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    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 story includes several incidents of forced feminization, humiliation, male chastity, and other taboo fetish topics—including exquisitely humiliating and escalating emasculation! I have the next two or three installments already written, and will be publishing those in the next few weeks. I hope you enjoy all of them!  
 
      
 
    I deeply appreciate all of your good reviews! I have several works-in-progress, including a spine-tingling climax to this forced feminization story unlike any you’ve ever read before. Also coming soon: exciting collaborations, and a new long serial or two on the way. I’m getting itchy to publishing the stunning conclusions of a few of my favorite 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 of any kind between blood relations, nor any criminal activity, is condoned, presented or implied.  
 
      
 
    This is a work of fiction. All events, characters, companies, places, etc. depicted are fictional, and do not refer to real people, businesses, locations, or situations. No resemblance to any person living or dead is implied or intended. All of the action in these stories is for personal entertainment only. Do not try this at home!  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Disclaimers: Beware! These pages deal with a young man who is turned into a brownie, a feminine ballerina, a schoolgirl, a cheerleader, a slutty waitress, a French maid, an office girl, a swishy sissy, and more! This story contains MTF (male-to-female), TG (transgender), BDSM (bondage, discipline, sadomasochism), kinky, LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender) erotica, including conflicted / reluctant forced-feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, forced chastity, beauty treatments, hormone treatments, and taboo, kinky fetish scenes of power, gender and role reversal, bimbofication, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. Reading this may immerse YOU into a new life! You may be helplessly transformed into a sexy feminized sissy! You’ve been warned! 
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    Stephen Hart felt groggy and unsettled. He seemed dazed or maybe even drugged as he stirred. He’d been slumped over, almost lying down on a rather comfortable light grey couch. With some difficulty, he rose and stood unsteadily. He was looking around a reception area in a large room of what appeared to be some kind of business, hospital, clinic, or perhaps a college.  
 
    The confused young man saw a logo for “Whole-New-You Inc.” engraved into the huge front doors, on posters, and elsewhere. He found a stack of brochures with the same logo and the tag line, “Transitions and Transformations—no change is too drastic. Don’t like the current you? We’ll make you into a Whole-New-You!” All this meant...something to Stephen. He couldn’t remember how he’d arrived here, but he thought that maybe a “Whole-New-You” was exactly what he needed? 
 
    At first, he didn’t see anyone else there, and his sense of unease grew as he looked around more intensely. After waiting for a few minutes that felt like an eternity to him, and with more confidence in his voice than he actually had, he shouted, “Hello? Anyone here? Is there anybody here?” No one responded. 
 
    The last thing he could remember, before waking up in this well-furnished but oddly off-putting place, was yet another vicious confrontation with his twin sister, Stephanie. They were the only children of a wealthy, well-connected family. She looked like an angel. Her pretty little nose, full lips, and honey-blonde hair combined into classic feminine beauty. On him, those same features made him look somewhat plain, if not sissyish. 
 
    Stephen felt his anger rise as he recalled her words from that day some uncertain number of weeks ago. In this memory, his sister was mocking him, as usual. This time, she was spouting some utter nonsense, even more outlandish than ever before. And, considering her increasingly bizarre and hostile behavior, that was saying quite a lot. 
 
    She’d taunted him as “a useless, sissy,” and hinted at her plans to get him out of the way, “once and for all.” She actually said she was going to take control of the family business, Open Hart Industries, away from him for good, meaning for the good of the company. Stephen felt the cold chill of fear when she grimly added, “This time permanently.” 
 
    Stephen was proud that their father had chosen him to run the family business over Stephanie. He saw her as an overly ambitious hothead, ill suited to run a large and growing corporation. The corporate board, dominated by his male chauvinist father, chose Stephen and denied Stephanie that honor, even though she was the firstborn (by about 15 minutes).  
 
    He never understood his sister’s out-of-control envy. She snapped when, after running the company for several months during his absences, the board selected him as the heir apparent anyway. This despite his “health issues.” That was hardly the first time she’d lashed out at her twin. After a lifetime of resentment, she obviously couldn’t handle his latest victory over her, and she was behaving even crazier than usual.  
 
    Here, alone in this large, strange, and clinical place, Stephen exhaled loudly. Once again, he found himself exasperated with Stephanie. She was always enraged, forever claiming that their father unfairly favored him, just because he was born a male. She was always trying to show him up. She was ultra-competitive in sports, academics, and everything else.  
 
    She worked out constantly, and he joked she probably would have even taken steroids if she thought it might give her an advantage over him without sacrificing her feminine beauty. It didn’t stop there, however.  
 
    Stephen clenched his teeth as he remembered his sister’s relentless efforts to embarrass him, to make him look weak and foolish, especially in their father’s eyes. Over the years, Stephanie and her girlfriends had dressed Stephen up as a girl several times, and they always took pictures and videos of every step in his forced feminization.  
 
    The first time was when they were about eleven years old, he recalled. There was a “Brownies” meeting at their house. Their mom was the “den mother” or whatever they called it. Stephy’s best friends Jillian, Katie, Marnie, Anissa, and Alexa—Stephen’s crush—were there. As he remembered the long-passed incident, he relived the frustration and helplessness he felt, and balled his fists angrily. Waves of abject humiliation washed over him until he nearly collapsed, overwhelmed by shame. 
 
    Despite his desperate efforts, the detailed memories overwhelmed him. He tried to hold back the flood of emasculating images, but he couldn’t keep them from tormenting him anew. Looking back, he wondered if Stephy and her friends had arranged for one of the other mothers to call and distract Martie Hart, his mom? Based on his experience with his resentful twin, he knew she was capable of elaborate scheming!  
 
    In any event, the critical twenty minutes or so without adult supervision gave the girls all the time they needed to force Stephen out of his clothes and into a complete Brownies’ outfit. He tried to escape their clutches, but the girls tackled him and dressed him exactly as they were dressed: in panties, a training bra, and a sheer white girlish blouse, as well as the Brownies skirt and vest, the cute little matching cap, brown girls’ knee socks, and saddle shoes. 
 
    The girls then put light makeup on him, fully feminizing Stephen’s face, and giving his lips a glossy pink shine. The eye shadow and mascara brought out his big blue eyes, and the rosy blush emphasized his cheekbones, making them more pronounced than any boy’s should ever be. Finally, they draped a Brownies sash over his shoulder. It was covered with pins and badges for achievements like sewing and baking, along with pink and lavender buttons saying “Girl Power” and “Junior Miss Future Leader.”  
 
    Ecstatic, the girls mercilessly teased him, saying he must have wanted to join in as a girl. They knew this because he was spying on them and must be, as they put it, jealous of them and their cute uniforms. They refused to listen to his explanations. Anyway, he was too embarrassed to admit he was indeed spying, but only because he was infatuated with Alexa. It was absolutely mortifying!  
 
    As humiliating as all that was, it quickly became much, much worse. Stephen again tried to run away, but to no avail. Stephanie shouted, “Grab him!” and her friends took hold of his arms, and held him in place. He couldn’t escape from these giggling girls, despite his fervent struggles.  
 
    Under his sister’s command, the pretty little tweens pushed Stephen down on the sofa and, with little difficulty, unceremoniously pulled him over Stephanie’s lap. She was getting ready to spank him on his lacy pink panties when their mother finally returned.  
 
    Stephen didn’t know whether he should be relieved at being rescued, or devastated at being discovered. At first, Martie assumed the girls were just playing silly games among themselves. In the full Brownies regalia, Stephen looked exactly like a typical tween girly girl, and so she didn’t even recognize her own son. That is, not until Stephanie giggled and said, “Hey Mom, how do you like your new daughter?”  
 
    It was all Stephen could do to stop himself from breaking down in sobbing tears. Martie’s eyes narrowed in disbelief as she looked more closely at the scene before her. She thought, “What was that? No! It couldn’t be! It was! It was her son Stephen all decked out as a pretty young girl!”  
 
    Shocked, she started to yell at him before yielding to fits of uncontrollable laughter. All the Brownies joined in with the riot of hilarity so loudly that Stephen couldn’t make his side of the story heard. Even after the howling laughter died down, Stephen failed miserably trying to protest his innocence.  
 
    His arguments came off as impotent when all of the other girls swore that he just barged into their meeting dressed as one of the Brownies, and demanded they let him join their little group.  
 
    Martie seemed dubious, at least at first. Shaken, Stephen mumbled a halting explanation about Stephanie tricking him, but something still didn’t add up. Martie wondered, “Why was he still in the adorable little outfit? Why hadn’t he at least removed the little cap or sash?”  
 
    In the end, it was his word against twelve girls’ identical insistence that he was jealous of his sister, feeling left out, and demanded to join in the girlish fun. Martie wondered two things. First, was her son a fairy? Second, how could she keep her macho husband from knowing about this? His reaction to learning he’d sired a sissy would be volcanic!  
 
    Stephen could barely keep himself from sobbing as his mother shook her head at him. His tears fell freely when she warned him that his father would spank him furiously if he ever found out. Stephen looked at his sister with a helpless expression, and he cringed at her merciless and triumphant grin.  
 
    Stephen’s shame increased when his mom made him join in with the Brownies’ activities for the rest of the evening, treating him just as if he were one of the girls. Martie watched in open astonishment as her supposed son sang the cute little songs, practiced sewing, and worked on their other girlish projects.  
 
    His humiliation peaked when she warned him that if he were ever caught dressed as a girl again, she’d force him to join the Brownies for the rest of the year. Then she wondered out loud, “Of course you might love that?” as the assembled girls giggled loudly. 
 
    Stephy used this incident to blackmail Stephen, telling him that she could ruin his life very easily whenever she wanted. All she had to do was bring over a few of her friends, forcibly dress him up in her clothes, and expose him to their mom or—even worse—their dad. At that point, Stephen would always fall to his knees and beg her not to do it. At that point, she had him. 
 
    Soon, the hapless boy was doing all his sister’s chores, even cleaning up her room and doing her homework. Looking back on these events, he wondered if his all too easy capitulation led to her increasingly dominant attitude toward him, and caused his endless bouts with anxiety?  
 
    The next time Stephanie force-feminized her brother was even worse, Stephen recalled. His palms grew damp with perspiration at the memory. While their parents encouraged him to play little league baseball, they forced Stephanie to take ballet. She begged to play ball instead, and although their mother briefly considered the idea, their old-fashioned father ruled it out of the question.  
 
    To Stephen Hart the Second, sports were for boys. Little girls did feminine, artistic things like dance and cheerleading. He wouldn’t even let Stephanie try figure skating, much less field hockey.  
 
    Stephen had no idea why Stephanie was such a tomboy. She refused to accept that she was a pretty girl, and she couldn’t stand looking like a little princess. If she had to wear a dress for a wedding or other special occasion, she threw tantrums about it. Ballet apparently pushed her over the edge.  
 
    She hated wearing the little frou-frou outfits, especially the super feminine tutus for recitals. She even insisted that since she was a better athlete than her brother, she should play sports and Stephen should be the ballerina instead of her.  
 
    When she said this in front of the neighborhood boys, they began calling him “Stepherina the ballerina,” a name that stuck and made his stomach churn. Angered, Stephen tried to hit her, but Stephy was too quick for him.  
 
    She grabbed his arm and pulled it behind his back. She twisted it painfully, and wrestled him to the ground. Then, she forced him to “admit” in front of all the neighborhood kids that he wished that he were taking ballet, not playing baseball or other sports. Stephen was afraid this wouldn’t be the last he heard of this, and sadly he was correct. 
 
    At dinner that evening, Stephanie proudly told their father about her overpowering and humiliating her brother. The elder Hart was disgusted by his son’s lack of masculinity. Stephen tried to appease his father by saying a real man would never hit a girl, but the male chauvinist was unconvinced.  
 
    Stephanie’s physical triumph over her brother apparently gave her new ideas, Stephen recalled, gnashing his teeth. The next night, while she was having a sleepover with her fellow ballerinas, Stephy and her friends ambushed Stephen in his bedroom.  
 
    Within an hour, Stephanie had her twin dolled up in her most prissy ballet ensemble—the powder-pink leotard, the dainty ballet slippers with satin ribbons entwined up his legs, and of course the poufy pink tutu.  
 
    The girls relentlessly teased and mocked the feminized boy. They put his longish blond hair up into a bun, and tied it with a bright pink ribbon. Then, they slathered makeup all over his face in a theatrical extreme makeover. It was many against one, and he was helpless to resist their feminizing onslaught. 
 
    When they stood him up before a mirror, he almost started crying. He looked more feminine than any of the real girls, and that humiliated him deeply. Finally, they forced him to stand among them and videoed him prancing around in the cotton candy pink ballet outfit. 
 
    Over the years, Stephy’s obsession with outclassing and feminizing Stephen never ended. If anything, it increased. She put together an elaborate scrapbook and collected videos that made it look like Stephen was an avid cross dresser or a transsexual. While that was bad enough, it seemed her scheming knew no bounds. 
 
    As the girl of the family, Stephanie helped Martie with the cooking. Much later, Stephen learned that she’d been sneaking their mother’s birth control pills into his food, crushing them and dissolving them into nearly everything he ate.  
 
    After several months, this secret hormone treatment began to cause a pronounced case of gynecomastia—the growth of feminine breasts on a male. By the time the twins were in junior high, Stephen had to hide his shameful A-Cup boobs. When they entered high school, his breasts were nearly the same size as Stephanie’s B-Cups, and getting nearly impossible to disguise. More subtly, but equally disruptive, the female hormones were making Stephen increasingly emotional, distorting his personality. 
 
    One night at dinner, Stephanie gleefully offered to share her bras and bikini swimsuits with her increasingly nubile brother. This made their father slam the table in fury. Stephen was beyond humiliated. He demanded that something be done immediately, but their family doctor assured his parents that the gynecomastia condition would take care of itself. It never did.  
 
    Stephen’s knees shook as this flood of memories rocked his sense of self. There were too many other examples to remember, so many that they blurred together into a tidal wave of tight sexy skirts, bouncing boobs in lacy bras, pretty panties, flirty bikinis, and multicolored makeup. Each Halloween, Stephanie forced him to parade around with her in matching costumes: Playboy Bunnies, French Maids, and Fairytale Princesses. 
 
    Junior prom was the worst nightmare imaginable for Stephen. His sister forced him to wear her lime green satin sheath dress, with saucy pink lingerie underneath including bra, bikini panties, and even a garter belt. She made him practice walking and dancing in sexy silver slippers with a three-inch stiletto heel. 
 
    Because the dress was sleeveless, he’d had to shave his underarms as well as his legs. Silky shimmering off-black stockings made his long, slim legs look most inviting as his date—Stephanie’s dumb jock boyfriend Chuck—clumsily slipped a delicate floral corsage on his wrist. Fortunately his parents were out of town. He’d have died if they’d seen him like this. 
 
    Of course he didn’t want to go to his prom dressed as a girl, but he had no choice. If he didn’t, Stephanie said she would show the contrived but still utterly humiliating “evidence” of his supposed fetish for cross dressing to all his friends. And so the feminized young man had to stand up his high school sweetheart, and accept a date with a six-foot four, 250-pound football player instead. 
 
    Chuck wrapped his massive arm around his date’s shoulders and guided “her” outside as Stephanie spied at them and giggled from behind the kitchen door. Stephen staggered along on his high-heeled sandals as the huge ox half-walked, half dragged him out to the rented limo. The tuxedo-clad jock brushed a lock of highlighted and curled hair behind Stephen’s ear, as the helpless sissy nervously licked his gloss-covered lips.  
 
    Looking up, Stephen could see his sister watching from her upstairs bedroom window. He could tell she was laughing at him as he was forced to sit on Chuck’s lap and cuddle with the much bigger alpha male. Within moments, the big lunk was bending Stephen’s reluctant, made up face into the first of countless passionate kisses.  
 
    After they arrived and had taken the obligatory prom pictures, the two of them danced to fast and slow songs alike. The oversexed, oversized jock took every opportunity to grind his huge cock against Stephen’s satin-clad body. It was humiliating. Stephen felt like a total girl, and he hated it. If only that was his most intimate contact with the huge dick!  
 
    Unfortunately for the cross-dressed prom princess, his huge horny date demanded sexual relief, both orally and anally. To avoid detection as a sissified male, Stephen opted to submit to Chuck’s overtures. The experience was mortifying and even painful, but he had no choice. He would rather “put out” as a prom girl than risk exposure.  
 
    When the limo dropped him off at home, Chuck held Stephen tightly for a long, lingering kiss goodnight. He also cupped the sissy’s ass through the slinky dress, and felt up his all-too-real breasts through his demi-bra. Finally, Stephen pushed the brute away, pulled his house key out of his little clutch purse, and let himself inside. 
 
    Stephen was panting in utter humiliation. His makeup was smeared, and his panties were torn. Stephanie had stayed up to see him in, and she was giving him a slow clap in derisive congratulations. It took gallons of mouthwash to get the horrible taste out of his mouth that night.  
 
    She mercilessly mocked her brother, calling him a skanky slut from that moment on, and repeatedly commenting that he was still walking funny for a week after prom. Stephen didn’t even want to think about any of it as he slumped back down into a sitting position on the couch. Meanwhile, out of sight, a beautiful Whole-New-You clinic technician named Gwendolyn Rice sat watching Stephen on her monitor. She couldn’t read his mind, of course, but to her trained eye his roiling emotions were obvious.  
 
    Stephen’s distress and humiliation were clearly displayed across his agonized face. His tightly clenched jaw and gritted teeth, his knotted fists and constricted body language all articulately communicated his profound emotional turmoil. She’d seen this condition many times before, and she nodded to herself as she consulted his file once again. 
 
    Gwen noted that this was one of the strangest cases she’d ever seen. The biography section recounted the intense sibling rivalry between the twins, and detailed Stephanie’s non-stop efforts to feminize and thereby usurp and humiliate Stephen. She played a series of cruel pranks on her twin, and blackmailed him using her growing collection of videos, photos, and even a diary she forced him to keep—all of which was carefully designed to make Stephen appear to be an avid cross dresser if not a strong candidate for gender reassignment.  
 
    Both of the Hart twins knew their male chauvinist and homophobic father would lose his mind if he even suspected that his son was a sissy, gay, or trans. Stephen Hart II had invested everything, his own self-worth, his pride, and even his name, into his heir apparent.  
 
    In the back of his mind, the elder Hart suspected his namesake was a beta-male, not the commanding macho alpha-male he should be. He resolved to push the boy harder, to make him tougher and stronger, and most of all prevent any softness or feminine tendencies from taking hold. But thanks to Stephanie’s schemes, their father was much too late. 
 
    Gwen continued reading the file that explained all of this family history. She noted that the twins both graduated high school and college early. That both of them went on to earn MBAs, immediately after which they joined their father as executives at Open Hart Industries. On the day they were officially welcomed into management, Stephanie sprung her ultimate trap on her brother, but it didn’t work out the way she’d hoped. 
 
    After accumulating countless videos and photos of Stephen dressed as a girl, acting like a pretty ballerina, prancing around as a cheerleader, waitressing in a sexy little kilt at a Scottish-themed “breastaurant,” and so on, she knocked on their father’s office door. When he looked up, she entered with a huge grin and closed the door behind her. She flipped off the lights, and set up her laptop to play the video she’d carefully prepared. 
 
    There, projected on the office wall, were the “greatest hits” of her sissy sibling. One after another, action scenes and photos danced away. Each one exposed her brother as an ultra feminine sissy. Stephanie stood beside her father, smiling in a smug manner, hoping to disgrace Stephen in their father’s eyes.  
 
    At first, she feared she’d done too good a job feminizing him, as their dad insisted all the photos and videos had to be of Stephanie—his beautiful daughter—never his son Stephen. Luckily for her, she’d taken some pictures showing both of them standing together, and she finally convinced her father that it actually was Stephen in the prom dress, in the sexy plaid waitress kilt, in the feminine cheerleader uniform, and in the frothy tutu.  
 
    She was sure this would be the break she needed to finally replace Stephen. Instead, the shock caused their father to suffer a heart attack that put him in the hospital for months, and rendered him unable to communicate. When the senior Hart became incapacitated, his instructions left Stephen in control of the business.  
 
    This infuriated Stephanie even more, but she had an answer. First, she used the videos, diary, and scrapbook to blackmail her brother into doing one embarrassing thing after another. She forced him to go tanning in a bikini, giving him feminine tan lines. She made him go to the spa with her to get makeovers and mani-pedis. She even dressed him up in the French maid costume she’d worn one Halloween to serve their closest friends at a fancy tea party.  
 
    Once she had ever more elaborate photos and videos of Stephen looking and acting like a girly-girl, she demanded that they switch places. She explained that she would dress as Stephen, and take command as interim CEO. He would wear feminine suits and pretend to be Stephanie.  
 
    Of course Stephen was shocked that she’d take things that far, but then again, he never could figure out why she was so obsessed with outshining him. For that matter, he never understood how she always managed to make him to do whatever she wanted. After years of Stephanie’s controlling, bullying, and sissifying him, Stephen was highly vulnerable to this latest escalation. 
 
    Sitting on the couch in this plush institutional setting, Stephen began asking himself some disturbing questions. “Why have I been so compliant? The blackmail accounts for some of it, but hardly all of it. Was it the situation that made me so fuzzy-headed and weak-minded, or did my fuzziness leave me vulnerable to Stephanie’s schemes?” 
 
    Stephen shuddered as he considered another troubling aspect of his current situation: he had suffered frequent and unexplained lapses in memory, and had no clear memory of even coming to this place—wherever it was. Days and even weeks passed, and he couldn’t account for the lost time. It was all so confusing, but he knew Stephanie was behind it all somehow. Who else would want to keep him—the rightful heir and future CEO—stuck as a feminized, sexy, submissive secretary?  
 
    Stephen’s confusion began to shift toward anger as he recalled what Stephanie did to him next. Not only did she make him come to work dressed as a female, she demoted him from the top executive, the interim CEO, to a lowly clerical worker! Stephen absent-mindedly pouted his lips and crossed his arms as he considered the unfairness he’d endured.  
 
    Steph always came to the office dressed as a guy and, to increase Stephen’s sense of helplessness, she made him serve as her personal secretary. He had to quietly take dictation at meetings he should have been running, and she even made him provide refreshments to lower-ranking employees in attendance.  
 
    Stephanie subjugated him completely, demoting him to little more than a coffee girl. She forced him to sit at a little desk outside his own office, wearing a short, tight pencil skirt and blouse or an office-appropriate dress every day. His legs were waxed smoothly and encased in silky pantyhose. She made sure he wore flirty feminine shoes from prissy pumps to sexy sandals, all with at least a four inch heel. Impeccable makeup adorned his face. Of course he wore panties and displayed his ample breasts in a pushup bra.  
 
    Stephanie made Stephen act demurely and even accept some of the offers to date men in the company. She forced him to attend to her every need. Fetching and replacing files. Making her coffee. Picking up her dry cleaning, actually his own suits she’d taken from him and worn to work.  
 
    Ordering lunch for the top executives, and bringing it to them on a little cart, all while wearing a cute little apron was among the many emasculating tasks she forced her brother to perform. Throughout this humiliation, she always called him “Stephanie,” and praised him in front of staff for being such a “good girl.”  
 
    At first, the male executives treated “Stephanie” with deference far beyond that usually accorded a simple office girl, but after “Stephen” explained that “her sister” was an eligible single girl, the men pestered “her” with flirting, asking for dates, and even borderline sexual harassment.  
 
    Before long, the feminized male was kissing and petting the male executives, while the other secretaries breathed “slut!” every time he walked by. Stephanie threatened that unless he behaved like an office girl on the make, she’d force him to give the top managers oral sex, and maybe even offer up his ass for their pleasure. Horrified, he capitulated to her increasingly onerous demands.  
 
    This went on for—he couldn’t even recall for how long. Still, he never got used to working as an office girl. These memories infuriated Stephen, and he vowed to get revenge against his abusive twin sister. 
 
    There was never anything sexual between the two of them, of course not! Just the constant and ongoing humiliation Stephanie inflicted on Stephen. She forced to run errands while she ran the company that was rightfully his to control. She ensured he felt humiliated all day, every day by bossing him around and treating him like an uneducated young girl, a lowly underling, and the company tramp—rather than the top executive he was by birthright.  
 
    There was an element of financial domination too. She kept almost all of the profits, and paid him no more than a typical secretary’s salary—barely enough to cover the all the feminine outfits, makeup, and beauty treatments she required him to undergo and buy. The trips to various spas, department stores, and boutiques were utterly embarrassing. All the more so, because the pretty shop girls and estheticians all took Stephen for the young woman he appeared to be. 
 
    The first time Stephanie made him show up for “the works” at the Elysian Elan Spa was the worst. Stephen arrived wearing a bright pink mini dress for what he expected would be a simple hair and nail appointment. He’d grown his fingernails out to lengths no male would keep, and his hair was well below his shoulders.  
 
    To his horror, the lovely spa girls insisted he strip to his bubblegum pink bikini panties, and slip into a silky lavender robe and matching slippers. He felt a nagging sense of trepidation, but complied with their demands.  
 
    Three of the girls—a slim leggy blonde named Tiffani, a beautiful ditzy-seeming brunette named Jessica, and a bossy but ravishing redhead named Caren—ushered the bewildered young man into a back room. There, they removed his robe and guided him to a sort of medical bed. Before he could resist, Stephen realized the three were attaching restraints to his ankles and wrists. They worked like a efficient special ops team, immobilizing their prey before he could escape.  
 
    Still stunned, Stephen asked, “Why have you bound me up like this?” 
 
    Caren smiled with a predatory gleam in her eyes and said, “We’ve been paid to permanently remove all your body and facial hair, and clean up your eyebrows. Our process is unique and exclusive in that it works with one treatment. One very long, very painful treatment. We can’t have you moving during the next six or seven hours!” 
 
    As this horrifying information sunk in, Stephen started to and thrash his limbs trying to break free. This was utterly hopeless, as the restraints held him tightly. In a panic, he started to cry out, but the girls were ready. Jessica produced a harness with penis-shaped gag with a theatrical flourish and a giggle, then quickly buckled it onto to Stephen’s head, with the 6 inch latex cock stuffed into his mouth.  
 
    “That’s my second favorite part,” Jessica giggled again. Caren smiled at her coworker, and pressed some buttons on a remote causing the hidden legs of the table to spread apart, like stirrups at an OB-GYN’s office, and pulling Stephen’s own legs wide apart. 
 
    Jessica clapped her hands together and said, “That’s my third favorite part! Now for my favorite part,” she laughed, as she began slathering a gooey caramel-colored gel all over Stephen’s face, legs, chest, arms, and underarms. Not even his pubic area was spared. She then coated about three quarters of his eyebrows and smiled at Tiffani who had just rolled a cart with a large electronic device near the bed. 
 
    Caren smiled as said, “Our equipment uses short electric shocks and lasers to kill the hair follicles. This patented gel focuses all the energy of the 50-joule laser onto the exact targeted spot, while preventing any skin discoloration. That’s more than 400% the energy of a typical laser defoliation treatment, to which we add a momentary spark of electrical current. Together, this energy renders you hair-free forever. Soon, you’ll be smooth and sexy all over,” she said, tapping the helpless captive on the cheek as he once again struggled to break free. 
 
    Tiffani handed probes to Caren and Jessica, and the three women began poking and blasting all the hair on Stephen’s body that was covered by the gel, only stopping to flip him over midway through the process. He was too traumatized to even try to escape. Anyway, naked save for his panties, where would he go? 
 
    Several excruciating hours later, he was silky smooth, just as Caren promised. His eyebrows were sculpted into a delicate feminine arch, never to look anything like masculine again. During a break, Caren and Jessica left the room to grab some coffee leaving Tiffani behind with Stephen. She’d barely spoken up to that point, and when she did her soft, girlish voice was husky with hot arousal, her eyes lidded with desire. 
 
    “Ohhh, I just love sissies like you,” she moaned, as her fingertips trailed upward along Stephen’s smooth thighs, up toward his hardening and hair-free cock. “I wish I could take you home, would you love that?” She chirped in a lilting Valley Girl tone. “I bet you would!” She purred, as she began stroking Stephen, making his writhe in pleasure.  
 
    “Auntie Tiffani would dress you up soooo pretty,” she cooed, “little skirts, panties, sexy lingerie, and slutty dresses.” As she murmured, her soft hand slid up and down Stephen’s shaft, faster and faster as his breath became ragged. “And now that we’re going to finish removing all your ugly hair,” she concluded, “I could put you in a hot little bikini and take you to the beach.”  
 
    At that very moment, Stephen couldn’t hold back any longer. He moaned around the gag, and climaxed, releasing gobs of sticky semen all over Tiffani’s hand. “Too bad your mouth is already full. I know you’d love to lick your sexy cum off my fingers. Oh well.... Next time!” she winked as Stephen wondered if there would be a “next time” and if he wanted there to be one. 
 
    Within moments, the other girls returned and resumed the treatment. Stephen was still feeling the shimmering afterglow when the painful prodding resumed. He’d never considered himself a masochist or into bondage, but then again he’d never wanted to dress or look like a girl.  
 
    Still, Tiffani’s desire to expose him in public as a beach bunny triggered his orgasm, and he had to admit that it was the most explosive one he’d ever felt. After this roller coaster of pain and pleasure, he didn’t know what to think. He had an hour of additional treatments to consider what all of this meant to him and his sexuality. 
 
    Finally, they released him, and smiled at the results. After his horrid ordeal, all the worse because he knew his body would be forever femininely smooth, getting his hair colored honey blonde with pink lowlights and a bright pink mani-pedi hardly bothered the feminized male. He barely even protested when they glued realistic C-Cup breast forms to his chest. From then on, Stephen’s work image was even more feminine than ever. 
 
    While Stephanie wore men’s business suits and made all the decisions, Stephen had to wear pretty, feminine clothes, make copies, answer the phones, do filing, keep the schedule, and perform all the other menial tasks typically done by a personal assistant. He was helpless to oppose his twin sister, for reasons he couldn’t completely understand.  
 
    She kept threatening to expose his forced feminization to the world, and even bullied him physically whenever he tried to resist. So in helpless mortification, Stephen went along with each new emasculation, all the while hoping to find some way, any way, to escape from this perpetual subjugation and feminization.  
 
    All of this information was detailed in Stephen’s file, and made for astonishing reading for the lithe and lovely Gwendolyn. “What an amazing case,” she remarked to herself, “from the painstaking feminization to these reports from the beauticians! The highly detailed plans Stephanie designed, seemingly from the twins’ childhood!”  
 
    Gwen was awestruck and even somewhat aroused, despite herself. She kept thinking, “All this is all so unprecedented. Whole-New-You generally performed gender reassignment for eager, willing clients. This forced-feminization? As far as I know, it’s never been done before!” 
 
    Reading further, Gwen learned the remaining key details from the extensive file. Eventually, somehow, Stephen got away. His male ego was in tatters after months of intensive feminization. This included psychological conditioning in the form of enforced behavior, positive and negative reinforcement, even hypnosis to make him feel and act like a woman. It was also physical, including intensive hormone-induced feminization.  
 
    Even through Stephen was finally free from his sister’s direct control, there was no way he could ever feel like a real man again, unless and until he received extensive and specialized rehabilitation treatments—anatomical and emotional. He knew he had to reverse as much of his near-total feminization as possible before he could return from exile and challenge Stephanie for control of Open Hart Industries.  
 
    He felt sure that he couldn’t just continue running away, and he definitely couldn’t return as he was now. He needed to challenge and defeat his sister, because as long as she was in power at the company and pretending to be him, his own legal status was in limbo. He apparently thought he’d learned about Whole-New-You on his own, and believed he was here to recover his masculinity. 
 
    The next part of the file was very interesting, Gwen thought. Even while he was stuck as a feminized secretary, Stephen had somehow managed to regain control over his trust fund. Stephanie was afraid he’d use it to try to take control of the company away from her. So she contracted with Whole-New-You Inc. to get Stephen out of the way. She was determined to take his place permanently. To do that, she needed her brother to become her replacement, created in her image.  
 
    As the file explained, the ambitious female twin was well on her way to success in her scheme. For her plans to work, she needed to turn Stephen into the new Stephanie.... This time, forever. But just before she could accomplish her goals, her brother Stephen had escaped and fled. Even so, the scheming young woman had a backup plan. 
 
    As insurance against her brother’s escape, Stephanie arranged for intense hypnosis and psychotropic mind-control treatments to make him docile and undermine his ability to resist. These techniques also planted the seeds in his mind that he could regain his male persona, reverse his feminization, and thereby regain his rightful place as the heir apparent to his father. But only if he underwent treatments at Whole-New-You. This belief was implanted in his mind. He now sought help here.  
 
    So it was no coincidence that Stephen found himself here. He thought he’d arrived here to get help. That was really part of Stephanie’s scheme. She used his own desperation to flush him out of hiding. This part seemed really convoluted to Gwen. She had to read through this part of the file a few more times before she understood.  
 
    To recover from all he’d suffered, Stephen thought he had voluntarily enrolled for a series of treatments at the Whole-New-You Institute. Yes, he believed he was here on his own volition. Actually, he was hypnotically programmed to believe this was his idea. His memories of having being here before had been wiped clean as well.  
 
    Gwen finally understood why Stephen seemed so familiar! “This *is* the only case of forced-feminization at Whole-New-You!” she realized, “but it’s not a new case!”  
 
    She worked out all the twists and turns in her head, “Stephen only ‘discovered’ this highly secretive institute that promised the most incredible results in psychological and physical transformations because Stephanie wanted him to. She had set him up with hypnotic triggers to lead him here, seeking their help. He was further drawn in by their website promising ‘advanced and unique gender reassignment procedures’ and now, here we are.”  
 
    Stephen felt desperate to enroll in the Whole-New-You program. He had with him a large cashier’ s check made out to Whole-New-You, and was eager to start. Still, he saw and heard no one. He was not going to give up. His compulsion to reverse his humiliating feminization was overpowering. 
 
    He was all too aware of how he looked. He wasn’t exactly a woman, but he was barely any kind of man anymore. Even after he started taking testosterone supplements, he was still more feminine than masculine. He was hopeful, if not certain, that Whole-New-You would help him regain his old, male self. He retained his male parts, although the decades of his sister’s secret hormone treatments had taken their toll.  
 
    Long years of increasingly effective feminization at the hands of his sister and her friends had combined with time serving as his sister’s feminized secretary to instill in him and then to exacerbate a profound case of gender dysphoria.  
 
    He was ashamed that his male “equipment” was so tiny. His girly mannerisms, C-Cup breasts, and soprano vocal range all made him seem more like a ditzy, feminine 20-something office girl than the CEO he felt he should be.  
 
    Stephen began trying to foster a new sense of resolve thinking, “If this Whole-New-You Institute could turn a man into a woman, they could probably help me regain my masculinity. At least that’s what I think brought me here. Wait, where had I heard of this place again? Was it the Internet? Now that I’m thinking about it, I’m not sure. I can’t even remember how I found out about this place, much less how I came to be here.” 
 
    Just as quickly as his moment of clarity arrived, it dissipated into another dense fog of confusion and self-doubt. After waiting a few minutes longer, increasingly confused by his own mixed-up memories and the lack of anyone at the reception desk, he heard the distinct clicking of high-heeled shoes approaching.  
 
    A beautiful woman, about 25 years old with stunning auburn hair and captivating deep brown eyes appeared. She dropped a respectful curtsey, saying, “Welcome to the Whole-New-You Institute. My name is Gwendolyn Rice! How may I help you?” 
 
    Stephen stammered, “Hello, um…Gwendolyn. Hi...hello...hi,” and he noticed she was slowly reaching out a hand to him in greeting. She held her palm facing down, displaying her perfectly manicured bright pink fingernails. She gave him a warm if slightly mocking smile as he took her offered hand and warily looked her over.  
 
    Gwendolyn wore a smart pink pinstriped business suit, with a short skirt and a nearly transparent white blouse that revealed her sexy pink bra. She had a tiny waist and firm, ample breasts—at least b cups, and most likely C-Cups. She stood about 5’7” and weighed no more than 110 pounds—overall she was a very fit and feminine beauty.  
 
    Gwendolyn laughed, a musical sound rippling with amusement, and gave Stephen’s hand a welcoming squeeze. “Relax sweetheart,” she said, “I don’t bite, trust me. Are you here by appointment or did you just wander in off the street? Perhaps if you could honor me with your name, I could look you up in our system, and help you find out exactly where you are supposed to be. I am very good at my job and I have never been baffled yet.” 
 
    Stephen was uneasy, even more so because this woman seemed to see right through him. He was wondering if it was a mistake to come here, but he answered, “I think.... Well, that is I believe I have an appointment, and I hope you can help me?” 
 
    Gwendolyn’s x-ray vision seemed to intensify its focus as she looked into Stephen’s sapphire blue eyes. He saw a flash of something in her gaze—a kind of recognition, as if she had seen him before, or somehow knew he was haunted by memories that he couldn’t face.  
 
    His mind was a muddle, even more than it usually was. He’d been through a long and humiliating ordeal at his twin sister’s hands, and it left him with a severe case of PTSD, post-traumatic stress disorder.  
 
    Gwendolyn continued smiling and reached out with her other hand to grasp Stephen’s shoulder. Her touch was so soft and gentle, so friendly and reassuring, he began to release some of his tension. He looked into her large eyes, the color of milk chocolate, and felt as if the sweet caress of her soft and gentle hands were pulling him into a kind of trance. As he relaxed, he felt eager to tell her all about himself—something he hadn’t been willing to do for years if not ever.  
 
     “My name is Stephen, Stephen Hart uhh the Third. I uhh....” he began then halted nervously, finding it ever more difficult to focus his thoughts.  
 
    Gwendolyn could tell there was something more than a bit spacey about his demeanor. He felt self-conscious and wondered again how he’d ended up where they stood. A strange memory flashed into his head, and disappeared just as quickly, leaving a distant but growing nameless anxiety in its wake. 
 
    “Was I dropped off here and brought through the front door, then laid down on that couch? By whom? I mean, why would someone do that? What’s going on?” As these thoughts spin through his mind, Stephen heard Gwendolyn speaking again. 
 
    “Just give me a moment, and I will look you up in our system,” she said, while typing on an iPad she produced seemingly out of thin air. She looked lost in thought as she scrolled through what seemed like an extensive listing.  
 
    “What is she reading? Is it about me?” Stephen wondered. Familiar anxieties grew as his increasing nervousness began to fight against whatever force had been keeping him unnaturally calm in this strange place up until this point.  
 
    She looked up at him, gave him a quick reassuring smile, and then said, “Well, it seems you were expected Mr. Hart...may I call you Stephen? Apparently, you are here for some special training and rehabilitation. Your company, Open Hart Industries, has set it all up. That is you, right? Stephen Hart III? Give me a moment while I print out the authorization.” 
 
    Stephen stood nodding vacuously, but started to feel a weird sense of déjà vu. While looking at Gwendolyn, he began to experience an overwhelming sense that this was a frightening place, one he’d never willingly enter on his own—or more accurately, one he’d never return to voluntarily. His breath caught in his lungs and he started to see spots on the edge of his vision….  
 
    Gwendolyn calmly reached down to where Stephen was sitting, and took the cashier’s check from where it fluttered in his sweaty hand. She smiled noticing his legs were spread on the floor in a sort of jack-knife pose, similar to a cheerleader doing a side-split. She remarked that he seemed somewhat distracted, almost like his mind was set on stand-by mode. 
 
    She reviewed the critical details about this case, recounting to herself, “Stephen was indeed here before. He was trained to be a feminized secretary, and his sister Stephanie picked him up at the completion of his processing. Obviously, he was somehow able to slip free of his sister’s control and recover some, although not very much, of his lost manhood. Maybe she wanted him to retain some memory of who he really is, for reasons unknown?” 
 
    Her curiosity piqued, she thought, “It will be interesting to get him out of his clothing and see just how far back toward masculinity he got. Not that it will matter. It seems his sister is determined for him to go all the way this time, to 100% female. Then, he will take her place permanently, and she will take his. A total switch, presumably so that she can assume control of Open Hart Industries by pretending to be him.”  
 
    Fully realizing the implications of this plan, Gwen pulled air through her closed teeth making a subtle whooshing sound as she considered, “The twin aspect is rather interesting,” and she noted that the files contained a photo of the real Stephanie, side by side with her brother.  
 
    She looked back and forth, checking for similarities and differences. Even though, Stephen was not much of man, he couldn’t match his sister’s beauty. Stephanie was basically gorgeous. Gwen observed that, while close, Stephen was still just a tiny bit too masculine to pass perfectly as his sister Stephanie, a very sexy, feminine woman.  
 
    Gwen concluded, “Well, not for long. After Whole-New-You’s advanced and unique gender reassignment procedures, Stephen will be Stephanie in body. With extensive mental conditioning, he will be Stephanie in mind as well. He will believe that he has always been Stephanie, and will be very happy to live his life as a submissive, feminine woman.” 
 
    Gwen regarded Stephen as he sat unsteadily before her. He looked disoriented and puzzled, an oddly pained yet vacant look in his eyes. “This project is different from any I’ve ever worked on before, and I wonder how much trouble he is going to be,” she wondered, “I pray that whatever sedatives he is now under will last long enough to get him strapped into the makeover chair. It will be best for him if he is kept in a fog until it is too late for him to resist.” 
 
    Feeling pangs of guilt, the beautiful auburn-tressed woman bit her lip thinking, “It is a shame that he is back for a second go through the machinery of Whole-New-You against his will. That seems particularly cruel. I am not sure how he managed to claw his way back to some semblance of normal manhood, but this time he will not be so lucky. This time, he is doomed to wind up fully feminized forever.” 
 
    Gwen stood up, walked to the printer, and grabbed the newly-printed contract. Walking back to the desk, she set it in front of Stephen, opened to the last page. She handed him a pink ballpoint pen emblazoned with the Whole-New-You logo, and said, “Please, Mr. Hart, if you would initial this line, and this line, then sign and date here at the bottom, we can get you started with your orientation.” 
 
    Reviewing the file on her iPad, Gwen was surprised to read that last time, probably through a clerical error of some sort, Stephen signed the contract as Stephanie. That means the previous contract was never valid. She smiled as she thought, “This time, with his correct legal signature, there will be no doubt. Then, when he actually becomes Stephanie, we will have the old contract as well. It is truly diabolical in the extreme, as we will have him...soon to be her...both coming and going.” 
 
      
 
    = End Part One = 
 
      
 
    Part Two coming soon! Until then, please continue reading…. 
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