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This is part two of a series. It is likely to be really confusing if you haven’t read part one first. I really suggest you stop now and read part one. If you do, everything will make a lot more sense! Here’s the link: 
 
      
 
    Sibling Rivalry 1: A Torrid Transgender Tale of Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Sexy Spanking, Bondage, Humiliation, Sissification, Subjugation, Medical Play, Emasculation, Hypnosis and MORE! 
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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, or 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 feminine secretary, 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! 
 
      
 
    If any of these topics offend you, please stop reading now. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Gwen watched Stephen and smiled, knowing he couldn’t fight the urge to comply. To him, this was his last hope to regain his manhood. She suppressed a giggle about how wrong his assumption was as he quickly signed “Stephen Hart” and initialed the document where she indicated.  
 
    Once his fate was basically sealed, she freely giggled and prepared for Stephen’s impending “orientation,” even as he hesitantly handed the pages back to her. She couldn’t help but laugh out loud as he shivered, trying to struggle against the conditioning and narcotics that had been administered. She knew that soon he’d have no real hope of escape.  
 
    Stephen’s grimace revealed to Gwen’s expert eye that he wanted to grab back the contract and rip up the papers, but he was unable to fully form any such thoughts in his cloudy little head. He was acting like he was on autopilot or under unseen compulsion, probably both. That was a clear indication to Gwen that he was under the influence of strong mind-altering substances, just as the file specified.  
 
    Gwen decided to make the best of the situation, even though she felt somewhat guilty that she would be re-inducting the only forced-feminization case and the only escapee Whole-New-You had ever had, as far as she knew.  
 
    She pondered, “It just goes to show you that even escaping this place can be an illusion. Poor Stephen! Here, he was once turned into Stephanie, and then he escaped to become Stephen again. Now, he is about to become as much of an exact duplicate of Stephanie that it is possible to make him—all because of the real Stephanie’s request and huge payments from both of them.” 
 
    Gwen idly wondered what Stephen did to his sister that made her so angry, “Wow, Stephanie really has it in for him, but maybe it isn’t even a revenge issue, just envy or ambition. Could this all just be a matter of expediency? Perhaps he is nothing more than an inconvenient obstacle to her plans, one that must be pushed aside, and she has decided the best way to do that is by turning him into her, and herself into him?”  
 
    Gwen took the papers, then signed where necessary and stamped them with her Notary Public insignia. “Oh well, at least he will still be alive,” she shrugged. “Clearly he doesn’t want to be stuck as a flirty little bimbo, although he will have no memory of ever being any different. That is, if all goes well this time. I’m still perplexed that he somehow managed to escape the last treatment. Anyway, he will surely be a lovely little office girl when all this is done.” 
 
    The beautiful technician picked up the signed and notarized contract, and slipped it through a slot in the wall behind her. She then turned and faced Stephen saying, “Excellent, Mr. Hart! If you would just walk this way, we can get started. First, we just need to get a few medical thingies out of the way.”  
 
    The sexy woman didn’t think it was important to point out to Stephen that the “medical thingies” that needed to be gotten out of the way were his cock and balls. 
 
    Gwen started walking toward a bank of elevators, not bothering to see if Stephen followed. She relied on his implanted impulses to force him to follow her commands. She knew that as long as the powerful neural-hypnotic conditioning lingered in his brain, she wouldn’t have any problems controlling him.  
 
    After crossing the large body, she pressed the call button for the elevators and stood looking bored, waiting for the confused young man to join her. She glanced at him quickly and noticed him staring at her. From the look on his face, clearly Stephen found Gwendolyn as lovely walking away as she did facing him.  
 
    Stephen wondered if she was single as he tagged along absent-mindedly behind her, wondering when someone would explain to him what was going on. He assumed that the sooner they dispensed with the “medical thingies,” the faster he could get back home and resume his rightful place as the interim and future CEO of Open Hart Inc. his family empire.  
 
    He wondered how Stephanie would like being his personal secretary, and laughed to himself at the image of finally turning the tables on his bitchy sister, although oddly it sounded almost like a giggle.  
 
    He approached the elevator bank following Gwendolyn, smiling at the thought of being the boss of bossy little Stephanie. “Little?” he questioned himself, “we’re the same height, but...yeah. It’ll be great to have her under my control for once.” 
 
    Gwen ran a hand through her hair as the two waited for the elevator, pulling a few stray locks back off her face. She smiled at Stephen and asked, “So tell me Mr. Hart, what does your company do? I must say that we do not often get CEOs or other top executives making their own appointments here.” 
 
    She smiled as she added, “I could not help notice that yours was made by S. Hart. That is you right, Stephen Hart? You must earn a lot of money to make an appointment with us, our services are not cheap.” 
 
    She failed to tell Stephen that the S. Hart on the paperwork was actually his sister Stephanie, not him. Nor did she tell him that his sister was about to finalize her plans to change places with him so that she would finally have what she felt was rightfully hers by birth—the CEO position in the family corporation.  
 
    Gwen thought to herself, “It’s so unfair. Her gender has always gotten in the way, first with her father and now with her arrogant brother. These men just assume only a male can lead a major corporation. Imagine! Such outdated sexist nonsense in this day and age!”  
 
    Holding back her eagerness, the young technician gestured for Stephen to enter the just-opened elevator car. She let him walk by her and followed him on, pressing the third floor button.  
 
    She thought, “Usually it is the second floor button, but Stephen has been scheduled into one of the Whole-New-You’s most advanced facilities due to the nature and difficulty of his upcoming conversion.” She added to herself, “He will not be any the wiser, but this will be my first time in one of the advanced rooms.” 
 
     Stephen started giving his spiel about his corporation as she entered the elevator, joining him. Gwen feigned interest as the doors closed and they were launched on their way up to the third floor. He was a bit confused by Gwen’s questions, but he just shrugged. He’d practiced and given this “elevator speech” many times before, although never in an actual elevator.  
 
    Still, he jumped right into his prepared rundown saying, “Open Hart Industries was founded by my grandfather Stephen Hart I. My father, Stephen Hart II is the current CEO, but he’s on medical leave at the moment. I’m Stephen Hart III, and will step up as permanent CEO upon daddy’s—I mean dad’s—retirement. Our company manufactures computer chips, computer hardware, and other advanced high tech equipment.”  
 
    Stephen ran through the routine as they rose up in the elevator, and then he paused in mid sentence, befuddled by contemplation of what “services” she had been was talking about.  
 
    “Maybe it’s more of the recovery therapy to help get me ready to retake control of Open Hart Industries?” he wondered. He found it all somehow troubling. He couldn’t remember making any appointment. He was a bit shaken, as he couldn’t be 100% sure what he was doing here. But he guessed that it was just another episode of lost time, and decided he probably chose this place to help treat his strange maladies.  
 
    Still, a voice in his head kept reassuring him that this was his only hope. His only chance to regain his lost masculinity and control over his family business. He was also preoccupied in thinking that Gwen looked hot, and if the people here could reverse his lingering mental glitches and the embarrassing feminine characteristics that have been haunting him, then he had no choice but to give it a try.  
 
    When Stephen finished speaking, Gwen filled the awkward silence with vague but upbeat comments in a calm and reassuring tone saying, “That’s fascinating, Mr. Stephen Hart the Third. It might interest you to know that I used to dabble in computer science myself, before taking a position here. They made me an offer I couldn’t refuse, and so now I don’t have to worry about deadlines, paying the payroll or creditors, or worrying about my future.” 
 
    Gwen was briefly lost in thought as she reviewed her past silently, “That is true and it is a crock at the same time. If I could be in another place I would, and I did not just dabble I was the chief executive officer of my own software company with patents pending and a bright future.” 
 
    “Now look at me,” she scolded herself, “I am pasting a false smile on my face and seducing clueless males into the same silken web that I myself have been long trapped inside, also with no chance of escape. This poor guy here will soon learn that he is in the same sinking boat.” 
 
    Brightening, and remembering her duties, Gwen thought, “I am going to find this case fascinating. I hope I have the chance to meet the new Stephen, once this Stephen has become the new Stephanie. Wow, this keeps getting confusing!” she mused, and giggled to herself.  
 
    When they reached their floor, Gwen got ready to lead Stephen into the hallway as the chime sounded and the elevator door slid open. She stepped off, held the door, and said, “Almost there, Mr. Hart the Third! It’s just down this hallway and through the doorway on the left. Come with me, so we can get you settled in and begin your deprogramming. Are you the sole heir of your company, or do you have any brothers or sisters?” 
 
    She already knew the answer to this question, of course, but she kept up the “interested female act” to string Stephen along. This was all part of her job, to ensnare him in his sister’s trap. Of course that involved strengthening his programming, not the deprogramming that she’d mentioned. Gwen reviewed her mental checklist: “We will remove all of his male ego and habits, so that we can reprogram him to believe that he is his own sister. Crazy. Of all the cases I’ve been involved with at Whole-New-You, this is the weirdest.” 
 
    Gwen smiled as her charge said, “You can call me Stephen, Gwendolyn. I have...a sister.”  
 
    She was taken aback, but not totally shocked, as his face twisted in barely-suppressed anger and he seemed to spit at the mere mention of his twin.  
 
    “Clearly he was harboring anger toward his sister if even mentioning her existence is this upsetting!” As she watched him slowly regain control of his breathing, calming himself, Gwen forced a somewhat blank smile onto her face.  
 
    She listened as he went on, “Stephanie, my sister, is going to get a real surprise when I get back to the company. She’s going to be my personal assistant, even though she seems to think she’s the boss!” At that, he gave a small laugh and Gwen laughed along, but not for the reason Stephen thought. He turned and looked right at her, saying, “I can’t wait to get this over with so I can return to my rightful place.” 
 
    Gwen thought, “I am starting to see why his sister would want to turn him into an office girl!” She was trying to picture Stephen as Stephanie, looking precious in a feminine outfit. She giggled when her charge said she could call him Stephen. She had been certain that calling him “Mr. Hart the Third” would have the effect she desired.  
 
    She found it much harder to hide her amusement when he said that his sister was going to get a real surprise. She wasn’t concerned that her laughter would give anything away, however, for it seemed like she was laughing with him rather than at him.  
 
    Gwen smiled as she thought, “Little does Stephen suspect that his statement is likely to turn out only partially correct! His sister will be him by then, and his surprise will be at how much he—as the new Stephanie—will look like the old, former Stephanie. The surprise will most likely be all the new Stephanie’s as ‘she’ sees her brother standing before ‘her.’“  
 
    Gwendolyn’s smile faded as she once again pondered the confusing aspects of this case, “Of course that is only if there is a touch of Stephen still left inside of ‘her’ to remember that ‘she’ was once the person she is looking at. It is a rather strange case, this one. To think a young woman would surrender her feminine birthright to become her own brother!”  
 
    She tried to hold her face impassive as the troubling implications of this situation nagged at her, “As far as anyone around the two of them is concerned, he will be she and she will be he. All this just so that she or rather ‘he’ can wield the power that her brother, soon to be ‘his’ sister, wielded with such boorishness. I am glad I am not in this one’s shoes, for he is certain to get a taste of his own medicine. Karma is a real bitch, and soon, he will be a bitch as well.” 
 
    They arrived at the laboratory door, and Gwen reached out her pass card to open it, as Stephen repeated, “I can’t wait to get this over with so I can return to my rightful place.” But Gwen was barley listening. 
 
    Opening the door revealed an antiseptic-looking room with a contraption like a futuristic dentist’s chair at its center. Additionally there were lockers, cabinets, shelves, counters, and other appurtenances that would be appropriate in a salon or operating theater, which this place could become depending on the circumstances. The lighting is bright but casts no shadow.  
 
    Gwen said, “Well, Stephen, here we are. If you do not mind my asking, and it is not too personal, what sort of deprogramming are you here to receive? Your information was rather vague on that, and only listed a reference number for use by the technician. You are such a young man; it seems hard to believe that you would need any deprogramming. What was it? Did you fall in with a cult or something?”  
 
    Of course she knew far more than she was revealing, and if anything was misleading her charge with this line of questioning. She wished to discover how much Stephen actually remembered of what had happened to him the last time he was at Whole-New-You, for it could be important to the progress of his new mental makeover.  
 
    Stephen was deeply lost in thought, and was slow making any response to her questions. His mind flashed back to days and weeks and…. Actually he wasn’t sure how long he spent stuck in girly clothes, doing girly things. How long did it last? It was all a blur to him.  
 
    He could recall so many specific incidents. Stephanie humiliated him scathingly, but he resolved to never be that careless again. “Now, or rather soon,” he vowed out loud, “it will be her turn to be the little secretary.” He hadn’t realized he’d been speaking, and this embarrassed him. 
 
    Stephen noticed Gwen looking at him expectantly if not even somewhat impatiently, her eyebrow raised, her lips pursed. Still, he paused before answering. The memories her questions evoked were strange and seemed unreal and unnerving to him.  
 
    He felt powerful waves of humiliation, so strong and so real that he wondered if they showed on his face. More details seemed about to reveal themselves, but then they drifted away, dancing just out of his grasp.  
 
    Rather than show any weakness to a “mere female,” Stephen said, “It’s...sort of personal. I don’t know if deprogramming is the right word. I think it may be more like confidence therapy and regaining my sense of...mastery....” His voice trailed off as he looked around the strange medical-looking place. After another pause, he asked, “What’s with all this equipment?” 
 
    His reactions felt bizarre, almost as if many of his important memories were blocked. He felt like he’d had some of his previous experiences erased from his mind completely. He was feeling...something....  
 
    The nature of this room was striking a deep chord and making him feel extremely skittish. As he began to experience a strange shortness of breath, Gwen gently grasped his arm and began speaking.  
 
    In a sweet tone she said, “Stephen, the treatment of the human mind requires a great many different approaches. All of the equipment in this room is used to help our patients find themselves, discover who they really are, who they are meant to be. It sounds to me as if you have been through a great trauma that has badly shaken your confidence.” 
 
    Relieved to see his face ease into a trusting sort of anticipating, she went on, “I can assure you that we will not only restore your sense of self, but by the time we are done here, you will feel like a whole new person. You will be totally secure in who you are, and able to present your best image to the world without hesitation or conflict.” 
 
    All that sounded good, and as concocted as it might have been, it had the desired effect. Stephen began to breathe a bit easier. So Gwen continued, “I rather think some of your problem is somehow connected to your sister. What has she done to you to make you feel such intense emotions about her?” 
 
    Suddenly the tightness clenching Stephen’s lungs returned and he looked desperately into Gwen’s face. He felt suspicions rising, wondering just how much she knew about him that she wasn’t saying. He was right to have disquieting doubts, because of course. 
 
    Gwen thought, “I know the answer to my immediate question, but I need to test him to find out if his current reactions are just residual feelings or if he actually remembers what Stephanie had us do to him the last time he was at Whole-New-You. I will have to proceed with due caution in dealing with him. He wants confidence therapy, does he? Well we will see what we can do to convince him that that is exactly what he is getting.” 
 
    Gwen tapped Stephen on the arm reassuringly, then walked to the wall phone, picked it up, and punched in the code to alert the makeover team and direct them to the proper room.  
 
    She then turned to him and said, “Anyway, we need to get you hooked up to the monitoring systems in order to insure optimum results. While you are doing that, I will prepare the bed for you.” 
 
    She moved over to the chair-like bed and, with the push of a few buttons, I reconfigure it into an examination table. I then put some fresh linens on the cold metal to make it more comfortable and checked on Stephen.  
 
     Gwendolyn said, “It is none of my business, but surely, she cannot be that big a thorn in your side. After all, she is your sister and probably only wants the best for you. It makes me sad to see a brother and sister in conflict. What has she done to you to make you so upset?” 
 
    “Yes, well you don’t know her,” Stephen snapped, “She’s been jealous of me all my life. Trying to overshadow me, outdo me. She was a cheerleader and I was on the basketball team, but she beat me in basketball one time, just one time! And I never heard the end of it.”  
 
    Gwen noted his emotional overload as he said, “She kept telling everyone that she should be on the boys’ basketball team, and that I should be the pompom girl. Can you believe it?” Stephen asked, still shocked that his sister would say that in front of the other cheerleaders, and laugh at him with them.  
 
    Gwendolyn waited a moment for Stephen to end his rant and said, “Yes, well, if you would please get naked?”  
 
    Stephen found something about Gwen’s cold reaction odd. All of this began to make him feel nervous, and with the reawakened memories of the intense humiliation orchestrated by his sister, he felt reluctant to get undressed in front of an attractive woman.  
 
    “Monitoring?” he asked, “This seems like a lot of complications for just confidence therapy?” 
 
    Gwen nodded at his admittedly valid point. She smiled warmly and said, “Well sir, I happen to think that some women are quite capable of competing with men, possibly even surpassing them. What we lack in upper body strength, body mass, and long-term stamina is compensated by higher tolerance for pain, a lower center of gravity, and better flexibility.” 
 
    Stephen seemed lost in thought, so she continued, “Your sister was probably throwing your sexism back in your face because of your own attitude. I do not agree with her humiliation of you after she had made her point, but having been the butt of some rather nasty discrimination from men simply because I am a woman.” 
 
    She was trying to hold her emotions in check, but her sense of outrage forced some of her true feelings to show, as she said, “I have empathy for her if not for what she did. I do not condone it, but I understand it. Maybe if you cut her a little slack, you could patch things up between you and have a stronger bond as a result? Revenge is ultimately a foul tasting dish even when served cold.” 
 
    “Well, thanks for taking her side,” he complained. “People always take Stephanie’s side. She’s so pretty. She did so well in everything. She even won a bet against me that I will never live down. She challenged me....” But there his voice caught. He refused to say out loud the humiliating trick Stephanie played on him.  
 
    The trick was this: She dared him to try out for cheerleading and she’d try out for the boy’s basketball team. If they both made the respective teams, they’d stay with them the whole year. Stephen was sure a little girl would never make the boy’s basketball team. And he knew he could easily out-match her skill for skill.  
 
    With his drive to outdo Stephanie, he practiced all the dances, cheers, moves, and the rest. He wasn’t surprised that he made the cheerleading team. To his eternal shock, he found that his sister actually made the boy’s basketball team—and to make it even worse, the coach rated her above him!  
 
    She had to wear the boys’ basketball uniform, which was no big deal to her. Worst of all, the cheer coach insisted that Stephen wear the exact same cheer uniform that the girls wore: a red and white crop top and matching short skirt, with the sports bra and spankies.  
 
    Stephanie “generously” handed her cute little cheerleading uniform to him at the first pep rally before the first game—in front of everyone. He had to give her his rightful basketball uniform, and join the cheer girls in the girls’ locker room. Then, he had to let them make him over as a cheer girl.  
 
    Stephanie took his place in the game, even as he was made to dance and shake his pompoms on the sidelines. He had to go along with their performance as they shook their pompoms and shimmied suggestively in their short skirts and tight midriff tops.  
 
    At least the school didn’t hold him to serving as the homecoming queen even after Stephanie campaigned successfully for his coronation. He escaped that particular emasculating shame, but he still had nightmares about that! 
 
    The details went on and on, swirling around in his head, bedeviling Stephen’s memories like a plague of birds. Makeup. Pretty hair. Smooth legs and underarms. The fall out from the humiliating bet went on and on for weeks. That memory threatened to paralyze him into a robotic shame-faced wimp. Being teased about it might trigger the submissiveness he’d worked so hard to control, if not remove entirely from his personality. 
 
    Gwen noticed that Stephen looked somewhat hurt by her comments, so she sighed and moved on, “I’m sorry for that Stephen; I should climb down off my soapbox and stick to what I do best. You would not be so cavalier about the monitoring equipment if you had any idea of what could go wrong. I think we could help you a lot. If all goes well, we will raise your confidence level to the point that you would not care what your sister thought or said.” 
 
    That assurance seemed to calm him a bit, so Gwen continued, “I assure you that everything I ask you to do is only for your benefit. If it is getting naked in front of me that is holding you back, I can get nude along with you, if you think that would help. I do not want you to think that I am out to humiliate or embarrass you. I also don’t make that offer to just anyone, but I want you to feel comfortable, for it has an effect on the treatments you will be receiving.” 
 
    She punctuated her flirty offer with a big sexy grin and a playful wink, watching him carefully to gauge his reaction. She thought to herself, “I have to get him into the chastity belt and that will be a tricky business, at best.  
 
    Any misstep could trigger some suppressed memories of the last time he went through this process. Any such flashbacks could lead to unexpected reactions, possibly even violent reactions if that previous experience was as extreme as this one promises to be.” 
 
    Barely keeping her nervousness out of her voice, she asked, “What do you say, Stephen?” 
 
    He relaxed slightly, listening to her logical, sensible words, and replied, “Thank you Gwen, I feel a lot better now. I’d do anything to raise my confidence so much that I wouldn’t care what Stephanie thought or said. How do we get this done?” He asked, adding, “I’d do anything for a life immune from Stephanie’s snide remarks and little tricks.” 
 
    At her raised eyebrows and gaping expression, he repeated, “Gwen, I’d do anything absolutely anything to be free from this endless war against my sister. Stephanie has had the upper hand for too long. Now it’s time for Stephen to dominate. Stephanie needs to take her place as the ditzy, submissive office girl she was meant to be! Let’s get to it. Let’s get naked!”  
 
    He looked at Gwendolyn quickly, and slightly lasciviously, then started taking off his clothes.  
 
    Gwendolyn reacted warily, thinking, “First, he thinks I am taking his sister’s side, which is more or less true. I have my job to do here, nothing more, and if Stephen is in the cross hairs, it is not my fault. I’m relieved that my rationalization seems to have calmed him down somewhat.”  
 
    Going ahead carefully, she pondered, “I think he accepted my words, little realizing that I am selling him a bill of goods. There is more duplicity than veracity in my words. I am not lying, but the truth is veiled behind meanings that can be misconstrued, and he has certainly done that at my subtle prompting.” 
 
    Gwen beamed at hearing Stephen say he’d “do anything” to be free from this endless war against his sister. Stephanie.... “Well, over hurdle one at any rate,” she thought, “as he removes his clothing with a speed that says he cannot wait to see me unclothed, I know he’s distracted. This whole situation is very weird, and my getting naked is hardly the least strange, to my thinking.” 
 
    As she stripped off her clothing, Gwen thought to herself, “I feel sorry for him, but I feel sorrier for his sister. A woman who feels so strongly about something that she feels compelled to swap places with her twin brother and live her life as a man! All that just to get the recognition she feels she deserves, that is pitiable. If I have learned one thing as a woman, it is that a woman should never feel that she has to play a man’s game.” 
 
    Gingerly removing her stiletto pumps, and the carefully placing her suit jacket over a chair, Gwen resolved to herself, “I will turn Stephen into a female, for I have no choice, and he doesn’t either. However I see nothing good coming from this in the long term.”  
 
    The details of this scheme troubled Gwen. She wondered, “What happens on the day that the real Stephanie tires of playing the role of her brother Stephen? What if she decides she wants to be a wife or a mother and tries to reclaim her true place? What will happen on that day, to the new Stephanie? One thing is clear. After this process, she cannot ever go back to being Stephen again.” 
 
    Blithely unaware of this intrigue inside his companion’s head, Stephen quickly removed his dress shoes and grey business suit, tossing them carelessly aside. He hurriedly removed his boxer shorts and socks, and then flung them on the floor.  
 
    Gwen watched his frantic activity with a half-smile. “Stephen may have escaped the first attempt,” she thought, “but this bullet is traveling fast and hard, and will rip a hole in him that will never close. It will bleed for many years to come.”  
 
    She continued to strip out of her clothes with a much less urgency than Stephen’s mad efforts, and said, “My, my, someone is very eager all of a sudden. Patience Stephen, it takes a girl a little longer to get out of her clothing. Maybe if you are in such a hurry, you would like to give me a hand. A polite and gentlemanly hand you understand.” 
 
    Smiling, Gwen unbuttoned her skirt and giggled as she undid the last fastener on her blouse. In a suggestive strip tease, she slowly slipped her silken top from her shoulders, until she stood before Stephen in just her bra, panties, and pantyhose.  
 
    He looked at Gwendolyn’s lovely, curvaceous body with her smooth, flawless skin. She filled her bra with her ample soft, round boobs. “Now this is the way a woman should look—and act,” he says aloud as his mind kicked into fantasy mode. On autopilot, he stood before her, naked, and excited—but a little bit embarrassed. He was not entirely sure why....  
 
    Soon, with Stephen’s help, she had removed her lingerie as well, and carefully placed all her clothing over the chair or in a neat stack. 
 
    He said, “Thank you for making me feel more comfortable,” and it’s entirely true. He would never be able to get undressed in front of this lovely woman unless she joined him by undressing as well. “What happens now?” he asked.  
 
    As Gwen listened to his comment about her being “lovely, feminine and sweet like a woman should be,” her eyes flashed angrily at what she considered an insult to her feminism. Nevertheless, she could see he was taken with her body as his eyes roamed over her naked curves. Her heart softened slightly at hearing him expressing his gratitude for putting him at ease.  
 
    Regaining her sense of calm she said, “Now really, Stephen, if you were a woman, would you want to be referred to in those limiting terms of feminine and sweet as if that was what being a woman was all about. I am as capable as any man is, maybe better than most. To be reduced to being an object of art, fit only for a pedestal, rubs me the wrong way. I am sure if you were a woman, you might feel the same way.”  
 
    All of a sudden, Gwen though of something, and she said, “Then again, maybe the reason you find it so appealing is that a sweet feminine girl lives within you, just yearning to be set free. Maybe it is that attitude that is at the root of your friction with your sister?”  
 
    She pressed her point, asking, “Why did you make a bet that ended up with you in a cute little cheerleader uniform? Maybe you wanted to be the sister, and you were jealous that she got to be the pretty little girl? Did you ever think about that? I am not trying to offend you. I’m only trying to help in my own sweet feminine way.” 
 
    Seeing her charge turning bright red and gaping like a beached fish, she giggled and smiled at him. Then, she sauntered over to a cabinet from which she fetched a chastity belt. As she returned, she held the belt out to Stephen, saying, “You might notice the device I wear over my sex. I have one for you to don as well. Do not be alarmed, it is merely a monitoring device so that you are not put under too much mental and physical stress during your deprogramming.” 
 
    As if ignoring the shocked, dubious look on his face, she continued, “These belts are linked and I will feel any distress, mental or physical that you might experience almost immediately. In that way, we can insure optimum results from a single session. I think I can guarantee you will be a new person when we are done. Just slip this on, and make sure it fits snug and secure. Then we can get started and have you on your way in no time.” 
 
    She casually waited to see if he were the least bit reluctant to wear the belt, thinking, “I would guess he has had all memory of ever wearing one of these belts erased or suppressed, but one can never be too careful. If he explodes, security has been alerted to monitor this room.”  
 
    Gwen tensed involuntarily at this critical moment, thinking, “If he refuses to accept this requirement, his reluctance will be detected. The guards will be in here to forcibly belt him before he knows what is happening. This is a crucial moment and I can feel my nipples harden with the excitement of anticipation. I see I’m not the only one aroused.” 
 
    Tentatively, Gwen said, “We need to get this monitor on you so we can get started, but it won’t fit on you with you so...aroused,” she stared at his groin, and stifled a giggle behind her feminine hand. She was momentarily concerned he’d react badly but she needn’t have been.  
 
    Stephen was too enthralled with Gwen’s sexy body to raise much objection, especially after she sauntered over to him and knelt at his feet. She gently stroked his manhood, never huge and shrunken over the years, as it hardened to its full three-inches.  
 
    She had no trouble taking it all into her mouth, as Stephen gasped and quivered in excitement. To her, it was more like tonguing a sorority sister’s clit than giving a guy a blowjob, but that didn’t bother her at all. She spun her tongue around and around his tiny shaft, kissed the head, and applied just the right pressure until he moaned, cried out, and then ejaculated in her mouth.  
 
    Gwendolyn smiled and said, “Wow, that was amazing! I feel weird in asking, but you keep mentioning tricks your sister played on you. It’d mean a lot to me if you opened up enough to share one example of that? But only if you want to.” 
 
    Still gasping from his powerful orgasm, Stephen’s defenses were already coming down. He thought to himself, “She’s made me wonder how I would want to be treated if I were a woman. It’s a strange and exciting, but mainly scary and embarrassing thought. Embarrassment. I’m always afraid of being embarrassed. Stephanie always used that weakness against me. I....” 
 
    He looked at the beautiful Gwen, still licking his cum off her lips and shrugged saying, “Sorry, I guess my mind was wandering.... I noticed you asked me something?”  
 
    He saw she was looking excited, almost aroused, watching him examine at this strange monitor—looks like a pouch on a belt. “Does she expect me to wear it there?” he wondered. 
 
    All this put him in a strange state of mind. A bit agitated, and a little confused, he said, “Well I think women should be feminine and sweet. Is there anything wrong with that? My sister is beautiful, but her attitude is so butch, it’s embarrassing!” 
 
    He said, a bit more calmly, “I told you about her beating me in basketball just that one time, and saying that I should be a girly cheerleader? Anyway, I want so much to be empowered and confident enough to put my sister Stephanie in her place. I’m willing to go along with some unusual methods to get there. But nothing too unusual, understand?” 
 
    Gwen listened patiently as he stared at the belt and started answering her question in a roundabout fashion, while keeping his male mindset and again voicing his need for revenge. She was trying to find a different person inside, one who was more sensitive to the needs and desires of women, but she guessed it was a lost cause, at least where his sister was concerned.  
 
    She said, “There is no problem with wanting a woman to be sweet and feminine; as long as you accept her if she has a tougher side, a side that wants to play with the boys. You do not seem to understand how limiting and constricting gender roles are. I believe that is the real source of your problems with your sister.”  
 
    Her eyes softened as she went on reassuringly, “Trust me though, Stephen, when we are through here, your problems with your sister will no longer trouble you. You will be a different person than the one who walked in here. You will become more confident, more sure of yourself and know what you want. If that means putting your sister in her rightful place, I think I can say without fear of contradiction, that you will be in a unique position to do just that.” 
 
    Gwen returned Stephen’s widening smile, as he clearly envisioned putting his twin into the subservient he felt she deserved. She said, “Now will you or won’t you step into this device and close it about you? I can guarantee that this is usual procedure around this place. Besides, it is a prerequisite for the deprogramming we know you need.”  
 
    Gwen continued, “Of course, if you refuse, we will just have to end this now and you will lose the substantial deposit you forked over for this appointment. No refunds if you refuse to follow instructions. That is clearly stated in the contract, but I am sure you know that!” 
 
    She holds the belt out to him again and waits patiently for his compliance. As if pushing through strong resistance, he fought back against his strong sense of eerie déjà-vu, hiding his nervousness and shrugged saying, “I’m OK with ‘the device,’” as he stepped into it, adding, “there’s no way I’d refuse any treatment if there is any chance of achieving the goal I came here for.”  
 
    After a brief pause he said, “You tell me I will be able to put Stephanie in her place? I’ll be more confident?” he asked, forcing a smile as he closed the strange thing around his waist. Hearing it lock into place with a resounding click, he began to panic, “Hey! What is this thing really?” he asked, looking at Gwendolyn with widening eyes.  
 
    Gwen coldly watched as he sealed his doom by stepping into the chastity belt and closing the latch, thus locking himself into it. “He is not getting out of it now without a coded key,” she thought.  
 
    Then she smiled at him and said, “Well Stephen, as I told you, it is a monitoring device that also regulates certain autonomic physical reactions, such as arousal. It will prevent any hanky-panky in either direction while you are with us. It is partly mandated by our liability carrier, and the fact that litigation is the norm, nowadays. This will track your reactions and prevent any impropriety. It protects you and it protects me by preventing you from getting an erection.”  
 
    Gwen giggled at his stunned expression, and continued, “Some less enlightened minds might call it a chastity belt, but that is a very limited view of its function and purpose. Why don’t you just have a seat in the therapy chair, relax a moment, and soon we can begin.”  
 
    Not waiting for a response, she explained, “Before very long you will be someone your sister will treat differently, just as you will treat her differently. Let me call in the medical technicians to supervise, and we can get a few things ready while we are waiting for her.” 
 
    She pushed the call button to summon the makeover team then headed back to Stephen who still had no clue what was going on and what was going to happen to him.  
 
    “Well all this sounds...OK...?” he asked hesitantly. He hadn’t been paying a lot of attention to the function of this “device,” and clearly it did look like a chastity belt of sorts. He got an odd chill up his spine as he heard the click, and Gwen’s attitude seemed to have changed somehow.  
 
    Still, he felt encouraged by her repeated assurances that he would soon be a new man, one his sister would have to respect. “That is what she’s been saying, right?” he wondered. 
 
    He said aloud, “I am very eager to become someone my sister will have to treat differently, so let’s get to it as soon as we can,” as he slipped into the oddly elaborate mechanized chair Gwendolyn indicated.  
 
    He began rambling, “I know I mentioned some of this before, but I really can’t wait to put my sister in her place. After she got lucky and beat me in basketball that one time, she got all her cheerleader squad mates to put me in her cheerleader uniform right before the first game of the season and....” At this point he began to wonder if he’d already told Gwen this story?  
 
    His voice caught as he almost quailed in memory of the humiliation, but somehow he carried on, “and she put on my basketball uniform and went out to take my place with the team. Then the cheerleaders dragged me out with them.” 
 
    He forced himself to admit, “The worst part was when my coach went along with it and let her play. I had nothing to change into, and I was stuck in the little cheer outfit the whole game! Her cheer coach played along. She made me do the cheers with the other girls. So you can see why I want to get her back?” 
 
    Gwen smiled grimly, noticing that Stephen was exceptionally eager to proceed, not knowing that he was about to be turned into his own sister. Then, he ironically went on to describe, in detail, how his sister humiliated him by swapping places with him at a basketball game.  
 
    As he finished his story, Gwen looked at him and said, “Wow, really? That must mean you are both about the same size. I do not want you to take this the wrong way, Stephen, but I bet you made a cute cheerleader!” 
 
    Stephen felt overwhelmed. Things were happening too quickly, and now Gwen was saying he’d be cute as a cheerleader? But he pushed aside his confusion to listen to her say, “When this is all over, would you? No, that would be too much to ask of you. Anyway, I need to strap you into the chair for a few moments to run a procedural check.” 
 
    She looked at him kindly, hoping to avoid tipping him off as she said, with a practiced casual tone, “Nothing to worry about, but it can be disorienting. Before we installed these safety measures, he had a few people fall out of the chair and hurt themselves rather badly. Since then, we are required to strap in all clients to prevent such accidents from happening. I promise it does not hurt, and as soon as we are done, I will release you. Just sit back quietly and let me know when you are ready.” 
 
    She positioned herself behind the chair and waited for him to say he was ready. Gwendolyn busied herself with fastening the thick straps as he spoke in halting words, “Yes, we always were about the same size, Stephanie and I. Even so, I was shocked that I fit into that cheer uniform. We only had girl cheerleaders at my school, and they wore these little red and white outfits with the short skirts. I can’t imagine you’d want to see me in that.” 
 
    “Wait, what would be too much?” he asked with a nervous smile. As he waited for her reaction, he thought, “This is so precious! She’s turned on by my masculinity even before this treatment, and she’s too shy to ask if I’ll sleep with her. I can’t pass up a chance like this!”  
 
    As if emboldened by just the thought of the empowering treatment he said, “Just ask me whatever it is you want to ask, and I swear on my life I’ll say yes.” He nodded and added, “Ready,” although he couldn’t imagine how this procedure could be all that disorienting, and in any case, the chair was hardly such a far height that he’d be in any danger if he fell. 
 
    “OK great!” Gwen smiled. She checked the straps and, finding them absolutely secure said, “I’d really like to see you dressed like a pretty little cheerleader. I just get so turned on by men who are secure enough in their masculinity to admit something like that.” 
 
    This wasn’t at all the sexual proposition Stephen expected. Feeling the restraints holding him tightly to the chair, and feeling a familiar wave of emasculation, he wriggled involuntarily in his bonds. As if to dissipate his anxiety, Stephen began rambling again, “Somehow all of this discussion reminds me of one time….” 
 
    Hesitantly, he continued speaking barely above a whisper, “The time Stephanie snuck into the Open Hart locker room while I was working out in the company gym just before a big meeting. She replaced my business suit with her high school cheerleader outfit. I opened my locker and there it was: the tiny skirt, half top, sports bra, cheer panties and the spankies to cover them, little socks with megaphones, and girls cheer shoes.” 
 
    Gwen grinned, imagining that situation, and struggled not to laugh as he continued in obsessive detail, “I had to get to a key board meeting, but I had so little time! I was having an anxiety attack, but I saw no other choice. So I put on the humiliating outfit, rushed to my car—where were my keys?” 
 
    Stephen looked haunted as he spoke, “I turned and looked through the huge windows, only to see Stephanie in my charcoal grey Armani suit running the meeting. I had to hide behind my car until the meeting ended. It was inexcusable for me to just not be there, but I couldn’t show up dressed as a cheer girl?” 
 
    At this, Gwen actually guffawed, but she quickly apologized and urged him to go on, which he did saying, “Eventually, Stephanie came out and found me cowering in the skirt and all. She mockingly asked me if I wanted my wallet and keys back. But she wouldn’t give me my suit!” 
 
    At this point, his voice was rising in volume and pitch until he was almost screeching, “She said it ‘suited her’ better, and she smirked at me. She laughed right in my face and—her voice dripping with sugary false flattery—said that what I had on, her girly cheerleader uniform, ‘suited me’ perfectly.” 
 
    “Was that all that happened?” Gwen asked, picturing this young man wearing the tiny red and white pleated cheer skirt, matching crop top, sports bra, cheer panties, and a big floppy hair bow, hiding from his business associates. She was impressed with the humiliating cleverness of Stephanie’s elaborate trick.  
 
    “No!” Stephen replied, “She refused to give me back my keys or ID until I posed doing a split, holding my pompoms high over my head with a ditzy smile, and left her take videos and pictures. She said they were just for her own amusement, but they could get around to our staff and board of directors if she didn’t get her way.” 
 
    Gwen, standing in front of her helplessly bound and restrained captive, nodded for him to keep going. He gulped, squirmed in shame, and did so saying, “To emphasize her control over me, she demanded that I wear the uniform home. As an afterthought (or so she led me to believe) she ordered me to drive past a local high school that was holding cheerleader tryouts that afternoon.” 
 
    Pensively, Stephen said as if to himself, “I’ll never figure out how she knew their schedule, but she’d obviously planned this out with precision.” By now, he was completely trapped in the past, and felt compelled to tell the rest of the story. 
 
    His eyes were wet with tears as he admitted, “Stephanie told me to approach the teen cheerleaders doing their yells and routines, and apologize for arriving late for tryouts. She threatened that if I didn’t do as she said, I’d live to regret it. Stunned and horrified, I complied with her humiliating instructions to the letter. What choice did I have?” 
 
     His voice sounded distant as he kept talking, “When I arrived, they were obviously expecting me. They giggled and said they’d love to have me on their team. ‘You’ll fit right in, Stephanie’ they laughed.”  
 
    Gwen covered her uncontrollable grin with her tiny hand, and nodded for him to continue. He complied saying, “I hadn’t mentioned my name, and of course it was really Stephen, not Stephanie. This confirmed for me that the real Stephanie had set me up.”  
 
    Nearly too choked up to speak, he said, “Over the next few weeks, I had to start leaving work early to get to that high school in time for cheerleading practice. I had to change into little practice outfits in the Girls’ Locker Room, and I even had to cheer at their basketball games. Then, as bad as that was, it got even worse! So much worse!” 
 
    “That must have been so embarrassing! What happened then?” Gwen asked, but Stephen barely heard her. His voice took on a piping, girlish register as he continued his tale of humiliating emasculation under his twin sister’s plans. 
 
      
 
    = End Part Two = 
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