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   Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap!
 
   A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization 1
 
   By Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   It was the summer between my junior and senior years at Eastern. I had just celebrated my 18th birthday and my confidence was at an all-time high. Not that was saying all that much. I was about 5’9” tall but only weighed around 120 pounds. To make things even worse, I suffered from gynecomastia—swelling on my chest that resembled breasts. With that unimpressive stature, I was lousy at sports, worse at dating, and often bullied. My name is Lee but I acquired the humiliating nickname Leanne.
 
   During the summer, my family spent most of our time at my grandparents’ little cottage at Oneida Lake in upstate New York. We’d swim, cook out, fish, and enjoy other outdoorsy activities with our relatives and family friends. While school was in session, we’d spend our weekends there. During vacation, we’d stay all week. It was a welcome escape from the teasing and bullying in my neighborhood. This was our family routine from Memorial Day through Labor Day for as long as I could remember. 
 
   One day in early June, my parents held an anniversary party cookout. They bought some expensive food for grilling, and invited several family friends to celebrate their 25 years together. One couple, the Tullys, came much earlier than the rest. They brought their daughter Lisa and their son Robby. She was 18 like me; he was a few years younger. Their eldest son Steve opted out, apparently too cool to hang with his family. That was disappointing as I always looked up to Steve.
 
   Mrs. Tully and my mom were friends from a very early age. I’d heard crazy stories about their adventures as young girls, like the times they’d tied up neighborhood boys to trees and other wild times. I wasn’t sure these tales were true, but they always made me laugh. The very idea of a guy letting a girl do that to him!
 
   Our moms were still very close and spent a lot of time together shopping, playing cards, and doing other mom things. Still, I hadn’t seen or even thought about Lisa forever. We were close when we were small kids, I recalled. We’d played together as babies and toddlers, according to our parents. 
 
   We went to same elementary school, and spent time together whenever our parents visited at her house or mine. She even used to spend a lot of her summer vacations here at the lake until she outgrew that, I guessed. She went to St. Catherine’s, an all-girls Catholic school, so maybe that’s why we fell out of touch? Who knows? I guessed we’d just drifted apart or something. I couldn’t remember any specific reason why, but it happens. Sometimes friends do that.
 
   I hadn’t seen Lisa for years, but I gasped as I recognized her instantly. She 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 swimsuit. Her large, perky breasts were peeking around the sides and tops of her little bikini. The bottoms were skimpy and showed off her athletic body. She seemed about my height and weight, but on her it looked good.
 
    I was shocked. This was the skinny little twerp who’d had a crush on me 5 or 6 summers ago? Wow! She’d grown up...a lot! Looking at her, I again wondered why we fell out of touch. I deeply regretted rebuffing her ardent advances all those years ago, and I felt badly about teasing her back in the day.
 
   Lisa’s pout turned into a huge smile as she saw me. She brushed her hand through her long dark hair. It flowed lushly below her shoulders, framing her heart-shaped face perfectly. Her legs were long, tanned, and toned. Her hips were curvy and her butt was nicely rounded. Mischief danced in her coal black eyes as she called out to me, “Hey Lee, remember me?” 
 
   As I blinked at her, trying to speak, she swooped forward until she stood before me.
 
   “Uh...um...ah of course I recognize you, Li-Lisa,” I stuttered. 
 
   Sensing my discomfort, she giggled at me and moved even closer, invading my personal space, so close that we were almost touching. Not that I minded. 
 
   She flashed her iridescent smile and looked me over intently. Starting down at my worn out flip-flops, her gaze moved slowly up my slim legs. She paused her examination briefly at my cutoff jean shorts. 
 
   Moving steadily upward again, her eyes lingered on my nipped-in waist and my flabby chest and her eyes widened. She nodded to herself, and winked at me, meeting my hazel eyes as she giggled loudly. Hearing that dedicate and feminine sound, I felt even more awkward. 
 
   “We have soooo much to catch up on!” Lisa said happily, as she hooked her arm in mine and marched me down the gravel road away from our parents. I didn’t put up much of a struggle, and I’m not sure it would’ve even mattered. I could tell that she was athletic and very strong for such a beautiful girl. 
 
   “Don’t go too far, kids!” my mom shouted, taking a brief break from hugging and kissing Mr. and Mrs. Tully hello, “we’re having lunch soon!”
 
   “Don’t worry Mrs. Watson,” Lisa called over her shoulder, “this won’t take long!” she said, pulling me along faster, making me stumble along beside her.
 
   I was wondering what she’d meant by “this,” but didn’t have much time to contemplate before she asked me, “So...Leeeeee…what have you been up to lately? Are you Class President at Eastern High? Vice President maybe?”
 
   She clearly remembered my fascination with politics. Unfortunately, my complete lack of popularity guaranteed that me running for any school office would be impossible if not outright laughable. This made me feel inadequate, so I grumblingly admitted, “No Lisa, I’m not involved in student government.”
 
   “Oh I see,” she said thoughtfully, tapping her chin with a ruby red manicured nail, “I know! You’re a cheerleader like me!” she giggled.
 
   “Come on Lisa!” I tried not to whine, “you know we only have girl cheerleaders!” 
 
   “...And your point?” she asked, her gaze lingering meaningfully on my chest.
 
   I wondered, “Why is she doing this?” as I started to feel a blush coming over my face. Insulted, I folded my arms to cover up the embarrassing mounds on my chest and glared at her.
 
   “Oh come on yourself!” she admonished, “you have a problem with cheerleaders?”
 
   Actually I did kind of dismiss them as brainless bimbos, and I was about to say so. But before I could make some defensive retort, Lisa wrapped her arm around my soft rounded shoulders and continued marching me down the road.
 
   “Sorry Lee, I’m just teasing! Your hair is long and you’re pretty enough, but you’re just not strong enough to be a cheerleader.” Again she giggled and flashed that brilliant, toothy smile. 
 
   At that point, I made the first of several stupid tactical mistakes.
 
   “Not strong enough?” I barked, “I bet I’m much stronger than you are!”
 
   “You bet, do you? Much stronger? Oh really! What do you want to bet?” Lisa raised her eyebrows in a challenge.
 
   “Whatever you want!” I snapped angrily, my mouth again working faster than my brain. I hated challenges to my masculinity, and this bimbo cheerleader wasn’t going to get away with it.
 
   “OHHH?” she smiled, “what...ever...I...want? Deal!” Lisa drawled, grabbing and shaking my hand. This was happening too fast, and as her dark eyes locked onto my eyes, her confidence was evident. What happened to that timid, skinny little girl I used to scare with spiders? The one whose clothes I hid when she went skinny-dipping? Whose little training bra I’d hoisted up the flagpole? 
 
   Suddenly it hit me then. I’d been horrible to her! The other guys teased me by calling her my girlfriend and so on. They even said we were like sisters. I hated that. To defend my manhood, I tried to show them that she meant nothing to me by tormenting her. I was wracked with guilt.
 
   I wondered what I’d gotten myself into as Lisa took charge. I hoped she had forgotten all of my abuse. Was it possible that she hadn’t? Was she still angry after all this time? Her powerful will forced me to look down self-consciously.
 
   “OK, this is how it’s gonna be,” she pronounced in a bossy tone, “you say you’re stronger than me, and I say you’re not. I know how we can settle this.”
 
   I had an uncomfortable sinking feeling, but I didn’t know what so say so I just stared at her dumbly as she continued.
 
   “We’re going to have a little contest using a basic cheerleading skill. The stronger girls are bases and lift the smaller, weaker girls in stunts. We’ll take turns. Whoever can hold up the other one longer wins. You go ahead and lift me...if you can. Ladies first after all,” she smirked.
 
   My throat started to constrict, my breathing became shallow, and I was feeling a bit faint as she dictated the rules of our contest. I could feel the heat in my cheeks growing as I tried to take a deep breath and stepped up to her. I reached out then paused, confused about where to hold her for the lift.
 
   While I was sizing her up, she said, “Wait a second, Leanne,” and giggled, tapping away on her phone. I supposed she was setting it on stopwatch mode. How had she learned about my hated and humiliating nickname? What else did she know about me? 
 
   I was barely shaking off my shock over that harsh realization as she said, “OK, grab my hips and lift, girlfriend.”
 
   Flustered and embarrassed, I carefully put my hands on her hips and hoisted. She was much heavier than she looked! Her supple body was well-muscled, and my skinny arms strained to bring her up to my chest level. 
 
   I groaned as I held her, and she started the timer. Within 10 seconds, my arms were burning. A few more seconds and they were shaking. With my arms straining to hold her at shoulder level, my own chest was shuddering and on full display. I knew I had to beat her at this! I couldn’t imagine losing this contest to a girl, not even one as fit as her.
 
   Lisa sort of leaned back and jutted her beautiful breasts into my face. That was distracting enough, but then she had to twist the knife. She looked down at me and cooed in a sultry bimbo-like voice, “Wow Leanne, it’s so sexy when your boobs jiggle like that.” I gasped in humiliation. Stunned, I dropped her! 
 
   “15 seconds! You’ll need to work on that if you want to join our cheer squad, Missy!” she teased, “unless you want to be a flyer that is? Then we’d lift you up in stunts and even throw you into the air!”
 
   My male ego was stinging both at my disappointing performance and at her taunts and insults. Angrily, I let my mouth dig me in even deeper. “Yeah? You haven’t won yet, airhead!”
 
   Her eyes narrowed, “You want to go double or nothing, girlie?” she asked.
 
   Before thinking I accepted. Only then did I realize we hadn’t set the penalty terms for the loser of the bet. 
 
   I started to ask about this as Lisa reset her phone and placed it carefully on the ground. Then, in a smooth motion, she lifted me easily level with her breasts.
 
   “You’re as light as a feather, Leanne,” she said, holding me effortlessly in her strong hands. She held me aloft for 25 seconds, 30 seconds, a minute...all the while kneading my butt suggestively. 
 
   “This is so easy,” she said with a mock yawn. “I think you’d make a great flyer, if you have the balance for it,” she mused. “Let’s find out!” she said, suddenly lifting me over her head, and setting my feet on her shoulders. 
 
   I felt helpless, and bit queasy as she swung me around with no apparent effort at all. She turned slowly in place, holding me securely by my ankles, and looked up at me with her biggest smile yet. 
 
   “This is called a shoulder stand,” Lisa explained, “oh yes, you’re a natural flyer Leanne! I’ve never seen a girl as steady as you are. Then again, you always were the best at walking across logs and climbing trees. Yes, you’ll do nicely on top of the pyramid, in stunts, getting tossed into the air....”
 
   As she said this, I couldn’t help picturing myself doing all of those ultra-feminine things. I knew there were male cheerleaders, but most were what Lisa called bases. They did the stronger muscle work, and even then many questioned their masculinity. Only the most petite and dainty girls were flyers, and that was what Lisa was calling me!
 
   While she was talking, Lisa was carrying me on her shoulders, walking back toward the cottage. I felt like a tiny child. I’d lost the bet, and now she was acting like I was not only a cheerleader, but as one of the tiny, weaker ones. My shame and emasculated humiliation only got worse as Lisa explained the terrible terms of my pathetic loss to her…and her complete victory over me. 
 
   “Obviously I won our little double dare,” she said, taking my hands, and deftly flipping me off her shoulders. She tossed me into a summersault, and—still holding my hands in hers—placed me onto the ground. I landed lightly, eyes wide with shock. Not missing a beat, Lisa grabbed my arm and began pulling me toward the parking lot. 
 
   “The last time we were here together, you told me to meet you by the dock and promised to kiss me, remember? But instead, you pushed me into the water. My wet t-shirt became see-through, and you and your buddies all laughed at the ‘mosquito bites’ on my chest, remember?” She asked, “Oh well water under the bridge, huh Leanne?”
 
   I was overwhelmed with emotions. I felt guilty for mistreating her those years ago, but mainly I was terrified. She recalled minute details from the past, and despite her blasé tone, I could tell these humiliating experiences weighed on her. Now that I’d lost a double dare, I wondered what vengeance she’d exact. I didn’t have to wait long to find out!
 
   Lisa’s voice bubbled with enthusiasm as 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, her excitement increased. “As luck would have it, one of our star flyers moved out of state with her family just last week.”
 
   Holding my arm in a death grip with one hand, Lisa opened the back door of the car, and pulled out a large gym bag with the other. The bag was red and had “Cheer!” in big white lettering on it, drawn in a feminine script. Still holding me fast, Lisa unzipped the bag one-handed, and started pulling her uniform out of it. 
 
   Maybe I should have bolted then. Maybe I was still in shock? But I couldn’t seem to move. I watched in growing fear. Each time she pulled an item from the bag, it felt like I’d been kicked in the gut, or in the balls.
 
   Lisa gleefully, sadistically described each article in turn, “Oh you will be so cute in the miniskirt and top, Leanne! I’m sure your dainty feet will fit in my cheer shoes and socks. With your perky little boobs, you’ll need to wear this sports bra. These spankies will hide your pretty pink panties when your skirt flies up during stunts! Oh, and we can’t forget your girlie hair bow and pompons!”
 
   This was too much! She couldn’t possibly expect me to wear any of that! Could she? I wasn’t about to find out With a jolt, I started to pull away. I turned and ran, but Lisa tackled me and held me down. 
 
   “So Leanne, are you ready to try your new uniform?” she asked. When I sadly shook my head no, she roughly twisted my arm behind my back. It hurt! I cried out for her to stop, but she just laughed at me. 
 
   “So you’re much stronger than I am, are you?” she mocked.
 
   Just then, I heard my mom’s voice calling, “Kids! Lunch time!”
 
   “You’re so lucky, little girl!” Lisa said, rolling off me and letting me go. In panic, I ran back to the cottage and safety. Or so I’d hoped. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My relief was short-lived as Lisa teased me all during Lunch. She began by loudly remarking how much I looked like my mother. My father, having already downed several beers by this point, snorted in agreement. 
 
   He’d reacted badly to my complaints that I’d been bullied. He called me a sissy and refused to have my back at all. I guess I wasn’t the macho son he’d expected. His disdain for me only grew over the years, especially lately, and Lisa’s remarks blended with his afternoon buzz to my distinct disadvantage. 
 
   Lisa was masterful, manipulative, and merciless. She lightly remarked, “I really love cheerleading! I just was at practice before we came out here, Mr. Watkins!” Before my dad could reply, Lisa set the hook asking me, “Lee, did you make varsity football or basketball this year?”
 
    She knew I hadn’t, and that it irked my father who guffawed harshly at the very idea. The other parents were consumed with their own discussion, so Lisa was free to engage my drunken dad further. 
 
   “You know, I’m in line for a cheerleading scholarship to college. That’ll save my parents oodles of money!” Lisa chirped.
 
   That got my dad’s attention. He wasn’t looking forward to paying my tuition in the next few years. “Too bad you’re not lettering in a varsity sport, Lee, maybe you could get a scholarship too!”
 
   My dad glared at me before spitting, “Him? Lettering in a sport? He’s more likely to make cheerleading than basketball!”
 
   I was shaken by the fury behind his cruel words, and Lisa grinned at me knowingly. Despite my pleading eyes, she pointedly explained, “It’s funny you should say that! We have an opening on our squad and I think Lee would be a perfect...fit.” 
 
   She looked directly into my eyes as she delivered that line, enjoying my increasing mortification. My father hooted so loudly at that, he attracted the attention of my mom and Lisa’s parents. They stopped their conversation and asked what was so funny? 
 
   Then Lisa “helpfully” informed him, saying that it was no longer officially an all-girls school, and omitting the fact that no boys had ever enrolled. I can’t remember much else from the meal, other than dad contemptuously telling my mom and Lisa’s parents all about Lisa’s suggestion that I should go to St. Catherine’s. About how I should join the cheerleading team. He actually said he wished it could happen! 
 
   Heat radiated off my face as I silently begged the ground to swallow me up. Before I even realized it, I was on my feet and running away from the raucous laughter. Lisa’s voice and the parents’ soon seemed distant, like insects buzzing.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   A while later, Lisa found me skipping stones on a secluded part of the shore, where the forest almost reached the lake. She sidled up to me and smiled.
 
   “Something wrong? What’s the matter cutie? Let’s have some girl talk.”
 
   “You know what’s wrong!” I snapped. “Why don’t you leave me alone?”
 
   “But Leanne,” she soothed, “don’t you want to know what you missed? After you rudely left the table, my parents told your parents how they could get you a scholarship to St. Catherine’s, and how much they’d save if you went to college on a cheerleading scholarship. And guess what? They agreed!”
 
   “But I’ll never agree to that! It’s humiliating!”
 
   “So now you’re too good to be a cheerleader?” she asked.
 
   I rolled my eyes and Lisa smiled patiently at me. 
 
   “Tell you what. You try on my uniform to live up to your end of the bet, and I’ll tell your parents I was just joking about the opening on my cheer team. You’ll go back to Eastern, and we can forget the whole thing. Deal?”
 
   It was then that I noticed she was carrying the repacked cheerleading bag!
 
   Within a matter of minutes, I was feeling utterly feminized in Lisa’s little cheer outfit. The short skirt tickled my thighs, and the tight top accentuated my chest—pushed up as it was by the bra. 
 
   My crotch was flattened beneath Lisa’s pink panties and the spandex spankies. She’d carefully brushed my hair into a high ponytail, and clipped in a ridiculously huge and ultra feminine hair bow to hold it into place. 
 
   “Now, the makeup!” she exclaimed, pulling out a small bag bulging with tiny items from lipstick to who knows what.
 
   “Lisa no,” I cried, “what if someone sees me? I need to change back into my own clothes now!”
 
   Shrugging, then lunging at me, she swiftly put me in a headlock. Moving too fast for me to follow, she reached into the bag and pulled out some pantyhose. In minutes, she had my arms securely tied behind my back at the wrist, and was wrapping another pair of hose around my ankles. 
 
   Once she had my legs immobilized, she tied my wrists to my ankles and beamed down at me in triumph. As I squirmed helplessly on her lap, Lisa hummed softly to herself and went to work. 
 
   She used a dozen brushes, powders, and who knows what else. She held me helpless while she busied herself painting my face and finger nails, plucking my eyebrows, decorating my eyes, and last of all, coating my lips with shiny bubble gum pink gloss. 
 
   “Now there’s a pretty little cheerleader!” she pronounced, and I felt like I was about to cry. She slung her cheer bag over her right shoulder and smirked. 
 
   “I’ve been stalking your Facebook, Leanne,” Lisa sighed, “that’s how I knew you’d probably fit in my old cheer uniform. Yes, my newest would be too big on you,” she laughed. 
 
   Then, her face changed. “You have no idea how much you hurt me back then, do you? How humiliating it was? You were my best friend!” her voice seemed to catch in her throat and I felt like crap.
 
   “I am so so sorry, Lisa,” I said, sincerely regretful, “it was stupid and mean and....”
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” she interrupted, sounding bored. “But you can make it up to me. Oh wait! First, let me fill you in on some more of the conversation after you left,” Lisa said. “I told the parents how confused I was when, out of the blue, you called me and asked me all these questions about cheerleading, how to try out, things like that.” 
 
   I struggled in my binds, but they held firm. With ease, Lisa picked me up, through me over her left shoulder, and started carrying me back to the cottage. The cottage where our parents, and by now many of our families’ friends, awaited! I hyperventilated.
 
   Calmly, Lisa went on, walking along the shoreline, “Your mom was incredulous, but your father made some comment about sissies. Then, I told them the weirdest part of all. I said that when I started telling you about male cheerleaders, you interrupted and said you wanted to know all about cheerleading as a girl!”
 
   “Lisa no! You wouldn’t!” I cried as the full implications of her scheme began to sink in, but she ignored me and continued.
 
   “Your parents expressed skepticism, and I agreed. I told them I was sure you were just putting me on, especially when you begged me to bring one of my uniforms today....”
 
   “Lisa, those are all lies!” I shouted.
 
   “...So you could try it on....”
 
   “I’d never say that! No one will believe....”
 
   “...But here’s the thing...I told my parents months ago that you’d been asking me what it’s like being a girl? Could I teach you....”
 
   At this I began struggling madly. Uselessly. The pantyhose wouldn’t budge. 
 
   “...How to be a girl? So for several weeks now, my parents have been discussing all of this with your parents....”
 
   “Please! Lisa! Put me down!”
 
   “...About how conflicted you are, about how you’re both eager and afraid to show everyone the ‘real you.’ But that you’ve decided you’re ‘coming out’ today, so they can all finally ‘meet Leanne!’“
 
   I felt nauseous. She’d set me up meticulously, and I was dumbfounded trying to figure out how to escape.
 
   “Look at you, all dolled up. You even have a festive bow! Won’t you make just the sweetest little anniversary present for your mom and dad like this?”
 
   “Lisa! Please! Stop! You can’t!”
 
   “I can’t? Care to make another bet?”
 
   She carried me onward like a sack. I couldn’t see how far we’d come, but I could hear voices, so I knew we were getting very close to my parents and most of their friends. People I’d known since I was a baby. 
 
   “Untie me Lisa! Let me go right now! Or else....”
 
   “‘Or else, what, Princess?” she mocked, then she stopped and shrugged, “OK, OK, Leanne, whatever my BFF wants, she gets!”
 
   With that, she took several minutes untying the pantyhose. Finally, she placed me feet first gently on the gravel of...the parking lot?! I was just a few dozen feet from the cottage full of family friends and humiliating exposure! 
 
   My mind in a blur, my fight or flight instinct kicked in. I roughly shoved Lisa and took off running, my high ponytail bobbing and my tiny skirt flapping around my legs. 
 
   Lisa’s laughter was ringing in my ears and I could hear her shout, “You can run but you can’t get far girlie! Not dressed like that! What if one of the local rednecks grabs you?” she asked, then started singing the banjo tune to “Deliverance.”
 
   In complete panic, I stopped in my tracks about forty feet from Lisa who was laughing out loud at my vulnerability. I asked myself, “What am I going to do now?”
 
   As if reading my mind, Lisa ordered, “Get back here this instant, young lady!”
 
   I closed my eyes in silent prayer, but when I opened them, nothing had changed. I was still wearing the skimpy uniform. I still felt the tight constricting bra across my chest, and the even tighter panties and spandex spankies crushing my penis and balls into near invisibility. 
 
   My eyelashes still felt heavy with mascara, and my lips still felt slick with gloss. Even my hair felt strangely feminine, with the sassy ponytail bouncing from the top of my head, held up like a fountain by the big floppy bow.
 
   The hopelessness of my situation struck me like a slap across my made up face, and I started to cry. Defeated, I slowly walked back to Lisa. When I was close enough, she embraced me in her strong arms and shushed me, with her lips touching my ear.
 
   “There there, baby,” she soothed, “it’ll be OK. If you don’t want to meet everyone as Leanne, you don’t have to. I’ll let you change back into your boring tomboy clothes. Though it’d be a shame not to show them how beautiful the real you is.”
 
   Wait! Did she mean it? Was I saved?
 
   “Of course this isn’t over. It took me years to realize how my sweet little BFF could be so mean to me. Eventually, I understood that you were stuck pretending to be a boy....” 
 
   Wait! What was she saying, “pretending to be a boy?” But she wasn’t done....
 
   “It must have been so hard for you, denying your femininity, trying to fit in as one of the boys. But that’s all over now, my darling girl. Lisa is here to save you from all that.”
 
   She wasn’t making any sense. Even though my childhood friend was smiling at me tenderly, her words were as stabbing and cold as an icicle slashing along my spine. My momentary relief collapsed into confusion and renewed horror. I hoped I could somehow reason with her.
 
   “Lisa, please,” I said as calmly as I could under these crazy circumstances, “you have to realize, I’m a boy, not a girl?” I was frightened, and not sure how she’d react. Her behavior was so bizarre! 
 
   I had no way of predicting her response, but I couldn’t possibly expect what she did next. She reached out with her soft hands, and gently held my head. Then, she slowly moved closer toward me, and kissed me. 
 
   Her lips lingered on mine for what felt like hours, and her tongue probed deeply into my mouth. All the while, she was slowly bending me backward.
 
   When she broke off the kiss, I felt dazed and weakened. She held me in her arms, otherwise I think I’d have swooned and fallen on the gravel. I found myself batting my eyelashes at her, and the stereotypical femininity of the gesture nagged at me. 
 
   She gently lifted me back to my unsteady feet, and raised an eyebrow at me, wordlessly disputing my claims of masculinity. To further emphasize the point, Lisa reached down through the neck of the little cheerleading shell I wore, pushed her fingers under the bra, and rolled my nipple between her thumb and finger. 
 
   Lightening bolts of pleasure radiated outward from my “breast”! My eyes closed as my knees buckled. Lisa giggled when moans of arousal escaped my pursed, pink lips. 
 
   My experience with girls was essentially nil. I’d never even been to second base with a girl, and the most beautiful, sexy girl I’d ever seen was going to second base on me! The thinking part of my mind was drowning in overwhelming waves of sexual stimulation. With a sigh, I collapsed helplessly into her embrace. 
 
   “Oh yes, you’re such a macho male, aren’t you Leanne?” she teased, widening her attention to my sensitive areola, “you’re soooo rugged, soooo manly, aren’t you babes?” I couldn’t utter a word to contradict her. My teeth were chattering, and I began to see stars. 
 
   Deliberately, she sank to a sitting position, letting my nearly limp form settle onto her lap. With one hand kneading my breast, she reached under the skirt and roughly yanked down the spankies with the other. 
 
   Then, her fingers tickled their way up my inner thigh to find my growing hardness encased in the silky, lacy panties. I gasped and groaned as she drew tight little circles on the tip of my penis, stimulating me into releasing small gobs of precum.
 
   “Oh, you’re soooo wet, you dirty girl!” Lisa mock-scolded. I gurgled breathlessly in reply. “I want you to tell me you’re my sexy little slut! Will you say that for me, Leanne?”
 
   I was on the edge, my entire body shook, charged with sparks of wanton lust. Lisa held me on her lap, gently pinching my nipple with one hand, and teasing me in my panties with the other. When she stopped, I whined, “No, please Lisa! Don’t stop!” But she held firm.
 
   “I asked you a question, Princess,” she said sternly, “you haven’t answered me. Are you my sexy little slut?”
 
   My desperation rising, aching for release, I gave in. “Yessssss!” I hissed.
 
   Lisa quickly squeezed twice under my bra and inside my panties, and then stopped again. I tried to push my crotch against her hand, but she moved it away and demanded tersely, “Yessssss what, Leanne?” 
 
   I tried to hold out, but when she pushed her thumb into erogenous zones I never knew I had, she unleashed years of pent up desire. She tantalized me beyond anything I’d ever imagined. 
 
   I told myself, “Tell her what she wants to hear. It doesn’t matter. No one else will ever know.” Then, helplessly, I surrendered to her. 
 
   “Yes I’m your...sexy little slut!” I cried. I felt intense shame as I said it, but as Lisa’s hands increased their erotic movements, overwhelming waves of frenzied sensation washed away my ability to think or regret. 
 
   My orgasm made time stand still for long, shuddering minutes. When it finally subsided, I collapsed into Lisa’s lap like a rag doll. Utterly spent, I could barely even flinch as she revealed her detailed plans for me. 
 
   “Yes, you are my sexy little slut, Leanne,” she calmly said, “and I can’t wait to show off my beautiful girly cheer princess to the world.”
 
   Breathing heavily, still trembling, I struggled to shift my rational mind back into gear. I realized Lisa was reaching into her cheerleading bag, and that she was actually sitting on it. She seemed to find what she’d been fishing for. 
 
   “Let’s get you cleaned up, you dirty cum whore!” she said cheerfully, as she toweled me off.  “You don’t want to get your pussy juices on your skirt!” 
 
   Lisa giggled at me. I must have looked foolish, with my mouth gaping wide, shocked at her graphic redefinition of my anatomy. 
 
   Suddenly serious again, she said, “Now we’ve agreed that you’re my sexy little slut, we have to make sure no one else can have you. And since dizzy little nymphos like you can’t control your sexual urges, we need to take steps to guarantee your fidelity.”
 
   She was back to talking nonsense, and where was my brain when I needed it?
 
   “Ah, here it is!” she said, smiling wickedly and pulling a plain brown package out of her apparently bottomless cheer bag. 
 
   Before I could react, she’d unwrapped an odd plastic cigar looking object with dangling straps, and pulled me sprawling backwards. Floundering, unable to regain my balance, I couldn’t resist as she wound the straps around my testicles, and clicked a lock pressed against my crotch. “There you go Leanne, all safe and secure!”
 
   I felt the hard and unyielding object fastened to my flaccid penis, locked into place, and forcing it to point downward between my legs. The straps felt confining, and too tight against my flesh to cut. I could tell they were reinforced with something strong and possibly metal—maybe steel? 
 
   “Lisa! What did you do?” I asked, stunned.
 
   In reply, she just smiled, lifted me to my feet, and then pulled my panties and spankies into back place. Lisa patted my flattened crotch, warning me, “Better keep that camel toe covered, girlfriend, you don’t want to look tacky.”
 
   The nameless horror of my situation struck me senseless as Lisa walked over to her parents’ Civic, and unclamped a GoPro video camera from the roof. It’d been pointed at us, at me, the whole time! 
 
   “I can tell by the look on your pretty face that you know what this is, Leanne,” she said as she tinkered with the controls. “Before you get any ideas about grabbing this camera, understand that it’s been automatically uploading to the cloud since I activated it with my phone. Unless I override it, the link to this video will automatically go out over YouTube, Twitter, Facebook, Instagram....”
 
   “By the way,” she casually said, “I already posted all the pictures I took of you getting dressed in your cute little cheer outfit earlier today to your new social media accounts. Oh! Did I forget to mention all the accounts I set up in the name of ‘Leanne Watkins’, with your address, school and everything else? Unless I delete them, they’ll go live in about an hour.”
 
   She regarded me with a confident, combative stare until I submissively nodded in acceptance. She put her arm around my shoulders, and hit the button to replay the scene she’d cued up. 
 
   On the little screen, you could see me dressed as I still was, totally feminized in her cheerleading uniform. In the video, I was laying prone across her lap, my eyes unfocused, and a hot look of sexy passion across my face. 
 
   To dispel any possible confusion, you could clearly hear my voice saying, “Yes I’m your...sexy little slut!” as my body began gyrating in an unmistakable orgasm. 
 
   For her part, Lisa looked shocked and concerned. She’d removed her hands from under my clothing, and seemed to be cradling me after I’d tripped and fallen or something. There was absolutely no indication that she’d done anything to encourage, force, or seduce me into this humiliating compromising position! 
 
   I was torn between seething rage and dismal hopelessness as Lisa ticked off the list of specific facts that defined my total entrapment. 
 
   “OK let’s see where we stand now, Leanne,” she gloated, “first, I won our double bet, and that’s on video. Then, I told my parents months ago, and yours today, how you’d asked me to teach you how to pass as a girl. I’ve been giving them hints implying that you’re transgendered, and that you would do anything to become a female cheerleader.”
 
   I started to object, but thought it’d be better to just let her continue. 
 
   “You willingly tried on my uniform, and I have pictures on my phone to prove that.” she said, “then again, here you are still wearing it along with an exquisite makeup job.” Her voice was rich with triumph and ringing with authority.
 
   I could feel the beginnings of tears well in my eyes, as her taunting words cut deeply into my sense of self.
 
    As if to slice away my remaining vestiges of masculinity, Lisa made her closing arguments, “Your junk is locked into a chastity device, and I have the only key hidden away. And now, I have you on video acting like a sex-starved whore, begging to be my sexy little slut, and it’s all set to go public to everyone you know unless I change the settings. Any questions?”
 
   “Only one, why are you doing this?” I pleaded, barely avoiding sobbing.
 
   “Isn’t it obvious?” she pouted, “I love you! I’ve always loved you! The happiest times of my life were when we played together as best friends. But your sick obsession with trying to pass yourself off as a boy ruined you. It made you mean and horrible!”
 
   She paused, I guess waiting for my reply, but I just blinked at her stupidly. So she went on, “No matter what I did, I just couldn’t get over you. I tried dating boys, girls, it was always the same. Nothing! None of them did anything for me. On the outside I was happy, popular, pretty. But on the inside I was so sad, so lonely. It was torture!”
 
   I felt myself nodding in sympathy. When I saw her for the first time in years earlier this afternoon, I was overwhelmed by her beauty and fooled by her bubbly persona. I’d assumed she’d had it all; only to find out she was really miserable. And it was all my fault. Well, my mistreatment of her, combined with her obvious mental imbalance, my rational mind added. This girl was clearly crazy, and she had me by the balls, literally!
 
   I felt like I was sinking into quicksand as she explained, “Finally I knew what I had to do. I needed my soul mate, you, back in my life. I needed you near me! I needed to be with you as much as possible.”
 
   I gasped, suddenly sickly aware that Lisa’s designs on me went far deeper than I’d feared in my wildest nightmares! She still wasn’t finished, rambling on with manic intensity, outlining even more horrendous details!
 
   Lisa stated—as if it were the most logical thing in the world, “I needed you to go to my school, take all my classes with me, and join me on my cheer team. But more than that, I needed to make sure you never leave me again. I needed to lock you up, so you’d never stray. I had to own you or I’d lose my mind!”
 
   I considered saying, “Too late for that,” but thought better of it as Lisa seemed to be winding down. She looked at me with a strange mixture of sadness and resolve as she went on with her soliloquy.
 
   “And I know this is the best thing for you too, Leanne! I’ve been watching you on social media. I know you’re totally miserable too. You’re bullied. You never go on any dates. You sit around and mope because you’ve been trying to pass as a boy and you’re just not any good at it. For all your bluster, you’re sensitive and sweet deep down.”
 
   At this point, she held up her phone and showed me the image on the reversed camera setting. It was a frightened looking cheerleader. It was me....
 
   Lisa’s bubbly personality was back as she gushed, “Look at you! You’re petite and dainty. You’re a beautiful girl. Just admit it! Well you did admit it. You told me you’re my sexy little slut, and so you’ll stay. Forever. Like I said, my parents are helping you get a scholarship to St. Catherine’s.”
 
    My jaw dropped, as suddenly I could hear the parents’ voices. Still Lisa kept telling me her plans for my life. Eyes wide, I shook my head as if I could somehow shake away the insanity I was hearing. It was no use, as Lisa kept adding more horrid details.  
 
   “My old school girl uniforms will fit you perfectly, just like that cheer uniform does. We’ll get you onto the cheer squad to replace Wendy. You’re already as good a flyer as she ever was. Soon, you’ll be an all star cheer girl, with a scholarship to cheerlead in college, just like me!” she said.
 
   My knees began wobbling and I felt like screaming as Lisa described the ultimate aim of the terrible trap she’d meticulously set for me, a trap I’d stumbled into blindly. 
 
   “By the time I’m finished with you, in every way, you’ll be just...like...me!” she cheered, as if she was shaking pompoms at the big homecoming game. Something I grimly, involuntarily, pictured myself doing in the very near future. 
 
   All of a sudden, I saw black spots around the edges of my vision, and I couldn’t breathe. I’m not sure if I was already slumping to the gravel parking lot when Lisa’s and my parents, and all their friends, filed out of the cottage. I could tell they had a clear view of my feminized form, even though my view of them was blurred behind my stinging tears and wavering consciousness. 
 
   The last thing I remember was Lisa’s perky voice shouting out, “Everyone! I want you to say hi to my best friend, Leanne!” Then I fainted.
 
    
 
   To be continued?
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   I hope you enjoyed this story! I plan to write additional installments if there’s enough interest in this and my other books! Please read my other books here:
 
    
 
    
     
     
       
       	 [image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls]
 $2.99  Kindle Edition
  
  
       	 [image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)]
 $2.99  Kindle Edition
  
  
      
 
       
       	 [image: iss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl]
 $2.99  Kindle Edition
  
  
       	 [image: iss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl]
 $2.99  Kindle Edition
  
  
      
 
     
    
 
   
 
    
 
   
  
 



My Author Page: 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?
 
    
 
   Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls
 
   (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
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   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)
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   Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl
 
   (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
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“Hey! I'm stil a guy under all...this,” Mitch
objected, gesturing at his big breasts and
ferninized crotch

“Hal You, stil 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, irlie.”
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The blonde’s sapphire eyes burned with anger as
she yelled at Mitch, I knew you'd try something
lie this!”

“Please!” Mitch interrupted his long-legged
bartender, “I'l 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'l be the manager, and you'll work a
double shift as a Tata girl. Starting tomorrow!”
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Ana nodded to the other schedled slutty
school girls Missy and Suzy, who grabbed
Mitch and dragged him into the Tata Girls'
ready room. Suzy looked into her locker and
said, "I knew | had an extra school girl outfit
in here!"

Missy, who couild 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 sharme."
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