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   Chapter One—A Little Favor
 
    
 
   I’d do anything for my twin sister Cara, really. Almost anything. For our entire lives we’d always had each other’s back. In all of those eighteen years, every day we’d been there for each other, no matter what. Until now. Now, she was asking too much of me. Way too much.
 
   “Come onnnnn Carl,” she was pleading, “I’d do it for you!”
 
   I wasn’t so sure. Anyway she knew she’d never have to step up for me like she was asking me to do for her. 
 
   I didn’t have many dates—not any really. My soft looks and even softer personality didn’t make me very popular with the ladies. Well, yes as a resident of the friend zone, but definitely not as boyfriend material. 
 
   Cara, on the other hand, was always in demand. The same attributes that made me unattractive to women—the slim build, delicate features, golden brown shoulder length hair and big dark brown eyes—looked wimpy on me, but exquisite on her. 
 
   We looked so much alike, people often mistook us for each other. That was annoying enough when we were young kids, but it was horribly humiliating for me after we entered our teens. I’d had several humiliating experiences of mistaken identity, each more emasculating than the last.
 
   Cara was usually very sensitive about this. She knew how much I hated it whenever people teased me about us being twin sisters. It was even more painful when people innocently asked if we were identical twins, and then looked confused when I explained that only same-sex twins could be identical. They’d assumed I was her sister! 
 
   She knew all this. So I was stunned and angry when she asked me for this “little favor.” Why was I so upset? She’d recently started dating a new guy Jim, just the latest in a long line of supposed soul mates. Once more she was sure that this was THE guy. Yes, Cara was smitten again. This was “The One” she just knew she’d marry and raise a family with. 
 
   To me, this guy was nothing special. He wasn’t much different from all the rest. Athletic, macho, big and strong, he was the star quarterback from our archrival high school. He seemed like a spoiled rich blowhard from a wealthy family, dumb, arrogant and self-entitled.
 
   Of course she thought he was “confident and self-assured.” Well, either way, I was used to her gushing over some Neanderthal. She swooned over her new Jock Star, but that’s not really why I was angry with her.
 
   Today was Valentine’s Day, and she was disappointed or more like despondent. The day before, she was all excited about the perfect dress she’d bought for her special date. 
 
   She had everything planned, but she couldn’t make it happen. The doctor said her strep throat was very serous, and he ordered bed rest not hot dating. She was way too sick to go out. I had to admit that she did look a mess. 
 
   She was frantic. She’d convinced herself that this would be the day her latest Prince Charming would officially ask her to go steady, and all her dreams would come true. She was counting on this Valentine’s Day date as the first milestone on their path to marital bliss. Only she was too sick to go, meaning all her hopes were ruined forever and ever. At least that’s how Cara saw it. 
 
   I had deep reservations about everything going according to her plan, even before she got sick. If this guy was so into her, why couldn’t he wait until she felt better? I doubted that even if she could magically recover quickly enough to go on the date that this was the guy she’d marry. More than that, I hoped it wasn’t. I didn’t want this big goof as my brother in law.
 
   Most of all, I was sure that her suggested solution was crazy. It told her so and said it could never work. Still, I loved her deeply and didn’t want her upset any more than she already was. So I tried to cheer her up.
 
   “Car,” I said, “it’ll all be OK! If Jim isn’t willing to go steady with you because you were sick this one time, then he’s not the one for you. You go on dates all the time! You know there will be other dates. If not with him, then with someone else, someone better.”
 
   She didn’t answer, but she looked like she was going to cry, so I quickly continued, “You always think the latest guy is THE ONE. He never is, but it’s OK. We’re still young....”
 
   “No you’re wrong,” she interrupted, “we’re adults now! I have to....” Before she could continue, she started coughing.
 
   I took advantage of her sudden inability to speak to try to reason with her. It didn’t work and she was silently urging me to go along with her scheme using her most compelling puppy dog eyes.
 
   “Car, no! You’re asking for way too much this time,” I complained, “why don’t you just take a rain check? You can go on another date as soon as you’re over this strep! You can get all the commitment possible from Jim when you feel better!”
 
   She said, “You don’t get it! This isn’t just any date! This is Valentine’s Day! A date on Valentine’s Day is super special!! I have to make this happen with Jim tonight! I just have to, or he’ll get away! I know he’s the one, and this is my last chance to make him know it too!” 
 
   Her passion had a strong effect on me. It always did. If she’d been asking me for nearly anything else, I’d have agreed instantly, but this? Not this!
 
   “Carl pleeeeease! I’m too sick to fight with you and I’m losing my voice,” she whined, “you have to do this for meeee or...or I don’t know what I’ll do!”
 
   I shook my head, “No Cara, HELL no. It’d never work. He’ll see right through it. It’ll...”
 
   She glared at me, and then softened, “Come ONNNN Carl,” she repeated, “you knowwww it’ll work. Aunt Betsy called you Cara all through Lisa’s wedding! She asked why you weren’t a bridesmaid until she saw me up there with the bridal party!” She was offering me a side stare with a sly smile recounting this trauma.
 
   I blanched at the memory. My own Aunt, someone who’d known me all my life, thought I was Cara. This even after she’d seen me just the night before at the rehearsal dinner. This even though I was wearing a suit at Lisa’s wedding, not a dress or a skirt, clearly a man’s suit. Still, she took me for a girl. How humiliating!
 
   “Look Carl,” she said, as if this was at all reasonable, “I’ve been dating Jim a few weeks now. He’s only met you once, and he was only paying attention to me anyway.” The ridiculousness of her scheme was lost on Cara as she went on, “I don’t think he even realizes I have a twin brother....”
 
   “I don’t think you even realize you have a twin brother, not a sister!” I snapped, getting more and more frustrated at her for pushing the issue. I couldn’t believe she’d even ask me to do this, much less relentlessly badger me about it. 
 
   What was she thinking? I found out what she was thinking—and how desperate she was to reel in this guy—when she did the unthinkable.
 
   “OK Carl, I didn’t want to do this, but you’re leaving me no choice,” she said slowly and deliberately, almost ominously. 
 
   I didn’t like her tone or the ruthless look in her eyes. “Cara, no! You wouldn’t!” I said. 
 
   “Carl, you know I would. If you don’t do this one little thing for me, this one night, I will tell mom and dad your secret. I will. I don’t want to, but....”
 
   I was astonished. She’d promised she’d never tell anyone about my darkest confessions. She’d helped me cover up for my occasional slip-ups; she’d helped me hide the signs, and backed up my denials. 
 
   She’d kept all of my most carefully concealed confidences for me all these years. She’d even protected me many times, taking the blame, saying everything incriminating was hers or her doings—not mine. Now, she was threatening to undo all the good she’d done. All for some jerky jock!
 
   I stared at her, and she looked back at me. Our contest of wills went on and on. She raised her eyebrows, set her jaw determinedly, and worked her Jedi mind control tricks on me. After a few more minutes, I looked down and away. Seeing this, she knew she’d won. We knew each other that well.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Two—Feminized for the Big Date
 
    
 
   A few hours later, I was terrified and beautified, and just about ready to go. The previous 120 minutes had been a whirlwind of activity. Cara spread Nair all over my legs, underarms, chest, and arms, tweezed my eyebrows, and put hot oil in my golden-brown hair. 
 
   After I showered, she toweled me off, and helped me massage bronzing moisturizing lotion into my skin. She glued on short nail extensions and painted them a deep seductive red. I could feel my manhood slipping away.
 
   She had me slip into sexy pink panties, and clipped a padded pink push-up bra closed around my chest. She augmented my modest bust with silicone inserts to match her perfect C cup breasts. She wrapped a lacy pink garter belt around my narrow waist, rolled sheer off-black stockings up my long thin legs, and clipped the garters into place. 
 
   Everything fit me perfectly. Cara and I were almost exactly the same size and shape, to my endless embarrassment. 
 
   With a flourish, she revealed the outfit she’d chosen, a sexy strapless red dress. I started to take off when I saw it, but my sister was ready. She grabbed my arm and spun me around. When I demanded that she let me wear something like jeans and a t-shirt, she shook her head.
 
   “Look,” Cara said calmly, as if me pretending to be her and dating her boyfriends was something we did every day, “we’ve been through all of this. He’ll be here soon and you will be going out with him. And you will be wearing this cute dress. I picked it out special. You have no choice. If you don’t...”
 
   “I know! I know!” I held up my manicured hands with their feminine red fingernails defensively. “But you have to have something else for me to wear? This dress is...it’s....”
 
   “...It’s going on you. Now. No more back-talk, Cara!” 
 
   I bowed my head in surrender, and she had me step into the ultra seductive dress. Then, my twin sister who I loved deeply and would apparently do anything for, zipped the sexy, clingy dress up my emasculated body. I felt imprisoned in femininity. In utter humiliation, I realized that this beautiful dress fit me as well as the rest of her clothes did. 
 
   I had to admit Car had amazing fashion sense. It certainly was a “cute dress” as she put it. With its open, elasticized stay-up bodice barely covering my “boobs” it was extremely sultry. Its subtle lacy pattern gave it a romantic flare. 
 
   The gathered mid-section detail accented my waist, while the sweeping skirt fluffed out and fell to well below my knees to give a classy look. The flirty style and rich color screamed “Valentine’s Day!”
 
    “Now for your hair,” she said excitedly. She’d set her curling iron to heat up before she began feminizing me, and she used it to spin my hair into an exact match for hers. Apparently on a whim, she pulled the front of my hair into soft feathery bangs for what she called the “innocent ingénue” effect. I never felt so humiliated. 
 
   After that, she made up and contoured my face into her signature “baby faced sex kitten look.” It was a come hither, but not too slutty appearance that I knew guys loved. Car knew how to strike that exact balance with her makeup.
 
   “It’s easier to put cosmetics on you than on me!” She chirped. I wasn’t quite so pleased about this, but I knew it was just this one time. 
 
   When she’d completed my transformation into a Valentine’s Vixen, I studied my face in the mirror. She’d used pale pink shadows to emphasize my big brown eyes, and made them pop with liner and mascara. She’d accented my cheekbones and contoured my features to achieve a strikingly feminine look. 
 
   She expertly traced around my lips to make them look bigger, and created a very girly pout with a very girly shade of sheer pink matte lip-gloss.  Lastly, she spritzed me with her favorite perfume and pronounced me a “perfect princess ready for her prince charming.” 
 
   My glare said I wanted to kill her, but she just giggled at me. I knew that I looked more like Cara than ever before, sitting on our sofa in her prettiest dress and sexiest lingerie; all made up like a debutante. She’d remade me into her nearly-exact clone, as enticing and alluring as her considerable skills could achieve. 
 
   With a sinking feeling in my gut and a stirring in my panties, I realized she’d outdone herself. The overall impact was staggering. If I didn’t look like my sister, I’d be hot for me! Looking at myself and realizing how hot I looked as a girl, I had a panic attack. 
 
   I turned to Cara, my eyes wide, and said, “No, there’s no way! I can’t go out dressed like this! People will see me and laugh! Jim will know I’m a guy and he’ll kill me!”
 
   Cara was ready for this last rebellion. She assured me that Jim would never notice the difference. When I looked dubious she said, “If he can tell you’re not me, we’ll know. He won’t kiss you hello, and you can stay home. But if he sees you and gives you a hello kiss, you’re going on the date!”
 
   I was trying and failing to deal with that understanding when the doorbell rang. It was Jim the Jerk, here for our date!
 
   Car tossed her ruby red Louis Vuitton purse into my lap, and dove around the corner, out of sight. With an overwhelming sense of dread, I clicked over to the front door in my heels. My heart was pounding and my face flushed as I opened the door. 
 
   Jim was big! At least a foot taller than me and a hundred pounds heavier. I mouthed a silent prayer that he wouldn’t notice I was a guy. With seriously mixed emotions, I was hoping that he’d kiss me rather than kill me. This was unnerving! Was I actually hoping that I looked enough like a girl for a guy to kiss me?
 
   I stood there holding my breath as Jim scanned my feminized form. He smiled at my pretty, innocent face, and stared at my augmented chest for more than a comfortable moment. Then, he swept me into his strong arms for a passionate kiss. 
 
   I simultaneously gasped in horrified disgust and let out a long-held breath in relief, as he betrayed no signs that he’d detected anything out of the ordinary. He took my arm and escorted me to a new-looking red Escalade. Awash in feelings of shame and humiliation, I abstractly noted that its color matched my dress. Then, I scolded myself for even thinking such superficial thoughts.
 
   Jim chattered non-stop the whole way to Villa Antonio, a high priced Italian place that catered to couples on a romantic rendezvous. Petrified with fear that this big jock would notice I was a guy, I was almost breathless the whole time. I couldn’t have said much even if I wanted to. Not that he asked me anything about myself or would have even let me get a word in anyway. 
 
   I wondered if he ever took a breath? His relentless monopolization of the conversation continued the entire ride over to the restaurant. It went on as he walked me from his car to the restaurant. It persisted unabated as we followed the maître d’ to our table. “What a wind bag,” I thought.
 
   Fortunately I was able to imitate my sister’s voice exactly after years of practice. Jim didn’t notice any difference as I spoke in the typical teen girl cadence my sister used. Not that I had much opportunity to use it, but who knew that my talent for mockery would both put my life at risk and save it?
 
   The date went as well as could be expected. Jim went on and on about his athletic exploits. He bored me with blather about his new car, his family trips, his father’s business (twelve car dealerships), and how he was planning to attend the state college on a football scholarship. 
 
   I tried to say I’d applied there as well, but he ignored me and kept rambling on about his “awesome” accomplishments. That was actually lucky, because I was about to tell him about me, not Cara. If he’d been listening at all he might have been tipped off. When I realized again how vulnerable I was, my heartbeat accelerated and my mouth went dry. I decided to try not to talk if I could avoid it.
 
   Jim held my hand and, remembering Cara’s combined pleading and threats, I let him. This terrified me. I could feel my palms getting sweaty. I was in deepening denial that my life was literally in my hand. I was stunned to think that my dear sister had coerced me into this dangerous deception. 
 
   I tried to be nice to him—I really did! His ponderous self-promotion made that impossible. Luckily he didn’t seem to pick up on my sarcasm when I pretended I was thrilled and oh so impressed with his non-stop bragging. 
 
   “So when I scored the winning touchdown on an awesome scramble, I got the game ball again, for the 8th time this season!” he said.
 
   “Wow! You must be like the best basketball player ever!” I deadpanned.
 
   “That’s football, babe,” he corrected condescendingly, “though I’m pretty awesome at basketball too.”
 
   “Your dad must be rich with all those car dealerships,” I fake-gushed, “you’re so lucky! He could buy you a nose job!”
 
   “Yeah he’s pretty loaded, I have to say it is awesome,” Jim bragged, “but nose jobs are just for chicks. No offense.”
 
   “None taken,” I answered, thinking about how much he used the word “awesome.”
 
   I was almost too bored by this drivel to remember to be terrified, but I couldn’t forget the crazy risk I was taking. How could I forget? The tightness of the dress, the bounce of the fake boobs on my chest, even the smell of Coco perfume on me all reminded me I was pretending to be my beautiful twin sister. 
 
   Speaking of Cara, what she saw in Jim, I’d never know. The night couldn’t end fast enough, and even when he stole a kiss and went in for some tongue, I was almost as relieved as I was disgusted. Mercifully it was finally over! I’d never have to go through with such a terrifying, emasculating experience ever again.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Three—Another Big Date
 
    
 
   At least I’d thought this humiliating ordeal was over, but about three weeks later I sadly learned it wasn’t.
 
   “What did you do?!” Cara was yelling at me.
 
   “What are you talking about?” I replied, confused.
 
   “On the date? With Jim?”
 
   I was wondering what he might have told her. She couldn’t be mad about the kiss? He’d left me no choice. It sure wasn’t my choice! Anyway, he wouldn’t have....
 
    “He said I’d changed! That I didn’t have the same sexiness as I did on Valentine’s Day. He says I started ‘trying too hard’! He wants to break up with meeeee!” she wailed.
 
   “I told you he wasn’t the one, Car,” I started.
 
   “But he is! He’s perfect! You have to help meeeee!” she wailed again.
 
   I thought, “uh-oh.”
 
   “OK I’ll help,” I offered, “maybe we can talk about how to make you act more like me?” Even as I said it, it sounded stupid.
 
   Cara immediately rejected that suggestion, “No, there’s no time for that. You have to go out with him again tonight, and get him back for me!”
 
   And there it was. My sister who I’d loved deeply all my life, and would do anything for had completely lost her mind.
 
   I tried to resist, honestly I did. I raised all the logical exceptions. I flatly refused. She cried. I cried. None of it mattered. My sister had made up her mind and once she made up her mind, she made me capitulate again.
 
   In about an hour, I was in Cara’s bedroom, once again getting made over into her identical twin sister. She’d had me remove all my body hair, apply lotion, and slip into a black bra and panties set. 
 
   Once again, I was wearing a lacy garter belt and sexy stockings—this time black fishnets. She stuffed the inserts into the bra, moved it around, reached into her closet, and held a handful of cloth behind her back. 
 
   I hadn’t seen the dress she’d picked out for this all-important date, not until that point. If I had, there’s no way I’d have gone along with this insane scheme a second time. 
 
   Cara was smart to hide it from me. She knew I’d have refused to wear this revealing little mantrap, even if that meant defying her and facing her threats. It was a sexy little black halter-type mini-dress, short and tight, with a plunging neckline and of course no back or sleeves. 
 
   “You have got to be kidding, Car! That dress is barely there! Don’t you think that’s what Jim meant by you ‘trying too hard’?”
 
   She stared at me impatiently and wordlessly, as if I were raising weak and unimportant objections. 
 
   I whined, “Seriously, that dress? You can’t possibly expect me to wear that? Outside the house? On a date? With a guy? Oh no! No! No! No! No! No!”
 
   Holding up the dress, barely more than a baby doll nightie, she went through all of her manipulative “greatest hits.”
 
   “Oh Carl you have to! My whole future depends on this! That dress is gorgeous! Once he sees me—I mean you—in it, he’ll want me for sure!”
 
   “Yeah he’ll see me in it, not you!” I growled, “he’ll want me in it, not you! Have you lost your mind? This is insane!”
 
   Cara suddenly lost patience and said, “Listen, sister, you’re wearing this dress and that’s that! Then, I’m going to do your make up and hair, and you’re going out with Jim. You’re going to get him to fall back in love with you—I mean with me! Now, step into this dress or else! I said NOW!”
 
   Against my better judgment, I lifted one leg into the skimpy sheath and then the other. With a flourish, she tied the halter-top into a flirty bow behind my neck, and had me step into a pair bright red fuck me pumps with three-inch stiletto heels. I tottered around as helpless as a newborn fawn. I’d hoped Jim’s Escalade wouldn’t break down. I couldn’t walk 15 feet in these shoes.
 
   We saw our time was short, so Cara went into overdrive brushing colors on my face like a speed painter. It took her just a few moments to recreate the “romantic slut look,” she wanted for the evening, and like a terribly haunting deja-vu experience, I felt myself turned into my sexy twin sister once more. 
 
   In this little dress, it was like I was barely wearing anything. That alien sensation triggered another panic attack as the doorbell rang. I stood frozen in fear. Car gave me two air kisses, pushed her little black Prada bag into my hand, and shoved me toward the door. 
 
   I staggered, but managed to maintain my physical balance. My emotional balance, not so much. I reluctantly clicked over to my next frightening, humiliating encounter, while Cara hid behind the couch. I think she wanted to see what I did that Jim liked so much so she could copy it. If so, I hoped she figured it out soon so I would never have to pretend to be her again.
 
   This second date went much like the first, only worse. This time, Jim seemed less smug and more.... Sad? Impatient? Insecure? I felt so exposed in this dress that I found it hard to pay attention to him at all. Oddly, he was paying at least some attention to me. I was actually hoping he’d stop. If he gave me too much notice, he might figure out I wasn’t Cara. That would be very very bad. 
 
   “Oh my God,” I panicked, “he can tell I’m not Cara! That’s why he hasn’t kissed me! If he doesn’t kill me, she will!” I closed my eyes and prayed. Nothing happened. I opened my eyes warily. To my relief, there was no screaming and no killing. “Maybe I’ll survive this after all?” I pondered.
 
   Jim seemed both enticed and intimidated by the sexy dress I was wearing. His eyes went wide, and he smiled, then sort of closed up. I stood at the door, waiting for—while not wanting—Jim to kiss me. He was looking at me with a strange mix of anticipation and reluctance. His body language seemed to say he was uncomfortable. He was leaning away from me slightly, almost as if he expected me to attack him. 
 
   I knew that the plan was to get him back in love with Cara, but that made no sense at all. I never wanted to make a guy like me that way. I’d never even thought about how to make a guy like me, much less fall in love with me. I didn’t even know how to get a girl to like me, and at least I wanted that to happen. So, I had no idea what was going on, or what to do.
 
   I looked up at him with my own mixed messages. I licked my lips nervously while my doe-like eyes revealed the vulnerability I felt. Jim seemed relieved by this. He smiled at me widely with a look of happy recognition on his face. He moved toward me, tentatively at first. 
 
   When I held back and kept looking up at him with an involuntary deer in the headlights expression, he grinned and moved aggressively. He grabbed me and kissed me deeply and passionately. I sort of squeaked, and tried not to spit in disgust. If he wasn’t holding me tightly, I might have bolted. 
 
   All of my timidity seemed to turn him on because he snickered, slapped my butt, and said, “There’s my girl!”
 
   He pulled me out the door by my arm firmly, almost roughly, and marched me toward his car. I heard a muttered, “Son of a bitch!” from behind the couch as I closed the door. 
 
   “What did you say, babe?” Jim asked.
 
   “Huh? Oh nothing, dear,” I replied, my sense of humor threatening to trip me up. He also heard Car’s curse. Could she really be jealous of me? I wish I hadn’t called Jim “dear.” The intense pressure I felt compelled me to try joking to relieve my tension. It didn’t help me much, but he laughed and seemed relaxed.
 
   Once we were in his Escalade Jim relaxed even more, and started pawing me. That made me extremely nervous. My anxiety seemed to make him even more amorous, and more “grabby.” In this skimpy dress, I looked like a half unwrapped delicious treat, and I felt like I was about to be eaten.
 
   Unlike the first debacle—I mean date—Jim bragged a lot less and asked me a lot more questions. Or really talked about me, or rather Cara, more. 
 
   “So babe, I really like it when you’re like this,” he said.
 
   He always called me “babe.” I wondered if he knew my—I mean Cara’s—real name. I was too confused to get angry, so I just sat there and shrugged. We were stopped at a light, and he turned to look at me. 
 
   I looked back with the Bambi eyes that had become my new favorite go-to response. Remembering the smoldering eye makeup I was wearing, I realized that my naive expression probably made me look seductively feminine and attractively innocent. It had the predictable impact on Jim. 
 
   “See? That’s what I mean, babe! I love it when you look all adorable like that and act like, well, like a girl.” 
 
   “Umm. Well then, how do I usually act?” I asked, afraid of, but somehow needing to hear the explanation.
 
   “Well, don’t take it the wrong way, babe,” he said sounding a little hesitant, “but....”
 
   “Yes?” I urged him to go on, equally hesitantly.
 
   “Well after Valentine’s Day you got all bossy and controlling, kinda macho like. You didn’t listen to me.”
 
   “And what was I like on Valentine’s Day?” I asked in a strangled whisper, afraid I already knew the answer. 
 
   “Oh then babe? It was so awesome,” he said, “you were so girly and feminine, just like now!” He punctuated this chilling evaluation with a gentle caress of my cheek.
 
   So there it was. My beloved twin sister, who I would and was doing anything for, and who I was pretending to be at that very moment, to help her keep her boyfriend, was losing said boyfriend to me. Her twin brother. Because I acted more femininely than she did. 
 
   My sense of emasculated humiliation was breaking all boundaries. That was saying a lot considering how I was dressed. In shock, I couldn’t keep my eyes from widening, not even when Jim said, “Just like that, babe, I love it when you do that with your eyes.”
 
   Apparently it made me irresistible, because he grabbed my face and kissed me again, this time with tongue. He didn’t stop necking until the cars behind us started honking. Someone pulled up next to us and yelled, “Get a room!” I was mortified. 
 
   I didn’t remember a lot more from the date. The twin shocks of learning that my girly girl twin sister’s boyfriend thought I was much more attractive and feminine than she was—and having him prove the point by ramming his tongue down my throat—combined to knock me into a strange limbo of denial and disorientation. 
 
   “What can I tell Cara?” I asked myself over and over. “She’ll be so hurt! She’ll kill me!”
 
   I did my best to listen to Jim, to find out things I could tell Cara, but it didn’t go well. 
 
   “Why can’t you always be so quiet and sweet, babe, like now?” I heard him ask, and I felt my stomach flip-flop as I offered a weak smile and my almost constant wide-eyed stare. 
 
   “Just like that! This is how you’re awesome. Why do you have to be so pushy sometimes? Most of the time you’re so—I don’t know the word...”
 
   “Dominant?” I asked.
 
   “That’s the word yeah. I don’t like that. It makes me feel like, I don’t know....”
 
   “Emasculated?” At this point I wasn’t sure if I was talking about him or me.
 
   “No not that, babe, no girl can do that to a real man, but just kind of sad and something?” Jim offered. 
 
   “Intimidated?” I tried.
 
   “Yeah maybe, but I don’t feel that now. Not when you’re so delicate? No that’s not it. Umm shy? No....”
 
   I before thinking, trying to be helpful, I offered, “Submissive?”
 
   I cringed as I said it, and cringed again when he answered. 
 
   “Yeah babe! Exactly! Awesome word!” he sounded like he was having an epiphany, “I like you all submissive like this, not when you get—you know—the opposite?”
 
   At this point I was emotionally destroyed. This big jerk liked me more than my beautiful feminine sister because she was more dominant, while I? I was the submissive little vixen he found irresistible.
 
   I have trouble remembering what happened next, but I know we had a spirited tussle, and then went to dinner. Eventually I did get home. Cara was waiting for us to get back, peering out the living room window. She wasn’t at all happy when Jim bent me back and kissed me—more like mauled my mouth with his tongue—and felt me up. He didn’t let me breathe for long minutes and I had to cling to a pillar on our front porch to keep from falling over as Jim skipped to his car and peeled out down our tree-lined street.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Four—Wrestling with a Dilemma
 
    
 
   Jim’s car was barely out of sight when Cara popped out of the front door and dragged me inside. In seconds, she was interrogating me on our living room sofa. In a daze, I was trying to tell her all about the huge mess we were in. 
 
   “Wait, are you sure he said that?!?! You’re more submissive than me, and that’s why he likes you more? Is that what he said?!?!” Cara was yelling at me, and I was in tears.
 
   “Yes. No. Sort of.” I was trying to explain, “He said he liked YOU when YOU were more submissive. He doesn’t even know me—Carl—he....” The tears were falling faster.
 
   “But you’re the submissive one!? You’re the one he likes!?” She was ranting, “This is insane! How is that even possible? How can he say you’re more submissive?”
 
   “Look at me closely,” Car,” I said softly. 
 
   She did, and saw how she’d dressed and made me up. Black halter mini-dress. Red fuck me pumps. Alluring makeup. 
 
   “How did I get this way?” I asked and then answered, “Because you dominated me. You forced me to dress like you and pretend to be you, and because I submissively let you do it.”
 
   She opened her mouth to object, but we both knew it was true. We both knew all about the sexy lingerie she made me wear underneath. It hit me that Jim also knew what my panties and garter belt looked like. I felt a shuddering wave of revulsion, and thrust the memory down deep into my subconscious. 
 
   He didn’t get too good a look, because I knew what would happen if he had. If Cara thought their relationship was rocky now, imagine if Jim thought she had a cock. I giggled nervously at the thought.
 
   “Why are you giggling?” Cara asked, but I didn’t know how to answer, so I just shrugged. 
 
   She didn’t press me, for once. She looked pensive and she scanned me as if looking for clues that could explain why her crush was crushing on her brother rather than on her. 
 
   We looked so much alike already that we were basically identical after she’d finished feminizing me in her clothes, with girly hair and makeup. She must have realized that Jim’s preference had nothing to do with our looks. It had to be all about her personality.
 
   “Oh nooooo,” she wailed, “I’m a freeeeak! I act like a guuuuy!”
 
   Now it was my turn to console her. “No Car, no!” I hugged her, “you’re assertive and confident and wonderful. It’s just that he’s too much of a wimp to handle you! He’s not good enough for you. Dump him.”
 
   “But I looooove him!” She complained.
 
   “I knowwww. But whyyyy?” I asked. I’d barely noticed that I’d slipped back into her vocal range and cadence—the tone and idiom I’d been using all night.
 
   “Isn’t it obvious? He’s soooooo strong and mannnnnnly. And his family....” she broke off self-consciously.
 
   We were the only kids of a pretty well off family. Our mom is an Ob-Gyn, and our dad is an anchor for the local news. Both of them earn a lot and we live in a nice suburb of Washington, D.C. Basically, we’re millionaires. 
 
   We never lacked anything, so I was pretty surprised Car was touting someone else’s family wealth as a reason to love him! She seemed to be just as surprised. 
 
   I considered, “So Jim’s father was a cut above us on the financial food chain. So what? The money couldn’t be it. We had money!”
 
   Cara looked embarrassed and I knew her well enough to identify that look.
 
   “What aren’t you saying, Car,” I insisted, “tell me!”
 
   She got this dreamy look on her face and gave me an abashed half-smile.
 
   “Oh no,” I thought, “I recognize that gaze.”
 
   As I gently tapped her on her knee, Cara seemed to stir from her reverie and snapped back to the here and now. She shrugged much like I’d just done, and I realized how similar our gestures were. No wonder I was able to fool Jim. Maybe he wasn’t as clueless as I’d thought?
 
   “Come on Car, you can tell me,” I assured, pretty sure I already knew what she’d say.
 
   Cara confirmed my suspicions when she replied, “OK, it’s like this. Ever since I was a little girl....”
 
   “...You always had the fantasy of being a princess,” I finished for her.
 
   She looked self-conscious and ashamed.
 
   “You know that’s a very unenlightened and patriarchal stereotype?” I admonished, “If your sisters in the National Organization for Women knew....”
 
   “I knowwww!” She said, “but I can’t hellllp it!”
 
   I was stunned! I thought Cara and I were so close! I asked myself, “How did I miss this princess obsession? I was sure she’d outgrown it years ago. Why would she cling to this dream of being a damsel in distress? She was class president and homecoming queen, yearbook editor and captain of the girls’ soccer team. She was so driven, so accomplished, so....”
 
   “I’m so confuuuused!” she whined.
 
   I realized what was happening. I told her, “It’s OK! You put a lot of pressure on yourself. You take on a lot of responsibility. You always take charge in everything you do. It makes sense that you want someone else to be strong, to take care of you sometimes. Someone powerful and decisive....”
 
   “Yessss!” she agreed, “that’s it! I want my....” 
 
   “...knight in shining armor” we finished together, and hugged each other laughing.
 
   Suddenly her mood dropped again, “But Carl, it’s not working,” she moped, “I’m doing it all wrong. Jim doesn’t love me. He won’t rescue me.”
 
   “How can he?” I asked, “when you won’t let him? Anyway, why should you let him? You don’t need to be rescued.”
 
   Cara pouted, and I realized I was the only person who ever saw this side of her, the vulnerable side. I told her that and explained, “Jim loved it when he saw fear and weakness in me. I’m disgusted to say it, but it...turned him on when I was submissive to him. He never sees that in you, Car. You come on too strong, and it makes him...not turned on.”
 
   “You’re right Carl, I know you’re right, but what can I do?” She complained.
 
   “I don’t think you’re doing anything wrong!” I said, “this guy thinks he needs to be in charge, but he can’t assert himself with you. He’s too insecure. You’re just too strong for him.” 
 
   “I can learn! I can be submissive if that’s what Jim wants!” she pleaded, “you have to teach me to be a soft, feminine, girly little princess...just like you! You haaaave to!”
 
   “No, I don’t have to do anything!” I growled. I was utterly humiliated by her request, and anyway I disagreed with her. I tried to stay calm but failed as I said harshly, “I don’t know how to teach you how to be submissive or feminine, and sure can’t teach you how to not be you! You’re fine the way you are, you bossy bitch! If he can’t deal with you, that’s his loss. You have to dump this jerk! Do it!”
 
   I was getting impatient, and snapping at her. This tone was highly out of character for me. Cara immediately reminded me why I seldom stood up to her.
 
   “Oh is that so Miss Priss? I have to do what you say?” She grabbed me by my wrists firmly, and pushed me back on the sofa. I struggled to escape, but as always she was too strong.
 
   “Let me up, Cara!” I cried, using her full name as I usually only did when I was mad at her, “Mom and Dad will be home soon, and I have to change out of all this girly crap!”
 
   “OK fine, Sis. I’ll let you go but first, you have to promise me!” she demanded, “you have to promise you’ll go out with Jim again and show me how you act. How you get him so turned on!”
 
   I was shaking my head no. I’d been felt up and worse. I only narrowly escaped detection last time. He was so strong and forceful; I could barely hold him off. It was horrible. Disgusting. Emasculating. I wasn’t going to press my luck.
 
   Cara nodded her head yes saying, “Just one more time Carl! You have to! We can make it a double date. You cozy up to Jim and I’ll watch your seduction techniques, you little minx!”
 
   She’d never impugned my masculinity like this before, and she knew I was very sensitive about it. I didn’t like where this was going, and I tried to twist my wrists free from her grasp. I got frustrated and angry as she held me tightly.
 
   “It won’t work, Cara! That’s crazy!” I yelled, “you’ll never be the kind of girl he wants.”
 
   That was the exact wrong thing to say, I knew that even as the words escaped my mouth. Still, I was shocked by how Cara reacted.
 
   “Hmmm, since you think you’re so much better as a girl than I am, maybe I should just hold you here til mom and dad come home? Maybe they’d like to see just what a sexy submissive little girl you really are?” 
 
   She was teasing me, with a playful singsong tone of voice, but there was an undertone of menace. She’d heard about how her beloved Jim was into me in a way he wasn’t into her, and she’d even seen it for herself. 
 
   After all this time, she saw me beating her at something she cared about a lot. It didn’t matter that she’d forced me to date him, and I hated him. She was jealous of me, and started hurting me. I was terrified.
 
   “Cara! Let me up right now!” I said, more nervous than angry, “or else I’ll....”
 
   “Or else you’ll what, little sister?” Her voice was less playful and more commanding. I’d made her jealous and now I’d unwittingly provoked her competitive streak. This was not good. 
 
   She glared at me and said, “Now it is ON!”
 
   I changed tactics quickly, “I’m sorry, Car! Please let me go? Pleeeease?” I whined.
 
   “Uh...no!” She smirked, “you were acting all bossy and dominant and everything, so why don’t you make me let you go?” There wasn’t a hint of humor in her voice. She hooked her legs around mine and put her full weight on my arms, pinning me helplessly. 
 
   I couldn’t get any leverage on the soft cushions. Even if I could, it wouldn’t have mattered. Cara had proven over and over that she was stronger than me. In our eighteen years of life, I’d never once beaten her in anything—wrestling included—until I apparently accidentally won her brave knight from her. 
 
   Cara knew all of this, but she was pretending otherwise and this only heightened my sense of emasculation.
 
   “What’s wrong, Carly?” She asked in a soft bimbo tone, “you’re supposed to be the big strong man here, right? Why don’t you stop going so easy on your helpless widdle sister and show me who’s boss?”
 
   I glanced at the clock and went berserk, thrashing with all my might. It was useless. 
 
   “Let me go Cara!” I yelled, “right now!” 
 
   Cara’s smile was huge but harsh as she asked, “Aww what’s wrong now, Missy? Is your big strong dominant sister being mean to submissive little you? Is she keeping you from your ballet lesson? Or maybe you want to go shopping with your girlfriends at the mall?”
 
   “Cara! Let me up this second!” I was getting angry and—as this humiliating situation went on—I was getting really scared. Our parents were expected any minute! Even if Cara let me go now, I’d have to race upstairs and hide! She didn’t seem to care. 
 
   “There you go again, getting all bossy and forgetting that you’re just a submissive little sissy!” she mocked, “why don’t you just push me off and go do your nails or whatever girly thing you want to do?” 
 
   Just then I heard the front door opening. My eyes grew wide—as they’d been doing a lot lately—and I yelled at Cara, “OMG! Our parents!”
 
    
 
   To be continued!
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Five—Read My Other books!
 
    
 
   Mindi Harris’ Books on Amazon
 
    
 
   Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut
 
    
 
   [image: ]Stephanie gathered five of her friends, and explained that they were going to completely feminize me. They all seemed unsurprised, and even excited about this. They were intent on helping Stephanie with her plan to dress me up as “a sexy slut.” 

I was beyond humiliated as they all agreed that my body was very feminine and quickly moved onward with my transformation. They rolled some sheer black pantyhose up my legs, and then made me step into a very short, very tight denim miniskirt. 

Before zipping it closed, they put a tight, nearly see-through white blouse on me, buttoned it up and tucked it into the skirt. They fastened the micro mini tightly around my waist. I kept shaking my head, astonished that Stephanie’s risqué clothes fit on me at all, much less this well. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Mindi Harris’ Books on Amazon
 
    
 
   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. 
 
    
 
   His torment increases, from book to book as he’s forced to prance around in humiliating feminine outfits. He endures one emasculating ordeal after another, including a walk of shame dressed as a slutty waitress. 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] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization
 
   Mindi Harris (Author), Kylie Gable (Illustrator)
 
    
 
   [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51WFkKGnvcL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]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!” 

Her fingers were too strong, however, and without much effort she pulled me inexorably toward her family’s white Honda Civic. “Oh yes, Leanne, you’re going to try on my uniform now, and because you agreed to doubling the bet, you’re going try out for cheerleading!” she said.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   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)
 
    
 
   [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)]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.

This 9,900+ word book is for adult readers only. It depicts graphic sex including transgender, forced feminization, humiliation, cross dressing, bondage, female domination, forced chastity, pegging, spanking and more!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   
 
   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.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   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.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Mitch’s feminized humiliation will continue soon!
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