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Disclaimers and Warnings 
 
    Beware! For adult, mature readers only! 
 
      
 
    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 pegging, conflicted / reluctant forced-feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, forced chastity, beauty treatments, hormone treatments, and taboo, kinky fetish scenes of power exchange, gender and role reversal, bimbofication, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification.  
 
      
 
    Warning! Reading this may immerse YOU into a new lifestyle! You may be helplessly transformed into a sexy feminized sissy!  
 
      
 
    If any of these topics offend  
 
    you, please stop reading now! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    This is part three of a series. It is likely to be really confusing if you haven’t read parts one and two first. I really suggest you stop now and read both of those parts. If you do, everything will make a lot more sense!  
 
      
 
    Here’s the link to part one: Sibling Rivalry 1: A Torrid Transgender Tale of Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Sexy Spanking, Bondage, Humiliation, Sissification, Subjugation, Medical Play, Emasculation, Hypnosis and MORE! 
 
      
 
    Here’s the link to part two: Sibling Rivalry 2, Turned Into My Female Twin: A Torrid Transgender Tale of Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Spanking, BDSM, Humiliation, Sissification, Medical Play, Kinky Chastity and MORE! 
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    A Brief Forward 
 
      
 
    I really love writing this series! Apparently you like it too, because you’re still reading this third volume! A lot of people have been with us on this little journey. As you should know by now, this story includes several incidents of forced feminization, humiliation, male chastity, and other kinky taboos. I have the next installments already written, and I’m in the process of editing and proofreading them. I will be publishing them on schedule!  
 
      
 
    I deeply appreciate all of your good reviews! Besides this series, I have several works-in-progress, including a cuckold / not-so forced feminization story—a first for me. I have outlined a few new long serials, but before I publish them I will finish up the conclusions of a few of my favorite ongoing series: Miss Management and Caught In The Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap. I know some of you have been waiting a long time for those, but I wanted to make sure the climaxes were every bit as powerful as you’d like.  
 
    xoxo 
 
    Mindi 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Reader discretion advised. For Mature and adult 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 book 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 contact or relations of any kind between blood relations, is condoned, presented, or implied. No criminal or illegal activity is depicted or advocated. 
 
      
 
    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!  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sibling Rivalry Part Three 
 
      
 
    Gwen watched in silence as long seconds ticked by. Stephen sat motionless, as if in a trace, or perhaps a coma. His eyes were unfocused, and his breathing was labored. Just before she said something to prompt him, however, he started speaking again.  
 
    “Hundreds if not thousands of people had already seen the ‘new cheer princess’ as they were calling Stephanie Hart—but it was really me!” he said, the astonishment still painfully obvious in his voice, “Of course there was no such girl enrolled at the high school. So I was called away from cheerleading practice to see the principal, Ms. Katherine Prentice, in her office. The cheerleading coach, a beautiful woman about my age named Gina Leone, went with me.” 
 
    He could picture the scene as if it were yesterday. The mug of coffee steaming on the large walnut desk along side a file labeled “Stephanie Hart,” the potted Ficus plant to the right of the door. Most of all, he recalled the smirks of the woman who sat awaiting his arrival.  
 
    With overwhelming shame, he remembered every detail of that humiliating day, the Victoria’s Secret Pink sports bra and the matching short shorts he was wearing, the pink and white ribbon that held his hair in a high ponytail, and the sassy young girlish makeup he wore.  
 
    “When we got there, the principal was waiting for us. For this situation to have lasted so long, she and the coach both had to know who I really was all along, but they pretended otherwise,” Stephen confessed. “Miss Leone twirled her long, chocolate brown hair, and mischief shined in her flashing dark eyes as Ms. Prentice lectured me. She spoke to me as if I were some ditzy teenaged girl!” 
 
    “I was in shock!” he said, “I was an adult man, a business executive with a high-tech firm. How could this be happening to me? While my mind wandered and I wished to be anywhere but there, I noticed Ms. Prentice had asked me a question and they were both saying I’d rudely ignored her. To my horror, the women jumped up, grabbed me, and pulled me over the Principal’s knee. She pulled down my little shorts, and began to spank me on my panties.” 
 
    Locked into recounting this humiliating memory, Stephen didn’t even register Gwen’s giggling. He just kept revealing his utter degradation saying, “I kicked my legs helplessly and whined for her to stop. Then, the worst happened. She pulled down my panties, and my semi-erect cock flopped out. She pretended she was shocked that I was a male, but she had to have known!” 
 
    With tears forming in his eyes, he said, “She called me a sissy, a pervert, and worse. She threatened to expose me as a sex offender unless I did everything they demanded. Sniffling and utterly humiliated, I nodded my agreement. Within moments, they’d fixed an aluminum and rubber contraption around my genitals and locked it into place. Chastity!” 
 
    Stephen said, “I immediately realized how bad this was. I knew I couldn’t orgasm or even get an erection with this thing on me! With a huge smile, Ms. Prentice dropped the key into an envelope addressed to my sister! I was under her control, more than ever. In order to get out of chastity for any relief at all, Stephanie made me....” he trailed off. 
 
    After a brief pause during which he hyperventilated, he continued, “Well, I don’t even want to think about that. These memories, so strong, but so long suppressed. I hadn’t thought about any of that nightmare for years! They made me keep cheerleading and forced me to actually enroll in their high school as a girl.” 
 
    He sniffled and said, “Later that week, they instituted a strict uniform requirement. I had to attend high school for the rest of the year dressed in a little plaid skirt, knee socks, Mary Jane shoes, and a sheer white blouse!” 
 
    With a strange look in her eyes—both haunted and predatory—Gwendolyn said, “So, Missy, you’re no stranger to chastity, or to living as a girl? Funny you should mention those specific memories. We’re about to relive all of the best, most humiliating parts of them.”  
 
    Then Gwen laughed. It was a frightening, almost metallic sound, and it made Stephen’s blood freeze in his veins. She smiled at his alarmed face thinking, “I can almost hear the wheels spinning in his head. He must have thought that I was sexually interested in him! That the hint I dropped indicated I wanted to sleep with him. Well, not as he is now, that is for sure! However, once he is his sister, I am sure I’d find the new ‘Stephanie’ attractive and that could be quite lovely!” 
 
    At that thought, the sexy technician paused. A mixed expression clouded her lovely face as she considered, “Then again, it is unlikely that he is ever going to forgive me for what is about to happen.”  
 
    When he told her he was ready, Gwen quickly deployed the restraint system in the chair, and then tested his arms and legs to make sure that he was completely under its control. After she was certain of his helplessness, she leaned in close, putting her bare sexy breasts mere inches from his face.  
 
    Then she said in a quiet voice, “Stephen, I want to see you in your sister’s cheerleading outfit. That was what I did not want to ask you before. You see, until this moment, I dared not get you too riled up. You are here for a completely different reason than you suspected. You have been here before, in a chair very similar to this one.” 
 
    Shocked by all of these revelations, Stephen began trying to bargain with the beautiful woman who had tricked him into chastity and rendered him helpless and bound him. Facing that he was immobile and at her mercy, he said, “Wait, what? Don’t you mean you want to have sex with.... Me? In her cheerleading outfit? But why?” 
 
    As he struggled futilely against the restraints, Gwen explained, “Very few—well actually basically none of our clients have ever been transformed into girls against their will. So of course none of our ‘girls’ even tried to reclaim any of their masculinity. You are a whole different case, however. You seem to have regained some manhood, although not very much. I just know you’d look adorable as a cheerleader.” 
 
    Stephen, considering his nearly-hairless body, his long silky hair, and several other feminine traits barked out a bitter laugh. Recalling how hard he’d struggled to regain even this tiny scrap of male characteristics, he glared at Gwen in angry frustration.  
 
    She smirked at his angry face and said, “You really should have treated your sister better. You are back here at her request, and because of her manipulation and subterfuge. This time, the plan is more elaborate, as she wants to completely swap places with you. You will become her, and she will become you. Just like at that basketball game you described long ago.” 
 
    Stephen sputtered something incoherent and began trying to pull free from his bonds, but to no avail. Eventually, he accepted that he was stuck in this chair-like device, and needed Gwen’s help to get out of it. Fear, humiliation, anger, vulnerability, and other emotions roiled his consciousness, such that he couldn’t even form articulate words. 
 
    Gwen said, “Unfortunately for you, this time it is for real, and permanent. You will actually become Stephanie in every way possible. Her beautiful and feminine face will be yours, along with her soft breasts, her lilting voice, and the submissive, girlish personality she wants you to have will be yours forever. To the entire world, you will be Stephanie Hart and she will be you, Stephen Hart III.” 
 
    Seeing the hurt on Stephen’s face made Gwen feel slightly guilty, and the situation itself bothered her. So by way of self-justification she said, “ I really do not understand why a woman would willingly transform herself into a man—to get some pale shadow of a woman’s power by living as a man. I guess it comes down to the fact that you would not share or play nice. Now you have no options, no choices. You will not be getting your sisters pussy today, that will happen down the line, however it will happen and soon.” 
 
    Hearing that his impending transformation would even include his genitals, Stephen began to whine, beg, and plead for release, but his beautiful captor just giggled, shrugged and said, “When you have been completely trained and reprogrammed, until you ‘know’ yourself to be Stephanie, only then will your brother Stephen retrieve you. He will generously give you your old job back, working in as his office girl. Rather ironic, don’t you think?” 
 
    She stood up and looked at this him—soon to be a her—and asked, “Do you have any questions, Stephanie darling, or is your situation clear to you? I told you that when we were done, you would be able to ‘put yourself in your sister’s place.’ Well you will, sort of, if you think about it! Since you will be her, you can put yourself wherever you wish, as long as your brother grants permission! Now isn’t that just too, too delicious?” 
 
    What Gwendolyn said was so incredible; Stephen couldn’t even take it seriously. So he scoffed, “That’s ridiculous. You’d never get away with turning me into my sister, even if that were possible, and it is not possible to turn me into my sister.” 
 
    He wondered, “Clearly Gwendolyn is unbalanced and living in some fantasy world, but is she dangerous?” Careful not to provoke her, he tried to sound as calm and confident as possible saying, “Come on and let me up. I can’t imagine why you want to see me dressed as a female cheerleader. In fact, I doubt that Stephanie even still has the uniform. But I gave my you word, so if you can find it, I’ll wear it for you. Let me up and we can go look for it.” 
 
    Gwen seemed ready for this gambit, however. A satisfied smile illuminated her lovely face as she thought, “‘Her’ reaction is priceless, going from surprised indignation to a fearful look in ‘her’ eyes that tells me ‘she’ thinks I am deranged...possibly even dangerous. I smile at ‘her’ and talk in cool, rational tones.  
 
    “No Stephy, you sent.... I mean your brother Stephen sent your old cheerleading uniform to us. It will be ready for you when your makeover is complete. Stephen also sent us some DNA samples for use in making sure you will be able to wear it without any alterations. I will get to see you in it, eventually.” 
 
    Gwen said to herself, “Our little subject seems confused, in denial about and at the same time in fear of these references to our advanced psycho-medical gender change and total transformation techniques. Doubtful that we really could turn a male completely into a female, but terrified that it could happen. Either way it was going to happen. Of that there could be no question.” 
 
    Out loud she told Stephen, (soon to be Stephanie), “Now, you need not worry about us being able to do this. You signed a consent form just a few moments ago. Your ‘brother’ is paying us a whole lot of money to deliver his new ‘sister’ to him all submissive, girly and sweet—just like you said all women should be. We will ‘get away with it.’ No one will ever suspect that you are not really Stephy. And ‘Stephen’ will still be around, so there will be no missing person to report, and no apparent wrongdoing.” 
 
    He shook his head slowly, still in denial, as Gwen continued, “Both of the Hart twins Stephen and Stephy will still exist. So tell me again how we will ‘not get away with it’? Oh, and should you think me mad, unstable, and crazy as a rhino in heat, take a good look at me, check out my nude body and tell me what you see, sweetie.” 
 
    She turned slowly giving him and excellent view of his lithe, curvy, feminine form from every angle, as her hands played over her hips, her narrow waist, and her soft and ample breasts. She gave him a show that he would have had to pay good money to see in a titty bar.  
 
    “Am I or am I not a beautiful woman? Am I not a sexy vixen who you would be happy to screw, if you were given a chance, and if my pussy was not closed off by this chastity belt? Admit it; I am a very desirable female, one you had dreams of getting into bed only moments ago!” 
 
    Stephen had to admit to himself, “In any other situation, I’d be working to get this lovely vision into bed. I still think that it could happen, if I could only figure out why she’s saying these totally insane things about turning me into my sister!” 
 
    Again, he struggled against the chair uselessly. Giving up for the moment, he explained, “No, I’m not Stephanie. You know I’m Stephen. My sister is Stephanie. She’s the one who should be all submissive, girly, and sweet. I’m a rich and powerful man! I am destined to run our family corporation.”  
 
    Gwen grinned at him mockingly, her hands on her hips as Stephen ranted, and this only made him more frustrated and angrier. His voice increased in both volume and pitch as he yelled, “There’s no way I can be girly. No way. You won’t ever see me in her cheerleading uniform. Not eventually, and not ever.” 
 
    He narrowed his eyes and said, “I honestly doubt that she even kept it, but even if she did I can’t believe you’d have it. I’m telling you once and for all. I am never wearing that girly outfit or anything girly ever again. Let me go! This whole identity switch idea is wrong! It’s crazy! It’s.... It’s not even possible, and even if somehow it were possible, you couldn’t! You wouldn’t dare! Let me go now!” 
 
    Gwen sighed at Stephen’s continued protestations about what this highly advanced clinic could and could not do. Seeing no choice, she continued and even escalated the assault on his beliefs saying, “Stephy, you poor dear, that is the precise reason why you are here! It’s your very stubborn and delusional belief that you are your brother. Do not worry dear; we will have you back to your old self in no time. Your brother Stephen is very worried about you, and I can see why.” 
 
    Her voice softened as she asked, “Was life as a woman so distressing to you that you had to mutilate that once-lovely feminine body of yours in an effort to impersonate your brother? You should not envy him, My Dear! A woman is better than a man is. I have a unique perspective on that, having, until a few years ago, lived my life as male.” 
 
    Gwen admitted to herself, “I only partially believe what I saying about myself. If I could go back to masculinity, I would do so in a heartbeat, but she does not need to know that.” 
 
    She continued out loud, “We are not talking gender or identity switch here, Stephy darling. We are just talking about a simple identity restoration. It is a real shame what you have done to yourself in your delusional state. You’re very lucky to have a loving brother who is willing to pay so much and do everything it takes to restore you to your rightful feminine gender. It is not often that a brother cares that much for his sister, you know.” 
 
    These comments struck a chord, Gwen could tell, and so she drove her points home ever harder saying, “You are lucky to have him looking out for you dear girl. Once our deprogramming is complete, and after we give you back the body you were born with, you will once again be the sister your brother Stephen cares about so much. You are obviously not thinking clearly, due to all the work you had done on your mind and body.” 
 
    The chair had been introducing our patented mind-altering drugs and hypnotic vibrations into Stephen’s system, from the moment Gwen first persuaded him to sit in it. At this point, she knew his consciousness was opening ever more widely to her ongoing suggestions, making him ever more confused, and ever more susceptible to her identity-unraveling assertions. 
 
    She said, “We checked your fingerprints and dental record against the birth certificates and other files that your brother supplied. There can be no doubt. You, my lovely girl, are Stephy. Whether you admit it or not, you are a touch delusional, in denial, and refuse to face the facts. Never fear, we will correct all of that. In fact, we already are correcting that. Very soon you will remember who you really are.” 
 
    She walked to the control panel for the chair, and set up the sequence for skin softening treatments. Thanks to past hair removal treatments here, Stephen’s body was already silky, smooth, and supple.  
 
    Checking the file, she saw that one of their better teams, Caren, Jessica, and Tiffani, had defoliated him previously. Still, Gwen reasoned, it never hurts to go through the permanent hair removal and deep skin softening processes a second time. It just made the subject’s skin even softer, smoother, and more feminine, after all.  
 
    “Now, sit still Stephy!” she ordered, “We would not want you to injure yourself before we have even gotten to the fun stuff,” as the floor slid away from around the chair, exposing a swirling blend of powerful extracts and herbs carefully formulated to remove all traces of body hair from the neck down, as well as refine the pores and remove any blemishes. The chair was slowly lowered, and helplessly, Stephen sank into the churning, floral-scented liquid bath.  
 
    The first stage quickly removed the few traces of regrown body hair and permanently dissolved all his remaining active follicles. Once that had finished, the second stage rinsed and soothed his skin, and imparted a strong and highly feminine scent from his neck down. The final stage infused strong female hormones into his body, leaving his skin soft and youthful. Gwen watched happily as the various cycles did their work. 
 
    Stunned by these feminizing treatments, and the way Gwen was speaking to him, Stephen whined, “Why are you calling me Stephy? Look at me, you can tell I’m a man,” he protested again, but with somewhat less confidence than before. “I’m Stephen. I don’t know what lies Stephanie told you, but look at my body—you do know a male from a female, don’t you?” he asked, plaintively and somewhat petulantly.  
 
    Unmoved, Gwen gave her most condescending smile and said, “My, my, you really did a number on yourself didn’t you? Your brother told our doctors that you were very insistent! He warned us that you would insist that you were a really male. You files clearly show that you’re delusional and explain that you even tried to steal your brother’s identity and take his place. You bad girl! You even plotted to take control of the family business away from your own brother!” 
 
    These statements shocked Stephen into numbed silence, so Gwen took advantage of the opening to continue on, “Now Stephy, I am making allowances for the travails you have put yourself through, the mental programming, the surgical breast reduction, even the construction of a pathetically tiny fake cock and balls. Surely, you remember having your breasts removed dear? A girl could not possibly forget something like that. Look deep in your mind and I think you will find a memory of your having breasts.” 
 
    She gave her captive a look of concern and let her eyes drift over his body. The telltale signs of previous systemic feminization were still there, if somewhat camouflaged. The file explained that Stephen had had breasts, which had since been removed. Gwen hoped to trigger his residual memories of having feminine boobs, which she could tap into and deepen Stephen’s doubts about his identity.  
 
    She thought, “I can see the cumulative effects of the drugs and mind control increasing. If I can get him to even consider these absurd propositions I am selling are true, then he may start to accept them, at least enough to foster increasing confusion. Hopefully I will be able to trigger a cascading psychological process that will eventually unravel his male ego and identity as Stephen, leaving a blank slate upon which we can encode a new feminine ID as Stephanie.”  
 
    Turning to face her bound and helpless subject, Gwen adopted a tentative tone saying, “I will admit, that you do not look exactly like the pictures of you that your brother Stephen gave us. However, I am not surprised! I saw the long, involved list of masculinizing procedures and treatments that you put yourself through to look like your brother. Breast removal. Facial plastic surgery.” 
 
    She paused for emphasis before saying, “That joke of a cockette you had sewn onto your vagina is the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever seen. Not to worry, however! We are very good at our jobs here, and we will have you looking like your former feminine self in no time at all, Stephy.” 
 
    Before the stunned young man could object, Gwen’s voice became commanding, even harsh and threatening, “Now, if you continue to make a fuss, I will have to sedate you. Some of the treatments we have set up will be most painful if you resist. You must cooperate, my girl! Accept the fact that you are not Stephen and you never were Stephen. You are now and always have been Stephy. You are just an extreme example of penis envy gone berserk.” 
 
    Gwen carefully read his face, and seeing the profound self-doubt taking hold, she drove home her points ever more aggressively: “We will get rid of that disgusting little fake-phallic scrap between your legs. Then, we will improve your self-image and confidence as we promised--so you can fully enjoy your life as the beautiful girl you are. We’ve already started to restore and heighten your feminine sexual allure.”  
 
    Seeing her prey blush and pout, Gwen twisted the rhetorical knife, “You were a very pretty girl once, Stephy, and you will be again...very soon! Now, what is it to be? Do you want me to sedate you, or are you going to admit and agree that you are Stephy—a pretty girl eager to have your lovely, sexy body restored to its former feminine glory?” 
 
    Confused, Stephen struggled to retain his sense of self, thinking, “I can tell arguing is pointless, and even though Gwendolyn is smiling now, I worry that she may actually believe the crazy stuff she’s saying. Hell, I’m almost starting to believe it!” he realized with horror, mixed with helpless humiliation and disgust.  
 
    Chilled, the feminized male though, “If she really believes all this, then that must mean she’s very confused or even crazy? Or maybe she’s just trying to trick me? Why am I so dizzy? It’s all so confusing, so hard to focus my thoughts. The pictures ‘Stephen’ sent? She must mean pictures Stephanie sent—of me? Of herself? Is that possible?” 
 
    Lost in this fog of conflicted and scattered thoughts intermingled with half-grasped recollections, Stephen felt his sense of identity slipping. Gwendolyn’s comments stirred up strange dreams and things almost like...memories. He told himself, “I have to try to get control of myself! For me to have any chance of that, I must not let Gwen drug me! If I lose any of my weakening self-control, I’m done for!”  
 
    In as steady a voice as he could manage, the sissified young man said, “Don’t sedate me. Let’s just let me up. Maybe I’ll...” here his voice caught with remembered embarrassment before he concluded, “I’ll even model that cheerleader outfit for you. Why don’t you just let me up off this chair, and we can go find it?” 
 
    Gwen pounced at this promise of self-humiliation and feminization. She laughed at Stephen’s suggestion that they’d need to search for the cheerleading uniform, the very clothing that most represented the twins’ exchange of power, identity, and gender. The little outfit that finally crushed his male ego and rendered him an emasculated sissy. 
 
    She smiled in triumph saying, “Oh Stephy, you need not worry about us finding your pretty cheerleading uniform, it is right here! Stephen sent it over for you!” Gwen said this as she walked to a locker, removed the uniform from its hanger, and held it in front of the totally immobilized, soon to be sissified male. “See, here it is, dear! Now relax while I get you out of that lovely chair you have been sitting in, okay?” 
 
    Blasts of warm air hit Stephen form from every angle, drying off his body and leaving a rosy pink glow on his skin.  
 
     “There we go Stephy, all that ugly body hair is gone forever. Your skin is baby smooth, soft, and virginal. Look! You are already getting back to your old self,” Gwen explained as she slipped a harness around her hips. “Now this next application will be done via suppository, not a hypodermic,” she calmly explained as the bindings tightened around Stephen again, holding him in place with his butt elevated slightly. 
 
    Gwen fastened a large cylindrical tube onto the harness she wore, and advanced on her helpless prey saying, “Don’t worry, this won’t hurt too much. Anyway, I think you’re going to love this. You must miss the exquisite pleasure of feeling penetrated, my girl. Until we restore your vagina, this will have to do.”  
 
    Gasping, unable to move, Stephen clenched his eyes shut and tried to do the same with his anal muscles. Giggling, Gwen smeared a dollop of lubricant on the tube and his crack and said, “Open wide, princess!” 
 
    The pressure was unimaginable as she fixed the phallic-shaped applicator against his wriggling ass, and then began thrusting it into his body. He groaned then whined as she drove it in ever deeper, making him feel utterly emasculated and oddly filled up. It was an experience he’d only had once or twice before, and he didn’t ever want to feel so dominated and used again. 
 
    Stephen cried out in pain and embarrassment as the gorgeous Gwendolyn shoved her eight-inch appendage all the way inside, and then began pumping it in and out of him. His humiliation grew as she said, “Oh! You’re such a tight little virgin! I thought a sexy frisky girl like you would be more of a slut!” 
 
    Stephen wanted to protest, but before he could he felt Gwen hitting his prostate, unleashing waves of pleasure accompanying his physical and emotional pain. His eyes rolled back in his head as Gwen whooped and laughed, riding him like a pretty pony. He tried to hold back, but his tiny cock was throbbing. He knew it wouldn’t be long now, and within moments he was leaking warm cum onto the restraining chair.  
 
    Gwen scooped up as much of his semen as she could, and smeared it onto his lips. He fought in vain to keep them closed tightly, but she grasped his nose and held it until he ran out of breath and had no choice but to relax his mouth. The moment he gave her an opening, she slipped her wet, sticky fingers across his tongue. He was too surprised to even try to stop her, as he realized that even though she had stepped back, his ass still felt full. “What was it she said?” he asked himself, “did she really leave some kind of female hormone suppository inside me?” 
 
    Shaken by this realization and stung by the way he’d been used sexually, Stephen responded by involuntarily licking his lips, only to get the distinctive taste of his own cum throughout his mouth. Seeing this, Gwen laughed at him. “So you really are nothing but a slutty little cum swallower after all, Stephy! I bet you can’t wait to suck a real cock, can you, you skank!” 
 
    At that exact moment, the door opened, and the advanced feminization esthetician team arrived, pushing the tools of their trade ahead of them on their individual carts. “Oh look, Stephy, the girls are here. It will not be long now before you will be back to your sweet and girlish self. Your brother Stephen is going to be so happy when he sees you again. Girls, this is Stephy Hart, and she has done a real number on herself. She thinks she is her twin brother, so be kind to her until we get her thinking right again.” 
 
    Gwen turned to her prey and added, “Stephy, meet Caren, Tiffani, and Jessica. Oh wait, I think you may actually know them?” She smiled with considerable smugness, watching the fearful recognition and humiliation wash over his deeply blushing face. 
 
    Stephen looked in horror at the hated uniform, for a moment distracted by Gwen’s words and the red and white outfit dangling from her hand. He didn’t want to provoke the newly-arrived women who seemed to believe Gwendolyn’s strange tale, even as he recognized them from so long ago.  
 
    Still, he couldn’t stay silent, so he said slowly and clearly, “My name is Stephen. You’ve seen me before, at a salon near the Open Hart corporation headquarters. You know me. You know I’m a man, not a girl. I want to be my old self, a macho male, not a female. Please let me go!” 
 
    As he finished protesting that he really is Stephen, and a man, Caren walked up to him carrying a large syringe. She smiled and said, “Oh Stephy, Oh Stephy, Oh Stephy! You are suffering from a major delusion. You were never a man, and you are absolutely not a man now. You did all this crazy stuff to yourself, and apparently you even put yourself through some kind of brainwashing to make yourself forget everything. As good a job as whoever did this to you may have done, residual memories must remain, along with the physical evidence.” 
 
    Distressed, Stephen gasped, but didn’t interrupt, and so Caren continued, “We have the photos of you before your self-inflicted mutilation. Do you want to see them? Look; we can prove to you that you once had breasts, a very nice pair of lovely female breasts. I am afraid there is no doubt about it at all. Our records and the data we have prove that you are Stephy and not Stephen. Don’t worry, sweetheart! With our help, you will regain your proper mind. With a little therapy, you will soon be very happy to be what you are: a beautiful young woman.” 
 
    Caren reached out her hand and gently touched Stephen, tracing the scars on his chest that show where breast reduction surgery was obviously performed.  
 
    “Whoever did this work was very good; the scars are hardly noticeable,” she said, “but I am a professional, sweetheart. You can’t hide the facts from me. You had breasts once, Stephy. You had them removed! The scars do not lie.” 
 
    She looked into his eyes, smiled, and said, “However, not to worry, this little injection will start to restore your breasts. I know how big they were once, and I can promise you that they will be even bigger and better once this series of concentrated hormone and DNA re-encoder injections have done their work.” 
 
    Once again Stephen impotently struggled to escape, as Caren continued, “It will take about a week, but soon your breast tissue will expand enough to let us give you new silicone implants. You should notice some improvement before we are done today. Until you’re back to a C-Cup, I am sure Gwen will outfit you with a temporary set of bouncing boobs to help you transition through this.”  
 
    “You have to stop calling me Steffy and Stephanie,” he said, “that is so embarrassing for me. Then his voice became louder and higher pitched as he yelped, “Don’t you dare inject me with that! What are you doing?” he asked, finally comprehending her bizarre explanation, and feeling a real and growing fear.  
 
    He couldn’t accept that a drug capable of causing such rapid breast growth existed. Still, he decided that her statements meant that Caren, who he’d known previously as a high-tech spa employee, was as out of touch as Gwendolyn. This realization gave him a sinking sense of doom as she quickly but calmly swabbed his arm, and injected the first of several doses of DNA-enhanced hormone therapy drugs into him.  
 
    Gwen smiled and said “See Stephy? Caren ought to know what she is talking about. You could not be in better hands.” I smiled, “Now, please, stop insisting you are your own brother, or I will have to give you the first of many ‘mental adjustments.’ We have a powerful little designer drug here that we call ‘Mental Floss.’ One dose of that, and I can have you believing you are a Hereford cow about to give birth to her first calf. I know you think I am delusional, but when you start to feel the telltale itching in your areolae and tits as your breasts begin to regrow, you will realize the truth.” 
 
    Stephen tried again to reason with his captors, saying, “You can’t be serious! Stop calling me Stephanie. You know I’m a man and there’s no way that injection can make me grow breasts! Why would you want me to grow breasts anyway? Just because I swore not to let you see me in my sister’s cheerleader uniform? Well I told myself I’d have to be a total girl to wear that ever again. It’s not going to happen. None of what you are talking about is going to happen,” he said, looking Gwen straight in the eye.  
 
    Gwen shook her head and thought, “This is a stubborn one. In defiance of all our pressure and prodding, all of the mind-control drugs and hypnotic programming, ‘she’ continues to protest. I’ll pretend to ignore ‘her’ for a moment and, in a voice loud enough for ‘Stephy’ to hear, I address my colleague, “Caren honey, it looks as if ‘her’ delusion is unshakable, Prepare the first hypnotic dose, and stand by to administer it if she continues with ‘her’ insistence that ‘she’ is ‘her’ brother, Stephen.” 
 
    Then, Gwen turned back to Stephen and said, “First of all Stephy, I am not going to call you Stephen, just because you mistakenly believe you are he. You are a total girl, and you always have been, just a very confused one. I assure you that everything I have told you is your new truth. If you do not start accepting it, Caren here is going to give you a little injection to calm you down and make you see the light. You removed your breasts, dear. We intend to restore them to you along with the rest of your long-denied femininity. Trust me sweetie, this is going to happen, and you can do nothing to stop it.” 
 
    Gwen felt pangs of conscience, and told herself, “I actually feel sorry in a way, but to save my sanity, I have even convinced myself of the story I am spinning for ‘her.’ To me ‘she’ really is Stephy, always was, and always has been. ‘She’ never was Stephen. That was merely a delusion, and now I am set on enforcing my own, foisting it on her as well. One way or another she will wind up accepting it.” 
 
    Gwen nodded at Caren who stood at the ready. Stephen stiffened in helpless fear as he saw the lovely tech waiting, and poised to act. He knew she only needed to hear the wrong words from him to plunge a large syringe into his arm, delivering its hypnotic into his bloodstream.  
 
    He told himself, “I can’t afford to get any more injections from these crazy people. I have to say whatever they need to hear!” Hesitantly he asked, “Please can you let me up? I’ll admit I’m Stephanie. I’ll do whatever you want.” He hoped that would convince them to him me go free.  
 
    “Oh Stephanie, I am so glad you have come to your senses. I really wish I could let you out of that chair but, you see, I cannot trust you yet. Your brother Stephen was quite insistent about the depth of your psychosis. It would be extremely premature to let you out of your restraints, just yet. However, I think that Caren can hold that injection for now.” 
 
    Caren, stepped back to her cart and went about mixing up the scientific potions and necessaries to help reconstruct Stephen’s body to match the photographs and body measurements Stephanie supplied.  
 
    Gwen smiled and said, “Have no fear, Stephanie, we will have you squared away and fitting into your old cheerleading outfit in no time at all. Then we will have no problem letting you out of that chair to show us your sexiest, flirtiest cheers. Just relax and enjoy the ride, dear.” 
 
    Seeing no alternative, Stephen played along saying, “I’ll...try not to be afraid,” but he was fighting to keep from yelling at Gwendolyn to stop calling him Stephanie. His fear that she might be right about him fitting into the cheerleading uniform kept his tongue still. He’d lost a lot of weight a few years before, and couldn’t seem to build up any muscle mass. In a timid voice he asked, “Do you really think I need to wear that uniform Gwendolyn? I think that’s a little too school-girlish for me, don’t you?” 
 
    Gwen looked at the reluctant conscript in this bizarre family warfare, smiled at him and shrugged saying, “Well, Stephanie dear, why don’t we wait and see how you turn out before we worry about that? You may change your mind, along with your rather dramatically changed body, by the time we are finished. I am happy that you seem to be a bit more reasonable and, as long as that continues, we can probably forgo more extreme measures.” 
 
    Then her eyes narrowed, and her voice took on a feral look as she harshly added, “However, never doubt that you are Stephy. When we are done here, we will have you looking like the senior picture from your high school yearbook, in which you were wearing that self same cheerleading outfit. I bet the boys on the football team were very interested in you! It is a pity you lost your balance and decided you were your brother.” 
 
    Stephen froze as he remembered just how much interest the boys showed him in his sister’s uniform and other feminine clothing. But he pushed away all those thoughts, because Gwen was still talking. 
 
    “You could have had everything, eventually, if you had not gone so far off course. You might have been married by now to some extremely lucky man and raising a set of twins of your own.” 
 
    Gwen seemed to be baiting Stephen, waiting to see how he reacted to her provocative words. She knew that if his mind had not yet reached acceptance of his new identity as Stephanie, he would twist and squirm under their implications and weight. 
 
    The still-restrained and helpless man cringed as Gwendolyn kept calling him “Stephanie,” but he tried not to let his roiling emotions show. However, when she mentioned making him look like his sister Stephanie’s senior yearbook picture—with him wearing the hated, humiliating cheerleader uniform—his mouth involuntarily opened. He tried to speak, but the very idea of him looking like Stephanie’s cheerleader picture his parents had kept hanging on the wall below his own senior photo.... That iconic image brought back chilling memories.  
 
    Stephen’s thoughts started cascading as he wondered, “How did she know the boys on the football team mocked me for months after Stephanie’s cheerleader friends forced me to switch places and clothes with her? The Quarterback said I’d fit right in on the pompom team as the rest of the team smiled and laughed at me. The worst was the starting middle linebacker, the huge ape who’d unknowingly taken me to juniors prom. The one who actually seemed to be sexually attracted to me!” 
 
    He couldn’t stop his humiliating thoughts, as he recalled, “It went on for the rest of senior year. They asked where my skirt was during pep rallies, and acted disappointed I wasn’t out there prancing with the cheer girls in a short skirt! A few of the guys even asked me to senior prom, and all the cheerleaders offered to help me shop for my dress. If my parents didn’t put a stop to it, I bet Stephanie would have tried to steal my tux and my girlfriend, leaving me to deal with her long taffeta gown. Worst of all, she’d abandon me to wrestle against the amorous advances of her huge linebacker date, just like she did the year before....”  
 
    Stephen’s mind spun out of control at all of these remembered humiliations. When he heard Gwen talking about him marrying a man, he wondered if she could read his mind? He gasped, and bit his tongue to stop from yelling, but felt he had to say something which was, “I have a business to run, I can’t be tied down with raising twins,” his face smoldering with shame and embarrassment.  
 
    This confirmed Gwen’s suspicions, as she assessed the situation thus, “‘She’ is still fighting the inevitable; it is evident in the way ‘her’ mouth works like a fish drowning in air. It is obvious that I am touching on memories that ‘she’ would sooner not deal with, memories that ‘she’ must incorporate and make real or quite possibly go mad in the process. I will have to keep a close eye on ‘her,’ especially in light of ‘her’ reactions.  
 
    Gwen nodded and stoked Stephen’s face gently as she said soothingly, “That’s all right, Stephy, you do not have to worry about your delusion of being Stephen and having to run the business, just because you think you are the man of the family and that is what men do. You are not Stephen, sweetheart, you are not a man. That is a fantasy that you have built for yourself to forget who you really are.” 
 
    Stephen’s face twisted with helpless humiliation at this, but Gwen wasn’t through. She went on, “You need to let go of your fantasy so that you can be the woman you have always been and were always meant to be. I know the idea of being a wife and mother seems strange to you now, but it will not always be that way. Your brother Stephen has made it clear, that if you want to work in the family business, he will always have a place open, by his side, as his Personal Assistant.” 
 
    Stephen wanted to interrupt, shout her down, but his voice was swallowed by fear and humiliation so she just kept talking, “There you will meet lots of hunky, available men, maybe even go out with a few of them to help the business prosper. Who is to say you will not find Mister Right and give up your masculine thoughts for good? I think you would make an excellent mother, given the right man as your husband. That is what you really need, Stephy, a good and hard man to screw you silly and convince you that being female is not a bad thing.” 
 
    His mind reeling, Stephen gaped at Gwen, who still wasn’t finished with her emasculating soliloquy, “Now, we need to get started, so are you going to drop your crazy talk and cooperate, or do we need to give you a permanent attitude adjustment? It will make you much more comfortable, but it might cost you an IQ point...or twenty. This is your last chance to admit you are Stephy, always have been Stephy, and always will be Stephy. You have to show me you mean it. If you can convince me, I will not direct Caren to give you a little psychological re-profiling.” 
 
    The reference to losing intelligence from the treatment was especially terrifying, so Stephen quickly said, “No...no, that’s OK, no need to re-profile me!” He had no idea what that would entail, but he sure didn’t want to find out! He dreaded what he had to say next, but considering that they were only words after all, he said, “I am Stephanie, I always have been Stephanie, and I always will be Stephanie. Is that OK? What else do I have to do to prove that I will cooperate?” he asked, trying to keep his desperation out of his voice. 
 
    Gwen smiled at Stephen’s admission and thought, “That was pretty good, but I am not sure of her sincerity. I felt a...twinge when she said that. A sort of feminine energy, that I have to admit was very alluring.”  
 
    When he asked what he could do to prove himself, she said, “Well, Stephanie, you can tell me why a pretty girl like you would medically mutilate herself, try to be a man, and even masquerade as her own twin brother. Why would she then fight so hard to keep from going back to who she really is.” Noting that her prey was looking more numb than agitated, she felt this wasn’t having the desired effect. 
 
    So she turned up the pressure by saying, “I sense some serious trauma in your life, princess. Tell me what troubles you so much that you, a sweet feminine girl, wanted to be taken for a man? I am shocked that you seem to think being a girl or a woman is consigning yourself to insignificance and worthlessness. That is so not true. I feel I am owed an apology for your insult to all women.” 
 
    As Stephen flinched then fell into a detached state, almost a trance, Gwen also slipped deeply into contemplation. As was increasingly commonplace for her, she fell into a long internal monologue:  
 
    “The fact that I have actually come to believe what I am saying about women is hard for me to admit to myself. I would go back to being my old self in a heartbeat, but my attitudes about women have permanently changed. I guess that old saw about walking a mile in someone else’s shoes is truer than I ever imagined.” 
 
    She slipped into almost an argument against herself, “On the other hand, maybe it is because I have walked hundreds of miles in high-heels since coming here. In any event, I am interested in hearing what this Stephanie has to say for herself. I’m angry with her, but the more feminine she acts, the more attracted I am to her.” 
 
    Stephen was acting extremely femininely at that very moment. He could feel his face flush when Gwendolyn called him a pretty girl. His sister used to call him that when she had dressed him up in her girliest, sexiest clothes. Her girl friends all would agree with her. She did it most often when making him wear her cheerleader uniform.  
 
    This situation was bringing back some mortifyingly humiliating but oddly erotic memories. He was wearing that same cheer uniform when she first switched places with him, and exposed him to their entire high school. She forced him to wear it and try out for a high school cheer team when he was in his mid-twenties, and he ended up cheering for that the rest of the year.  
 
    He looked at the hated cheerleading uniform Gwendolyn had just showed him. Over the years, it had become his kryptonite. He knew that if ever he wore it again, all the sensations and emotions would storm back and overwhelm him. In the limbo between sheer panic and a coma, he vowed to himself, “I’ll do anything, say anything to stay out of that uniform!” 
 
    In desperation, he said what he thought his sister Stephanie would say in his place, “I-I can’t really explain why...I...did all that. I guess I was jealous of my...brother. I...he always got everything handed to him. He always got everything I ever wanted.”  
 
    In that moment, the long-suppressed Stephanie personality he had been forced to develop began to awaken. Deep in the dungeon of his subconscious mind where he’d exiled her, she started to stir. In that very moment, the sexy, submissive and ultra-feminine identity he’d once needed, but then locked away, looked out through Stephen’s eyes once again, and Gwendolyn noticed. 
 
    She shook her head and gave Stephen a long, sad look. Then she said, “Stephanie, I can understand your frustration at being ignored and treated as a second class citizen. Believe me, I know. Sometimes it seems that those in power do not take a woman seriously. They think we cannot possibly be intelligent or ruthless enough to succeed in business.” 
 
    Blinking in confusion, Stephen listened to Gwen’s sympathetic words, and began to feel dizzy as she said: “I am sorry you felt jealous of your brother, for a woman should never envy any man or his power. We have our own power, a power that can have a man wrapped around any part of our body we wish for as long as we wish. Maybe, once we have you back to your old self, you can learn to use that power on your brother, and influence him to give you more of your own.” 
 
    He felt like he was in deep water. He felt like he was drowning, as Gwen smiled at him and demanded: “Now, tell me how much you want to be a fun-loving, sexy, vibrant woman again, and we will make sure that it happens in the best possible way. Your brother will be so pleased when he hears that you have admitted the cause of your strange behavior. That is the first step to accepting and reveling in your womanhood.” 
 
    Stephen struggled to hang on to himself thinking, “I’m surprised at this, but at least Gwendolyn seems to be accepting my pretense that I’m OK with calling myself Stephanie. My brain is almost overloaded with this, but I can’t see anything else to do other than continue playing along. Not aware of the lurking presence within growing ever stronger, he says, “Of course I want to be a fun loving, sexy, vibrant woman again,” with an earnest look on his face.  
 
    On one level, all he wanted was to get out of there in one piece, but he hoped that Gwendolyn didn’t know this. He looked around at the other women in the room, and he silently begged them ti just leave or at least leave him alone. He urged Gwendolyn to get on with it, asking, “How soon can we get on with this...process...and get it over with so I can go back and...wrap my...brother...around my finger?” 
 
    Gwen grinned, knowing that Stephen was no longer just trying to play along until his release. She realized that finally this stubborn man was really giving up and giving in. She rejoiced thinking, “We’re getting so close, and when we are done, she will once again be completely Stephanie, the poor dear.” 
 
    Containing her excitement, Gwen said, “I am so glad to hear you sounding more confident already, Stephanie. When we are done, you will have all the equipment you need to wrap any man around your finger. After your surgery, you will also have your pussy fully restored to you. Isn’t that just the best thing you ever heard?” 
 
    At this, Stephen’s body spasmed, and he began breathing in rapid, ragged, shallow bursts. Noting this, Gwen continued saying, “We will even have counseling sessions to make you comfortable in your body and remove the recurrent delusion that you were ever your brother.”  
 
    The sexy technician nodded at her colleague and said, “Now, I am going to have Caren give you a second stage injection that will start altering you back to your genetic norms. This one will go a long way toward giving back the body that will fit this cheerleading uniform just perfectly. I still hope you will model it for me and grace us all with one of your own cheers. Your brother told us you were quite good.” 
 
    She smiled and watched as Caren hefted an enormous hypodermic needle, and injected the DNA-modifying, retro virus into Stephen’s butt. She said, “Now the point of no return has been passed, and Steffy here is well on her way to being the girl that she was always destined to be.” 
 
    As he felt the injection, Stephen fought back the urge to ask what exactly it was that they were putting into his body. “Obviously it couldn’t be what Gwendolyn says it is, but what is it?” he wondered, “I have to get them to stop injecting me with their potions, but how?” In desperation he says: 
 
    “Gwendolyn, what if I model the uniform for you right now?” The idea of wearing that most humiliating of all clothing almost made him choke up, but he somehow managed to keep going, promising, “I’ll put it on and do a cheer for you this minute, if you just let me up.” 
 
    Gwen smiled and offered her glowing encouragement, “I am glad to see you are back closer to being an accommodating and polite female. It is much more agreeable and sexy on you than that false male bluster you were trying to affect. I am glad you want to try on your uniform, and I will be happy to let you up to do so, once we have restored the full range of female attributes that we are allowed to give you in this environment.” 
 
    Gwen ignored the stunned look on Stephen’s face and continued, “Repairing and replacing your proper genitalia will require surgery and that will have to come later today. The chastity belt currently hides your unfortunate attempts to look male down there. Anyway, just relax, and the girls will make you gorgeous. I think they should start with some hair extensions, don’t you? You really butchered your hair, Stephanie dear, giving it such a masculine cut.” 
 
    She turned to the other girls and said, “Jessica, Tiffani, why don’t you perform your magic on Stephanie’s hair while I talk to Caren about the additional necessary physical alterations required to make Stephanie into the spitting image of herself from her high-school, senior yearbook!” 
 
    “But Gwendolyn,” Stephen whined, “don’t you think I already am 100% female? Why would you need to do anything more? Just let me up and I’ll slip right into the cheerleader outfit and do a special cheer just for you!” 
 
    At that moment, he was starting to feel increasingly female, accommodating, and polite. For some reason he started thinking, “Hair extensions? I know I can just cut them off as soon as I escape....”  
 
    He looked at the belt and sadly had to agree with Gwendolyn about one thing, it did completely hide any sign of masculinity. He couldn’t wait to get that off. He wondered with growing fear, “These people are not going to go through with any of this, are they? Is Gwendolyn serious about general reassignment surgery, giving me a vagina?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    = End Part Three = 
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