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Amanda HawkinsThe Final Feminization: A reign of forced feminization terrorizes Metro Vancouver…
Charlene looked her younger brother over, an amused smile on her face. “I

wouldn’t worry about that, bro. It’s a special cosmetic sealant used in the film

industry. It won’t come off without a solvent you have to order from the

factory, and which—darn it all—I don’t happen to have.” She busied herself

checking the poofiness of his bustle-supported skirt. “In practice,” she added,

“it won’t so much come off as wear off. Which means that pretty face of

yours should last right through the honeymoon. No matter how much

attention it gets from your soon-to-be husband.”

Delicate hands fell to his sides. “Honeymoon? You didn’t say nothin’ about

that. I thought you just needed these pictures for your portfolio!”

She stepped back. “Yeah, about that. I may have mentioned something about

landing a photo spread in Bridal Magazine? Actually, that’s not true. And I

really could not care less about the contents of my portfolio.”

The bride’s pretty face fell into dismay. “Gee, you never used to shut up about

that… So what the heck am I doin’ in this getup anyway?”

“That’s easy. You’re getting married.” She laughed at his surprise. “Oh yeah,

it’s all a hundred percent legit. I got a lawyer to draw up the paperwork. The

forms you’ll be signing after the ceremony will legally change your name and

make you the man’s wife. And yes, you’re still male ‘down there’, but gay

marriage is entirely aboveboard in this state. So you’re good to go!”

“The hell with that!” He clawed at the zipper in the back of his dress.

Charlene sighed. “Kamiokande.” As soon as the word escaped her lips, her

brother’s feeble attempts to remove his gown ceased. “Kinda makes it hard to

get motivated to do much of anything, doesn’t it? That’s the magic of neuro-

synaptic programming at work. Why do you think you were willing to sit still

for all the stuff I’ve been doing to you? The estrogen injections, the full-body

depilatory treatment, the tracheal shave, the elocution lessons, the breast

implants… Quite the list, isn’t it? Yet you never seemed able to muster up

enough willpower to raise even one objection. I wonder why.”

“But—I don’t wanna get married! Especially not to a man.”

She shrugged. “Too bad about that. It’s a done deal.”

“I won’t! I won’t get up there and say ‘I do’. You can’t make me do that!”

“Oh yes you will. When the priest says ‘repeat after me’, you will repeat what

he says, and you’ll do it with a lovely smile on your face. Kamiokande.”
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The bride’s jaw went slack. “Ooh, yes. I’ll say what the priest tells me to.”

“Of course you will. By the way, your new name is ‘Teagan’. From now on

you’ll be unable to speak or even think your old name. As far as you, me and

everybody else is concerned, that little dork doesn’t exist anymore.”

Teagan stared at the floor, her lips moving. “H-how could you do this to me?

For god’s sake, I’m your brother! What did I ever do to you?”

Charlene rolled her eyes. “Jeez, quit yer whining already. I’m not your sister,

okay? My real name is Reginald—you don’t need to know the rest. A few

years back I built a machine that can send a copy of my mind into somebody

else’s brain. Pretty wild, huh?” She pulled the gown’s zipper back to the top.

“After a month in the other body—can’t be less than that, for some reason—

my old self can put the helmet back on and recall the copy. The machine

blends the two minds together, and I end up with both sets of memories.”

“Are you kidding me? Is this some kind of joke?”

“No joke. I’ve been all sorts of people: babies, little girls, cheerleaders in

high school, recent brides—now that’s a hoot—young mothers, women

going through menopause, even old ladies… Always a girl or a woman, you

might’ve noticed. I have no control over where my mind goes, but that’s the

one constant. I’ve spent so much time in female bodies, well… to be honest,

by now I feel like more of a woman than a man.”

“You are a woman! Gee whiz, Charlene—are you all right?”

“She is, actually. Your sister’s still here, inside this brain, only she’s trapped.

She can’t speak or do anything, other than scream at me. That gets a bit old,

lemme tell ya. But she’ll be right as rain once I’m gone.”

Teagan twisted her fingers together. “Okay, I’ll bite. If you aren’t Charlene,

then who are you? Really.”

“Already told you: the name’s Reginald.” She sighed. “You want more, huh?

Well, some folks call me a mad scientist, but they couldn’t be more wrong…

I’m not a scientist.” She giggled. “I’m an electrical engineer, but no one ever

calls someone a ‘mad engineer’, or a ‘mad inventor’. Don’t ask me how the

damn thing works in terms of its physics, all I know is that it does work.”

Teagan swallowed hard. “A month? That’s when all this bride stuff started.”

“That’s right. It’s weird, but I seem to have developed an unhealthy interest

in the idea of ‘forced feminization’. You aren’t the first guy I’ve turned into a

gorgeous shemale—I haven’t kept track, but it’s probably forty or fifty times

by now, over the whole of Metro Van.” A faraway look came into her eyes.

“It’s just so—I dunno, intense? Watching some poor sap who never had

much confidence in himself as a man, and then he finds himself over-

whelmed by a feminized body and feminine desires he hasn’t a hope in hell

of controlling. And when he finally succumbs to those desires and lets some

manly stud turn him into a real woman? That’s the payoff.” She sighed. “I

have to admit, it’s a huge turn-on. Never fails to get me ‘wet’. As for you,”

she added, pointing at Teagan, “when I discovered that I was a wedding

photographer with a dweeb for a little brother, well… No way could I resist

going all-out with the bridal feminization. Turned out pretty good, too.”

Teagan said nothing, but a tear rolled down her flawless cheek.

Charlene daubed at it with a tissue. “Cry if you want to, sis. You couldn’t

damage that makeup with a blowtorch. But do try to not drip on that lovely

gown you’re wearing, ‘kay? It might show the stain.”

The bride shook her head. “But—why make me get married? If you’re gonna

be gone soon anyway, why does this have to be so… permanent?”

“Oh, that. Wendel’s a buddy of mine, and I owe him a favor. He’s a lot like

me, actually—quite mad—except he really is a scientist. He’s the guy who

did all that neuro-synaptic reprogramming on you.” She moved to adjust the

train attached to the huge tiara. “You were pretty out of it at the time, so you

won’t remember, but as soon as you lay eyes on him at the altar—let’s just

say, no one’s going to have to force you to say ‘I do’. The feelings you’ll

have for good old Wendel will start with ‘head over heels’ and go from

there.” She laughed. “In fact, you’ll be so eager to bend over for the guy, you

might be tempted to do it right then and there—but for everyone’s sake,

including mine, at least try to restrain yourself until the two of you make it to

the bridal suite. There are some things I do not need to see.”

*

By the time Charlene re-awakened to find herself back in control of her own

body, it was twenty-four hours too late to save her brother from womanhood.

Teagan was married and—in her own words—‘crazy in love’. Enraged,

Charlene spent weeks tracking down the engineer’s secret lair, then stuffed it

full of C4 plastic explosives and blew the so-called ‘mad scientist’ straight to

hell. Only then did the terrible reign of forced feminization that for years had

terrorized the Metro Vancouver area come to an end.  

   [Author’s note: This is a true story. It really happened. We swears!]


