body? What? She actually smeared it on you, all over your body below your eyebrows—which she plucked into a delicate arch?  
 
      
 
    ----- 
 
      
 
    He hated every minute of it, and he still resented Danielle for tricking him. Now, she was talking again, “Remember? You made such a perfect little Busty’s Girl in my tight pink shorts and little white midriff tank top!” 
 
      
 
    “So what about it?” he growled, blushing slightly. 
 
      
 
    “Well, the thing is, I have a shift in about two hours, and I can’t work.”  
 
      
 
     “So? Get one of your slut friends to take it for you. What does this have to do with me?” Even as he asked, Danielle’s evil smile creeped him out. Suddenly it clicked. “Oh no way! I’m not going to work in your place!” he cried.  
 
      
 
    “Actually you are, sister dear, unless you want our parents to know about....” 
 
      
 
    ----- 
 
      
 
    Jillian and her daughters explained Ricky’s colossal error to him. He clearly didn’t know, and he was too angry to let Jillian tell him until it was too late, but there were only girl cheerleaders at the fancy St. Bernadette School. To win the bet, he would have to join the cheerleading team, perform the cheers in a female uniform, and carry out all the other feminine responsibilities of a cheer girl.  
 
      
 
    Hearing this, Ricky began to turn several shades of red and purple. Sounds of anger came pouring from his mouth, but he was too angry to form any words. Jillian stroked his hand gently, trying to calm him down. That achieved only partial benefits as he was no longer too angry for articulate speech, but was still too angry for a reasonable dialogue.  
 
      
 
    Jillian calmly explained, “Either fortunately or not—depending on your point of view—no one besides Renee at the school has met you Ricky. They’ve maybe heard the name. Maybe it was really Rikki, short for Erika? Not a young boy, but a girl. One who could be signed up for the cheer team? One who would need a whole feminine wardrobe including school girl uniforms?” 
 
      
 
    ----- 
 
      
 
    Yes, she knew all about my little hobby. How could she not? She’d seen me do it dozens if not hundreds of times. Finding random men, and taking them...shopping. For sexy clothes. For sexy women’s clothes. For them to wear.  
 
      
 
    My darling isn’t into this sort of thing at all, but she’s deeply into me, and long ago she made her peace with my little fetish. Now she finds all this...amusing? She sure smiled widely at you. You looked so confused when she shook her head and said, “No shopping. Not for me today, Melinda. Why don’t you two go? I see there’s a big sale at Vixen Vintage?” 
 
      
 
    Your big puppy dog eyes followed the easy flow of her arm as she indicated a shop just across the street. You looked bewildered by the bright pink store sign, and I could see you squinting to make out the frothy feminine confections in the huge, well-lit window below.  
 
      
 
    ----- 
 
      
 
    As I close final the hook at your neck, I admire the fit. “It’s like this beautiful gown was custom tailored for you, Sissy!” I laugh, then I fix a long, flowing auburn wig to your head with scads of bobby pins. “I can’t wait to show you off in this!” I giggle.  
 
      
 
    You seem about to challenge me, but the built-in steel-boned corsetry so constricts your breathing your words leak out as barely audible wheezing. Before you can even consider protesting, Delia holds out a professional stage makeup kit. I tie your curly new mane into a flouncy ponytail with a thick satin ribbon, and begin transforming your face.  
 
      
 
    First, I apply a creamy clear lotion, primer, and a silky liquid foundation. It masks your barely-there beard effectively. Then, I brush powder over your face, providing expert contouring, and then emphasize the apples of your cheeks with red blush. Ignoring your cries, I pluck your eyebrows into a dainty feminine arch. I dab your eyelids with silvery purple shadow, and add contrasting shades of deep plum making your pretty eyes really pop. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Brief Forward  
 
      
 
    I really enjoy writing these stories, and I love to picture you helplessly feminized at the hands of the women in your life. This collection includes five 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 deeply appreciate all of your good reviews! I have several works-in-progress, including a longer-form forced feminization story unlike any you’ve ever read before. Also exciting collaborations, and a new long serial or two on the way. I’m getting closer to publishing the conclusions of ongoing series. I need a bit of your patience and encouragement to see me through to the end.  
 
    xoxo 
 
    Mindi 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Reader discretion advised. For Mature audiences only. Avoid this book and do not buy, borrow, download, or read all or part of it 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, or are not permitted access to these materials. 
 
      
 
    This collection meets all Amazon/Kindle decency standards. All characters are of legal age, and all are consenting participants in all activities depicted or referenced. No sexual or intimate relations between blood relations or criminal activity is presented or implied.  
 
      
 
    This is a work of fiction. All events, characters, places, etc. depicted are fictional, and do not refer to real people or situations. No resemblance to any person living or dead is implied or intended. All of the action in these stories is for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home!  
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    Gimme An A!  
 
    A Gender Studies Lesson in Forced-Feminization, Mockery, and Male Chastity by a Sexy Professor and the Pom Squad 
 
      
 
    © 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
    Marc Singer enrolled in Gender Studies 200 for two reasons: he’d heard it was an easy A, and he hoped to meet hot chicks. It wasn’t that he needed a lot of help meeting sexy females, he was confident in his game. Even so, his luck wasn’t what it used to be. This was probably because he’d earned a bad reputation as a player by his junior year at Wellington College; a small liberal arts college nestled in a rural part of Maryland. 
 
      
 
    Marc was known around campus as a sexist and a cheater. Although slight of build and small of stature, his bright blue eyes and long dark hair combined with his fine features to give him an innocent look that was irresistible to many co-eds. He enjoyed having sex with as many girls as possible, and while he led them on with promises of a long-term relationship, in the end he always refused to commit.  
 
      
 
    By the time most of his partners got to know him well, they were so fed up with his uncaring and condescending attitudes they didn’t want to commit to him either. Still, he left a slew of broken hearts in his wake. Marc wasn’t quite abusive or obnoxious, but his views were callous and out of touch. He was never shy about stating that he believed society needed stability, and he often argued that mixing up male and female gender roles undermined the necessary norms and customs our culture relied upon.  
 
      
 
    Although not as horrible about his prejudices as typical internet trolls, Marc strongly felt that certain styles, jobs, and activities were only suited for one gender or the other. For example, Marc snickered at any mention of male nurses, flight attendants, and personal assistants.  
 
      
 
    He wouldn’t come out and say it in so many words, but he honestly thought that men were smarter than women. He thought he was subtle, but he wasn’t really. Before long, most of the women he met figured out he didn’t respect them.  
 
      
 
    Marc’s biased thinking about appropriate occupations based on gender went both ways. He didn’t think women were smart enough to be business leaders, doctors or scientists. He also thought only females should wear colors like pink, purple, and baby blue—never men. Trans and gay people made Marc uncomfortable. Although he didn’t outright gay bash, he often made rude and insensitive remarks.  
 
      
 
    Of course Marc assumed men were naturally superior to women academically. So as he sat in the last row of the large lecture hall, he was confident he could coast in this course and still get a great grade. In fact, he was the only male still enrolled in the class after the final add/drop period ended the week before. He was sure he’d dazzle the female professor one way or another.  
 
      
 
    As usual, Marc wasn’t paying attention to a word the professor said. Instead, he was casually playing a game on his phone, rather than taking notes during the lecture. Still, he felt certain that his superior male intelligence would win him an easy A in the class. This despite not reading the syllabus or starting any of the reading assignments. He figured he’d get the notes from one of the teacher’s pets types, and if he had trouble, he could buddy up with her or even one of the teaching assistants.  
 
      
 
    Worst-case scenario, Marc was sure he could meet with the professor and offer to do some extra credit assignment to ensure a high grade. That strategy had always worked for him so far. He smiled as he considered the latter option.  
 
      
 
    He had developed a crush on the stylish Dr. Jerald, and he had sexual fantasies about meeting with her and having her fall for him. He pictured her mooning over him, taking him back to her place.... He wouldn’t mind that! 
 
      
 
    That “worst case” scenario wasn’t far fetched at all. Marc had seduced many of his teaching assistants and more than a few of his professors. Wellington College took equal opportunity seriously, so the faculty and the student body were evenly split between males and females. Marc was happy about that. His academic career relied on trading sex for favors.  
 
      
 
    Despite a general disrespect for women, Marc appreciated the ample opportunities to sleep his way to an A—something he’d never consider doing with a male teacher or professor. While not militantly homophobic, he considered any close contact with another man disgusting.  
 
      
 
    By this, the first semester of his junior year, Marc thought he had it all figured out. So he wasn’t nervous when Professor Jerald called his name. A statuesque natural blonde, Genevieve Jerald was the smart, commanding woman who contradicted all of Marc’s theories of male supremacy, although he was too obtuse to even consider that fact.  
 
      
 
    Nothing about Dr. Jerald was the least bit inferior or submissive. She was even a bit intimidating as she finally got Marc’s attention and—to the amusement of the 300 or so female students in the class—firmly demanded he join her at the front of the lecture hall. By the time Marc made his way to the front of the room and stood next to Dr. Jerald, he’d managed to read some of the text displayed on the smart board:  
 
      
 
    “Gender-based parallelism in nomenclature” and “Radical transmogrification through artificial manipulation of linguistic, apparel, and other superficial presentation” were among the several phrases that she’d posted. It made little sense to him. His bright smile faded as he stood beside the professor when she glowered at him. In her three-inch pumps, she towered over him. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Jerald’s voice boomed across the room, “As I was saying, our language, customs, and other societal tropes contain inherent sexism and gender bias. Sometimes blatant, sometimes subtle, cumulatively they constrain certain actions and even control our subconscious thoughts while mandating specific behaviors and attitudes. Traditionally, certain doors have been open only to men but not to women, and vice versa. While some of these barriers are finally falling, many archaic and obsolete gender constructs remain stubbornly intractable.” 
 
      
 
    Marc, standing next to this forceful and brilliant woman, looked out into a sea of female students who were feverishly taking notes. Unlike him, his classmates all seemed interested if not totally enthralled by the class material. He started to feel amused at what he dismissed as typical feminine sycophancy, but then he realized with a shock that the professor was talking about him.  
 
      
 
    “Take Marc here, for example,” Dr. Jerold was saying, while gesturing at the smart board that had his name written within a blue rectangle labeled “gender box.” She smiled at him, not in a kindly way, and said, “With the simple addition of an ‘i’, we transform the masculine name ‘Marc’ into the feminine form, ‘Marci.’“  
 
      
 
    As the class burst out in giggles, Marc felt his face flush with embarrassment. The professor tapped her iPad, and the rectangular “gender box” now containing the name “Marci” changed colors from navy blue to baby pink. Marc couldn’t explain why, but this simple discussion made him feel weak and vulnerable. He didn’t like feeling that way.  
 
      
 
    These odd, uncomfortable sensations increased dramatically when the professor told the class to, “Say hi to Marci!” and they complied, calling to him using the feminized form of his name. More and louder giggles ensued as Dr. Jerold asked, “If we can turn a Marc into a Marci with just a little ‘i’, just imagine what we could do with more profoundly feminine accouterments like perhaps silky lingerie, a sexy prom dress, stylish four-inch sandals, and glamorous makeup?” 
 
      
 
    Marc tried but failed to banish images of himself dolled up as a pretty prom princess. His breath caught in his chest, and his knees were trying to decide between knocking and buckling. Why was he imagining himself as a feminized sissy? Before he could answer his own question, his situation worsened from humiliating to mortifying.  
 
      
 
    In a class this large on a campus this small, and considering his expansive sexual exploits, there were bound to be some of Marc’s past “conquests” in the room. He was horrified to hear shouts from some of them now. 
 
      
 
    Lisa Walters, a brash and sexy redhead was the first, loudly exclaiming, “I dated Marci freshman year, and from what I remember, she’d look great in a string bikini!” Marc gasped and blushed at this emasculating comment. He expected the professor to discipline the mocking student and assert control over the class, but he was severely disappointed. Dr. Jerold was holding her thumb and forefinger a few inches apart and nodding at him with a knowing look while the class erupted in laughter.  
 
      
 
    Cindy Peterson, a bubbly blonde, raised her hand before shouting, “I know Marci would make a cute Pom-Pom girl! She used to help me practice my routines when we were going out last year!” Marc glared at her, but she just shrugged and said, “Oh sorry, was that supposed to be a secret? Like the secrets about me you told all the guys in our dorm!” Her voice went from airy to harsh as she concluded her statement with a tight-lipped stare. 
 
      
 
    Denise Jefferson, a stunning African American sophomore was next: “I dated little Marci here too, just last semester. She is a real good dancer. We used to go clubbing together and she used to practice Pom routines with me too. So I agree with sister Cindy. I vote for Pom-Pom girl!” This wasn’t entirely untrue. When he got drunk, Marc was often silly and let the girls talk him into doing their dances with him. Naturally graceful, he’d picked up the moves easily.  
 
      
 
    Marc felt sick as four or five other Pom squad members loudly agreed. This couldn’t be real! It had to be a bad dream, a total nightmare. He almost bolted out of the room when the professor called for a vote that quickly ratified the decision. In this crazy classroom, Marc—now known as Marci—was elected to be a Pom-Pom Girl!  
 
      
 
    Cindy clapped her hands and bounced excitedly in her second-row chair before grabbing a pink gym bag adorned with “Wellington Pom Squad” in glittery purple script. With a huge grin, she raced toward Marc and the professor in the front of the room.  
 
      
 
    With a flourish, the reached into the pink canvass tote and pulled out a skimpy Wellington Poms uniform. She called to her teammates to join her, and soon six girls surrounded Marc. As they grabbed the stunned young man and readied the uniform for him, Marc tried to break free from their feminine grasp. He braced himself to dash away, but found he couldn’t. The girls were just too strong and determined.  
 
      
 
    When Marc saw the humiliating items they expected him to wear—a skin-tight metallic red micro miniskirt, a matching bra-top, a flirty little white vest, white fringed go-go boots with a three-inch heel, and red and white mini-poms, he cried out in humiliation. He helplessly looked to Dr. Jerald for assistance. There was no help for him there, however. 
 
      
 
    Instead of rescuing him, the professor smiled at Marc and explained, “I’ve heard a lot about you, Mr. Singer. Your behavior is the topic of my most recent case study. You have quite a reputation! My findings could have a lasting and severely negative impact on your academic record. You’d probably be expelled and possibly even prosecuted, should I decide to use your real name or otherwise inform the administration and authorities about what you’ve done. Anyway, you will cooperate with these fine ladies,” she nodded, gesturing to the assembled Pom squad members.  
 
      
 
    Marc shouted something unintelligible as the girls began pulling his t-shirt over his head. He was starting to scream for help, but before he could protest further, Dr. Jerald clamped her manicured right hand over his mouth and continued, “It’s too late for you to drop this class, Mr. Singer, and as you know from the syllabus, your grade is entirely based on our semester-long assignment. You will write a comprehensive report on your observations: a first-person experiential deconstruction of imposed non-biological gender traits.”  
 
      
 
    She smirked at Marc’s bewildered face and added, “You’re going to spend this semester as a girl.”  
 
      
 
    Her delight at his distress increased, and she could barely contain her laughter as she informed him, “Last week, during yet another lecture you skipped, I discussed this experiment and your classmates generously volunteered to help the male students learn about sexism and women’s rights by living as the opposite gender.” 
 
      
 
    Smiling widely, the professor continued, “We all endorsed that concept, and decided that you must have been OK with all of that when you stayed in this course after reading the syllabus. It was all explained clearly on page two. Why do you think all the other male students dropped the class? Anyway, time to begin your transformation. Girls?” 
 
      
 
    The Pom squad took that as a green light from Dr. Jerald. Within moments, they’d stripped Marc as the class mocked his tiny penis. They held him immobilized as Dr. Jerald held up a chastity device for all to see, and then locked it onto Marc despite his frantic struggles to break free. The small contraption was made of Kevlar, wrapped in pink latex that mimicked female genitals. With it firmly in place over his cock and balls, Marc truly looked like a flat-chested girl. 
 
      
 
    After some spirited debate, the class decided not to dress Marc as a Pom-Pom Girl, because he still had a bit too much body hair to fit the image. Instead, they forced him into a bright red thong, and rolled a pair of opaque black tights up his slim, shapely legs.  
 
      
 
    The skimpy lingerie fit easily over his entrapped manhood, much to the delight of the women in the class. Then, they buttoned a long-sleeved white frilly blouse over the well-padded white bra they had clasped around his chest.  
 
      
 
    The girls quickly fastened a grey knee-length pencil skirt around his waist, and made him step into three-inch red stiletto pumps. The class roared as Marc staggered in the unfamiliar shoes. While Marc swooned in shame, Cindy showed him his new ID with his picture photo-shopped into a feminine guise. He whimpered as he read the name “Marci” on it before she slipped the ID into place in a pretty pink billfold.  
 
      
 
    The perky blonde pompom girl dropped the billfold and the contents of his wallet—minus his own ID, which she handed to the professor—into a girlish purse. With a huge smile, she placed the pink purse into a stylish Prada knock-off handbag, and ceremoniously placed it over Marc’s shoulder. Marc gaped in horror as his female classmates applauded his transformation.  
 
      
 
    Acting quickly, Denise grabbed Marc’s male clothing and threw it down an incinerator chute. A few other girls held the now-stunned Marc firmly while Cindy applied appropriate daytime makeup, and brushed his long hair into a flirty, girly style that she held in place with bright, colorful butterfly clips.  
 
      
 
    Dr. Jerald had been videoing the proceedings on her cell phone, and set the recording to play on the smart board in a constant loop. She hit the call button and quickly confirmed with the administration that the experiment was indeed approved. The professor then called to cancel Marc’s dorm room assignment, and arranged to send all of his belongings to the college’s storage facilities. She methodically made a third phone call while Marc struggled in vain to escape. He couldn’t accept that any of this was actually happening.  
 
      
 
    Without a place to live or anything else to wear, without any real alternatives, Marc helplessly agreed to be Cindy’s roommate. He felt like crying when a few of the Pom squad girls announced their plans to take him shopping for the clothes and other items he’d need for his new life as a girl. The professor pronounced the class dismissed, and the girls broke into cliques excitedly talking about what they’d just witnessed.  
 
      
 
    The five Pom-Pom girls walked their feminized captive out of class and off campus to the neighboring commercial district. At the various boutiques and specialty stores, the girls forced Marc to try on countless outfits, shoes, and accessories. He even had to endure a multiple ear piercing and then moped despondently as a Victoria’s Secret salesgirl measured him for a bra.  
 
      
 
    Just when he thought he couldn’t possibly feel more emasculated, the girls dragged him to the Pampered Princess beauty salon. There, Marc found out the professor’s third call was to her friend Cassandra, the salon owner, confirming an appointment for him.  
 
      
 
    The next hours hit Marc like a tsunami and passed as a blur of utter humiliation. A team of beauticians subjected the hapless male to a physically and emotionally painful full-body waxing, a male-ego shattering mani-pedi, and a hair coloring and styling along with a feminizing facial and other treatments.  
 
      
 
    Staggered by this whirlwind of emasculation, Marc gasped in horror when he learned Cindy lived in a sorority, and now so did he. The girls took him to the sorority house, and set him up in his new bedroom. They carried bag after garishly feminine bag of panties, bras, skirts, heels, makeup, and dresses into the house. The sorority sisters watched the stream of activity with bemusement. Apparently Cindy had explained the situation to them, and the girls were eagerly expecting the arrival of their new sister. 
 
      
 
    For her part, Cindy was shocked at how feminine “Marci” looked. The last time she’d seen “her” the transformed male looked like a slightly butch young woman dressed in conservative business attire. Now, her new roommate was the very model of a coquettish coed wearing a sexy rose-colored pleated miniskirt and a white midriff top that stretched alluringly over her b-cup padded breasts.  
 
      
 
    The flirty cotton top was adorned with a Hello Kitty appliqué, and Cindy laughed in delight at the caption “sex kitten” written in script across Marci’s augmented chest before saying, “Hurry up roomie! We have 15 minutes to get to Poms practice. Here! Put this on!” she ordered, throwing a hot pink bra top and matching Lycra short shorts at the feminized male.  
 
      
 
    As if in a trance, Marci removed her top, heels, and skirt, then wriggled into the ultra-girlish Pom Squad practice outfit. She stepped into the pink Nike cheer shoes Cindy provided and looked at her reflection in the mirror.  
 
      
 
    Already dressed in a similar outfit in baby blue, Cindy was ecstatic at the results. She gleefully mocked her ex, “Come on girly, you can admire your pretty self later. You’re a pompom girl now. We got to go learn our new routine for the football game tomorrow!”  
 
      
 
    Marc, now Marci shuddered at these words. With her hair dyed a golden blonde and tied into a high ponytail with a pink ribbon, she felt utterly feminized. With her face adorned in fresh-look makeup, with her nails a sexy metallic pink, and with her lithe body squeezed into the cute little practice outfit, even Marci had to admit she looked the part of a pompon princess.  
 
      
 
    Blushing deeply and barely able to breathe, Marci turned to follow as Cindy grabbed her by the wrist and headed out of their bedroom door. With a start, the emasculated male chauvinist took one last look in the mirror.  
 
      
 
    “Her” pink-glossed lips formed an embarrassed “O” as she read the word “POMS!” written in glittering lavender script across her butt. It was going to be a very long and humiliating semester. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Friend Zone Feminization:  
 
    Slowly Transformed Into A Female “Best Friend Forever” Against My Will By My Crush 
 
    © 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
    HI Marlie, I mean Markie, oh whatever! 
 
      
 
    Yes, I know you blocked my number. I’m using Cindy’s phone. Yes, my older sister, Cindy? You know her. She goes to State College? She’s a cheerleader there? That’s not important. I have some things I have to tell you. You have to listen to me.  
 
      
 
    Three years ago today, I was sitting in class taking the PSAT’s, on the day I turned fourteen. I was nervous, almost ready to walk out the door, when I got the best birthday present I could ever ask for. My new best friend. You. 
 
      
 
    You walked in and sat quietly in the seat next to me. I leaned over and said, “Hi, I’m Melanie!” I could tell you were shy when you quietly said “hey” back. I asked you your name, and when you told me “Mark”, being my sassy self I said, “Hi Markie, it’s my birthday. You can say happy birthday to me if you want!”  
 
      
 
    You laughed and wished me a happy birthday. Then, when I asked you to have lunch with me, you almost stammered you were so quick to say yes. After we ordered and while we were waiting for our waitress to bring our food, I caught you staring at me with puppy dog eyes. I recognized that look. I could tell you were falling for me.  
 
      
 
    I had just gotten out of a messy breakup, and besides, you were never the kind of guy I dated. Big macho types got my heart pounding. You were thin, small, and almost winsome. I like brash and bold take-charge guys. I immediately identified you as the sweet and gentle type.  
 
      
 
    To be honest, when I first saw you with your long hair and gender-neutral sweater and jeans, I took you to be a tomboyish girl! Yes, I know you hate it when I say this, but it’s true! I could see the hurt in your eyes when I first told you I considered you Best Friend Forever material, not Boy Friend material.  
 
      
 
    I know you deny it, but I saw the tears in your eyes just before I reached out to hug you. And ever since that day we’ve been best friends. Well, just about. The point is, I couldn’t have asked for a better birthday present than you, Markie! You’re the sweetest person I’ve ever met. From the day we took the PSATs together, you were always so devoted to me. 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe it’s been three years already. Three years of unforgettable memories. Three years of laughter. Three years of irreplaceable friendship. Going to youth group together. Our class trip to North Carolina for Easter. Our trip to Richmond. All of it was epic! I loved our time babysitting together, even though I kept all the money. You didn’t mind though?  
 
      
 
    We had such fun working together at the Olive Garden (mainly getting yelled at for slacking off and talking to each other instead of doing our jobs). I can never thank you enough for picking up my shifts when I had hot dates. You always were just the perfect BFF! 
 
      
 
    New Year’s Eve last year was so fun! Even though I’d rather have had a real man to kiss me at midnight, you were a half-decent substitute, almost. What? Oh don’t whine. You know what I mean.  
 
      
 
    And all those sleepovers together were such a blast; even though it meant telling my mom you were a girl. Yes, if you want to blame me for what happened later, I accept it. Even though how was I know to know she’d.... Fine, I said I accept the blame. 
 
      
 
    Still you were always my partner in crime. Sneaking into bars. Taking care of each other when we were drunk, although that was mainly you holding my hair back when I got sick, and then driving me home in my cute little VW Bug.  
 
      
 
    I remember all our venting sessions, though again it was mainly me complaining about how my latest meathead boyfriend cheated on me, or wasn’t paying enough attention to me, or forgot my birthday, or whatever. I mean, are there absolutely no good guys out there at all? Are they all just macho dicks?  
 
      
 
    Oh Markie—you know I’m not including you in that, dear. Of course not! That should be obvious, you silly thing. You never forgot my birthday. Not until this year at least. Oh the memories we’ve had! I could go on for days Markie!  
 
      
 
    Our Health Class together was so hilarious! Remember when the typo in your name had you listed as “Marlie,” so the school thought you were a girl? It was so funny when they assigned you to the girls’ special sex-ed class, and the teacher didn’t even notice you were a boy? You should’ve seen your face when Ms. Applebaum asked if you’d begun menstruating yet!  
 
      
 
    The entire class broke out in laughter, and Ms. A looked so confused. She assured us this was a completely natural function, and nothing to be embarrassed about. When she saw you deeply blushing, she cupped your chin in her hand and promised your cycle would begin soon, along with your breast development.  
 
      
 
    The rest of the girls went along, and you were too embarrassed to ask for a transfer. And so you stayed in the girls’ health class. Then we found out that meant they’d had to change your class schedule. My mom’s friend in the school administration, Ms. Jacobs, took care of everything, all the paperwork.  
 
      
 
    Yes, I remember that being in girl’s Health Class forced you to take Home Ec too. So fun! Learning to cook, sew, clean, and so on. All important skills, Marlie—I mean Markie. I can never thank you enough for agreeing to model the dress I made. I got an A+ in the class, largely thanks to your modeling abilities. 
 
      
 
    Soon after that, all the girls started calling you “Marlie,” and inviting you to raid their closets for cute clothes and heels. Christine Watkins even asked you to try out for the JV cheerleading team. I’m so grateful you agreed to do that after practicing all the routines with me! Such a BFF! 
 
      
 
    I know you hated that they picked both of us for the cheer squad, but I’m still mad that you refused to even try on your cute little uniform. You threw it on the ground and ran away when we tried to get you to just see if it fit you. You can be such a little baby sometimes. Eventually you did agree to join the cheer squad. We needed you after Lizzie hurt her knee.  
 
      
 
    This will cheer you up! Think about all the times we’d dance around jammin’ to our special song “Don’t Worry Baby” by The Beach Boys! The times we chattered as we did each other’s hair and nails! How we gossiped about all the boys, and wondered who I should try to flirt with to get a date for homecoming or prom! I still appreciate how you’d offer to skip all those dances and wait up for me so you could hear how far I let the guys go.  
 
      
 
    Yes, how many times do I have to say I am sorry for leaving you at my place with my mom for homecoming this year? How was I to know she’d dress you up in my sister Cynthia’s prom dress and insist on driving you to our school?  
 
      
 
    Don’t be dramatic, no one recognized you, except for me. Well, at first I just recognized Cindy’s dress and put two and two together. Hey, don’t yell at me, I reacted as quickly as I could. It was me who saved you from those three guys who were trying to drag you into a broom closet, wasn’t it?  
 
      
 
    Who knows what might have happened if you were in there alone with them? At least I was there to protect your virginal honor! If not for me, the guys who were there stag would’ve torn you apart! You looked so adorable in your, well Cindy’s, long satin ivory gown and silver sandals.  
 
      
 
    Oh how beautiful you were, perfectly made up with your honey blonde hair cascading in delicate ringlets. How many dances did you have? Thirty? More? You have to admit you had fun dancing with all of those guys? No? My mistake.  
 
      
 
    Yes, I said I was sorry for staying out all night after junior prom later that year! You’re right, I should have called you, but I was preoccupied. And you never called me! Oh okay, maybe you did call. Yes, that was the night I lost my virginity to Pete Langston, the captain of the football team. How many times do I have to apologize?  
 
      
 
    Oh, I didn’t realize my mom forced you to dress up for junior prom too. You’d told me? Many times? No, I think I would’ve remembered if you had. I guess Pete and I had already headed upstairs for the hotel room by the time you arrived at the grand ballroom.  
 
      
 
    My mom dressed you in Cindy’s sapphire blue shorty gown? The saucy one with the built-in black petticoat netting? I just love how the skirt poufs out on that one. So flirty! And you wore Cindy’s four-inch black stilettos too? I really wish I’d seen that! Besides all the pictures mom took of you that is.  
 
      
 
    I bet mom did up your hair and makeup like a princess! She did? Well, she is one of the best beauticians in the state. Cindy was there too? She what? Forced you to use Nair all over your body? What? She actually smeared it on you, all over your body below your eyebrows—which she plucked into a delicate arch?  
 
      
 
    Wait, did you say she put Nair ALL over your body? But that means she must have seen your...she did? She DIDN’T! My sister Cindy called your little thingy a clitty and threatened to spank you if you didn’t do everything she said? Yes, she can be a bit bossy. Yes, it does run in our family.  
 
      
 
    So what else happened? No way! She pierced your ears, three times in each? She even put you in black fishnet stockings with a lacy black garter belt? Made you wear a black padded push up bra too? Matching thong? You’re joking! No! I mean yes I believe you! I’ve seen the pictures!  
 
      
 
    You must have looked even more delicious in real life, dancing with the guys! Now that you mention it, I think I do remember you telling me about some of this. Did you dance with a lot of boys that night? You did? Sorry for giggling, I just can’t stop picturing you as a sort of Black Swan Prom Princess.  
 
      
 
    Anything else interesting happen after Pete and I left? I mean some of the girls told me there was some slutty vixen there who.... What? Did you see her? Wait, what? You didn’t really do.... You’d rather not talk about it? I thought BFFs shared everything, but I’ll try to understand.  
 
      
 
    Still, you made such a huge impact on my life, and I can never forget you. I love you—as a friend, of course—and I cannot let you go. Ever. That brings me to this little note you wrote. You know, the one? All about how since we’re both going to different colleges after next year, and that it’s more painful being around me than being away from me.  
 
      
 
    Don’t interrupt! Yes I read all about it. How you think it’s especially frustrating for you to know that I see you as a girlfriend.... I mean best friend, and I would never date you? That’s why you said you’re going to dump me as a friend?  
 
      
 
    Oh no, my girl, I don’t think so! Not after you made me so dependent on you. Not after I shared all my secrets with you. All my hopes and fears. Even about which boys I’d kiss, blow, or screw on which date. You know I can’t live without you.  
 
      
 
    So this is how it’s gonna be for now on. First thing you need to know, we’re going to stay besties forever. We’re going out for varsity cheerleading, and we’ll have so much fun double dating for homecoming and prom! You remember Ms. Jacobs in administration? Well, she changed all your permanent records to make this all happen. Senior year will be the best ever! 
 
      
 
    After next year, we’re going to State College together. We’ll be roommates in the all-girls’ dorm. Yes, I know you had your heart set on Yale, but my grades and stuff aren’t good enough to get me in there. State will be perfect for us. Cindy loves it! Don’t worry! I’ve figured out how to make it all work. My dad is the best plastic surgeon in town.  
 
      
 
    We’ll have each other’s back, just like always. We’ll try out for cheer together, take the same classes, and basically be sisters. That reminds me. We’ll rush the same sororities and we won’t pledge any of them unless we both get bids. Won’t that be just the best? Marlie? Say something. Marlie? Hello? Say something, Marlie! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Tricked and Trapped by His Twin: 
 
    Turned into a Slutty “Breastaurant” Waitress and Forced to Take Her Place 
 
    © 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
    Danny was in his messy room playing Halo when his twin sister Dani barged in. 
 
      
 
    “Listen, Dan, remember last Halloween when you wore my Busty’s Girl uniform and people thought you were me?”  
 
      
 
    The nineteen-year-old boy flinched at the memory. She’d done his makeup and hair to look just like her—ignoring his specific demands—and didn’t let him see his reflection until it was too late.  
 
      
 
    He wanted to look like a guy playing it off for laughs, mocking his sister and her fellow Busty’s Girls. By the time he’d looked into the passenger’s-side car mirror, and learned what she’d done, they were already at the party. She’d turned the tables on him by giving him the trademarked and glamorous Busty’s Girl look instead.  
 
      
 
    Humiliated, he demanded she drive him home immediately. She laughed and refused; and he was too scared to walk home dressed as he was. She stepped out of the car and before she walked to the party, she warned him that he’d make an inviting target sitting alone like that. He quickly followed her inside as she burst out giggling.  
 
      
 
    After several horny guys hit on him, Danny soon wished he’d walked home in the waning daylight. Many slapped his butt and some even groped him. It was the worst, most humiliating night of his life. 
 
      
 
    After all this time, his buds still teased him mercilessly, calling him Dani and ordering him around as if he were a waitress. “Hey babe, get me another beer!” they’d grin and high five each other.  
 
      
 
    He hated every minute of it, and he still resented Danielle for tricking him. Now, she was talking again, “Remember? You made such a perfect little Busty’s Girl in my tight pink shorts and little white midriff tank top!” 
 
      
 
    “So what about it?” he growled, blushing slightly. 
 
      
 
    “Well, the thing is, I have a shift in about two hours, and I can’t work.”  
 
      
 
    He paused the game and turned to his twin saying, “So? Get one of your slut friends to take it for you. What does this have to do with me?” Even as he asked, Danielle’s evil smile creeped him out. Suddenly it clicked. “Oh no way! I’m not going to work in your place!” he cried.  
 
      
 
    “Actually you are, sister dear, unless you want our parents to know about....” 
 
      
 
    “But why me? Why not get Katie or Jasmine or....” 
 
      
 
    “Because they’re going with me!” 
 
      
 
    “Going where?” 
 
      
 
    “None of your damn business, Missy!” Dani snapped, “now hurry up! We have to make you camera ready and Busterrific, and we only have an hour and a half!” 
 
    She knew she’d won. He couldn’t let their parents find out about his little indiscretions. Working gleefully as well as furiously, Dani quickly transformed her twin brother into her mirror image. With five minutes to spare, he stood before her, blushing as she looked him over. She laughed out loud at the sight. 
 
      
 
    Before her stood the very epitome of the slutty breastaurant waitress. Her hapless, humiliated brother was simply adorable—and alluring—in the skin-tight spandex crop top and tiny short-shorts. She forced him to wear a sexy thong, and stuffed his (really her) 36 C push-up bra with realistic breast forms. 
 
      
 
    His makeup was overdone, but only slightly, in the required “Busty Girl” style. First, Dani used the finest foundation and concealers, and then meticulously contoured her twin’s face with makeup and blush to bring out a stunning, feminine look. She’d applied bright red lipstick and shiny gloss that made his lips look ever so kissable. She attached extravagant false eyelashes and added coats of kohl-black mascara, shimmering shades of shadow in pinks and indigo to make his eyes look large and doe-like.  
 
      
 
    He was finally ready to take his place as a sexy waitress. She knew, and he suspected what that humiliating ordeal would be like. A lot of raunchy come-ons, getting hit on by drunks, and no shortage of butt slaps and pinches from randy customers. Dani couldn’t wait to hear the full report. Danny was trembling with fear at the prospect.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly there was a honk out front, and Dani pulled her twin by the hand. “Our ride’s here. Time to go, Dani!” she mocked, “Your shift is about to start.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    The Cheerleader’s Revenge:  
 
    Putting An Obnoxious Stepbrother In His Place 
 
    © 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
    Steve Wilkins, a single dad of a teenaged son, fell in love with Jillian Dyson, the mother of two vivacious and beautiful daughters. A distinguished and hard-working medical supplies salesman in his late 40s, Steve had been lonely since his wife Marie died several years before.  
 
      
 
    Jillian, a lovely heiress in her early 50s, remained miserable after her much-older husband Charles passed away. Despite their age-difference, she’d truly loved her husband, and she deeply resented the talk that she was some kind of trophy wife.  
 
      
 
    Charles had been a withdrawn and listless man when the two first met, a date arranged by a mutual friend. Jillian’s lively and buoyant personality helped bring the rich older man out of his shell, and their daughters Renee and Lisa were the light of his life. The proud parents tried to spoil the girls, lavishing them with the latest fashions, exclusive private schools, horse-riding lessons, and all the other luxuries a wealthy family could offer. However, the girls remained level-headed, kind, and generous despite all the gifts and advantages they enjoyed. 
 
      
 
    In marked contrast, Steve’s son Ricky was self-centered and self-absorbed. A scrawny and emo-styled young man who had just turned eighteen, Ricky wore his dark hair long, stood just under five foot six, and weighed 130 at the most. He fancied himself a basketball star, but only was allowed to ride the bench because the coach was a family friend. Not hopeless as a ball-handler, he was too undersized to play even for the small high school he attended. 
 
      
 
    Ricky actually spent most of his time making loud, discordant noise in a mediocre garage band. It was the only thing he devoted any effort to. Because of his, he had miserable grades and even worse attendance and therefore failed to graduate. He didn’t have any specific plans to remedy this, but his father tried to be patient, hoping his son would finish up in summer school and then get a job or apply to colleges soon. 
 
      
 
    Jillian and Steve courted for a few years, dating and taking romantic trips together whenever they could. As the months passed, they found more and time to be together, and fell more and more in love. Steve proposed to his beloved at a romantic little cafe during an intimate brunch. The couple decided to marry in a glorious ceremony, bringing together all their friends and family in celebration of their happiness.  
 
      
 
    When the pair excitedly announced their plans to their three children over a delicious dinner at a fancy Italian restaurant, this came as no shock to the girls or to Ricky. Even so, the boy became infuriated. All the more so when Jillian’s girls were overjoyed. They were both pleased and relieved that their mother would finally be truly happy again for the first time in many years.  
 
      
 
    The younger daughter, Renee, was just a few months younger than her soon-to-be stepbrother. She had long silken light brown hair, dark brown eyes, and stood about five foot eight inches tall. Her face was pretty, although she seldom wore much makeup. If she had, her looks would have been much more alluring. She had a lithe, athletic build gained from years playing field hockey and cheerleading. She had a sturdy but feminine figure, and weighed about 125 pounds.  
 
      
 
    The elder sister, Lisa, was 20 and more classically beautiful than Renee. Her hair was honey blonde, her eyes were electric blue. The mini-dress she wore emphasized her large breasts, and displayed her long, shapely legs. Her body was absolutely intoxicating. She was five foot seven and, like her sister, weighed about 125 pounds. Both girls eagerly anticipated serving as their mom’s bridesmaids, and excitedly told Jillian that as they hugged and kissed her. 
 
      
 
    Once again, Ricky’s all-too habitual rebelliousness boiled over, spoiling the moment for the rest. He brushed his long brown hair out of his nearly-coal black eyes, stood up abruptly, slammed his napkin on the table, and stormed off. Despite his son’s tantrum, Steve assured his fiancée that he could talk Ricky into accepting the wedding and treating Jillian and her girls with respect. This was easier said than done, however. 
 
      
 
    Ricky was notoriously moody, Eventually, during the months leading up to the big wedding, his future step-sisters soon gave up trying to cajole and humor him. After he’d yelled at them, ignored them, and insulted them one too many times, the pretty sisters wrote him off as a lost cause. As he continued disrespecting and mistreating them, they became fed up, and began teasing and tormenting him in retaliation. 
 
      
 
    It began subtly. When Ricky shouted that he’d never be his dad’s best man, Lisa casually asked him if that meant he preferred to serve as a bridesmaid? Before the embarrassed boy could respond, Renee chimed in saying, “I’m sure that’s it, Sis, and with our cousin Jennifer’s pregnancy making her drop out of the wedding party, we have an extra dress. I’m sure it’ll fit.”  
 
      
 
    Ricky stomped his feet in frustration, and called both of the sisters unspeakable names. Then, he stormed off, their lilting laughter ringing in his ears. Nothing more was said of this incident. As Ricky reluctantly stood by his father in a tux, however, his new stepsisters whispered to each other and giggled, wondering how he’d look in a silk ruby red dress like they and the other bridesmaids wore. 
 
      
 
    Soon after the wedding, Steve announced they’d be moving in with his new wife and stepdaughters. He explained to Ricky that Jillian’s house was bigger, the area schools were better, and his commute to work would be quicker. Selfishly as usual, Ricky screamed that he hated the plans to move. He complained that he’d have to leave his girlfriend, all his friends, and all of favorite places. After their somewhat gentle but annoying teasing, he complained that his new stepsisters were awful bitches, and he couldn’t stand them. 
 
      
 
    Steve explained that Jillian was his wife, and it was time they lived together. It’d already been a few weeks since they’d returned from their honeymoon. He just shrugged when Ricky announced his refusal to move into a household he considered prissy and snobby, with maids and fancy rooms. Unfortunately for the petulant boy, his father had already sold their house.  
 
      
 
    Within a few days, Steve had packed all of his belongings, and was ready to go. This even though Ricky hadn’t bothered to even begin to ready his things to move out. Exasperated, Steve threatened to leave his increasingly obnoxious son behind to fend for himself. Lacking money or a job, Ricky sullenly accompanied his father to the large, stately home on the other side of town. 
 
      
 
    At this point, it was too late to enroll Ricky in summer school. He’d procrastinated as usual, and now faced retaking his senior year. The deadline to transfer into the nearby public school was approaching fast. If he didn’t fill out the paperwork, he’d be out of luck. Still, the packet stayed neglected on his cluttered desk in his messy room.  
 
      
 
    Trying to keep the peace, Jillian urged both her girls to go easy on the boy. They all understood that his acceptance and cooperation were necessary for the blended family’s happiness. Seeing how difficult Ricky was, she vowed not to let anything—or anyone—threaten her family’s stability.  
 
      
 
    Steve, so in love with Jillian and embarrassed by Ricky’s temper tantrums, agreed that drastic action was needed to preserve their marriage and keep their blended family together. He had a long business trip planned, and sat his son down. 
 
      
 
    “Listen son,” he said, “I’ve got to travel for a few weeks, and I need you to try to get along with your new mom and sisters. I entrust Jillian to deal with the situation, and I’m putting her in charge until I get back. She needs your cooperation. Behave yourself, or we’re going to have a serious problem!” With that, Steve drove off to the airport, leaving his new bride to handle his son on her own.  
 
      
 
    At their mother’s insistence, the girls tried to welcome Ricky, but the mopey boy made that impossible. Angry over all the upsetting changes, he continued to take out his frustrations by heaping scorn on his stepsisters. Renee, as the girl who was just a bit younger than Ricky felt the brunt of this treatment, as she was the one he spent most of his time with.  
 
      
 
    Never one to back down, the spunky brunette drew closer and closer to her breaking point. At first, she enjoyed teasing the boy. A generally sweet girl, she was astonished at how annoying her new stepbrother was. Clueless as usual, Ricky had no idea of the risk he was facing by provoking her. So provoke her he did as her long fuse continued to burn toward an explosion.  
 
      
 
    Ricky’s disappointments increased, along with his snarky attacks on the girls. “This is all their fault,” he sulked, without any real reason. He considered himself a big shot on the basketball team at home, but he was much too small for his new school’s team. “Because they go for big goons who should be on football, not skilled ball handlers like me,” he told himself.  
 
      
 
    One day, after Ricky berated her with insults, Renee was fed up. “Your house is a prissy old dump,” he said, adding, “Your school is all full of pretty boys and poofs. I wish my dad never met your mom! She’s a bossy old cow.”  
 
      
 
    Tired of these endless complaints and put-downs, Renee joked, “Aww, is Widdle Wicky too scwany for basketball? Why not try out for cheerleading with me!” She was just teasing him, passively aggressively reacting to all his whining, but the hypersensitive boy acted as if this were a vicious attack on his manhood.  
 
      
 
    “Cheerleading is stupid! It’s not even a sport! Anyone can do it,” Ricky screamed at his stepsister. This was a problem because Renee loved cheerleading. She got in her brother’s face and with barely contained anger told him, “Listen twerp, I’m participated in my sport since I was four years old. Besides cheering for our state champion football and basketball teams, I compete with my All Star cheer squad.”  
 
      
 
    Lisa heard the commotion, and stood by her younger sister. Somewhat gentler than Renee, Lisa was no less enraptured with cheerleading, and after a long active run had become a top cheerleading coach. She folded her arms beneath her shapely bust and glared at Ricky as Renee retorted, “Anyone can do cheerleading? Well you sure can’t!”.  
 
      
 
    Not knowing when to shut up, Ricky rashly bragged, “Yeah, right! I can do anything better than any girl.” Rushing into the room as the girls started to scream Ricky’s ears off, Jillian intervened. Steve was still out of town at a national medical equipment conference in Las Vegas, and not scheduled to return for several days. Alone as the only adult in the home, she tried to calm her daughters, hoping to head off an ugly meltdown.  
 
      
 
    Renee struggled to keep her composure, and explained to her mother, “Ricky is afraid he couldn’t never make the cut as a cheerleader!” Ricky, as usual, overreacted; infuriated that anyone would question his ability at any athletic effort. He loudly claimed, “I’d be the best cheerleader your stupid school ever saw.”  
 
      
 
    Lisa immediately announced the challenge officially made and accepted. She began laughing, but Renee got in Rick’s face. She demanded that he prove his statement, or forfeit his prized X Box. Despite Jillian’s begging Ricky to back down, the headstrong young man compounded his vulnerability by continuing as bragging and his rash behavior.  
 
      
 
    Throwing her hands up and resigned leaving him to his deepening predicament, Jillian grimly smiled at Ricky and pronounced him as deserving his fate. Soon, the foolish boy engaged his two stepsisters in a reckless and feverish bidding war. 
 
      
 
    The terms were agreed: Renee goaded Ricky into competing against her to see who was better at cheerleading. Lisa announced the terms, “Whichever one of you who loses will have to the other’s chores for a year.” Both Ricky and Renee were about to shake hands on the deal, but before they were done, Ricky’s big mouth dug him in into a much deeper mess.  
 
      
 
    With a smug look on his face, he said, “When I win, Renee will have to be my frilly French maid for a year, AND do all my chores!” Lisa and Jillian gasped at this snide disrespect, but Renee laughed and said, “Fine, and when I win, YOU have to be MY French maid!” Before Jillian has a chance to warn her stepson into backing down, Ricky shook hands with Renee’ and sealed his fate. 
 
      
 
    Jillian rolled her eyes, but thought this bet might provide a way to force Ricky into behaving like a half-way decent person. She had absolutely no intention of letting this go anywhere beyond some teasing and mockery, hoping this might intimidate the unruly boy into behaving himself. He’d been an absolute terror, and this just might knock him down a few pegs. With school starting in about a month, there wasn’t much time to get her stepson in line. She hoped this showdown could provide all the leverage she needed to scare some manners into Ricky!  
 
      
 
    Jillian and her daughters explained Ricky’s colossal error to him. He clearly didn’t know, and he was too angry to let Jillian tell him until it was too late, but there were only girl cheerleaders at the fancy St. Bernadette School. To win the bet, he would have to join the cheerleading team, perform the cheers in a female uniform, and carry out all the other feminine responsibilities of a cheer girl.  
 
      
 
    Hearing this, Ricky began to turn several shades of red and purple. Sounds of anger came pouring from his mouth, but he was too angry to form any words. Jillian stroked his hand gently, trying to calm him down. That achieved only partial benefits as he was no longer too angry for articulate speech, but was still too angry for a reasonable dialogue.  
 
      
 
    Jillian calmly explained, “Either fortunately or not—depending on your point of view—no one besides Renee at the school has met you Ricky. They’ve maybe heard the name. Maybe it was really Rikki, short for Erika? Not a young boy, but a girl. One who could be signed up for the cheer team? One who would need a whole feminine wardrobe including school girl uniforms?” 
 
      
 
    All this was intended as merely an elaborate bluff, a show of unimaginable humiliation too much for any young boy to face. Expecting Ricky to back down, Jillian smiled. Seeing the apoplectic look on his face, the young man surprised her with an obnoxious snort.  
 
      
 
    Renee’ and Lisa weren’t so diplomatic. They both burst into raucous laughter, making Ricky seethe. Lisa kept saying how she’d love to coach the lovely Erika, helping her learn the finer points of cheerleading.  
 
      
 
    Renee’ did even worse, running off and then quickly returning with a complete cheer uniform. She said, “Here Erika dear, I’m sure this skirt and crop top will fit you, but the sports bra and cheer panties may be just a bit large!” She tossed him the purple and white uniform, and grinned at him. 
 
      
 
    What happened next made all the difference. If Ricky had just laughed it off, and handed back the little cheer outfit, none would be the wiser. If he dropped it, spun on his heel, and retreated to any safe place inside the house, the situation would be resolved. But instead, Ricky lost his mind. He began screaming curses, threats, and vituperation. 
 
      
 
    Jillian felt herself getting pushed too far. What started out as an effort to bring peace to their family had become a complete fiasco. She couldn’t listen to Ricky’s abusive comments any more. She simply had enough of his whining and yelling. 
 
      
 
    All her dreams. Her happily ever after ending with her beloved husband Steve, her wonderful prince. The loving family her daughters deeply needed. All of this was at risk because this snotty boy kept acting like a spoiled little...princess! She thought to herself, “Well, if a princess is how he wants act, then a princess is what he will be. A cheer princess!”  
 
      
 
    Ignoring the three women’s moving closer, Ricky vowed to move out the moment his dad returned. He swore his dad would never speak with the wicked stepmother again. He went on and on, but the three women looked at each other and nodded. As he raged and stomped his feet, they folded their arms and got ready to force the young man into Renee’s cheer uniform. 
 
      
 
    Lisa and Jillian grabbed Ricky, and Renee removed off his shirt. She then pulled his pants down, then tore his underwear off of him and threw it on the floor. They twisted his arm back, and forced him to slip into a sports bra and panties. He tried to break away, but his stepsister and step mom forced him into the short skirt and crop top. Soon, he was shivering helplessly in a female cheerleading outfit as they laughed at him. 
 
      
 
    They put his hair up in a high and feminine ponytail, tied back bow, and placed a pair of cheer shoes on him. Then, they held him still as Lisa made up his face with lipstick, eye shadow and so on until he appeared to be a pretty cheer girl.  
 
      
 
    A week later, Steve returned home. He was stunned to see his son with a smooth body, wearing a sexy French maid outfit, and serving Lisa, Jillian, and especially Renee. He demanded a full explanation, and disappeared into the master bedroom with his wife, hopping to get to the bottom of the situation.  
 
      
 
    During the rest of the summer, Lisa and Renee forced their former-step brother to accept “her” new life as their stepsister. And so “Erika the cheer princess” was born. Over furious but impotent protests, the slightly built young man was forced to adapt to a new and completely feminine lifestyle. As well as answer to the name Erika. 
 
      
 
    Soon thereafter, Erika’s father and her step mom enrolled the young thing at St. Bernadette’s School for Girls. The once-rebellious lad barely complained that he thought he’d be attending the public school near their home, and the unfettered giggles from his stepsisters quickly debunked that assumption.  
 
      
 
    Jillian smiled at her increasingly docile stepchild and patiently explained, “My pretty little thing! All of the Dyson Girls have attended St. Benedict’s School for generations. Erica Dyson-Wilkins was just the latest young woman sent there to learn all there was to know about becoming a refined, exquisite young lady. Public school is just too coarse! The posh private all-girls’ school will do wonders for you, although you’ll be starting as a freshman girl. You have so much to catch up on!” 
 
      
 
    “A freshman girl!?!?” Both Lisa and Renee exclaimed and then giggled uncontrollably upon hearing of this latest humiliation their mom had inflicted upon their once-abusive stepbrother. Renee especially enjoyed not being the baby of the family, and having the obstinate Ricky transformed into her little sister made her happier than she’d been in years. 
 
      
 
    Ricky’s breath caught in his throat as he heard that he’d be pushed back four years! Then, he nearly cried as he realized that his step mom was calling him by his new legally registered name: Erika “Rikki” Dyson-Wilkins. He’d soon have to answer to it in classrooms packed with other girls, and at sports and activities with them besides. 
 
      
 
    When school was set to begin, Jillian drove Erika and Renee to the residential dorms, with their stylish female wardrobes packed in the trunk. Both of them were wearing their schoolgirl uniforms, including short plaid skirts and feminine blouses, along with Mary Jane shoes, knee socks, bras, and panties. Renee’s was the more mature senior uniform, while Rikki’s was decidedly more girlish as befitting an incoming freshman. 
 
      
 
    The administration accepted the Dyson-Wilkins’s explanation that their daughter Erika was shy and anxiety-prone, and so allowed “her” to room with her “big sister”. This let Renee closely supervise Rikki, and ensure that “she” always wore her virginal and feminine underwear, and took her thrice-daily hormone medications without fail.  
 
      
 
    Miserably, Ricky—now Erika—had to face the new reality. His, or rather her, big mouth had finally crossed the line…. The gender line. There was nothing to do but tag along helplessly behind his new big stepsister into a humiliating year as a feminized schoolgirl. After that, what would come next? Three more years as “Rikki” Dyson-Wilkins, a blossoming young woman? What else could there be? There was no escape for “her” now. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    A Rare Vintage:  
 
    Feminized and Humiliated in a Vintage Clothing Store (Take One) 
 
    © 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
    It was late afternoon on a windy winter’s day. My girlfriend and I were sipping our favorite wine at a quaint little neighborhood spot. We were lost in our conversation when you sauntered up to our table. You smelled of microbrew and Axe body spray, not my favorite combination of scents.  
 
      
 
    As if on cue you asked us, “You girls alone?” 
 
      
 
    “M—You want to tell Romeo here,” she smirked, “or should I?”  
 
      
 
    “I’ve got this one,” I smiled back at her. 
 
      
 
    I gestured at my lovely companion and to myself. “We are not alone, obviously, we are together,” I explained, as if speaking to a child. 
 
      
 
    Your silly smile sagged into a confused frown. Then I winked at you, and your face brightened. Apparently encouraged, you grinned, cleared your throat, and asked, “So what are you lovely ladies doing...together?”  
 
      
 
    You waggled your eyebrows, perhaps thinking it made you look clever. I struggled not to, but after a moment I gave up. I just couldn’t help laughing. You were just so...goofy! My beloved S.O. rolled her eyes and answered, “We’re drinking wine,” in a semi-detached tone as she mimed toasting him with her glass.  
 
      
 
    This set me off laughing even harder, until I saw your face twist into a very hurt look. As my giggling fit faded, I looked you over more closely. I noticed a few things quickly. First, your soft, expressive eyes. There was something tender, almost feminine about your face and stance.  
 
      
 
    Then, I picked up on clear signs of your growing nervousness. Despite the boldness you’d shown in approaching two attractive young women, you were hiding a profound vulnerability. When I realized all this, I nearly gasped. I couldn’t stop myself. You would be...perfect. 
 
      
 
    “Actually,” I said hesitantly, “my girlfriend and I were about to go shopping....” 
 
      
 
    This wasn’t entirely true. Actually it wasn’t true at all. My dear partner raised her eyebrows at me, then gave me her “Oh...I see” smirk. She knew what I was up to, even though you were utterly clueless.  
 
      
 
    Yes, she knew all about my little hobby. How could she not? She’d seen me do it dozens if not hundreds of times. Finding random men, and taking them...shopping. For sexy clothes. For sexy women’s clothes. For them to wear.  
 
      
 
    My darling isn’t into this sort of thing at all, but she’s deeply into me, and long ago she made her peace with my little fetish. Now she finds all this...amusing? She sure smiled widely at you. You looked so confused when she shook her head and said, “No shopping. Not for me today, Melinda. Why don’t you two go? I see there’s a big sale at Vixen Vintage?” 
 
      
 
    Your big puppy dog eyes followed the easy flow of her arm as she indicated a shop just across the street. You looked bewildered by the bright pink store sign, and I could see you squinting to make out the frothy feminine confections in the huge, well-lit window below.  
 
      
 
    In response, my smile stretched across my face until it almost hurt. I silently mouthed, “Thank you!” at my sweet girlfriend, and she waved me off. From the mischievous light in her eyes, I wondered. Maybe she was starting to like my little hobby after all? 
 
      
 
    You witnessed none of this exchange. Your face lost all its color and your breathing become ragged. That was a big tip off. Still, I had to confirm my suspicions. Sure enough, your growing excitement was obvious when I subtly glanced at your crotch. It was all I could do to stop myself from stroking you. “All in good time,” I told myself, “all in good time.” 
 
      
 
    As I studied your face, I could almost hear your mind working overtime. I just knew you were thinking, “Me? Shopping? There? With you?”  
 
      
 
    Aww! So cute! At that moment I knew you’d say yes. To anything. To everything. We settled up our tabs, with you paying for all three of us, and prepared to leave. My lover shook her head at you, ever so slightly, and flashed her most scintillating smile at me.  
 
      
 
    “Be gentle with this one,” she cooed as she slipped into her stylish Versace cardigan, “he seems especially...fragile.” 
 
      
 
    I pounce before you can ask her what she means. I grab my royal blue pea coat in one hand, and take your arm in the other. Quickly, I hustle you outside, and in the blink of an eye, we cross the street to stand just outside the storefront window of the Vixen Vintage. Now, my routine ritual takes over. I obsessively do exactly what I always do when I have my newest sissy in hand. 
 
      
 
    All of this sudden activity seemingly catches you off guard. Like a helplessly hypnotized play thing, you passively let me guide you through the door and into this delightfully feminine domain. I cover my mouth to stifle a giggle as I watch you stare at the skirts, tops, dresses, gowns, and accessories of every kind. I quietly hum the Wedding March as you peruse the bridal gowns and bridesmaids’ dresses. I nearly swoon with you as you stagger through the racks of bikinis and sweaters, skirted suits and rompers.  
 
      
 
    I sigh watching you run your fingers over the shelves, manikins, and display cases laden with shoes, jewelry, bags, sunglasses, and even lingerie—from Victorian corsets to skimpy thongs and bras. At this moment I am absolutely sure. You’re enraptured and entrapped. I have you. I watch impatiently as you glance about nervously. With your senses overwhelmed, your breathing quickens. 
 
      
 
    You see, you’re not the first little lamb I’ve brought here to feminize. Many of my little victims put up more of a fuss, at least at first. I kind of like that. I enjoy a challenge, and I can tell you won’t give in to me that easily. It turns me on to know that you’re conflicted, that you will resist my efforts to bring out your inner girl for as long as you can. That’s the real fun, exciting part for me. 
 
      
 
    I smile at you knowingly as your mouth opens in an astonished, mystified gape. With your gaze drawn elsewhere, I’m sure you don’t notice me exchanges winks with Delia, the shop owner and my dear friend.  
 
      
 
    I study your eyes, your expressions, like a scientist observing a rare creature. I can tell your pupils dilate when your gaze passes a lovely vintage gown hanging on a nearby rack. It’s an exquisitely famine shiny polished cotton design, in a soft pastel green shade. I say, “That would look beautiful lovely on you, my dear!” 
 
      
 
    Startled, you stiffen in embarrassment. Delia, standing with a tape measure draped over her shoulders, is coolly sizing you up. She smiles with just a hint of predation as she says, “Yes, I do believe that would fit your friend nicely, Melinda! What’s your name, girl?” she asks. 
 
      
 
    Before you can answer, much less correct her as to your gender, we have you stripped to your boxers. You and I are both shivering as Delia and I ready the sumptuous gown for you to step into it. Suddenly Delia stops, taps her chin with her red manicured finger and says, “No, wait. This is wrong. To get any sense of how this gown hangs, she needs a proper bust.” 
 
      
 
    I shrug, feigning casual consent, but I can barely hide my excitement as Delia slips your arms through the straps of a pink well-padded bra, and clasps it tightly behind your back. She glares at your boxers until you submissively nod, then she pulls them down to your ankles in a single motion. You step out of them, and she carelessly throws them into a garbage bin.  
 
      
 
    I bite my lip as she prods you to lift your left foot, then your right to let her slip a lacy pink pair of panties into place over your growing erection. She follows this by wrapping a lacy garter belt around your waist, then drawing delicate white silk stockings up your legs and clipping them onto the beribboned garters.  
 
      
 
    Now, you’re ready. We once again hold the gown before you, and smirk as you tentatively step into it. Delia pulls it into place, and grants me the honor of zipping up the back. I close the hook at your neck, and admire the fit. It’s like this garment was custom tailored for you!  
 
      
 
    Delia fixes a long flowing auburn wig to your head, and together we push you before a three-way mirror. Your knees buckle as you can see for yourself that you make a beautiful maiden. I can’t hold back any longer. I grab your shoulders and pull you back into me. I kiss and bite your neck, leaving a rose red mark on your soft flesh.  
 
      
 
    My breathing is heavy and hot as I whisper in your ear, “Time to find you some lovely high heeled shoes, my pretty princess.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Window Shopping: 
 
    Feminized and Humiliated in a Vintage Clothing Store (Take Two) 
 
    © 2017 Mindi Harris All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
    We meet as arranged at 10 a.m. on a Sunday in a small cafe near the cathedral in the religious part of town. You’ve offered me a small fortune to publicly humiliate you, and I intend to earn the promised huge bonus for “pushing you over the edge” as well. 
 
      
 
    You pass me an envelop thick with cash. Quickly, I rifle through the bills, smile to myself, and then hustle you outside. In the blink of an eye, we cross the street to stand just outside the huge storefront window of the Vixen Vintage. The display is impossible to ignore, even though there’s a large empty space where the featured manikin usually stands.  
 
      
 
    This sudden activity catches you off guard. Like a helplessly hypnotized plaything, you let me guide you through the door and into this delightfully feminine domain. An unusually loud bell chimes, signaling our entrance. Still, we seem to be alone in this little shop of couture. 
 
      
 
    I smirk as your eyes boggle at the riot of pinks, purples, and scarlets hanging from every wall, on countless racks—all around you, surrounding you. I cover my mouth to stifle a giggle as I watch you stare at the skirts, tops, dresses, and accessories of every kind. I quietly hum the Wedding March as you peruse the bridal gowns and bridesmaids dresses. I nearly laugh out loud as you stagger through the racks of bikinis and sweaters, skirted suits and rompers.  
 
      
 
    I’m sure you don’t notice me exchange winks with Delia, the shop owner and my dear friend. You’re not the first little lamb I’ve brought here to feminize and humiliate. Many of them put up a fuss, at least at first. I kind of like that. I enjoy a challenge, and I can tell you won’t give in that easily, even though you’re paying me to expose you as a sissy.  
 
      
 
    It turns me on to know that you’re conflicted, that you will resist my efforts to bring out your inner girl for as long as you can. That’s the real fun, the most exciting part of all this for me. I smile at you knowingly as your mouth opens in an astonished, mystified expression.  
 
      
 
    I see your pupils dilate when your gaze passes a lovely gown hanging on one of the dressing room doors. It’s a beautiful confection, a sumptuous 1950’s-style sleeveless velvet and chiffon evening gown with lavish floral appliqués. These lush, pink and white silken flowers cascade down the sides and back of this eye-stopping couture creation.  
 
      
 
    The wrapped front creates a stylishly asymmetrical front neckline, with a pink chiffon crepe sash that parallels and emphasizes the silhouette, and an iridescent pearly-pink silk lining that peeks out from around the edges of the bust. The closely-tailored bodice features a deeply plunging back, with an elaborate floral bouquet that decorate the gown from the neck to just above the pleated vanilla velvet skirting. From there, the tightly-fitted waist releases to grand, billowing skirts, elaborate and extravagant clouds of fabric.  
 
      
 
    At the sides of this luxurious gown, silk chiffon crepe inserts flutter and flow with the slightest movement. These soft, rose-petal-pink details perfectly accent the creamy velvet of the dress. The flowing skirt is filled and fluffed out by stiff crinoline netting that helps the creation maintain a formal ball-gown shape. The chiffon and silk flowers are crisp and feminine, emblazoning the delicate silk inlaid bodice. It closes with a rear zipper, hidden by several hooks-and-eye clasps. 
 
      
 
    Making an obvious show of following your vision, I loudly say, “That gorgeous frock would look lovely on you!” As if rudely awakened from a pleasurable dream, you gasp and look around in stunned embarrassment. Your face flushes red, but your humiliation hasn’t even begun.  
 
      
 
    Your eyes widen as you spy Delia, standing with a tape measure draped over her shoulders, cooly sizing you up. She smiles with just a hint of predation as she says, “Yes, I do believe that gown would fit your friend nicely, Melinda! By the way, what’s your girl’s name?” she asks me, humor ringing in her voice like bells. 
 
      
 
    Before you can answer, much less correct her as to your gender, we have you in our grasp. We tear off your shirt, fling away your shoes and belt, and yank your pants off. You stagger, trying to keep your balance as you realize you’ve been stripped down to your boxers.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not the least surprised that you’ve removed all your hair from your legs, underarms, chest, and elsewhere else just like I ordered. You’re such an obedient little sissy,” I coo as you blush ever deeper. You are shivering from excitement not the chill, as Delia and I ready the sumptuous gown for you to step into it. Suddenly Delia stops, taps her chin with her red manicured finger and says, “No, wait. This is wrong. To get any sense of how this beautiful gown hangs, she needs to have a proper bust.” 
 
      
 
    I shrug as Delia slips your arms through the straps of a pink padded bra, and clasps it tightly behind your back. She places a pair of C-cup breast forms into the bra, then glares at your boxers until you submissively nod. She pulls them down to your ankles in a single motion. You step out of them, and she carelessly throws them into a nearby garbage can. I laugh as you recoil in shock, seeing the rest of your clothes in the trash bin as well. 
 
      
 
    My excitement increases as I examine your naked body and see your erection grow. We all know you’re about to be completely feminized. I bite my lip as Delia prods you to lift your left foot, then your right to let her slip a lacy pink pair of panties into place over your growing erection. I wrap a lacy garter belt tightly around your waist, then draw the delicate white silk stockings up your legs, clipping them onto the beribboned garters. “Now, you’re ready for your beautiful dress, Sissy,” I say as smile as you tremble in helpless anticipation. 
 
      
 
    We once again hold the gown before you, and smirk as you tentatively step into it. Delia pulls it roughly into place, and we laugh as you realize it hides a built-in corset. Together, she and I use all our strength to cinch your waist until you have a most alluringly feminine hour glass figure. Then, and fasten the stays in place, essentially locking you into this elaborate vintage silken prison. Delia grants me the honor of zipping you up.  
 
      
 
    As I close final the hook at your neck, I admire the fit. “It’s like this beautiful gown was custom tailored for you, Sissy!” I laugh, then I fix a long, flowing auburn wig to your head with scads of bobby pins. “I can’t wait to show you off in this!” I giggle.  
 
      
 
    You seem about to challenge me, but the built-in steel-boned corsetry so constricts your breathing your words leak out as barely audible wheezing. Before you can even consider protesting, Delia holds out a professional stage makeup kit. I tie your curly new mane into a flouncy ponytail with a thick satin ribbon, and begin transforming your face.  
 
      
 
    First, I apply a creamy clear lotion, primer, and a silky liquid foundation. It masks your barely-there beard effectively. Then, I brush powder over your face, providing expert contouring, and then emphasize the apples of your cheeks with red blush. Ignoring your cries, I pluck your eyebrows into a dainty feminine arch. I dab your eyelids with silvery purple shadow, and add contrasting shades of deep plum making your pretty eyes really pop. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile, Delia has finished gluing long ruby-red nails onto your finger tips, and I step back to let her add extravagant false lashes to fully feminize your face. For the finishing touches, I paint your lips with a shockingly seductive red shade, and for good measure, add a sheen of lipgloss.  
 
      
 
    Together, Delia and I push you before a three-way mirror. Your knees buckle as you can see for yourself that you make an absolutely beautiful maiden. Seeing you transformed into a posh lady, I can’t hold back any longer. I grab your shoulders and pull you backward into my grasp. I kiss and bite your neck, making you feel like a prissy girl, and leaving rose-red marks on your soft flesh. You look every bit the damsel in distress, and it makes my juices flow knowing that I remade you from a man into the helpless, demure sissy we three see reflected before us.  
 
      
 
    Delia clasps a gold chain with a large red pendant around your neck, and adds long dangling clip-on earrings. She puts heavy bracelets on both your wrists, and slips a gaudy woman’s engagement ring and wedding band on your finger. My breathing is heavy and hot as I whisper in your ear, “Time to find you some lovely high heeled shoes, my pretty princess.”  
 
      
 
    Delia is two steps ahead of me, and holds out a pair of calf-length boots with a four inch heel she’d picked that perfectly match your lovely gown. In moments, she and I have you buckled into the ultra feminine footwear, and it’s already holding your legs and molding your arches into a stilted position, forcing you to take dainty, mincing steps.  
 
      
 
    Delia and I half walk, half carry you toward the front window. Your eyes grow wide as you begin to suspect, but can’t bring yourself to accept, what we plan to do next. At long last you show you actually have some fight in you, as you struggle to escape. You yell for us to stop and try to plant your feet to halt our progress. But it’s too late. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately for you, your narrow high heels offer no traction on the slippery floor, and we drag you inexorably toward the huge public window. Delia methodically sets up the pole and stand on which she places manikins to display her wares. I can see it in your eyes, you’ve finally realized what we’re doing.  
 
      
 
    You writhe and struggle frantically, but it’s no use. Delia or I alone could easily overpower you now, confined as you are in your tight corseted gown and precariously balanced on your long sharp heels. With very little effort, we force you to take on a most feminine pose inside the shop window. Horrified, you hear us lock your bracelets and boots onto the manikin pole and stand. You’re held helpless, immobilized. 
 
      
 
    I present you a poster-sized placard showing your name, your business, and your photograph, as well as a detailed description of how you came to be displayed in full makeup and lingerie, wearing a sumptuous vintage gown, high heeled boots, and a flowing wig tied up with a ribbon.  
 
      
 
    As you beg me to let you free, I turn away purposefully, and place this incriminating, identifying information into a lighted stand directly in front of you. With a chill you realize what this means. Everyone who passes by will know exactly who you are, where you work, and that you’ve paid a woman to expose you as a sissy. 
 
      
 
    As the huge church bells toll for noontime mass, you whine and shout, saying we have to let you go! You don’t want this! You’ve changed your mind! Your terror and humiliation grow as hundreds of people begin to approach the cathedral. With each moment, they come closer. Seeing you, some start to show signs of confused curiosity.  
 
      
 
    You wail in shame and fear as the first get close enough to read all about your kinky fetish. They point at you and shout to their family and friends. Soon, their gasps and laughter ring in your ears, along with something even worse. They’re repeating your name and the word “sissy” over and over.  
 
      
 
    You recognize business rivals staring at you, laughing at you through the huge plate glass window. Helplessly, you stare back at them, alongside former lovers, alumni from your college, and strangers. Every one of them is calling you names and laughing at your utter debasement. You know you’ll never live this down.  
 
      
 
    I smirk at you and play up for the crowd kissing you on your red painted lips. I wave to your growing throng of admirers, and say, “I’ll pick you up after church, Sissy!” Then, I slap your ass through your shiny gown, knowing I earned my fee plus the generous bonus you’d promised.  
 
      
 
    Delia laughs and turns over the store sign from “Open” to “Closed—be back Monday at 10am.” She turns off the lights, leaving only the spotlight on you in the brightly lit front display.  
 
      
 
    “It’s a pleasure doing business with you, Sissy!” I say, as Delia and I exit the store laughing. We pause only long enough for her to lock the front door, as I blow you a kiss. Then, we push through the still-gathering crowd, and slowly walk away. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I hope you enjoyed reading these stories as much as I enjoyed writing them!  
 
      
 
    If you’re looking for more sexy sex-changing stories, you’re in luck! 
 
      
 
    Please check out my other Mindi Harris’ Books on Amazon! 
 
      
 
    (Also see the synopses and covers in the following pages!) 
 
   
  
 

 Visit our Candy Apple Press Website for great books from Kylie Gable, Alyssa Paige, Claudia Acosta, and yours truly!


 
   
  
 




 Forced Feminization Erotica 
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    Shop for Mindi’s Masterpieces of Erotic Female Domination, Forced Feminization, and Humiliation on Amazon. (Yes those are actual photos of me in my Hooters Uniform!) 
 
    Top of Form 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 [image: ottoms Up: Your Helpless Descent From Powerful Boss to Sissy Secretary By Mindi Harris by [Harris, Mindi]]Bottoms Up: Your Helpless Descent From Powerful Boss to Sissy Secretary By Mindi Harris 
 
      
 
      
 
    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! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 

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


  
 

 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. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    [image: orce Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut]Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut by Mindi Harris 
 
      
 
    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 this fate as a feminized sex toy for women and men? 
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    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!” 

  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    [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)]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 
 
      
 
    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. 
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    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?  
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    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! 
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    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.” 
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    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…. 
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    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! 
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    ”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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