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   This is a work of fiction. All events, characters, entities, etc. depicted in this story are fictional fantasies. None of this refers to any real people or situations. No reference or resemblance to anyone living or dead is implied or intended. 
 
   Reader discretion advised. Do not buy, borrow, download, loan, or read this book if fetish / erotic topics offend you, if you—or anyone you would allow to see this material—are under the legal age for adult-themed materials. Avoid this book if such materials are not legally permitted where you are, or if you are for any reason not legally permitted to borrow, read, or possess such materials.
 
   This book contains erotic, MTF, transgender, sexual, LGBT, BDSM, kinky, and other fetish content including a reluctant and conflicted character’s forced feminization, humiliation, forced cross-dressing, forced chastity, bondage, female domination, pegging, as well as Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender themes. 
 
   It describes and depicts kinky sex and fetish scenes including rough sex, spanking, bimbo, French maid, transgender erotica, anal play, emasculation, sissy makeovers, forced lifestyle change, humiliation and forced sissification. If any of these topics offend you, please stop reading now.
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   The Doctor Will See You Now
 
    
 
   Do you remember the first day we met? Of course you do, but you seem to need a refresher course in how to behave. You’ve been such a little brat lately. Not like the obedient bimbo I want you to be.
 
   We were in my medical office, and you were looking for a job. It seems like only yesterday when we were right at this very spot, discussing all of your...attributes. Let’s take a little walk down memory lane.
 
   It all began when I watched you walk in to the door. I was intently observing you from behind the two-way mirror. From the very first, I had high hopes that you’d be a good fit for my needs, and I was right! 
 
   You seemed so ill at ease as you looked around and then timidly approached the receptionist station. It was as vacant as the look in your eyes as I strode into view from around the corner. But it’s not vacant anymore is it? I mean the station of course, with you here. Your gaze is as vacant as ever.
 
   I surprised you as I strode into view saying, “Hello, you must be the one who is looking for a job? You certainly don’t look like my usual patient!” I laughed cheerfully. 
 
   I tried not to, but I couldn’t help looking you over like a delicious dessert. I noticed you were awestruck by my austere beauty. I stood before you a statuesque Amazon, with my long silky hair pulled into a severe bun. 
 
   I wore my pristine white lab coat draped over my tight emerald green dress that did nothing to conceal my ample cleavage. I caught you staring at my long legs, clad in sheer black hose. I towered over you in my patent black pumps with their four-inch heels displaying my long, shapely limbs to their best advantage. 
 
   “I, um I’m here for...a job interview? I’m supposed to see a Dr. Alan....”
 
   “Alana. I’m Dr. Alana Meredith. Good to meet you,” I said, squeezing your soft sweaty little hand in my powerful fingers, and looking down on you from my six-foot four-inch height. I gestured for you to sit in the receptionist’s chair. You had no idea I was measuring you for size!
 
   I looked over your paperwork, and I have to admit I was impressed! “Well well well. This is all very inspiring. You earned your M.D. at a fine medical school, and specialized in gynecology. Wow! You graduated third in your class—such an intelligent man. Then you completed your residency at one of the best women’s hospitals in town. All with the highest recommendations!” I noted, with a thoughtful tone. 
 
   “You have two years of experience working under Dr. Janice Fielder? Yes, she is one of the best OB-GYNs in the country. Or she was. Too bad for you she’s retiring. She wouldn’t sell her practice to you, though? She chose her daughter? Well you can’t blame her for that.” No, I wasn’t very sympathetic, was I?
 
   “Let’s get to the point,” I said. “You have a very strong resume, but I’m not looking to hire another doctor for my practice. What’s that? You need money desperately? You’re willing to work as my medical assistant? Actually that might work out...eventually. The thing is, I’m fully staffed for all medical needs at the moment. Maybe you’d like to come back in three weeks?”
 
   I noticed your profound disappointment and almost burst into a fit of giggles at your sad little pout, but I knew what to say, “Hold on! Don’t leave yet. My current assistant is getting married next month, but for now, I really need a receptionist. No, not a medical assistant. You’d look adorable sitting at the front desk in a short skirt and.... Oh please excuse my silly sense of humor. I’m not used to interacting with a man. I work with women all day.”
 
   You gasped and were starting to blush. I knew I’d stumbled onto something, so I went on, “Oh, I know a smart, accomplished man like you would never assume such a subordinate position for a woman like me....” 
 
   “What’s that? With your student loans and your marriage coming up next month you’re absolutely desperate for money? You’d be willing to serve me...I mean serve as my receptionist for the next month or so until something else opened up? I’m not sure....”
 
   Your reaction was better than I’d dreamed. You looked like you were ready to fall to your knees, but that position would have to wait. “Well you do beg soooo persuasively,” I pondered, “but I really don’t think my patients would be OK with a man serving as my receptionist....”
 
   You played right into my hands with your desperate little threats. I feigned surprise and angry saying, “What’s that? A discrimination lawsuit? Well you don’t have to get all litigious on me. Fine! If you’re going to be so insistent, I guess in this enlightened age we could bend some gender roles, right?”
 
   I walked over to a filing cabinet and flipped through some Manila folders within until I found the one I wanted. Turning back and handing it toward you I said, “Here’s your employment contract. Yes, you must initial here and here and here. Now sign here. Yes, it’s a month to month agreement, renewable by either of us and binding on both of us.” I smiled as you hurried to initial and sign after only briefly scanning the papers. 
 
   When you’d clicked your pen closed I explained, “Of course you’re liable for all costs I incur finding and training another receptionist to replace you if you leave early. I estimate that at $25,000. See I wrote that amount in here, and you initialed it? Of course you did, it’s right here you silly little airhead!”
 
   When you complained, I agreed, “Well yes that may seem a bit high for an early termination penalty, but it’s completely reasonable. Yes it is! Tell me, where else will I find someone to replace you? A precious little princess who can match all of your attractive attributes? One with a medical degree and experience in an OB-GYN practice who is willing and eager to serve me as an office girl?”
 
   You stiffened at that, didn’t you, darling one? You corrected me, and I was only too happy to verify, “Yes, it’s for the receptionist job you dizzy thing. Did I say ‘office girl?’ I really don’t think I did, but what does it matter? Office girl? Receptionist? It’s all the same. Either way, that’s the position you demanded—that you threatened me with a discrimination lawsuit to get—after all.”
 
   I had you by the balls at that point, but I still thought it best to ease you into your new reality, “Medical assistant?” I asked, “Yes we discussed that. We shall revisit that topic in a month’s time or so, and if your performance is exemplary, then maybe a promotion might be in order. If your work isn’t up to my highest standards, I’ll just renew your contract as my office girl for another month. You’re not OK with that? Well maybe you should have read the contract more carefully before you signed it, you silly thing.”
 
   There was no delaying the next revelation, however. If you were going to work as my office girl—and you were going to work as my office girl—you had to face up to the realities of your new life.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Your New Dress Code
 
    
 
   “What’s that? The office dress code and appearance guidelines? Yes of course you must follow all of them. Yes all of them. To the letter. Yes every single one. You assumed they wouldn’t apply to you? Why would they not? They’re all listed in detail in the employment agreement you signed.” I was starting to become more aroused by the second as I imagined you all demure and pretty, working as my office girl.
 
   For someone who was just threatening me with discrimination lawsuits, you sure didn’t know much about contract law! You definitely learned a lot about our particular contract rather quickly, though, didn’t you darling?
 
   Speaking of our contract, let’s recount all the key provisions of our agreement point by point. Yes I know you’re intimately aware of them by now, but I so enjoy seeing you squirm as I remind you of the terms of employment you agreed to that fateful day!
 
   I thought you were highly intelligent but clearly you’re just a bubble headed bimbo aren’t you? Let me read the major points to you again. “Terms of employment. Will work six days per week, 8am to 8pm every day, salary shall be minimum wage. Any approved absence will result in $50 per hour reduction from that months’ paycheck. Any unexcused absence will result in $100 per hour reduction.” 
 
   Of course under those terms you quickly fell behind. I made sure you missed many hours and when I refused to excuse your absences you soon owed me money. I don’t care if you don’t think that’s fair. 
 
   Now, back to your job description, I clearly recall how I explained allll the details: “You will answer the phones,” I said, “and here’s how I want you to do it. Answer politely in a breathy voice with a friendly greeting like: ‘Good Morning! My name is....’ Well no we can’t let you say that! The women who call will hang up if you identify yourself as a man!”
 
   Thinking about how best to work this out, I told you, “No, while you work for me as my office girl, your name will be ‘Katie.’ So you’ll say, ‘Hi! My name is Katie! Thank you for calling Dr. Alana’s medical practice. How may I serve you today?’”
 
   You were so embarrassed as I made you perform to my satisfaction: “Let me hear you say that. Hmm not bad. You’ll get better with practice, but we’ll have to work on your voice. It needs to be much more feminine. Don’t worry your little head about it, I’ll think of something.”
 
   Then I walked you through what you’d have to wear as my office girl. This is my favorite part. “OK here we are...” I smirked. “Dress code and appearance guidelines.” 
 
   Yes, I do have to go over them again! I will review them all point by point! I don’t care that you’ve been meticulously following them for some weeks! My you’ve gotten some attitude! Now where was I? Oh yes….
 
   “As the receptionist for this medical practice, the office girl is the first person a patient will see upon entering the office. As such, the office girl must present herself in a friendly, stylish, and professional manner.”
 
   “She must look pretty, pleasing and well-groomed at all times—that includes her clothing, hair, and makeup.” 
 
   “Yes makeup!” I had to explain to you. “What did you think, you dizzy bimbo? You will wear eye shadow, mascara, blush, and lipstick—all in a fashionable but businesslike style.” I went on relentlessly despite your humiliated blushes and pouts.
 
   “The receptionist must wear an office appropriate clothing, such as a dress, a skirt and blouse ensemble, or a two-piece skirted suit with an appealing skirt length. Clothes should fit well and be wrinkle-free. Proper lingerie shall be worn at all times, including panties, a bra, and stockings, tights, or pantyhose in coordinating colors.” Aww you’re blushing again, just like you did when I first read these rules to you! 
 
   “The receptionist shall wear quality, well-polished shoes, including pumps, boots, or other businesslike styles with conservative heals of between two and three inches.” I remember answering your pathetic objections with a commanding, “Yes heels! Well you’ll have to learn to walk in them. Of course makeup. I suggest you practice walking and doing your face at home.”
 
   Suddenly it dawned on you that your very identity was about to change to female 24/7: “Your fiancée? Maybe she’ll give you tips and help you. What? She won’t see you as a man anymore? Well whose fault is that? May I continue?” without even waiting for your response, I went on.
 
   “The receptionist shall wear appropriate jewelry including feminine earrings, bracelets, and necklaces, to present a welcoming, sweet image.” When I noticed the flushed look on your face I said, “Oh you poor dear, you don’t look so well. Maybe I should take you back into an examining room and check you over. Follow me back into examination room two and strip.”
 
   I brushed off your feeble objections with a terse, “Oh please! I’m a doctor!” I must admit I enjoyed the stunned face you made when you paused upon seeing the plaque next to the door that read: “Dr. Alana Meredith, M.D.—Obstetrics and Gynecology, Specialty: Gender Reassignment.” 
 
   You poor dear! You really had no idea, did you? I ignored your sputtering, “But-but there must be some mistake?” as I effortlessly pulled you behind me into a typical ob-gyn examination room. 
 
   “Take off your clothes so I can examine you.” I noticed your hesitation and barked, “NOW!”
 
   “Is that really necessary?” you whined, but my glare overruled your ever weakening complaining, and compelled your obedience. “Yes, this one will work out just perfectly,” I thought to myself as you unbuttoned and removed your plain blue shirt, bringing your soft upper body into view. 
 
   Then, you sat on the examination table and pulled off your boring black loafers and navy socks. I thought your lower calves seemed unusually milky smooth for a man, but you weren’t a man even then, were you dear?
 
   I motioned for you to continue, and you stood slowly. I raised my left eyebrow imperiously as you hesitated, your fingers clutching your belt buckle. I put my fists on my waist and tapped my foot impatiently. For a long moment, you seemed about to bolt, but my blue eyes transfixed you in a mesmerizing gaze and my superior will forced your compliance. 
 
   With an embarrassed sigh, you unfastened your belt and shimmied in a most feminine way, letting your tan chinos fall to your ankles. I involuntarily giggled as I understood your reluctance. My eyes wandered from your own embarrassed orbs to your dainty, lacy pink panties. “Yes! You will do most nicely,” I smiled knowingly. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Your Examination
 
    
 
   “Quickly, climb onto the table,” I said, taking no outward notice of your silky lingerie for the moment. Obviously embarrassed, you meekly complied, scampering onto the table, its sanitary paper covering doing little to protect you from the cold air and even colder metal. 
 
   With satisfaction, I noted the full-blast air conditioning was having the desired effects on you. Not only was your tiny cock shriveling nearly to nothing inside your panties, but your nipples were actually hardening! How delightfully feminine, I thought, reaching into a box of latex gloves and snapping a pair onto my long-fingered hands. 
 
   Before you had time to react, I’d locked your ankles into the stirrups and your wrists into restraints over your head. Yes, I already said that, but it’s my favorite part of the story—or just about my favorite. I’ll get to my favorite in a few minutes, princess.
 
   I shivered in arousal as you gasped in helplessness. I smiled wickedly as your eyes widened when I pushed the button on the mechanism that cranked your legs upward and apart, exposing the crack in your sexy bubble butt. 
 
   “Now spread wide and let me ‘examine’ you.” I leered. “It won’t hurt a bit. Yes that’s lubricant on my hand. It most certainly is necessary. You’ll find out in a second. Awww! Don’t cry! Just relax and enjoy the ride, my bimbo girl!”
 
   The shocked, pleading look on your face made my juices start to flow even before I smeared the slick lubricant all over your rose blossom and began probing your opening with first one, then two, then three fingers. Your stunned and squirming squeals became swaying, submissive moans of pleasure as I massaged deeply inside you.
 
   Suddenly, I noticed your tiny cock getting hard. “Ut-oh! This won’t do!” I scolded, reaching into a drawer for a small spray can of surgical glue and a tiny acrylic tube with a locking mechanism. 
 
   I pointed the can at your genitals and pushed the button, unleashing a chilling blast that shrunk your junk to the size of a young girl’s clitty. I laughed as you gasped from the cold and surprise. With practiced motion, I locked the chastity device onto your micro cock and slipped a pink covering over it, setting the tough latex firmly to the glue that was already starting to dry on your crotch. 
 
   “Now, where were we?” I asked rhetorically as I began massaging your prostate again, slowly and deeply, enjoying your writhing and moaning. Your passion grew, as you wriggled helplessly on the examination table. Soon, your face and mine were both flush with orgasmic pleasure and my vagina was lubricating—just as yours was with your leaking pre-cum. Because that’s what you now had, my pretty girl, a very convincing tight little vagina. 
 
   Your deer-in-the-headlights look was absolutely delectable when I lifted the hem of my dress and dropped my emerald colored satin panties revealing the eight-inch strap-on I wore. I grinned in triumph when you whimpered as I climbed onto the table above you. I loomed toward you predatorily and kissed you harshly, bruising your lips. 
 
   “Your pretty mouth will look much better with some sweet girly lip-gloss,” I casually taunted. Your effeminate sniveling only confirmed that you deserved the total emasculation I’d planned for you. 
 
   First, I cupped your cute little buns in both hands, lined up my cock over your opening, and pushed—just gently probing as you writhed in impotent humiliation. As I looked deeply into your eyes, I saw the delicious defiance you were struggling to hold on to. I rejoiced in your understanding that your very masculinity was hanging in the balance. You tried so hard to cling to your manhood, didn’t you, darling? 
 
    Then, I decided to strip you of your puny masculinity once and for all. I shifted my weight and slowly pushed into you, savoring every inch of entry, knowing that with every increment of penetration I was taking away your male identity forever. We both know you never deserved to be a man! Of course you wriggled, trying to avoid your inevitable deflowering. It was no use. There was no escape. I had you exactly where I wanted you!
 
   My breathing became heavier as I thrust deeply into you. I kissed you again, tenderly this time, as if confirming that you were now and forever a member of the fairer sex. I cooed to you, calling you my delicate little princess, because that’s what you were, are, and will forever be. You grunted in a high, girlish voice as I forced my cock all the way inside you. And you groaned like a virgin bride does on her honeymoon as I pulled nearly all the way out of you, only to thrust deeply into you again and again. 
 
   You moaned and mewled in a breathy feminine tone, confirming that I’d chosen the perfect sissy for all my kinky and depraved desires. Soon, I lost myself in my powerful, erotic rhythm. I wantonly used your body for my pleasure, pounding your sexy butt until I cried out with thundering multiple orgasms. Fully satisfied, I rolled off of you, wiped off my latex cock, and pulled up my panties—leaving you a broken, ruined heap. 
 
   After smoothing my clothes back into place, I gently probed the lifelike latex vagina covering your genitals. I began by pushing apart your pretty new labia with two fingers on my right hand, and pressing against your little clitty with my thumb. Constrained though you were, your entire body lurched in response to my increasingly aggressive massaging—both on your prostate and your clit.
 
   “How does that feel, my little princess?” I teased. Your inarticulate moans gave me the answer as I went on, “You said you’re looking for a job? Well I think I have the perfect job for you,” I said in a singsong voice. “Interested in working for me?”
 
   You were shuddering, nearing orgasm. Even so, you were doubtful, “A job? What kind of job?” you managed to gasp, between teeth-chattering shivers and moans. As if you didn’t know? Maybe you thought all the talk about being my office girl was some kind of role-play? Silly girl!
 
   In answer, I thrust three fingers deeply into your ass, and made firm, sexy circling motions on your clitty. I smiled as your hips bucked in response. 
 
   “I’ll take that as a yes?”
 
   You stubbornly shook your head no. Oh yes, you were such a bad little girl! It seemed you were suddenly serious. You needed to know the job description, suspicious little minx that you were. 
 
   So I told you, “Weren’t you paying attention? I said I needed a new receptionist. A flirty, girly air headed assistant to answer my phones, make appointments, and greet patients in her cute outfits with pretty hair and makeup. I told you you’d be perfect for the job.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Your New Job
 
    
 
   The shock on your face was priceless. Yes, you sure were a silly bimbo even then. I didn’t care that your head was shaking no as the realization finally began sinking in. “Yes, you’ll work out perfectly,” I told you as you shuddered on the table, panting. “Welcome to your new life as my sissy office girl.”
 
   “But…but…I’m a man,” you’d said, without much conviction. That made me smirk. I was barely able to hold back my laughter. 
 
   “You? A man?” I mocked, “Would a man wear frilly pink panties to see a gynecologist? Would a man willingly climb up on an OB-GYN examination table, and let me put him into the stirrups?” I asked. 
 
   You had no answer, nothing to say, and no escape. I had just fucked you as if you were a sex-starved bimbo. Your ankles were still securely locked into the stirrups, and your wrists were firmly handcuffed to a restraining bar above your head. With my most commanding voice I proclaimed, “Now it’s time to start you on estrogen.” 
 
   You pleaded; you almost broke into tears begging me not to transform your wimpy body into the feminine form I desired. I refused to release you, even when you whined with big puppy dog eyes.
 
   Feminizing you was so easy! I smiled as I brought over vials of Estradiol and androgen blockers. I filled several hypodermic needles with the maximum dosages that could be administered, and laughed at your horrified expression as I explained what these drugs would do to you. I stressed that with your lack of masculinity, the hormone treatments would start showing results very quickly. 
 
   I watched with increasing amusement as your vain struggles and attempts to escape failed. I’d made certain that your restraints were much too strong and tight to let you break free. Soon, you gave up the fight. Your sad helpless face aroused me. I patted your pouty cheeks and got ready to start the injections. 
 
   Yes, you were so obstinate at first. “I’m a man,” you repeated in a bratty, whiny tone. You cling to that for just a few moments. Until I reminded you who it was that chose to wear sexy panties to see her gynecologist. That you now had the apparent genitals of a young girl. That you would soon be begging to be my receptionist. 
 
   Time after time I took you to the very brink of orgasm, denying and teasing you. As I repeated this sexual torture, I could feel your resistance melting away. I brought you to the edge five, ten, twenty times—only to pull away and ask you again to agree to be my girl. Your body betrayed you, I’m afraid. 
 
   Before long, your resolve melted away to nothing. Yes, I’d already had you sign your manhood away with the employment contract, but I was still concerned that you could challenge the agreement. I had you in my clutches, with almost no hope of escape, but I wanted to make sure you were mine forever. So before I let you orgasm, I made you agree to work for me on my terms and insisted that you let me video record your sincere acceptance of the feminizing employment contact. 
 
   You were so adorable after I broke you! You were most convincing, pledging your obedience to me in a soft, breathy voice. Promising to do whatever tasks I needed. Agreeing to wear anything I asked. Even accepting that I might require maid service at my home. I stopped recording just long enough to make a few additional demands. 
 
   When I restarted the recording, you actually begged me to attach breast forms and start you on estrogen. How could I refuse when you asked so nicely? What’s that? I made you ask me? Yes, I just said that! Seriously though, you know you wanted all of this. Don’t even try to deny it!
 
   I took a pair of realistic C Cup breast forms out of their container, and used the aerosol adhesive to fix them firmly onto your bare chest. Your attempts to dodge away failed, of course. You were too securely immobilized to put up much of a fight.
 
   Feminizing you was so easy! I thanked you for keeping your slight, soft body so smooth for me! Within moments, your new boobs jiggled and moved as if they were a part of you. Soon, I told you, these fakes won’t be necessary. Fearfully, you asked me what I meant by that. 
 
   I said nothing; I just smiled and brought over vials of Estradiol and androgen blockers, and filled some hypodermic needles with the maximum dosages. Finally I took pity on you, and explained what these drugs would do. I stressed that with your lack of masculinity, the hormone treatment would start showing results very quickly. Your sad little face amused and aroused me. I patted your pouty cheeks and began the injections. 
 
   “This one is the strongest androgen blocker available,” I smiled as I pushed the plunger and released the cloudy liquid into your exposed buttocks, “you don’t have much in the way of testosterone, but this will render your male hormones useless.”
 
   I bit my lip with anticipation as I brandished an unusually large hypo. “This is a powerful mixture of female hormones,” I said, feeling my cunny tingling with excitement as I gazed into your frightened eyes. 
 
   I almost climaxed when you asked in a defeated voice, “Why are you doing this to me?” I leaned against the table to regain my balance, took several deep breaths, and answered, “I told you, I need a receptionist who will be obedient, submissive, and not run off with her boyfriend like my last bimbo did!” 
 
   I realized I was shouting, and began again in a gentle voice, cupping your soft face in my hand. “You were never much of a man, were you? Now don’t even try to argue! What kind of man makes an appointment with a gynecologist then shows up wearing pink panties?” I asked.
 
   You tried to explain that it was your live-in fiancée’s fault. That she’d forgotten to do your underwear with the rest of the laundry, and then she talked you into wearing a pair of hers. She’d also told you about the job opening, made the interview appointment, and sent you here. Of course she didn’t mention exactly what the job opening was. Of course I knew all of that before you walked into my little trap. 
 
   With a feral grin I told you, “I know your fiancée Melanie well. Yes I know her name, you naive little sissy. She’s my cousin in fact, and she told me how bored and upset she was with you. That she’d tried to tell you she wanted to break up, that she wanted you to move out, but you ignored all of her hints.”
 
   The hurt on your face was so pathetic as I explained all of this! Watching your spirit crying out in anguish, I almost had an orgasm right there and then. But even as your tears began flowing, I went on, “She was fed up with doing all of the housework. She was tired of waiting for you to find work after you quit your job with the Fielder Clinic, waiting for your career to continue, paying all the bills, with you not earning a cent. When she tried to discuss all of these things directly, you cried. Like a little girl.”
 
   I paused for effect then delivered the knock out punch: “Melanie and I agreed you’d make a better girl than a guy, and here we are,” I shrugged as you began sobbing. Just as you’re sobbing right now. 
 
   Do you remember how you reacted when I told you I’d laced your hormone injections with a highly addictive compound? The look on your face when I told you was priceless, precious even. Even within your oh-so brave denial you had your doubts. I’d done so much to entrap you so completely and so quickly, you had to wonder if I was telling the truth. Of course I was. Why would I lie to you, precious?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Your New Body
 
    
 
   You didn’t want to believe it, but you soon learned that you’d need injections every week to stave off painful, debilitating withdrawal symptoms. It’s hard to believe all that was all a few months ago. At first you refused to come back for your estrogen shots. 
 
   Yes, you tried to endure the agonizing withdrawal symptoms. You had difficulty with the cold sweats, cramps, body aches, and the other milder effects. Sure they were uncomfortable, but not unlike a woman’s period. In fact, that’s pretty much what you were going through, albeit without the bleeding. 
 
   Then, the real withdrawal set in. My dear cousin Melanie, your now ex-fiancée, called me when you screamed in agony and then passed out. Working together, she and I dragged you into my Mercedes, and then drove you here to my home. I administered another round of injections, and before long you were awake and as dizzy as ever. 
 
   Mel smiled as she told you that you two were officially broken up. After all, she’d agreed to marry a smart young doctor, not a ditzy little office bimbo! She dried your little girly tears after explaining that she’d kicked out of your old apartment. You’ve lived with me ever since, serving me as my French maid, and working as my office girl.
 
   The look on your face was so exquisitely helpless when she told you that we’d given away all your clothes and other belongings. You know that you won’t need that junk any more. You have to admit that I keep you much too busy cooking, cleaning, and attending to my every need at home and at the office to waste your time with video games or sports on TV!
 
   I’ve provided you with all the clothing you’ll ever need, the sexy little French maid uniforms, and the cute feminine flirty outfits you wear as my receptionist—like the one you’re wearing now. You came to me looking for a job, and now you have two jobs! Aren’t you a lucky little girl? 
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   It’s been several weeks since you came into my office, pretending to be a man. You’ve given up on that charade, and I know you’ve never been happier. Don’t even try to deny it, girl! That bubble gum you’re always chewing is a special formula I helped develop. It ensures that you’ll always be docile and carefree, perky and precious—a perfect little bimbo. 
 
   Now here you are, sitting at the reception desk in that very same office where you first stumbled onto your new feminine path. You look so sweet in your white silk blouse and your bubblegum pink skirt, with matching pink nail polish and sheer white heart patterned stockings. It wasn’t necessary for you to show me your shiny pink satin garter belt, bra, and panty set, but I do agree they’re adorably flirty.
 
   Don’t your new clothes feel great on your soft, smooth, skin? Focus on how that slippery, slinky blouse glides over your shoulders. And the tight embrace of your bra across your perky boobs. Don’t even try to deny it. I can tell you love all of it!
 
   It’s so sexy how the hot pink bra shows through your blouse. So flirtatious! And don’t your matching bikini panties feel just delish cupping your buns? I’ve seen you shift around on your chair just to let the soft fabric slip and slide across your bubble butt. I know your crotch can’t feel a thing, but maybe I can tickle you there between your cunny lips? Aww it’s so adorable how you blush whenever I mention that.
 
   You won’t even have to take off your swishy little skater skirt. It’s short enough to give me easy access you know? I don’t even have to ask you how it feels to have such a girly little garment tickling your smooth, hairless knees and thighs. Look at you getting goose bumps under your sheer white stockings. You’re such a delicate little princess! 
 
   You know that coquettish valentines pattern on them was designed for sweet innocent tweens? You know that’s exactly what you look like now? Your long strawberry blonde hair was just made for that cute, girly style. 
 
   I love that pretty pink lip-gloss and your ingénue eye makeup. That look is just perfect on you. Your new walk is more like a sexy strut in your three inch pink pumps. If I didn’t know better, I’d take you for a sexy little jailbait cutie!
 
   You’ve made amazing progress under my watchful eye. I’ve been carefully training you for months now, and I’m very impressed! Medical assistant? Don’t be silly! How could a ditzy bimbo like you ever be anything more than a silly little office girl? 
 
   How dare you talk back to me, Katie! Maybe you need to chew some more of your bimbo bubble gum? Here’s two pieces. Yes I insist you chew them both right now! Yes, I know the gum makes you feel all dreamy and silly. That’s the whole point. That’s what you get for being so difficult! 
 
   Now where was I in this story, oh yes! You were making me take a stern hand with you, just as you’re doing right now. Yes, I was raising my voice: “Look at me when I’m talking to you, girl!” I ordered. You stubbornly shook your head no; you were such a bad little girl, so obstinate. 
 
   Moments later, I had you over my knee. I do so enjoy spanking you on your pantied little butt. I love how you squeal and kick your legs so girlishly. You’re a man you say? It’s so hilarious that you ever tried to pretend you were anything but a silly little girl. 
 
   Now pull yourself together, it’s time to go home. Tomorrow will be a very big day. We walked together to the parking garage, and climbed into my Mercedes for the 15-minute drive home. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Your New Home
 
    
 
   Once we arrived at my large, suburban house, I had you carry some shopping bags inside. I know your curiosity was piqued, but I wouldn’t let you look inside the pretty pink plastic bags until after you’d served me dinner and had your own tiny salad. You were still hungry? That’s too bad, sweetie. You know you must stick to a strict diet to maintain your girlish figure!
 
   So now here you are, dressed in the filmy pink baby doll set I bought for you during my lunch break. Doesn’t the soft silk feel so yummy against your creamy, smooth skin? Don’t you just love how the slinky fabric tickles every part of your sexy, kittenish body? You can’t lie to me! You’re in heaven, my dainty angel. I can see it all over your face. This injection will make sure you sleep soundly all night. Sleep tight, and I’ll see you first thing tomorrow morning!
 
   Well it’s about time you were awake and dressed, my lovely little servant girl. There’s no time to waste—you have a very busy day ahead of you. I love how the hormones have done their magic, making your hair so silky and shiny. Soon, you won’t need those long extensions. And your skin! So creamy and smooth! Your lips have grown so pouty, and your butt is so feminine and round. How could anyone ever believe that you once pretended to be a man?
 
   What do you mean you hate all of these feminine changes to your body? That’s a silly thing to say after you’ve begged me for your shots every week for the last few months! Oh you say you had to beg for your shots? That the pain of withdrawal was excruciating? 
 
   Aww don’t cry, dear, you’ll run your mascara and ruin your smoldering smoky eye look. And then you’ll have to do your pretty makeup all over again. Well, I’ve really enjoyed this little chat, but you have an awful lot of work to do, ma petite. 
 
   You must hand wash all of my lingerie and then do the same for yours. You’re probably almost out of those black lace thongs, garter belts, and silk stockings that you love to wear so much. What’s that? I barely ever let you wear anything else? Well you may have a point there, darling, but the facts remain: you have a lot of work to do before the guests arrive. 
 
   What do you mean I didn’t tell you there’d be guests tonight? Where did you get the idea that I had to clear my plans with the help? Yes, that’s all you are, the help. You’re just a dizzy, prissy little French maid. You’re here to serve at my whim, and don’t you forget it. All of your back talk is getting tiring. I’m going to lie down. 
 
   Now here are your orders for the rest of the day. Do the hand washing and put in the laundry. Be in my suite at half past six to dress me for dinner. Prepare a meal of spaghetti marinara with a chef’s salad and garlic bread. Have it ready for seven, that’s two hours time. 
 
   When will you have time for the laundry? Do it as soon as you’ve set the marinara simmering. Do I have to think of everything for you, you ditzy bimbo? Now where was I. Open three bottles of Cabernet at quarter to seven. That will give the wine some time to breathe. Yes three bottles of wine. No make that four. 
 
   Yes I did mention guests. Yes for dinner! Who? Well I have no obligation to do so, but yes I’ll tell you our guest list. There will be Melanie, yes of course your ex-fiancée Melanie. It’s not up to you who I choose to entertain. Who else? Why her younger sister Julie.... 
 
   Don’t interrupt, I’m not finished with.... What? She always had a huge crush on you? My-my! Won’t that be absolutely humiliating for you if she should recognize that the frou-frou little maid is her former crush? No I won’t tell her, but I have no control over what Melanie might say.... What? That’s not my problem is it? 
 
   Now run along and start getting dinner ready and then the laundry. Yes, all of it. And Marie? I want you in your sexiest little uniform tonight.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Look at you, so demure, and yet so sexy in your uniform! Don’t you love the pretty lace details on your short black taffeta French maid’s dress? Doesn’t the fabric feel oh so exciting as it slides across your black fishnet stockings? 
 
   That’s right, you can’t really feel that with the stiff net of frothy petticoats. I can tell you adore the submissive sensation from the swish-swish of the poufy crinolines as you strut around. So cute! I know Julie, Melanie, and their little girl friends all thought so. How does it feel to be a feminine sex object? 
 
   The sewn on apron and the flirty little cap mark you as a wet dream fantasy. Look how the tight bodice shows off your budding breasts, and they’re growing so quickly! You really make an exquisitely dainty and beautiful French maid, Marie!
 
   What’s that? I hadn’t mentioned that’s your new name here? My mistake, pretty one. But yes, your name is now Marie at home and Katie at the office. You’re my French maid and office girl for as long as you please me. Don’t worry, dear. Thanks to the intensive hormone therapy I’ve been giving you, your body and your increasingly feminine nature please me tremendously. 
 
   Oh stop complaining. It’s not my fault that Melanie told Julie who you were. Yes, I imagine it was mortifying for you when she giggled and complimented you on your sexy legs, and insisted on proof that your growing, perky boobs were real. Maybe she shouldn’t have felt you up that way, but what did you expect me to do about it?
 
   Don’t blame me for laughing when Julie told us that after Melanie broke up with you, she’d hoped you’d move in with her! Of course we all laughed when she said she still wants that, but now she wants you as her live-in maid. So what if I said I’d loan you to her? That’s my choice to make, not yours. Anyway you have to admit that the look on her pretty face when I said I’d think about it was something else? Yes I do think she’s serious about wanting to borrow you to serve at her party.
 
   Julie is quite a lovely young lady isn’t she? Her long blonde hair and sparkling blue eyes plus that sexy little body are...yes she is working as a model now. Didn’t you hear her say that she’d try to get you some auditions as a model? Oh, you must have been crying at the time. Wouldn’t you love modeling? That would make three jobs for you!
 
   Actually I haven’t decided yet if I should let Julie have you for her sister’s bridal shower. Yes I’m aware that you were planning to marry Melanie, but you know you can’t possibly…. Yes, it’s true many of her guests knew you as her fiancée, but do you think any of them will recognize you now? 
 
   They might? You may be right about that. You do have the same pretty eyes you had when you were pretending to be a man, the same button nose, and…. No that’s not any concern of mine. Enough of your moaning! It’s time for your hormone shots. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 





 
   Your New Life
 
    
 
   It’s been almost a year since you came into my office, pretending to be a man, looking for a job as a doctor. A dizzy little princess like you a doctor! The very idea! You’ve given up on that charade, and I know you’ve never been happier. 
 
   That bubble gum you’re always chewing is a special formula I helped develop. It ensures that you’ll always be docile and carefree, perky and precious: a perfect little bimbo. Yes, the longer you chew it the more profound the changes will be. Yes, they’re quite permanent.
 
   Aww yes, I do remember your first ballet lesson. You looked totes adorbs in your rose-colored leotard, off-white tights, and shiny pink ballet shoes. You fit in perfectly with the tween girls, even if you were a head taller than them, your hair in a tight little bun, your face all made up in an innocent girly girl look. 
 
   You were so embarrassed. The other girls had much more experience than you did, and their supple young bodies were oh so flexible. That’s why I enrolled you in five classes a week as well as every day yoga training. 
 
   It’s soooo fun dressing you up as a yoga chick in your cute and flirty Lululemon outfits. Which one is your favorite? The raspberry pink sports bra and magenta roll down boogie short shorts with your flow and go tights? Yes? No? OK don’t answer. Be a brat. It doesn’t matter to me.
 
   Before too long, you were doing so well at yoga! Soon, your ballet had quickly improved! You made me so proud at your recital, gracefully lifting your leg above your head, bending so low your head nearly touched the floor, and then spinning like a pretty little top. So cute in your performance tutu! If you keep pouting, I may have to enroll you again. Ballet or yoga, you ask? Why not both! 
 
   Yes, you’ve been serving me and will continue to do so as long as I want you to. Soon, you’ll be ready to perform as a sexy French maid at my fetish parties. If you do well pleasing the women and men there, who knows what will be next for you? 
 
   Yes, this is your new life, my prissy little sissy. That’s right, you’re mine, you bimbo princess. You’re my toy, my plaything to use as I wish. Forever and ever. We both know it’s for the best. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Mindi Harris’ Books on Amazon
 
    
 
   [image: roduct Details]Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: 
 
   Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut
 
    
 
   A young man named Mark accepts a humiliating bet with Stephanie a beautiful coed. Steph jumps at the chance to dress him up as a slut. 
 
    
 
   One thing leads to another until Mark is feminized into a sexy sissy named Melody. Can the cross-dressed coed regain control of “her” life? 

 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Miss Management Series: If you haven’t already, read all these books. Mitch is force-feminized. His former sex-toys turn the tables on him—using and debasing him for their pleasure. And force him to pleasure others. How can Mitch escape this fate as a feminized sex toy for women and men?
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls][image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)]
 
   [image: iss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl][image: iss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl]
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51WFkKGnvcL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization
 
   Mindi Harris (Author), Kylie Gable (Illustrator)
 
    
 
   Lisa was absolutely stunning, standing there, pouting at me seductively. She was leaning against her parents’ car, hip thrust out, throwing all kinds of attitude in a baby blue bikini.
 
    
 
   She said, “anyway, about your penalty for not being as strong as a cheerleader. My mom picked me up after summer practice so I have my cheer uniform in the car....” 

I could see where this was going, and I tried to pull away, saying “No, Lisa!” 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   [image: aught in the Cheerleader's Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl (Caught in the Cheerleader's Terrible Trap! Book 2)]Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Two: Summer Stuck as a Feminized Cheer Girl (Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! Book 2)
 
    
 
   The second part of a dark and twisted tale! Lisa, a beautiful, obsessed cheerleader continues to force-feminize her entrapped victim—a young man named Lee. Lisa is intent on transforming him into Leanne, a pretty cheerleader.

To Lee’s astonished horror, her bizarre and incredible trap seems to be foolproof. Can he escape before the summer ends and it’s time to go back to school for his senior year? Or will he stay stuck as Lisa schemes to turn him into an actual cheer girl? To find out, read this exciting story of female domination and forced feminization.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51Egn54ixSL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Caught in the Cheerleader's Terrible Trap Part Three: Still a Girl at Summer's End 
 
   The third part of a dark and twisted tale! Lisa, a beautiful, revenge-minded, and obsessed cheerleader continues to force-feminize her entrapped victim—a young man named Lee—intent on transforming him into Leanne, a pretty cheerleader. He struggles to escape, but before he knows it the summer is coming to an end! 
 
   What will happen to Lee when he encounters the guys he grew up with? Does he have to attend cheerleading camp with the girls? What about his initiation? Will he end up a school girl as well as a cheer girl? 
 
   
 
 
   


 
   
  
 



[image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51wlcXevXDL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Transformed into a Valentine's Vixen: Part One: Feminized for a Date with a Quarterback
 
    
 
   Cara, a beautiful twin girl is desperate. Her special date is tonight, Valentine’s Day, and she can’t miss it. But she has strep throat and can’t leave the house. All she has to do is talk her twin brother Carl into taking her place. What could possibly go wrong? 

With the right clothes and makeup, her brother will look enough like her. Her stud quarterback boyfriend Jim won’t even know the difference. Or will he? Find out in this first book of a fun, sexy series!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]The blonde’s sapphire eyes burned with anger as she yelled at Mitch, “I knew you’d try something like this!” 

“Please!” Mitch interrupted his long-legged bartender, “I’ll do....” 

“Exactly what we tell you, bitch!” Anastasia snarled. She was feeling that wonderful power surge again, this time even stronger. “You’re going to learn what it’s like to be sexually harassed. I’ll be the manager, and you’ll work a double shift as a Tata girl. Starting tomorrow!” 
 
 
   Defeated, he nodded slightly. 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)]Julie slapped Mitch across the face, just hard enough to startle, but not hard enough to smear his makeup. 
 
    
 
   “Listen you stupid bimbo,” she said, “you will be a perfect little Tata Girl, and you will do everything we say, or else!” 

Lena and Candy put their hands over their mouths to stifle their shocked giggles while Julie showed Mitch dozens of pictures of his transformation on her phone. 

“Now are you going to be a good girl?” Julie asked. 

Mitch nodded slightly, but Julie wasn’t satisfied….
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Miss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]Ana nodded to the other scheduled slutty schoolgirls, Missy and Suzy, who grabbed Mitch and dragged him into the Tata Girls’ ready room. 
 
    
 
   Suzy looked into her locker and said, “I knew I had an extra school girl outfit in here!” 

Missy, who could size up people expertly after working at Hot Topic, looked it over and confirmed, “Yeah, that will definitely fit Mitch. Hey, I have a spare pair of panties in my purse, you know, in case of a walk of shame.”
 
    
 
   Mitch’s feminized humiliation continues!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
 
    
 
   [image: iss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)]”Hey! I’m still a guy under all...this,” Mitch objected, gesturing at his big breasts and feminized crotch. 

“Ha! You, still a guy?” Suzy scoffed again. 

“Annnnnyway,” Missy drawled, “it’s time you returned the favor.” 

She grabbed Mitch’s head and forced it between her thighs, ordering him to “start licking, girlie.”
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