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    A Brief Forward 
 
      
 
    I really loved writing this series! Apparently you like it too, because you’re still reading this forth and final 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 hope you will enjoy this chilling conclusion, and will give me good reviews!  
 
    I deeply appreciate all of your good reviews! Besides this series, I have several works-in-progress. Your feedback is important to me, and five star ratings especially with kind reviews encourage me to keep writing. If you enjoy my work, please let the Amazon community know! 
 
    xoxo 
 
    Mindi 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sibling Rivalry Part Four 
 
      
 
    Chapter One: Stephen’s Feminization Continues 
 
      
 
    Stephen Hart was exhausted by his ordeal. It seemed like years since he’d walked into this strange facility, even though it had been mere hours. Hours he’d spent stuck on a wild roller coaster. Ever since he’d met Gwendolyn, she’d manipulated him. She’d even cajoled him into signing legally binding release forms, tricked him into wearing an inescapable chastity device, and then brought him to this bizarre medical procedures room.  
 
    Following her hidden agenda, she’d pushed the wealthy high-tech corporate heir apparent from one entrapment to another. She’d feminized him and spoke to him as if he were his twin sister, Stephanie. All this subjected him to waves of humiliation and frustration—without ever giving him a moment to think about what was happening or plan a response, much less letting him realize the feminized fate she intended for him.  
 
    Step by step, she’d teased, tricked, and tormented him into revealing shameful secrets of sissification past. His time spent as a schoolgirl, as a cheerleader, as a ballerina…. Before he knew it, he was immobilized in restrictive bondage, and subjected to highly advanced transgender medical and beauty treatments. Even now, he wondered if he could ever regain any masculinity at all after he escaped. Was he trapped as a female forever?  
 
    As three beautiful estheticians surrounded the helpless young man, Stephen’s ears rang with their words, “They’re planning to make me look exactly like the yearbook photos of my twin sister Stephanie!” he thought, his panic rising.  
 
    Indifferent to his fear, Gwen consulted with Caren, who was the leader of the beauty team that had started combing out Stephen’s hair in preparation for another round of treatments. In a fit of frustration, he thrashed about violently, so much so that the women were unable to continue their work. But Gwendolyn had an answer for this. She reached underneath a console and pressed a hidden button.  
 
    This action administered a stunning shock, rendering Stephen immobile. He was helpless to resist as the four women lifted him into a standing position and wrapped a rope around his wrists and neck. He hung suspended by the rope, dazed and disoriented as they went about discussing their plans for him as if it were the most ordinary thing in the world. Casually, Gwen began spanking his bare ass repeatedly as he stood there helplessly, increasingly humiliated. 
 
    “So, about ‘her’ breasts? How should we proceed?” Hearing Gwen ask this, Stephen once again started trying to break free. Unfortunately for him, the tight restraints held fast. 
 
    “Well Gwen, I have something new I would like to try on ‘her,’“ Caren explained, “it is remarkably fast and efficient and fully programmable. It consists of two parts, the injection of a special quick-setting inflatable silicone fluid into each breast, and then the application of a patented pneumatic device that, when in place for twenty minutes, will leave ‘her’ with extremely sensitive and unmistakably feminine breasts.” 
 
    Gwen smiled and nodded her assent, saying, “Sounds great! Do that while the other girls are finishing ‘her’ hair!” 
 
    Listening to this exchange, Stephen felt ashamed of himself. He recalled all the times he had been rendered helpless by some female or group of females who emasculated and humiliated him. He could feel the stiff rod Gwen had rammed inside him. She told him it would release female hormones into his body.  
 
    At first he tried to deny this was possible, but after everything he’d experienced, he had no alternative. He realized that unless he could free himself from this latest trap, his figure would become curvy, his skin would soften, and his behavior would join his increasingly feminine physical shape.  
 
    He’d begged Gwen to remove it before it could alter his body permanently, but she refused, laughing. So it was still there deep inside him, still stretching his anal passage, and imposing dramatic changes to his biology. It symbolized her merciless assault on his masculinity as it prodded his prostate, making him squirm with discomfort and arousal. Equally, he writhed with the humiliating memory of how the beautiful technician pegged him and left the emasculating chemicals deep inside him, pressing against his sensitive prostate. 
 
    Stephen knew that thanks to his sister’s scheming, his body had been subjected to the feminizing influence of estrogen, forcing him to undergo breast reduction surgery. He wondered if there were lingering effects from that experience which made him even more susceptible to whatever Gwen had inserted into him? He told himself that if the object inside him was indeed administering female hormones into his system, he had to get it out quickly, before it was too late. He had to get it out of him, and then get out of this crazy place.  
 
    By this time, his voice had returned, although he was still unsteady on his feet. In desperation he cried, “Gwen, please! You don’t have to do this! Whatever money Stephanie offered you, I’ll double it! Triple it! Just let me go. This is wrong. You know it is!” 
 
    Gwendolyn’s eyes narrowed in frustration as she thought, “‘Her’ resistance continues, and so my assault on ‘her’ reality must continue as well. ‘She’ keeps trying to wiggle out of the trap she is ensnared in. However, that is about as likely as a fly escaping a spider’s web, once their wings are ensnared by sticky silk.”  
 
    Caren prepared two syringes and pulled a strange apparatus from under her cart. To Stephen, it looked like an old fashioned long-lined bra made of metal and latex. He watched in stunned silence as she injected the fluid under each of his areolae, and he struggled as Gwen helped her associate slip his arms into the odd chest-enclosing device that would make the changes to his anatomy.  
 
    The highly skilled tech carefully dialed in the appropriate measurements on the front control panel, and pressed an activation button. The machine started vibrating and humming softly. Stephen pulled against his restraints as hard as he could, but the ropes wouldn’t yield. 
 
    Caren said, “I have heard that this produces a highly pleasurable sensation in the subject while it is working. It also has a strong effect on the psyche, making the ‘girl’ who receives such breasts very eager to have her nipples sucked on whenever possible.” 
 
    All the women looked at Stephen who was still struggling. Then, he began to moan in a mixture of pleasure and frustration. They smiled at each other knowingly, and began giggling. Hearing the women delighting in his degradation, Stephen started moaning more loudly, and his voice took on an increasingly feminine tone.  
 
    When she caught her breath, Gwen smiled, “That is great, Caren, I can hardly wait to have a go at them myself, when the process is finished.” 
 
    “Come on Gwendolyn,” Stephen cried, “you have to stop letting them inject me with this junk. You know none of this is possible. I won’t grow breasts from this, sensitive or otherwise. What’s really in those syringes? Is it dangerous? Please just let me go! When I get back in control of my family business, I’ll pay you!” 
 
    Gwen snapped, “I don’t have to do anything you want!” She felt confident that Caren’s device would work as promised, and brushed off her prey’s continued denial. She was feeling aroused in anticipation of “the big reveal” when the vest would come off and Stephen felt ‘her’ new tits hanging heavy from ‘her’ chest. She smiled and nodded as she tried one last time to ease her helpless victim into ‘her’ new reality.  
 
    “Have it your way, Stephy,” said Gwen, “however, I think you should not be so firm in your beliefs. I can assure you that when that device comes off your chest, you will have a nice pair of firm, perky, female breasts. Just you wait my dear; you are just going to love them!” 
 
    She pulled a folding chair from storage and took a seat beside Stephen, while Jessica and Tiffani worked on Stephen’s hair, and meanwhile the advanced machine worked on his chest. Everything came to a head, so to speak, at the same time. The girls combed out and styled his hair, while Caren checked the readings on her device.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two: Stephen’s New Breasts 
 
      
 
    After about 30 minutes, Caren removed the device, revealing two perfectly formed breasts. They looked sexy, perky, and unmistakably feminine as they hung and pulled down on Stephen’s chest. Without the support of the machinery, the round fleshy globes swayed under their own weight. He realized in shame that—until he could get them removed—he would always need to wear a bra. 
 
    Gwen smiled, stood up, moved close to Stephen and, in a mocking tone, said, “What was that you were saying about ‘impossible,’ Stephy dear?” 
 
    She reached out her hand and stroked Stephen’s nipples, which immediately hardened as his areolae puckered and dimpled in involuntary arousal.  
 
    “This can’t be real. This can’t be happening,” he mumbled as he tried to pull away from her fingers that were causing overwhelming sensations in his new breasts. Unfortunately, the tightly wound cords held him helplessly in place.  
 
    He looked at Gwendolyn and, with a quaver in his voice, said, “Just let me go, please. I promise I won’t hold you responsible! I won’t tell anyone about this. Just let me go, OK?” 
 
    Gwen sadly shook her head, unable to believe that Stephen still refused to accept or understand. She sighed, thinking “I’ve tried so hard to make things clear to this creature, but he seems stuck in the mire of a belief system that is no longer pertinent to the situation!” 
 
    With evident frustration, Gwen again tried to explain, “Oh please, Stephanie! You sound like an iPod stuck on repeat. You cannot deny you’re a girl! You can’t honestly believe those tits on your chest are a hallucination!” 
 
    She twisted Stephen’s nipples and asked, “Does that feel like you are dreaming, Sweetie? Those are your very real breasts in all their glory, and quite sensitive, as I am sure you will agree. I assure you that this is all happening, and we have only just begun! I am getting tired of your whiney tone, therefore I think it is time to restore your voice to a pleasing feminine pitch.” 
 
    Seeing Stephen gape in mute astonishment, she continued, “Fortunately, your brother Stephen supplied several vocal recordings, and Caren can program her equipment to restore your voice to exactly the way you sounded as a high school senior. Maybe with a softer, more feminine voice you will start to accept who you really are.” 
 
    “You have to let me go!” he pleaded. 
 
    Her own voice rising in volume and pitch, the beautiful technician swept her hair from her eyes, smiled, and said, “I am hoping you come to your senses. You are not your brother Stephen! You are Stephy, his sister! I really need you to accept the fact that when you leave here, you will be what you have always been. Your delusion of being Stephen will have been banished forever. Your body and mind will be in agreement with the facts.” 
 
    “No! I am Stephen!” he insisted. 
 
    Gwen angrily countered, “I am afraid I cannot release you until we have restored you all the way, Dear. Just get over your delusion, and start accepting who you are. I would prefer not to have to resort to mental reprogramming. At least not until the end of all this.” 
 
    She concluded, “You are a female, dear, always were, you just could not face that fact for reasons of jealousy and desire. We are going to help you come to grips with your true gender and restore you to Stephen as the sister he loves. Now prepare yourself Stephy, be a good girl while Caren returns your voice to you.” 
 
    She watched carefully, saying, “Proceed with the voice modulation, Caren. I’m ready to step in to help should Stephanie here give you any trouble while you restore ‘her’ currently gruff and deepened voice back to its normal feminine sweetness.” 
 
    Stephen was struck speechless at this. “They’re really serious! How can this get any worse?” he asked himself, as he looked at the all-too-real breasts attached to his chest. He realized they couldn’t be simple fake tits—the sensations he felt when Gwendolyn touched them proved that. “What else can they do?” he wondered. “What if they really can change my voice to sound like a high school girl’s? Would they change me into a total girl too?” As these growing fears tormented him, he noticed some strange movements going on.  
 
    As Gwen nodded to Caren, she noticed that Tiffani had approached the exit for some reason. They all watched as the lovely assistant tech yanked open the door, and a petite blonde woman—apparently in her mid-twenties—tumbled into the room. The lithe, sexy woman, about 5 foot 5 inches with long, straight blonde hair and bright blue eyes looked somewhat familiar.  
 
    Gwen scurried over to her, leaving Caren to work on Stephy’s voice. Gwen pondered, “It is rather a bother to have someone new show up in the middle of a transformation, for it can make things a little more unpredictable. I fully expect that poor Stephy will try to convince this woman to help her, something that I cannot allow, given the amount of money involved. Stephy’s transformation will continue, and nothing on earth can stop it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three: An Unexpected Intruder 
 
      
 
    The blonde introduced herself, saying, “Hi, my name is Elen...erm…Arianna Taylor,” then, she stopped talking to look at what appeared to be a near-naked girl bound by ropes, and wearing just a kind of belt to spare her modesty. ‘Her’ pretty face looked scared, most likely because two other girls surrounded ‘her’ and seemed to be in the process of injecting something into to ‘her.’ It all looked decidedly odd to the beautiful, ditzy-seeming blonde. 
 
    The attractive girl who’d opened the door so quickly that it caused Arianna to fall into the room was looking over at yet another attractive lady with strikingly red hair, seemingly seeking instructions. Arianna took that to mean that the red head must be in charge. She thought to herself, “That boss lady looks cool, calculating, and very much in control.”  
 
    Recovered from her embarrassingly awkward entrance, she said, “I am a new transfer from the...erm London Office. I’m here as part of a liaison program.” Her tone seemed hectic and rushed, but her lilting posh voice seemed to support her claims. She tried to sound self assured, but her heart was beating rapidly. Taking deep, calming breaths, she continued in her clipped British accent, “I need to be brought up to speed immediately on the latest status on this...er project?” 
 
    However, before Gwen could reply, the near-naked ‘girl’ in the restraints called out in a male voice! It was the same voice Arianna had heard before, when she was out in the corridor. 
 
    He seemed agitated and was babbling, “You there! Help me please! I’m a man and they want to dress me as a high school cheer girl!” 
 
    “You’re a man?” Arianna asked slowly approaching the captive who was slouching, but still dangling helplessly by the rope, but her question was unnecessary. She thought to herself, “The voice is a dead giveaway. He clearly is male, or used to be anyway. The breasts, however, suggest he is getting much closer to female. The strange thing is, I feel that familiar tingle of sexual excitement at the thought of dressing up this supposed man as a cheerleader.” 
 
    Arianna’s angelic face took on a distant, dreamy smile as she examined Stephen closely thinking, “I know how I am going to play this out. It’s going to be cruel. But oh so much fun!” She removed her sunglasses and approached Stephen saying, “Oh, but of course you are honey. Don’t worry, I am going to help take good care of you.” She hoped he would take this as a signal that she was on his side.  
 
    The classy, pretty young Englishwoman quickly turned on her four-inch heels. With her back to Stephen, she rolled her expressive eyes at Gwendolyn and smiled, indicating how delusional she believed the ‘girl’ to be.  
 
    “Please,” Stephen said, “I beg you Gwendolyn, you can’t turn me into a high school girl! I’ll do whatever you say, but please not that. They made me cheer as a female for an entire basketball season when I was in high school. Then, when I was in my mid-20s, Stephanie tricked me and entrapped me as a schoolgirl and a cheerleader again for nearly another year! The humiliation was incredible.” 
 
    Gwen’s impatient annoyance grew as ‘Stephy’ continued to plead and beg. She shook her head and said, “My Dear, I am afraid neither of us has a choice here. You will be restored back into what you were always fated for, and I will make sure it happens. What you think you remember in that made up past of yours is unimportant here, so stop your whining!” 
 
    She continued in a softer tone, “Just accept that soon once again you will be the demure and sexy cheerleader that your brother wants you to be. Now hold still while Caren changes your voice to a more suitable register for a high school girl. I promise you will sound exactly as you did as a girl then.” 
 
     “So Gwendolyn, you were going to tell me what stage we have reached. I am interested in seeing how differently things are done here,” said Arianna. 
 
    Gwen nodded slightly and thought, “This woman introduced herself as someone from the London Office. The accent is authentic enough, and I have no reason to doubt her, but I have learned to be suspicious of anyone and everyone in this place. She is certainly direct and acts as if she is what she says she is. Instructing me to give her an update on the...project. That is so typical, and maybe it means she really is an important visitor.” 
 
    Gwen started to answer Arianna when Stephen exhaled loudly, attracting everyone’s attention. He didn’t even realize he’d been holding his breath from the moment Arianna said she believed him! He thought, “Finally, someone here understands I’m not a girl. It looks like I’ll escape without wearing that cursed cheerleader uniform!”  
 
    Gratefully he said, “Thank you! I was so afraid these women were going to dress me as a girl and change my voice into a girl’s voice!” 
 
    Behind Arianna’s back, Gwen frantically gestured to her colleagues to follow her lead. She pointedly ignored Arianna for the moment while chastising Stephen, “Oh do be quiet Stephanie, she isn’t going to stop us! Now be a good girl and sit quietly while Caren does her thing.” 
 
    Gwen patted Caren on the shoulder reassuringly, and gestured for her to proceed, but before she could do so, Stephen shook his head and glared at her, momentarily freezing the technician in place. 
 
    “Gwendolyn! You know that’s not true!” Stephen protested, fearing that his rescuer would be persuaded. 
 
    Gwen shook her head and sighed before taking Arianna’s arm and saying, “She will insist that her name is Stephen, but that’s her brother’s name. As you can see, she is in fact Stephanie. Like I was trying to tell you, we are working to restore her to her proper form and help her overcome the crazy belief that she is a man.” 
 
    Upset, Stephen tried to explain, “She’s lying! I’m not a girl! My name really is Stephen!” 
 
    Suddenly Caren rammed a pink probe into Stephen’s mouth, making it impossible for him to speak! He struggled futilely in frustration. Unable to speak in his defense, Stephen’s mind began to work overtime. He hoped Arianna wouldn’t believe their version of this craziness. He needed her to stay and help him. He looked over at the little cheerleading uniform hanging nearby and cringed, then gazed at Arianna expectantly.  
 
    Gwendolyn’s face betrayed her growing concern, but the interloper merely shrugged and smiled vacantly at Stephen. The resolve drained from his face and he slumped in visible disappointment. The interruption quickly passed.  
 
    Looking at Arianna, who was tapping her stiletto-clad foot and examining her long ruby-colored manicure, Gwen cupped her hand over her mouth and whispered to Caren, “This is strange! I need to determine if this Arianna woman is just stringing ‘Stephanie’ along, or if she poses a threat to our work here.” 
 
    Nodding, Caren whispered to Gwen, “Her comments are vague, but she seems to be for real. Maybe I can do some checking into her credentials to see whether or not her story is true. I’ll do that as soon as I get the opportunity. Until then, Arianna’s reactions should give us important information about her.” 
 
    The assembled women watched Caren calmly attach a pink latex tube to the phallic-looking probe she’d rammed into Stephen’s throat. Then, she clamped an intricate device around his neck and connected a dangling cable to a USB port on her hand-held tablet. She tapped on the advanced tech in her hand, and a low humming sound filled the room. Alarmed, Stephen struggled to break free.  
 
    Gwen smiled and said, “That won’t help you, Stephanie! In minutes you will have a lovely speaking voice, identical to the one that your brother supplied to us in the recordings.” 
 
    She returned her attention to the London liaison, as she described herself, and continued, “Forgive the poor girl. She is an interesting case. She actually believes herself to be a man, her twin brother in fact. She had surgery to alter herself and turn herself into a reasonable facsimile of a male. She insists that her name is Stephen, her brother’s name, but she is in fact Stephanie.” 
 
    That caught Arianna’s attention! She’d never heard of such a complicated drama. The very idea of a girl turning herself into a man intrigued and excited her.  
 
    Gwen noted the growing smile on the visitor’s scarlet lips, and added, “We are contracted to restore her to her proper form and help her overcome the crazy belief that she her twin brother. She has been a handful, let me tell you. Her delusion is so ingrained that I have made little headway in getting her to accept her true identity.” 
 
    This statement further stimulated Arianna who demanded, “Please explain! What have you been doing with...Stephanie?” 
 
     Gwen smiled widely and said, “She has built up some powerful delusional beliefs, brainwashing and mutilating herself to support them. She is undergoing voice modification as you can see. In a few moments, when she hears her rightful voice, I am hoping we can begin to make some real headway in getting her to remember who she actually is.” 
 
    Seeing Arianna’s confusion, Gwen added, “Pardon my convoluted explanation, Miss. It is just that this is such an unusual case. I am not at liberty to discuss certain particulars in front of her, but if you wish to know more, we can step out of the room for a bit. I can fill you in on all the details of her case in private.” 
 
    Stephen listened to this, mute and miserable, as he felt himself once again at the mercy of beautiful women intent on feminizing him. He wondered how and why this humiliating experience kept being repeated, but even worse than ever this time.  
 
    “My body is hairless, and who knows when that will grow back?” he wondered, “They’ve put extensions into my hair. Worst of all, they’ve somehow given me perky female breasts! The cheerleaders in school could only stuff my bra and that was bad enough. What will be next?” 
 
    He tried to cling to something, anything to relieve the horror and humiliation he felt. “I have to get out of here. I can’t be forced to look and sound like a teenage cheerleader! Not again!” She looked at Arianna with questioning eyes, hoping that she would tell Gwen to let him go. He knew that was probably his only chance. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four: Whose Side Is She On? 
 
      
 
    Arianna listened to Gwendolyn, intrigued as she explained why Stephen was there and what had happened so far. The British blonde thought, “Obviously, because we are in earshot of ‘Stephanie’ Gwen has to reinforce this story. I understand that. But I can’t understand why all this talk about male to female transformation excites me so much? It’s like an invisible force compelling me to join in with this effort to force feminize Stephen into Stephanie!” 
 
    Struggling to control her arousal, Arianna said, “Thank you Gwendolyn, your explanation was perfect. I don’t think we need to go outside I believe I am up to speed now. If you don’t mind there is something I would like to try? Something that might just move this project on?” 
 
    Arianna studied the person she began thinking of as Stephanie, and watched in fascination as Caren monitored the readings on her tablet.  
 
    Gwendolyn agreed to let Arianna proceed cautiously saying, “Yes, of course. If you think it will help?”  
 
    Barely listening, Arianna pondered, “Once Stephen loses his voice he really will be lost!” She giggled at her little pun and considered, “He will make a very cute girl, and I imagine he will be happier that way. In any case, I can’t wait to see him fully transformed into a sexy vixen!”  
 
    As Caren backed away, Arianna stepped forward towards Stephen with a friendly, slightly seductive smile. Delicately, she ran her perfectly manicured hand over the soft, hairless, smooth skin on his arm.  
 
    “Stephanie, is being a girl so bad?” she asked, “Don’t you like wearing pretty clothes? To look pretty yourself? Why would you want to be a man? I should take you on a girls’ night out.” 
 
    She leaned over and whispered quietly in Stephen’s ear so only he could hear, “Help is at hand but at the moment we both have to go along with all this.” 
 
    Arianna winked at Stephen, then broke away and continued in a louder voice, “I can show you Stephanie. I can show you all the great things there are to being a girl. Wouldn’t you like to be a ballerina or...perhaps to be a cute cheerleader? Only girls can really enjoy that.” 
 
    With that, Arianna’s eyes dilated with pleasure of anticipation. She felt her panties grow moist picturing this man wearing a frilly tutu or the sassy cheerleading uniform. Stephen’s eyes also widened as Arianna’s comments hit a nerve. He shook his head, but couldn’t reply due to the long pink object clogging his throat.  
 
    The petite woman leaned in again pushing her soft breasts against him and whispering only to him once more, “I will get you out of this but you have to trust me, and you can trust me sure as my name is Elen...erm Arianna” 
 
    Stepping back and speaking loudly again, “Ellen...erm Arianna” said, “So Stephanie, how about putting on those clothes Gwendolyn has prepared for you?” 
 
    She gave the helpless emasculated prisoner a very slight nod of encouragement.  
 
    Gwen and her team were watching this exchange carefully. The three technicians looked at each other cynically, wordlessly agreeing that Arianna had to be somewhat of an airhead if she thought her whispering went unnoticed!  
 
    Stephen, unaware of the staff’s unspoken communications thought, “Arianna said some things I was hoping to hear, and some that made me tremble with embarrassment. I’m cautious but hopeful. I still can’t speak but this seems to be my best chance, so I better go along!” 
 
    He nodded enthusiastically to signal that yes, he is willing to wear whatever clothing Gwendolyn offered. He couldn’t be sure he’d get my male clothes back right away, but he hoped he could grab them on his way out of this hellish institute. He nodded again, even more eagerly, and tried to mentally prepare himself to wear the hated cheerleader outfit. He hoped for the best.  
 
    Stephen looked at Gwendolyn, wondering what she’d do if Arianna untied him and let him go. With growing anticipation he asked himself, “Will she let me out of here if I agree to wear the humiliating cheerleader outfit?” 
 
    Gwen watched as the self-proclaimed executive embarked on her own agenda. She thought, “It is not as if I am not grateful for some help, but she is moving this much faster than is prudent. There are a few more things that need to be done first, before the cheerleader’s uniform comes into play. I have to let Stephanie know, in no uncertain terms, that wearing the clothing is not going to save her.” 
 
    Speaking aloud, Gwen cautioned, “You know, Ma’am, as much as I would like to see Stephanie in her uniform, we need to finish our preparations. She needs a manicure and a pedicure, a teeth whitening session, a little plumping of her lips, and a bit of body sculpting. In addition, let us not forget her makeup. After all, a cheerleader should always look her absolute best. Once we have completed restoring her look, I will be more than happy to hold her cheer panties for her, while she steps into them.” 
 
    In triumph, Gwen giggled, turned toward Stephen, and flashed a smile and a wink, saying, “I bet you thought those panties were history, Stephanie! As it turns out, Stephen found them in a bag of your old clothing. Isn’t that just great?!” 
 
    Stephen felt his hopes diminished. He was stunned to hear Gwendolyn’s assessment. He stared at his captor in disbelief, dreading what might come next. He shook his head and mouthed the words, “No, not that!”  
 
    In horror Stephen though, “I can’t imagine wearing those cheerleader panties again. They were so tight; my manhood disappeared and left me open to countless jokes questioning whether Stephanie and I were really identical twin girls! Or even worse, people asked us if she were really the male twin and I was the female! This time it’s going to be even worse, with all they’ve done to me!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five: A New Voice, A New Life? 
 
      
 
    Stephen was pulled out of this hated memory at that point by Caren reporting that she had completed the vocal modifications. Gwen smirked, “That’s great! It means that the next words out of Stephanie’s mouth will be uttered in the same voice that she had when she was a senior in high school. I can hardly wait until she hears herself!”  
 
    Gwen motioned to Jessica and Tiffani and said, “Let’s give her that manicure and pedicure. If Stephanie has a color preference, I think you should honor it, but if she does not, then use ‘Pubescent Passion Pink,’ and use that same color on her lips. It will suit her perfectly.” 
 
    “No! Please....” Stephen started to say, only to hear not his voice, but Stephanie’s! But not her current, resonant voice, but the piping tones of her young school girlish voice! His mouth widened in shock. “How can this be happening?” he asked helplessly. 
 
    Gwen clapped her hands in delight and smiled, “Yes, Stephy, what’s wrong with you looking like a proper teenaged cheerleader now that you once again sound like one? The only ‘no’ I will accept from you is if you wish to have another color on your nails and lips. If ‘Pubescent Passion Pink’ does not appeal, then just tell the girls what you prefer and I am sure they can accommodate.” 
 
    Celebrating Stephen’s growing shame and humiliation she continued, “However, the girls are going to put nail extensions on your fingers and shape them into long, feminine oval tips. Your feet will be buffed and smoothed. Your fingernail and toenail cuticles will be cleaned up. The girls will apply two coats of polish, followed by a clear sealer to keep them from chipping. Now, just relax and enjoy your feminine pampering.” 
 
    She nodded to the girls and they moved in with their equipment, one working on Stephen’s feet and the other on his hands.  
 
    “I can think of a lot of things wrong with me looking like a cheerleader, unless it’s a male cheerleader,” he protested, but his new, feminine voice didn’t sound strong or convincing. Still, he went on, “It’s not the color of the nails that bothers me, Gwendolyn. I don’t care what color they are. I’m a man and I shouldn’t wear any nail color.” 
 
    This false male bravado amused Gwen who grinned and mocked him, “Oh, you sound just lovely with your original voice restored! Perfectly sweet and feminine! You must be sooooooo excited?!” 
 
    “Oh yes, I’m just ecstatic,” Stephen muttered sarcastically. Once again he hoped Arianna would get me out of there so he could find some male clothes and get all of his extensive feminization treatments reversed and removed! 
 
    Gwen listened to his complaints smiling as he desperately tried to hold onto something he had has already lost, thinking, “The poor dear. I cannot believe ‘she’ is still insisting that ‘she’ is a man. ‘She’ even got snarky responding to my compliments about ‘her’ voice. There is just no pleasing some young women!” 
 
    Out loud, Gwen admonished, “There is no reason to be rude, Stephanie. I try and I try to help you, but you just keep giving me grief. I do not appreciate that one bit. Your playing at being your brother has definitely degraded your manners. Well, have it your way, if the color doesn’t matter to you, then ‘Pubescent Passion Pink’ it is.” 
 
    With that, Gwen looked to Jessica and Tiffani, shook her head in frustration, and said, “You heard her girls. Make sure you buff her feet and make them soft and feminine. Give her extensions on her nails so that they are a least a half-inch beyond the tips of her fingers. If she gives you any trouble at all, make them a full inch past the tips. I am tired of her combative nature; it is so unbecoming in a young woman. She deserves a lesson in manners and if I am the one that must give it to her, so be it.” 
 
    “Oh!” Stephen sighed in resignation, “You won’t need to make my nails extra long. I won’t give you any trouble.” 
 
    At this surrender, Gwen smiled as Jessica and Tiffani eagerly set about their respective jobs on Stephen’s hands and feet. She stood watch vigilantly, prepared to administer any needed discipline. With her plans now moving along steadily after all the unexpected twists, turns and interruptions, she began to relax and enjoy.  
 
    “I always like watching a girl’s hands grow more feminine with the application of extensions and polish,” Gwen sighed, “it is also quite a lark to watch calloused, rough feet become soft and feminine.” 
 
    Stephen shuddered at this, but desperately wanted to avoid angering Gwendolyn so he said, “I’m sorry! You have to know what a shock all this is for me?” he asked.  
 
    The beautiful technician turned to her helpless captive and smirked, “Just relax and enjoy, Stephanie. Once the girls are done with your manicure and pedicure, we can continue to the next exciting phase of your re-feminization. We are not very far away from turning you back into the precious little princess you used to be. Of course, restoring your vagina and clit will soon follow, as inevitable as the rising and setting of the sun.” 
 
    At this Stephen gasped, and in his new feminine voice exclaimed, “Me! With a vagina and clit? How could I go back and face Stephanie like that? I can’t let that happen!” 
 
    He realized Arianna wasn’t offering any help at the moment, but he resolved to escape the Whole-New-You Institute as a man—even if he to let them make him look like a girl first.  
 
    In desperation he simpered, “Gwendolyn, please don’t be angry with me. I’m so sorry! I’ll do whatever you want. Please don’t punish me.” 
 
    Gwen was too distracted to reply. She watched in fascination as Stephen’s nails were fully feminized. Absently she reflected, “I always considered the nails, hair and eyebrows to be part of that magical triangle that helps convince any man that he is going to be trapped looking feminine for a long time to come.” 
 
    Feeling more and more aroused, Arianna watched the proceedings with near-ecstasy. “Oh well, back to my good cop/bad cop routine with Gwendolyn,” she thought before asking, “Hey Stephanie! Do you know any good cheerleader chants? I was thinking something like, ‘Go Stephanie! She’s our girl! Go Stephanie with the pretty nails and sexy hair. She’s hot, she’s cool, she’s sassy. She’s going to lead the school cheer! She’s our girl. Yay! Go Stephanie!’“ 
 
    As she rounded off her giddy cheer, Arianna pranced close to Stephen and whispered, “Stay calm! Remember, all this stuff can be reversed. Just sit tight and let Gwendolyn and the girls do their silly little work. Watch for my signal though....” 
 
    Even with this welcome reassurance, Stephen could barely stop himself from freaking out as Gwendolyn and her assistants quickly polished his nails, work on his hair and so on. He looked at Arianna. With her exquisite feminine beauty, her perfect hair and makeup, she was just the kind of woman he’d love to spend time with. Any man would. He thought, “I know why she looks so familiar! She looks a lot like that up and coming pop star Elena!”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six: A Teenage Dream Girl 
 
      
 
    His anxious thoughts continued, “Is all this really reversible? Arianna says it is, but she’s still calling me ‘Stephanie’ and bringing up cheerleading. Maybe she really wants me feminized? I don’t know, then again, what other hope do I have? I need to wait for her signal, whatever that will be, but can I trust her? I wish I knew for sure!” 
 
    As he watched the girls finish beautifying his hands and feet, Stephen breathed heavily. He had failed to notice the dramatic changes to his body and face. The suppository in his lower colon was releasing powerful hormones that were reshaping him into a youthful, sexy girl. He was steadily and rapidly undergoing an accelerated female puberty that was turning him into Stephanie Hart. Exactly as Gwen intended, the influx of estrogen and other compounds had been morphing Stephen into his own twin sister!  
 
    Gwendolyn and her team noticed all of these profound, ripening changes. She celebrated saying, “I am glad you have decided to finally accept who you really are. You are Stephanie, and you will be for the rest of your life. Your body is coming along nicely. Accept the fact you are a beautiful young woman.” Gwendolyn smiled crookedly, “Now it’s time for your teeth whitening and your makeup application. You’re going to be so hot in your cheerleader outfit when we’re all done. I bet you can hardly wait!” 
 
    At the mention of the humiliating cheerleading uniform, Stephen felt his face flush with utter embarrassment. He looked at Arianna and clung to what she had said: “All of this can be reversed.” He needed to believe that, so he assured himself, “She’ll get me out of here as long as I go along with what Gwendolyn wants me to wear.” So he was totally honest when he said, “I can’t wait for you to finish so I can wear whatever you want me to wear, Gwendolyn.” He meant “so I can escape,” but he hoped she doesn’t know that.  
 
    Arianna, her sexy wavy long blonde hair bouncing, and her blue eyes shining chirped, “That’s the spirit Stephanie!” She turned to Gwendolyn and said, “You see? Stephanie can’t wait to wear her cheerleader outfit. It’s amazing what a few words of encouragement can do!” She smiled and winked at Gwendolyn, knowing Stephen couldn’t see this interaction between them.  
 
    Smiling, Gwen said, “We’re all eager to see you in your sexy little uniform, Stephanie. First though, we need to make your teeth lovely and white, Honey. Oh and yes your make up. You’re going to be sooooooo pretty when the girls have finished working on you.” 
 
    “Don’t you feel like you want to dance and chant a song yet Stephanie?” asked Arianna, nodding her head slightly in encouragement. “Don’t worry, it will happen,” she added.  
 
    Stephen’s thoughts began to spin out of control. He was overtaken by the incredible beauty of both Gwendolyn and Arianna. That plus the unreality of what was happening to him made him feel light-headed. He nodded back at Arianna wondering, “Is this the signal?” and he thought, “I can’t wait until I get out of this crazy place! I can’t wait for this crazy dream to end!” 
 
    He forced a smile at Gwendolyn and said, “I can’t imagine anyone will think I’m pretty, no matter what the girls do!” hearing his flirty, feminine voice only multiplied the growing sense of unreality that was clouding his mind more and more with each passing moment. 
 
    Gwen smiled at what sounded like an adolescent girl’s lack of confidence about her looks. She noted that it was such a typically feminine trait. She said, “No need to be modest, girl. When you’ve got it, flaunt it. You are very pretty, Stephanie, and with some makeup you’ll be a stunning beauty. But then again you haven’t seen yourself since....” 
 
    Stephen, confused, tried to remember the last time he saw his reflection. When had it been? How long had he been here? His thoughts rattled and jumbled like a box of jigsaw puzzle pieces flung into the air.  
 
    Gwen asked, “Do you remember that last shot that Caren gave you? Well, you might have been feeling some strange movement throughout your body and in your face, but you seem to have been too distracted by other things to say a word about it. That last shot accelerated the female hormones in the suppository I thrust up your ass. These will restore you back to how you looked when you were a senior in high school or possibly a freshman in college.” 
 
    As Stephen gaped, Gwen continued, “You are now the exact same height, the very same weight, the same dress size, and even the same apparent age you were back then. Jessica and Tiffani are simply enhancing your natural beauty, my dear. They will pluck and shape those eyebrows of yours. You have really let yourself go in trying to pass yourself off as a man. Well, that charade is finally at an end forever.” 
 
    Stephen was shaking his head in denial and moaning, “No! No! No!”  
 
    Smiling, Gwen ignored his protests and said, “For the most part, you are now once again the feminine young girl you once were. Very soon, once your body has had a chance to adjust fully, you will be taken to the clinic.  There, your female reproductive system will be fully restored. By then, you will accept that you are Stephanie Hart, and your long nightmare of thinking you were even Stephen will be a dim and fading memory.” 
 
    Seeing the shocked look on Stephen’s feminized face, Gwen smirked, “Your makeover is coming along nicely. I absolutely adore that shade of lipstick! As soon as the girls finish plucking your eyebrows, Caren will insert an appliance in your mouth to whiten your teeth. Then, Tiffani will give you some collagen injections to plump up your lips. You will be one foxy female very soon Dear, and a major boy-magnet as well. Now...just sit still and let the girls finish your flirty little makeover.” 
 
    Stephen started to whine at this, but remembered Arianna’s assurances that everything would be reversed once he escaped. He felt a chill of dread because he wasn’t sure what they really injected into him. He hoped the hormones, collagen, and the rest could be easily undone. He accepted that he couldn’t do anything about that at the moment, so he struggled to keep from yelling at Gwendolyn. Instead, he forced a goofy smile and said, “I can’t wait!” with as much enthusiasm as he could manage.  
 
    Gwen listened to his apparent enthusiasm and giggled. However, she remained wholly unconvinced that Stephen meant what he said. “It may just be an attempt to humor me until ‘she’ can try to escape.” Gwen mused, “Our little ‘girl’ does not yet realize that ‘she’ cannot ever go back! ‘She’ is now a near perfect copy of Stephanie Hart, and ‘she’ will remain this way for the rest of ‘her’ life, no matter what happens. Even if ‘she’ manages to evade gender reassignment surgery and keep the deformities between her legs, they will never function again. We have destroyed any chance of ‘her’ pretending to be male.” 
 
    With enthusiasm bubbling over Gwen said, “Of course you can’t wait to show off your femininity, Dear! I don’t know why you just couldn’t be happy as a female from the beginning. Instead you had to put yourself and all of us through this ordeal. Now just sit still and the girls will be done with your transformation back into Stephanie before you know it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven: Back In Uniform 
 
      
 
    At this, Caren inserted the oral mold, and thrust the milky, viscous tooth whitening gel into Stephen’s mouth. Jessica and Tiffani finished applying metallic pink eye shadow, mascara, eyeliner, and blush, giving him a flawless “teen queen” look. The two estheticians smiled at their nearly finished masterpiece, as Caren moved back in. She worked around Stephen’s over-filled mouth plumping up his lips with strategically placed injections.  
 
    Then, she removed the oral appliance, and handed Stephen a cup of mouth-rinse. With his compliance increasing, Stephen swished the minty liquid around his mouth and then spat it into the shiny metal bowl Tiffani held. Once that was done, Jessica touched up his Pubescent Passion Pink lipstick. Her face beamed with pride at their work transforming him into a living doll.  
 
    Gwen stepped in close to her prey and sprayed a couple of puffs of Ingénue Sexiquê a flirty teenage fragrance on him and said, “My word, you turned out nicely Stephanie! Do you want to see yourself? Of course you do! How could you refuse? Oh my darling girl, you are going to be so surprised!” 
 
    Gwen nodded to the girls who rolled a rather large object draped in a sheet in front of Stephen. With a flourish, she removed the sheet, revealing a modern style full-length mirror. 
 
    She asked, “What do you think Stephanie; do the girls do great work or what? You should thank all of them and then we can get you into your cheerleading outfit for some pictures.” 
 
    “That can’t be me!” Stephen cried, in shock as he saw reflected in the mirror an image that was not his own. Instead, there he could see a picture perfect image of his sister, Stephanie. He turned away in horror, and looked at Gwendolyn, too stunned to be angry. Then he stared at Arianna thinking, “I hope she’s right and this can all be reversed. Until then, I’m stuck looking like this! Like a teen-aged girl!” 
 
    Arianna said, “Oh that’s very good Gwendolyn! Stephanie you look great honey but if you’re not sure that’s you in the mirror, try moving something? There you are. It is you! You see?” 
 
    In a daze Stephen squeaked in his new soprano voice, “I...can’t believe it.” He looked at Arianna, hoping for some signal she was ready to take him out of here at last.  
 
    Gwen smiled at Stephanie and nodded saying, “Of course it is you, Stephanie dear, who else could it be? What do you think, my girl? Are you ready to put on a sports bra, cheer panties, and your old uniform to see how well we have done?! Just wait, sweetheart, once we restore your proper genitalia between your legs, then we can begin the serious work of deprogramming!” 
 
    Stephen winced at the technician’s eagerness to change his gender through surgery.  
 
    Gwen continued, “Once you have your vagina, clit, and womb we can cure you of your delusion about being your brother once and for all. We can even arrange a visit from Stephen at an appropriate time, so that you can see how sick you have really been. Confronting the real Stephen Hart should help a lot in wiping away the cobwebs.” 
 
    That prospect horrified him, so he shook his head no and gurgled incomprehensibly as Gwen added, “Of course, we can start now, if you wish. If you cannot get past your delusion, we have ways of doing it, right now, right here. It is quite effective, although we prefer a girl come to her senses rather than use such extraordinary means.” 
 
    “No-no, please, Gwendolyn,” he begged, “no...extraordinary means are needed. I’ll do what you want. I ...I know I’m Stephanie. Who else could I be?” he assured her.  
 
    Gwen smiled thinking, “Her panic at the prospect of having her mind altered is palpable. It is a desperate plea, to be sure, but she is sweating in desperation like a fat man in a sauna. The specifications are such that eventually changes will be made, but if it makes her cooperate, then I can play the game as well.” 
 
    Looking at Arianna and nodding, Gwen said, “Of course you are Stephanie, you were always Stephanie, and there is no doubt about that. You seem to have gotten past the delusion that you were your brother Stephen. What say we get you into your old cheer outfit so that we can take some pictures for your scrapbook?” 
 
    She walked to a cabinet and removed a red sports bra, matching panties, and Stephanie’s cheer uniform and approach. She held out the bra and panties for Stephen saying, “Here Stephanie, why don’t you slip into the bra and panties, and then I will help you into your favorite uniform. You are going to feel so good, dressing as a girl again. You are just going to love feeling all soft and feminine again.” 
 
    Smiling at her captive’s shocked expression, she continued, “Your dear brother Stephen is going to love how well you have turned out, and the pictures we take today will remind you of this moment if you ever get any strange ideas about being a guy in future. You are a woman and you should feel proud that you are one, instead of some hairy guy who only thinks with his cock. Come on sweetheart, you can’t have forgotten how to slip into a sports bra and panties.” 
 
    Stephen thought, “Gwendolyn is wrong. Somehow, these women have me looking exactly like my twin sister looked in high school! I know I do not love how I turned out. I can’t understand why they went to so much trouble to treat me this way!” 
 
    His face burning with humiliation, Stephen took the hated cheer panties and slipped them on. As he feared, with his genitals locked into a chastity belt, they made his front look as flat as a girl’s. He remembered putting on a bra in high school, but only when the cheerleaders forced him to by threatening to keep his own clothes and sending him home to his sister in her uniform—a cruelty which they did anyway. He thought, “Maybe wearing a sports bra will make my new breasts look smaller?” 
 
    So he put it on, but sadly for him, the support only lifted his boobs and made them even more prominent. He hoped to get out of New-U once he was dressed as Gwendolyn demanded, so he looked to Arianna and gave her a small nod. Then, he turned to Gwendolyn and, with incredible embarrassment, said, “OK I’m ready for Stephanie’s...uh my uniform.” 
 
    Gwen, experienced with this sort of process, could tell from Stephen’s body language and certain autonomic responses that he was not pleased. She watched as her captive slipped into the panties and the bra, which only enhanced and emphasized his body’s new feminine shape. His embarrassment was plainly written over every inch of his body, as he turned and accepted the red and white uniform. 
 
    As Gwen handed him the uniform she asked, “Why so glum, Stephanie, you are such a pretty girl? Why you ever felt compelled to make yourself over into your brother Stephen is something I just do not understand! A woman has strengths that no man could ever hope to duplicate. I feel honored to have had a hand in your rebirth.” 
 
    Hearing no objection from the stunned and overwhelmed Stephen, Gwen went on, “You look so fetching in your bra and panties, and I can hardly wait to see the completed effect. Put on your uniform and I will get a digital camera to immortalize this moment. Welcome back into the sisterhood my dear. You are going to make some man very lucky one day.” 
 
    Stephen tried not to anger Gwendolyn, but he couldn’t resist arguing. “You know why I’m unhappy,” he said, “this uniform is for a teen-aged girl. I’m not...17!” He bit back the rest of his thoughts, “I know it’s useless to insist on my true gender, but her remark about me making a man very lucky upsets me too much!” After holding his breath a moment, trying to calm down, he added, “and you know I’m not a girl. If you’d just take off this stupid chastity belt, I’ll show you that I’m all man. 100% male. Just take off the belt and let me go!” 
 
    Frustrated, Stephen thought, “I feel like running away right now, except Arianna urged me to wait for her signal to escape, and to go along with Gwendolyn until then. Also, dressed in a sports bra and cheer panties with all the recent beauty treatments they did to me, I don’t even want to think about what I look like! Better to look like a fully clothed cheerleader than a lingerie model! So I grit my teeth and step into the skirt and zip it up. Then, I put on the top and button that.” He turned to Gwendolyn and asked, “There, are you happy now?” 
 
    Detecting more willfulness, Gwen made a disapproving sound, deep in her chest as Stephen complained again. She thought they were well past this kind of resistance, but it would appear not. She made a rather unpleasant sucking sound through her teeth, frowned at Stephen, and shook her head at his remarks as she watched Stephen put on the uniform, only to petulantly exclaim. “There, are you happy now?” 
 
    His embarrassment was off the charts as he relived the most humiliating moments of his life. The last time he was dressed this way, the cheerleaders at his second high school teased him into helplessness by putting make up on him and pointing out that no one would ever think he was anything but a pretty girl. Then, they dragged him on to the gym floor and proved their point. All the kids at the new school took him for a senior high school girl named Stephanie! 
 
    As these hated memories washed over him, he felt himself flush with helpless shame and embarrassment. He tried to rally himself. He knew there was no way he’d have done any of this if not for Arianna’s promise that she’d get him out. Now that he agreed to wear what Gwendolyn wanted him to wear, it was time to finally escape this nightmare and reverse all this. Stephen resolved that Stephanie—the real Stephanie—would pay a very bitter price for her latest trick.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight: A Family Reunion (Part One) 
 
      
 
    Stephen was visibly embarrassed, but that didn’t deter Gwen from walking around him snapping photo after photo from different angles. As she did that, she said, “First off, you are right about not being seventeen; I would estimate that the treatment we supplied makes you now around eighteen or at most nineteen, so you still qualify as a teenage girl. I am unhappy that you are still insisting that you are a male. Obviously, your hysterectomy and subsequent cosmetic surgery has left you more than a little confused.” 
 
    She went on, “Stephen told us in detail about how you humiliated him in high school. I can tell your guilt runs deep, as you have identified so much with him that you actually believe you are reliving that incident. I guess you need a little help in realizing who you really are, and the sooner the better. This insistence that you are your own brother is growing wearisome. You are truly female, as any genetic test of your DNA would prove.” 
 
    She turned to Caren and said, “Prepare a dose of the most powerful hypnotic drug we have while I get the headphones and the induction tape prepared to use just in case we ran into this resistance. I was hoping that ‘she’ would be able to shed off her delusions, but obviously, she is stubborn, and unwilling to accept that she is Stephanie Hart. Her brother Stephen is depending on us to turn her back into the loving sister he remembers.” 
 
    Caren nodded and went about the task assigned to her while Gwen said, “Tiffani, please bring that psychological editing cart over beside ‘Stephanie’.” Gwen sighed and sat on a chair near Stephen and said, “You are such a pretty girl, Stephanie! It is a shame you can’t see that, accept it for the blessing it is, and stop your delusional insistence that you are Stephen Hart. You leave me no choice but to apply some mental adjustments. I know you did not want that, but you continue to proclaim yourself a male, and that is ridiculous.”  
 
    Stephen vacantly nodded, as Gwen said, “You were never a male, just a horribly self- mutilated and disfigured female. That it was by your own hand makes no difference. We were tasked to heal both your body and your mind, and that is what we are going to do. Prepare yourself, Stephanie, your ordeal will be over soon.” 
 
    Caren prepped the syringe and approached, as Gwen sat nearby at the ready to apply the eye screen and headphones, and start the audio-visual sensory induction program that would erase much of Stephen’s memories, change his consciousness, and alter his personality to demure, submissive, and slightly slutty.  
 
    Gwen assured herself, “I listened to ‘her’ protests and yet another promise to be good. I have had quite enough of ‘her’ waffling, and am ready to order the brain-changing injections and sonic and visual conversion processes.”  
 
    Then, Gwen heard the door opening, interrupting her thoughts. She looked toward the sounds of someone entering the room, someone with the heavy-footed tread of a male. She turned to see who it was and was shocked.  
 
    Gwen gasped and thought, “It can’t be! That looks like Stephen, as he was, before I turned him into Stephanie.” She stood gaping a while, but she suddenly realized, “This must be the real Stephanie, now as perfect a carbon of her brother as he is of her!” 
 
    The new Stephen flashed a broad grin and said, “Hold on there sweet cheeks. I want ‘Stephanie’ there to know what is happening to her and to willingly accept her fate.” 
 
    Gwen, not too happy at being referred to in such degrading sexist terms, nonetheless curtseyed in compliance with his orders. As she rose she said, “Of course Mr. Hart, as you wish! I hope we have at least physically restored your ‘sister’ to the girl you remember so fondly!” 
 
    The newcomer blew past the suddenly obsequious technician with a wave of his hand, and approached “Stephanie” smiling, “Hello, ‘sister’ dear, I hope you are feeling just like your old self again. I must say that old cheerleader’s outfit never looked better on you. You are filling it out to very good effect.” 
 
    Then, with a tinge of anger in his voice, he said, “I trust you will stop your foolish and nonsensical assertions that you are me, and accept your position on the cheerleading squad here at the Sissy Academy. You were always too masculine for my tastes, dressing me in your cheer outfit in high school and then laughing at me with your friends, as you took my spot on the basketball team. I have moved passed all that, and I forgive you. After all, you are my ‘sister’!” 
 
    To Gwen, the alteration was uncanny. “Stephen” Hart appeared to be all man in voice, stance, and gestures. She still couldn’t fathom why a woman would do something like this, “but mine is not to question, I merely observe and obey,” she told herself as she watched “Stephen” move in close to “Stephy” and whisper something into “her” ear that she was not able to hear.  
 
    “More is the pity,” Gwen thought, as her curiosity was as high as it had ever been, stoked and sparked by watching the ongoing developments between the feminine brother-sister and the masculine sister-brother.  
 
    “Me? Too masculine for you? Are you kidding me?” the new “Steffy” challenged “her brother” In a voice trembling with anger “she” continued, “You’re the girl who always wanted to be a boy, not me! Anyway, you’ll never get away with taking my place,” he warned, “you can repeat what you just said to me, Stephanie. Tell Gwendolyn and the other girls here what you just told me...unless you’re too scared,” he taunted. “What are you trying to prove trying to look and act like me, Stephanie?” he asked, emphasizing her name.  
 
    “Stephen” just stared at his “sister” and smirked, then he said, “Poor Stephanie, still delusional, I see? Your guilt must be enormous. As I just told you, sister dear, as far as the law and nature are concerned, I am Stephen. I am male, and your brother. Shall I drop my trousers and show you my cock and balls? Perhaps you would like to compare?” 
 
    Stephen looked disgusted by this, but before he could speak, “his brother” continued, “I have availed myself of the same marvelous technology that has been used on you, dear sister. Only in reverse. We are who we are, and it is going to stay that way. You are now and forever my beautiful feminine twin sister Stephanie Hart, and I am your brother Stephen. No amount of raving is ever going to change that. So the sooner you adjust, my dear sweet sister, the easier it will be for you. My words were for you, I care not if you want to share them with the other girls here, but I never repeat myself.” 
 
    He laughed as Gwen stepped in and offered her opinion, “Are you sure that you do not want us to psychologically reprogram her, Mr. Hart? You would be surprised at how sweet, docile, and feminine we can make her. Just say the word and we can remove all of her obstinacy and continued denial, making her the submissive sister you always wanted.” 
 
    Gwen shot a look at “Stephanie” that was half warning and half command to keep her mouth shut for a change. Gwen anxiously thought, “Our little client cannot continue in this mode for much longer, as ‘her brother’ will not allow it. I am shocked to hear that the original Stephanie has altered herself to become Stephen, for real. It is hard for me to understand why a woman would do that to herself, just for the sake of running a company.”  
 
    Petulantly, Stephen said, “Fine! I can see you’ve managed to get your way...for now,” to his sister who looked just like he used to look. He tried to look intimidating, but with the pleated skirt dancing around his legs, he couldn’t manage it. He turned to Gwendolyn and quietly asked her, “Please, can I just get out of here and get on with my life?” 
 
    Gwen looked at the feminized male and nodded, “Of course Stephy, and maybe your brother Stephen wants to tag along and observe? It is just a brief question and answer session next. Nothing too spectacular. Just ten questions to build a profile and prepare you for school. Just follow me through that door over there, have a seat at the table, and wait for Tiffani to hook you up.” 
 
    After seeing “Stephen” and watching everyone support “his” claims that “he” was the real man, the sissy in the cheerleader uniform was frustrated and discouraged. In fact, he felt completely defeated. All fight gone, he meekly followed Gwendolyn through the door, and took a seat at the antiseptic looking table in the nondescript room waiting on the other side.  
 
    All the while, the effeminate young man was all-too aware of the humiliating uniform he was wearing. He felt the flirty skirt as he smoothed it under his rounded ass as he sat on the hard chair. He knew how he looked: like a pretty young suburban princess ready to cheer for her jock boyfriend at a basketball game.  
 
    Stephen had hoped this Whole-New-You Institute would be his salvation. He expected it would lead the way to regaining his masculinity and help him leave behind the humiliating femininity his sister had so long tried to enforce upon him. Instead, it proved the exact opposite.  
 
    He could hear “Stephen’s” booming masculine voice saying, “From now on and forever more, your name is Stephanie. You are my sister, and I am your brother Stephen. I am your boss, and you are going to stay here and cheerlead. After you graduate from their clerical program, you will become my personal secretary. There’s no way out for you. You may as well get used it.”  
 
    Smiling, “he” handed his sister a tissue to wipe the tears that flowed down “her” face as she began to cry softly. He smirked at her, knowing that he’d won once and for all.  
 
    All of his humiliating experiences with feminization came crashing through his mind. He saw himself as a girl over and over. As a cute little Brownie. As a ballerina. As a prom queen. And, as he looked now, as a flirty and feminine cheerleader.  
 
    Stephen felt more emasculated, more completely entrapped in femininity than he ever had before. More than he could have ever imagined. He couldn’t conceive of any escape. Defeated, he bowed his head and surrendered to the inevitable saying, “Yes, I am Stephanie. I am a teenaged girl. That’s all I am, all I’ve ever been, and all I ever want to be.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine: A Family Reunion (Part Two) 
 
      
 
    Doctor Arianna Taylor sighed. She pressed the button on her desktop remote control, and the screen went dark. She brushed some brown locks from her eyes, and straightened her lab coat as Martie Hart lowered her face into her hands and began sobbing. Her husband, Stephen Hart Jr., held her tenderly. He was doing his best to stay strong for his wife’s benefit, but his rugged, masculine face was contorted in agonized horror.  
 
    Hart uneasily and firmly comforted his wife in his strong arms, despite her increasingly abrupt and spasmodic movements. In a harsh, tortured voice the wealthy business executive said, “But Doctor! You know our daughter Stephanie died thirteen years ago at age eleven!” 
 
    The doctor turned toward the two distraught parents, removed her wire-rimmed glasses and sighed loudly, “Yes, of course I know that. But somehow she lived on inside your son Stephen’s tortured mind. I don’t know if it was survivor’s guilt, some emotional trauma, or a combination of those and other factors, but one thing is clear. Stephen has convinced himself that he is your daughter Stephanie. That is who she is. She hopes you can accept her as such.” 
 
    “Of course!” Martie said, “He…she…is my child. I will always love…her. We will always love her, right Steve?” her eyes locked onto her husband’s. 
 
    The elder—now apparently the only Stephen Hart—nodded slowly. “This will take some getting used to, but we will adjust. Actually, this explains a lot. Doctor, can we see our…daughter?” 
 
    “Yes, let me have her sent in.” She put her glasses back on as she tapped a button on his intercom and said, “Gwen, please bring in our patient?” 
 
    “Right away, Dr. Taylor!” 
 
    Within moments, Gwendolyn appeared at the consulting room door, wearing scrubs and escorting a lovely young woman dressed as a cheerleader. Doctor Taylor started to welcome the two newcomers, but before she could say anything the perky girl broke away and stood in front of the Harts.  
 
    “Mommy, Daddy? Hi?” she said hesitantly, sounding like a girl of about seventeen, blinking and twisting her hands together anxiously. 
 
    The parents smiled at their daughter, and the three embraced in a tender family hug.
  
 
      
 
    ~ The End ~
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Afterward 
 
      
 
    As an author, I need to know why my characters do the things they do. The characters, specific plot points and other aspects evolve as I go from the first notion or inspiration for a story, move through outlining, begin my first draft, and finally finish the rewrite, polishing, and proofing processes. At times, I am as surprised as my readers when characters act. I’ve never been more surprised than with this book. 
 
    Wow! What an ending! I’d been working on this series for several months. One night, I was lying in bed thinking about how it could possibly end, and suddenly it hit me. The protagonist brother and his antagonist sister were one in the same! I sat up in bed saying, “Oh my, oh my, oh my….” My muse had spoken, and took my breath away. 
 
    The more I thought about it, the more that resolution made sense. It added a powerful surprise element, and took the arc the story to a more exciting climax than the path it had been following. Without that context, while each incident or scene had logic of its own, overall the narrative might hard to accept.  
 
    Most importantly, without this ending, the story didn’t really make sense to me. A few important details nagged: why was all of this happening? What motivated Stephanie? Why was Steven at the strange institution?  If he had been there before, why would he return? Only a deeply psychological subtext could hold the story together in the way I aspire to write. 
 
    To repeat, I really loved writing this series! I hope you enjoyed this surprise conclusion, and will give a good review! You are my partner in creating these stories. Without you, there’d be no reason for me to explore these fantasies in such detail. I hope you understand how important you are to me. 
 
    I also hope you read my other books listed and presented below. As I mentioned in the forward, I have several works-in-progress. I deeply appreciate all of your good reviews! Every sale, every positive review, and every 5 star rating really encourages me to keep writing. Please take the time to make me feel like my writing is valued and worthwhile. 
 
      
 
    xoxo 
 
    Mindi 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Please check out my other Forced Feminization Erotica! 
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    Get My Stories of Erotic Female Domination, Forced Feminization,  
 
    and Humiliation on Amazon. (Yes those are actual photos of me!) 
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    Mindi Harris’s Ultimate All New Forced Feminization Bundle: Five Stories of LGBT, Transgender, Forced Feminization, Humiliation, BDSM & Other Taboo Fetishes + Bonus 
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    Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! Part One: A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization 
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    Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl 
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    Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Three: Still a Girl at Summer’s End 
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    The Doctor Will Feminize You Now: One Man’s Helpless Descent from MD to Sissy French Maid and Ditzy Office Bimbo 
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    Transformed into a Valentine’s Vixen: Part One: Feminized for a Date with a Quarterback 
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    Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls 
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    Miss Management 2: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress 
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    Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl 
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    Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut 
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    Bottoms Up: Your Helpless Descent From Powerful Boss to Sissy Secretary 
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    You Fell into My Satin Trap! Plus two bonus shorts!: I’ll Emasculate You and Force You to Serve Me As a Slutty French Maid 
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit our Candy Apple Press Website for books from  
 
    Kylie Gable, Alyssa Paige, Claudia Acosta, and me! 
 
      
 
    We write plot-driven, realistic female domination and forced feminization erotica 
 
      
 
    Check out: www.CandyApplePress.org 
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    Thirty-Two Flavors—a fun “round robin” story that was co-written by three authors taking turns feminizing a haughty male victim. 
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    Manipulated: Stories of Dominant Women Getting Their Way and the Men They Overcome 
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