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Beware! This 3,000+ word story will immerse YOU into your new life as a feminized office girl! You will find yourself helplessly transformed in body and mind—from an intelligent, accomplished professional businessman into a silly little bimbo receptionist! 
 
   Warning! This story contains MTF (male-to-female), TG (transgender), BDSM (bondage, discipline, sadomasochism), kinky, LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender) erotica, specifically a reluctant character’s forced feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, forced chastity, as well as taboo, kinky fetish scenes of rough sex, spanking, power and role reversal, whipping with a belt, coerced intoxication, bimbofication, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. If any of these topics offend you, please stop reading now.


 
   
  
 

 
 
   Reader discretion advised. For Mature audiences only. Do not buy, borrow, download, or read this book if explicit sexual fetish / erotic / taboo topics offend you, or if you—or anyone you would allow to see this material—are under the legal age 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.
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   I smile predatorily at your receptionist as I demand that she page you to inform you of my presence. I peg her as no older than 21 or 22. She’s very attractive with her honey blonde hair curled alluringly around her heart-shaped face. I wonder how much and more importantly why you’re overpaying her, and how else she could afford such an expensive yet flirty ensemble? 
 
   In her thigh-length pink designer dress, with sexy sheer patterned hose, stylish four-inch white pumps, exquisite jewelry, and tight little body, she presents as young and competent, smart yet sexy. No easy feat especially for someone so fresh and young. 
 
   The sign at her station identifies her as “Brandi S. Miles, Receptionist” I can work with that, I decide. Idly, I notice that she’s about your height and weight. This girl has potential, I muse.
 
   I laugh when she asks if I have an appointment, and I smirk as her eager blue eyes blink in confusion at my obvious lack of respect for you. She shows surprise that you, her big-shot boss, could ever not be in total control of a situation. 
 
   She is visibly stunned when I refer to you by my pet name for you. Still, when I tell her to use that same diminutive when announcing me, she follows my directions to the letter. I have that commanding ability as you’re well aware, my obedient slave. 
 
   I hear Brandi speaking into the office com using her piping little girly voice, “Sir, there’s a woman here to see you.... No she doesn’t have an appointment.... Yes, I know, but.... No, I really think you should see her.... No, I really think you should see her...Puppy Dog.” 
 
   I hear her gasp at her own audacity. Calling you—her mighty boss—by such a condescending name has to be a frightening experience for her. But then I notice a flicker of a smile brighten her bubble-gum pink lips and an electric flash of empowerment illuminate her star sapphire eyes. 
 
   Maybe I’ve created a monster, or at least awoken a new dominatrix. “This could get very interesting for you in the days and weeks come,” I giggle to myself, “but that’s probably a matter for another day. I look forward to that!” As I imagine your terrified expression, I giggle again. I don’t have to wait too long.
 
   I smirk at you as you stride into the reception area with obvious agitation. I stand confidently in my royal blue Chanel suit, an oversized black Jimmy Choo bag slung over my shoulder, my long silky hair tied up into a tight, austere bun. 
 
   Oh, the look on your face is delightful. A mixture of blushing from embarrassment and flushing from barely suppressed anger. You’re so cute when you’re humiliated and even cuter when you think you have any say in what I do to you. Such an adorable little puppy dog. 
 
   “I know you’d asked me not to invade your little business life, begged me in fact to leave you one place where you could maintain your dignity and authority. I ignored you. So what? After all, it’s me who gives the orders and you who follows them. Or usually you follow them. That’s what this little visit is about,” I say with my trademark feral smile.
 
   I can tell that inserting myself into your most important area makes you feel vulnerable and even violated. As your Mistress, I know everything about you. You began seeing me as your therapist, seeking relief from your overwhelming stress at work. Crippling tension that drove your fiancé away from you, and threatened to ruin your life.
 
   I quickly diagnosed that your anxiety attacks resulted from your obsessive compulsion to control everything around you. I began working you through my rather unorthodox behavior modification exercises. 
 
   Before long, I had you so very well trained, didn’t I? Over time, our relationship changed as you divulged your deepest, darkest secrets and I expertly probed you in more ways than one. 
 
   You came to me a well-known and powerful businessman able to terrify underlings and competitors alike. Over these many months, I’ve been systematically stripping you of your power, pushing you passed your every boundary, and dominating you in every possible way. 
 
   The dominant smile I flash at you and your simpering, submissive look in reply confirms what we both already know. And we both know exactly how aroused that mutual understanding makes you. 
 
   I look at your crotch to confirm that your body betrays your subservient excitement, and then wink knowingly at your pretty young receptionist. She shrugs but smiles back at me. 
 
   I enjoy your look of terror as my implied threat becomes clear to you. I wave the sexy little office girl back to her station, and she obeys without hesitation. When she’s just out of earshot across the large waiting area, I move directly toward you. 
 
   Leaning in close, I invade your personal space until I can softly torment you without fear of Brandi overhearing. I know just what to say to push alllll your buttons. I breathe into your ear, “Imagine how Miss Brandi would react if she knew the *real* you? Imagine, just imagine how you’d feel if I loaned’ you to her?” 
 
   I can see your fear increasing as you squirm under my gaze and silently mouth the word “no” over and over. But I’m just getting started. 
 
   I understand just how helpless it makes you when I ask, “What would become of the big strong businessman if I let that bubbly, ditzy, feminine young thing order you around for an hour, or a day, or...?” 
 
   I giggle as my implication trails off, making you gasp. “Maybe the two of you could switch jobs for a bit? I bet you’d make such a cute little office girl!” At this your jaw drops.
 
   “What’s that? Yes I know you told me you’re not into any gay or bisexual or sissy scenes. Yes, yes I know I promised never to test you on anything like that. Calm down, my pet. No need to whine about it, puppy. Oh well,” I sigh, “It would sooooo fun watching you sashay around in sexy high heels, fetching coffee for Brandi...your new boss.” 
 
   I laugh, knowing that this is your most taboo fantasy, one you’ve confessed makes your blood turn to ice, one that you’d both love and hate to have really happen. I can see you trying to decide if I’d ever really do that to you. 
 
   So I put your fears into words saying, “I can tell you’re paralyzed by the mere hint of me turning your whole life upside down, and leaving you at the mercy of a bubble-gum chewing ultra girly office bimbo.”
 
   I tap my chin with a perfectly red-manicured fingernail, pondering before correcting myself, “No wait, that’s not exactly right. I’d be leaving you as a bubble-gum chewing ultra girly office bimbo, under the control of a 20-something boss-vixen. How sweet would that be? We both know I could do it with barely more than a snap of my fingers.” I smile as you swoon, nearly losing your balance in shame.
 
   “Back to business,” I say, stroking your cheek possessively, “I know you’re wondering why I decided to invade your little corporate sanctuary. I have no obligation to explain myself to you my pet, but I will anyway. You see, I’ve been binge-watching Mad Men and it had three different effects on me.” Seeing you nod nervously, I continue.
 
   “First, it made me want to see this high-powered business environment for myself up close. Second, after watching all the macho sexist slights and put downs of women on the show, I felt the need to cut a businessman down to size. Guess who I picked to cut?” 
 
   I laugh at you as you squirm helplessly. “Most of all, watching them clink the ice in their whiskey glasses and guzzle martinis made me want to play my favorite drinking game.”
 
   I turn and call to Brandi, planning to have her to run a special little errand for me. I beckon to her, and then whisper in her ear softly so you can’t hear. Her eyes widen in surprise and her smile is iridescent as she quickly obeys my command. 
 
   One glance at you confirms that my actions have you trembling like a frightened little puppy in a thunderstorm. You can’t possibly know what I may have told young Brandi, but you suspect the worst.
 
   “Brandi, even that name excites me again about the fun little drinking game I’ve planned,” I say, as she hurries off to do my bidding, her tight little butt wiggling in her tight little dress. I notice you watching her leave with more than a little attention so I ask you, “My my! That’s such a sexy, flirty, feminine little dress isn’t it, my puppy?” I smirk at you as you shudder in response.
 
   As the door closes behind Brandi, I raise my left eyebrow asking, “Have you had sex with her, puppy?” Your stunned look answers my question—as if I needed any proof. I laugh coldly. Then I take hold of your expensive red silk necktie like a leash and pull you toward me. “Show me your office,” I purr, absolutely assured that you’ll comply. 
 
   Shaking, you lead me to your place of power and, as you do, I can feel your authority and confidence draining away. I feel you ceding all of your remaining strength and volition over to me, your Mistress. 
 
   You stand expectantly before your huge oak desk, waiting for me to sit on your corporate throne. With a top of the line Apple workstation and some very important looking files on top of the fine crafted wood, this desk is the command center for a commanding man. Scanning your grand office with all your trappings of power, I quickly drink in everything and strike at your waning confidence.
 
   “Such an impressive office you have, little puppy,” I smirk, patting you on the head, “but you don’t feel like a commanding man standing there with my strong hand holding your tie like a leash and with me petting you like...well...like a pet?” I ask not expecting an articulate answer. 
 
   “No, you feel like a little puppy dog, don’t you?” I giggle as you whimper in reply. I pull you into place, and then push you down onto your lavishly padded chair. This is a scene we’ve rehearsed countless times in my office, but never anywhere else. I took into account that the different setting might change our power dynamic slightly, so I considered a way to lower your inhibitions, your resistance. 
 
   I walk around your desk and pull your head back by your hair, which causes your frightened mouth to gape open. I drag a single long manicured fingernail down the front of your throat. I tell you just one part of my tactics to district you from my deeper aim as I reach into my designer shoulder bag and remove an ornate silver flask. 
 
   “You see, puppy,” I say, “pulling you by the hair forces your mouth open, and of course, opens your throat at the same time.  It’s also oh so handy for “liqueur-fying” you. We may find your ability to swallow will come in handy....” 
 
   I laugh while splashing several drops from the open flask into your open mouth. You gasp and writhe in surprise, but then surrender to the inevitable. I’d wondered if your obsessive-compulsive personality would rebel against drinking in the office. Or worse, if my playful hints that I’d make your most shameful fantasy into reality would make you panic and rebel. No fear of that…yet. 
 
   “I’ve trained you so well,” I laugh. 
 
   Next, I gently but firmly close your mouth, explaining, “I’m rubbing your throat just like I would do to help a puppy swallow his medicine, forcing you to accept the burning booze into your belly.” You tremble helplessly, tortured by this unimaginable breech in business protocol I’m forcing on you. I repeat this process until you’re tipsy, then very tipsy, then drunk. 
 
   “It sure didn’t take much to get you wasted. You always were a cheap date,” I mock, “now let’s see if you’re an easy lay as well,” I giggle looking into your slightly glazed and eager eyes.
 
   I pull you up to your feet by your collar, and loosen then remove your tie. In my four-inch pumps, I stand above you. I look down on you as I roughly pull off your suit jacket, unbutton your dress shirt, and throw them onto the floor behind your executive leather chair. You won’t be needing them again. 
 
   You seem both in a daze and frozen with overwhelming arousal as I roughly unbuckle your belt, and push both your pants and your boxers around your ankles. 
 
   I stare hungrily at your fully erect cock before quickly bending you backwards over your desk, lifting the hem of my dress. I fling my lacy Victoria’s Secret panties to the floor, and mount you with authority. 
 
   Gasping with my own excitement I ask, “Is this how you bang Brandi? Here in this office, bent over this desk? Don’t lie to me,” I warn with a throaty growl, “I always know when you lie to me!”
 
   You whine and nod, admitting that you’d violated my orders. “I told you you belong to me,” I say, as I pound my pelvis onto yours, “I made it clear that you weren’t to have sex of any kind without my express permission!” 
 
   My anger only heightens my lust, driving me to engulf your throbbing manhood inside me, taking you as my prey. “You know I will punish you, that you need to be punished?” I ask. You nod again, fear and ecstasy performing a mad dance within your booze-addled eyes.
 
   The explosiveness of the moment, the thrumming sexuality and the expectancy of your doom at my retributive hands, becomes far too electric to hold back for another moment. With a powerful screaming blast we climax simultaneously and I collapse onto you, both of us exhausted. 
 
   As our breathing slowly eases back to normal, and the comforting haze of afterglow fades, my righteous anger returns. I glare at you, only to see your puppy eyes looking from me to your thick leather belt, dangling over the corner of your desk.
 
   “Oh dear,” I say, “will you look at the time?” I can’t help but laugh at the look on your face. 
 
   I grin at you, climb off of you and say, “Yes, that would be fitting. Bring me your belt and lay across my lap.” You rush to comply as I settle my naked ass into the firm but comfortable leather of your desk chair. 
 
   With you positioned over my crotch and thighs, I double your belt and swat your left butt cheek, making a resounding slap! You stiffen with shock and ready yourself for the next blow. 
 
   “Puppy!” I snarl, “what do you say?”
 
   Your voice husky with rekindled arousal, you answer, “One! Thank you Mistress!”
 
   You can’t see my face to know if I’m pleased, angry, or something else as I mutter, “You just earned yourself double the punishment for forgetting.” Sighing, I bring the belt down hard upon your right ass cheek.
 
   “Two! Thank you Mistress!” you yelp, wondering how many bright red stripes you’ve earned this time. I whip you until I decide I’ve finished. Startled, you look at me expecting more. I recognize that disappointed expression.
 
   Shaking my head I say, “a longer whipping?  You’d like that wouldn’t you?” And I grin knowingly at your expected reaction. “No, not this time, puppy! I have something else in mind,” I say, as I offer you my pink, sexy panties and smile as you very reluctantly pull them up your sexy legs.
 
   I firmly shove you under your desk, perch myself on the very edge of your luxurious leather chair, and push your head between my legs. I lean back, spread my legs wide and say, “You know what to do. Be a good little puppy and lick.” 
 
   Your inarticulate whining and refusal to obey confirms for me that the very thought of tasting your own come appalls you. I shrug and press the button to the office com, then clearly say, “Brandi! We need you in....” 
 
   I let out an involuntary sigh of delight as I feel your tongue probing between my labia and embracing my clitoris. “Ahhhhh never mind, Brandi,” I continue, “I’ll let you know if I need anything.”
 
   “Oh good doggie,” I giggle, “lap it all up! How does your sperm taste? Is it a yummy treat?” I laugh out loud, feeling you jolt with terror. I delight in knowing that I’m forcing you to wonder whether I’d bothered to turn off the intercom, or left it on to let Brandi and who knows who else listen in on our little training session. 
 
   Before you can object, I press the button again and say, “Brandi, I’ve changed my mind! I need you in here now!” I squirm as your urgency increases. I can almost taste your desperation to avoid exposure to your little trophy secretary. It must be overwhelming. Too bad for you, my pet. 
 
   “Ahhhhh, Brandi,” I continue into the mic, “get your sexy ass in here.”
 
   When Brandi appears, I gaze at her, once again imagining how adorable you’d look in her cute little outfit. 
 
   I can feel you shivering helplessly, hiding beneath your huge desk as I explain to your pretty young receptionist, “Your boss wants to try a little experiment to help him better understand your job, and help you learn the pressures of his responsibilities, so you’ll be able to work together better.”
 
   I look directly into her eyes, smile and wink at her, and then continue, “Did you get all of those things I asked you to get?” 
 
   Beaming, she places several shopping bags on your desk and holds up a nearly-exact copy of your blue pinstriped power suit, only this one has a smart skirt instead of slacks. Nodding, I ask, “What are you waiting for, girl? Get changed!”
 
   She shrugs, then unzips and pulls her pretty pink dress over her shoulders, revealing the sexy lacy pink satin panties and matching bra beneath. She carefully places her dress over a chair, and slips into the business suit. 
 
   It’s a perfect fit, and she looks both beautiful and powerful in it. The change in her entire presence is profound. Gone is the ditzy office chick. In her place stands an empowered junior executive, ready to command. Ready to command you!
 
   I grab the nearest shopping bag and pull out a perfect match for her sexy sheer patterned hose, her smart four-inch white pumps, and her exquisite jewelry. I casually ask Brandi if she would lend you some bubble gum to cover the scent of come on your breath. 
 
   She smiles wickedly, takes a handful from her purse, and soon you’re chewing away like any bimbo. As I reach inside the other shopping bags perched on your former desk, I remove one sexy and feminine item after another.
 
   I look beneath the desk and see you swoon in humiliation as I display a matching lacy pink satin panties and bra set—one exactly the same as Brandi is wearing—as well as the same brand of makeup Brandi uses and a shoulder-length honey blonde wig that looks just like Brandi’s trendy, flirty hair style.
 
   “OK, Missy,” I say, reaching for you under Brandi’s desk, “time to get dressed for work.”
 
   Brandi giggles at me calling you such an effeminate term, and then gapes at you as you stand before us clad only in my sexy little bikini panties. She begins laughing uncontrollably as I casually get dressed again, leaving you the only one of us exposed. But not for long.
 
   I nod, and Brandi pulls the panties you borrowed from me down your legs. As you step out of them, I glare at you, warning you to let her replace them with the ones she bought for you. With a wicked smile, she deftly places the matching bra over your shoulders and closes it in back. 
 
   Giggling at the tiny boobs the bra creates with its push-up effect, she slides two silicone “chicken cutlets” into your bra cups, simulating her exact breast size on you. Then, she pushes you down onto your chair and helps you shimmy into the sexy patterned pantyhose. 
 
   She laughs at your smooth and feminine chest, underarms, and legs. I don’t bother telling her that I’ve ordered you to keep hairless. Let her think you’re an eager sissy. When she makes you slip them on, the cute white pumps fit perfectly.
 
   I hold out the dress Brandi just removed, still warm from her body heat and smelling sweetly from her Chanel No. 5 perfume. Smiling, I drop it over your head, and then zip you into it. We all see your trembling as you teeter in your first heels.
 
   Brandi quickly arranges the makeup, and with a well-practiced routine, soon has your face adorned with foundation, contour, and blush. In moments, your eyes are artfully lined, your eyebrows are plucked and penciled, and your lashes are coated with mascara.
 
   Soon, your lids are covered with shadow in a sexy but sensible working girl look. Brandi glosses your pouty lips with the same shiny bubble gum pink potion she favors, and it really makes them pop. Then, she hands you some matching press-on nails to apply. She and I laugh as you open the package and submissively attach the ultra girly nails over your own.
 
   With glee, your former receptionist—now your boss—grasps the honey blonde human hair wig, and bobby pins it into place on your head. The impact is amazing, simulating her sassy style on your now-feminized head. She turns your chair to make you face a full-length mirror.
 
   Your stunned silence tells us all we need to know. With a huge smile I tell you what you can see for yourself, “We’ve all witnessed your young, boyish, but commanding image replaced by a sweet, submissive, girlish one. You could pass for Brandi’s sister.” 
 
   I pause for effect as you cringe enduring the most excruciating humiliation you could ever imagine. Brandi joins me smirking right in your face. 
 
   Brandi says, “In fact, someone could easily mistake you for the flirty, feminine girl I used to be” She shakes her head at you, the man she used to look up to and lust after. 
 
   With a condescending voice she says, “You look just like how I looked before I took your place as the boss, and relegated you to your new role: that of a dizzy little office girl. That’s your life now. As a matter of fact, since we’re going to change jobs, I’m going to give you my old name. For now on, you’ll be known as….”
 
   As you whine in overwhelming emasculation and shame, but before I can discipline you, Brandi steps up. 
 
   “Hush Brandi!” she snaps at you, leaving you confused and me overjoyed at her initiative. Now I’m ready to tell you why this is happening. 
 
   “I told you not to orgasm without my permission. That I own you. You promised me you’d behave even without me locking you into chastity. We won’t make that mistake again, will we?” I ask calmly, as the former Brandi—now Ms. Miles to you—walks to her new desk to retrieve one last item.  
 
   As you see what she holds, you can’t help yourself. You actually start to cry. 
 
   Ms. Miles shakes her head, saying, “These office girls today! So emotional!” I try not to laugh, but I have to join with her chuckling at you, you silly little girl.
 
   I watch proudly as your new boss orders you to lift the hem of your sexy dress, and pulls down your pretty pink panties. She and I both giggle as she slides the smooth, curved stainless steel tube onto your tiny, flaccid phallus and then deftly locks your new chastity device into place around your scrotum. 
 
   Your tears of helpless shame flow down your cheeks, making your mascara run as she waggles the key to your cage before your eyes. She slips the key onto her delicate necklace and with a voice dripping with scorn taunts, “You better hope this chain doesn’t break, girlie. This is the only key, and if it get’s lost….”
 
   She and I laugh at your girlish pout, and our laughter gets louder as you begin to cry. “Oh stop blubbering, Brandi!” Ms. Miles orders, “and go fix your makeup!”
 
   I’m about to command you, but your new boss stands before and demands, “What do you say when your superior gives you an order, Brandi?”
 
   I watch closely as Ms. Miles ties a flirty rose-colored scarf around your neck and pulls it like a leash. “Brandi!” she insists, “what do you say when your owner gives you an order?”
 
   That’s when I see the painful understanding slowly forming in your eyes. You look to me for mercy, but I coldly smile as Ms. Miles pulls you away toward your new station: reception. I can hear you softly mutter, “Please no! Not this! I can’t belong to….”
 
   With a bored expression, Ms. Miles compels you to follow her out of your former office, through the waiting room in the front. I watch, walking behind this delicious display of her dominance over you.
 
   I suppress a giggle as your face lights up, perhaps thinking this is all just a joke or a test when Ms. Miles seats herself at her former station. But then she pulls you across her lap, pulls up you dress, and begins spanking you. 
 
   “Puppy!” she snarls, “what do you say?”
 
   Your voice reveals incomprehensible shame as, you answer  automatically, as you’ve been conditioned, but now using a piping little girly voice “One! Thank you Mistress!”
 
   Your eyes register shock and fear as you finally start to understand what I’ve done to you. Just so you understand I explain, “Poor little puppy! I’ve taken your deepest insecurities and made you lust for them. I’ve used your kinky fantasy of submission to female domination and warped them until they became your sense of self. Who you are.
 
   “What began as therapy and turned into a sort of sex game has gone far beyond any boundaries you once had. I’ve conditioned you, trained you until you lack the ability to disobey. You’re nothing but a pretty little puppy. A little feminine puppy who must please her owner. 
 
   Then, I gave you to a new owner. A sexy, feminine 20 something who you hired for sex, used for sex, and disrespected—even bullied. Now, the high heel is on the other foot, isn’t it, Brandi! Now you’re the ditzy little piece of eye candy, there to be used and dominated at your boss’s—sorry your owner’s—whim.”
 
   As I turn to leave I smile at Ms. Miles. Her beauty has taken on a severity most unexpected and so different from her former girly girl persona. “Please take good care of her, will you?” I ask. “Before she became disobedient, I really cherished this little puppy.” I can here you moaning as I walk away to the sounds of Ms. Miles spanking you on your sexy satin pink panties.
 
    
 
   The End?
 
    
 
   This tale may or may not continue. It’s all up to you. If you liked this story, please give positive feedback, and I promise to keep it going as long as you keep liking it. Until then, please check out my other Mindi Harris’ Books on Amazon!
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Beware! This 7,500+ word book will immerse YOU into your new life as a feminized office girl and French maid! You will find yourself helplessly transformed in body and mind—from an intelligent, accomplished professional man into a silly little bimbo.
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   A young man accepts a humiliating bet with a beautiful coed who 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: 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?
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   By Mindi Harris. 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) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   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 by Mindi Harris 
 
   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 schoolgirl 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 by Mindi Harris
 
   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) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Miss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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!” 

“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) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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.”
 
    
 
   Can Mitch’s humiliation get any worse?
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