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   Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap 
 
   Part Three: Still a Girl at Summer’s End
 
   By Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   1. Is There No Escape?
 
    
 
   My name is, or was Lee. It was late August in my 18th year, and I was supposed to be starting my senior year at Eastern High in a few weeks. All my best-laid plans were running off the rails, however. 
 
   I had just finished spending the summer at my grandparents’ little cottage on a picturesque lake in upstate New York. That was something I’d done as long as I could remember. This summer was markedly, humiliatingly different. 
 
   My grandparents were in the city all summer, because granddad was dealing with some age-related problems like a clouded retina operation and then a horrible case of the shingles. Grandma, as always, stayed by his side. That was somewhat unusual, but that wasn’t what made the summer so bizarre. 
 
   My parents were taking an extended cruise, trying to save their marriage. For several weeks, I had almost no contact with them. That was also unusual, but only hinted at the real problem. Communication was spotty onboard their ship, and—because my so-called “feminine tendencies” were a major cause of their marital strife—my mom was very short with me whenever we did get a chance to speak. She refused to listen to me when I tried to explain the terrible trap Lisa Tully set for me. 
 
   That was better than my father. He refused to speak with me at all. In fact, if he even suspected it was “the little sissy” calling, he’d threaten to throw my mom’s cell phone overboard. So I was forbidden to try to call my mom. She called me a few times a week at first, then once a week, then barely at all.
 
   My older sister Barb was away at college, spending the summer as a resident advisor for the program Central New York University ran for high school kids. I was hoping to enroll in the program myself, but Lisa’s schemes made that impossible. 
 
   I didn’t have any other close relatives in the area. With no hope of rescue from my family, I was forced to struggle to regain my male identity on my own. Unfortunately for me, after a summer-long unimaginable transformation into a feminine cheerleader, that was starting to look impossible. I’d just endured several weeks of the most humiliating experiences, climaxing with an ordeal I was finding hard to cope with: I’d been forced to participate as a girl at a special cheerleading camp. 
 
   If possible, things were about to become even worse. I was heading back to the city to begin a new life at a new school with my new BFF Lisa, living at her home with her family. All that was horribly, humiliating different from anything I’d ever imagined. I guess I should explain how this all happened? Sorry if you’ve heard some of this before, I get confused about what’s happened in this incredible and humiliating experience. I promise I’ll add in some new details as I remember them.
 
   It all started with Lisa Tully, a stunning girl my age, who insidiously trapped me into an unending nightmare of feminization. She’d set a fiendish plan into motion several months—maybe even years—before. At first, I naively assumed I’d be able to escape. Clearly, I failed to appreciate Lisa’s eagerness to feminize me and her dedication to her twisted plans. 
 
   I was sure she’d eventually get it out of her system, or else our parents would intervene and release me from her trap. To my horror, over the summer months, I’d learned never to underestimate her. 
 
   One day in June, Lisa casually mentioned that she’d fabricated text messages, making them look as if they were from me. In them, I seemingly revealed an increasingly desperate pattern of overpowering feminine desires. They began tentatively only hinting at my supposed deep unhappiness, but soon they depicted me as confiding my deepest fears and inner turmoil to Lisa, my oldest female friend. 
 
   She loved to tie me to my bed and read the messages to me in a high-pitched breathy voice, making it out that I was a total bimbo. Reading me the texts and teasing me about how feminine I was made me angry at first. She knew that provoking me this way while I was helplessly in bondage would eventually break down my sense of outrage. I struggled impotently against the strong handcuffs or clothesline, even after I realized there was no escape for me. 
 
   Every time she did this, she methodically assaulted my masculinity, replacing it with a shameful sense of feminine helplessness. Before long, she’d remade my personality into abject submissiveness. She had been meticulous, crafting dozens if not hundreds of messages in which I appeared to be a tortured transgendered person. At first, her faked texts made it look like I was just asking her questions about cheerleading. Later, they showed me begging her to teach me how to be a girl. 
 
   Her handiwork made it seem like I was conflicted about my desires, certain that I could only be happy as a girl, but afraid of what my parents nd friends would say. As the long series of texts unfolded, I appeared more and more disgusted with my masculinity, and despite my fears, increasingly desperate to embrace “my true feminine nature.”
 
   She explained that she’d begun showing these fake texts to her parents several months or maybe a year or so ago, and at her urging they’d told my parents about them. When I found out about this scheming, I finally understood why my father had become increasingly contemptuous of me, and why my mother had seemed so distressed. 
 
   Foolishly I’d let her trick me into wearing her cheerleading uniform, on my parents’ anniversary no less! When she showed me off to our parents and most of our family friends dressed as a girl, of course all of them were convinced I was a girl trapped miserably in a boy’s body. 
 
   Lisa’s plans had worked perfectly so far, and I was stuck as a feminized cheer girl all summer long. She engineered it so we would spend the summer together at my grandparents’ cottage to let my parents try to fix their relationship and let me “find myself.” We were 18, legally adults, and needed very little adult supervision. 
 
   Every day, I knew I had to break out of this terrible trap. Despite all my efforts, I kept falling deeper into it. Escape seemed more and more remote, as she continued feminizing me and teaching me how to look and act like a beautiful young female cheerleader. She used me sexually as a girl, dominated me, and renamed me Leanne. 
 
   She’d even injected me with female hormones and androgen blockers. In every way—mentally, physically, and emotionally—she was transforming me into a pretty girl. Conquering and controlling me sexually excited her. She’d tie me up, call me her “sexy submissive little slut,” and ride my mouth to multiple orgasms. She wasn’t happy just transforming my personality, however. 
 
   Every day, we’d practice flirty cheer moves, sexy dances, and perky cheers. She critiqued every aspect of my performance, “More emphasis on the words ‘Go!’ and ‘Win!’ Leanne,” she said, and “your voice has to be stronger! Sound like you mean it!” 
 
   She made me practice my movements and motions endlessly, “Punch your fist in time with each word. Keep the rhythm! Make your motions tighter! Point your finger higher! Shake your butt and wiggle your hips more!” 
 
   Our cheerleading squad was scheduled to participate in the annual Independence Day parade. All of us would have to march along, shout our cheers, do synchronized dances, and look like all American sweet, sexy girls next door. With all the practice Lisa put me through, I was ready to play my part. 
 
   Early morning on the 4th, Lisa gathered us together to prep for our performance. The more experienced girls adeptly applied their own makeup and did their own hair, but as the “new girl,” I needed help. Of course my BFF Lisa was eager to provide it. 
 
   First, she checked me all over to make sure my body was smooth and hairless. Then, she dressed me up in my uniform including the red sports bra and spankies, the red and white miniskirt and top, the cheer shoes and little white socks with little red megaphones. 
 
   Next, she applied my ostentatious “competition” makeup including gaudy garish metallic pink eye shadow, glitter, thick black mascara and eyeliner, rosy pink blush and fiery red lipstick. Lastly, she used her styling wand to give me a sassy, curly ponytail that she tied back with a huge, floppy red hair bow. Looking in the mirror and comparing myself to the other cheer girls, I felt dizzy realizing that I fit in with them all too well.
 
   We piled into a few vans that took us to the starting position. I stood there nervously, recognizing some of the athletes and other people getting ready for the parade, and hoping that no one would recognize me. Soon, we were marching in the parade, chanting our cheers with our pompons shaking above our heads. 
 
   It was the first time more than a dozen people had seen me, and I felt terrified that people would point at me and yell, “That’s a guy!” Lisa marched next to me, tormenting me. “Wow Leanne, all these people are staring right at you, and all of them know the truth about you!” she taunted.
 
   “What?” I asked, “They can tell I’m a guy?”
 
   Her eyes flashing she laughed, “Oh Leanne! You’re so funny! No I said they know the truth. That you’re a beautiful girl!”
 
    I wasn’t sure if I should be humiliated or relieved, so I ended up both. When I admitted to myself that she was right, that several hundred people saw me as just one of the girls, I felt utterly emasculated. Nothing about me tipped them off. Not my walk, not my body, and not my face. Nothing about me made anyone question my gender. They all were sure I was all girl. Lisa never missed a chance to reinforce all of this.
 
   After the parade the cheerleaders celebrated our near-perfect performance with an all-too rare figure-endangering visit to an ice cream stand. Lisa ordered us a strawberry milkshake to share, emphasizing that the pink color was the only proper choice for a feminine girly girl like me. After weeks on a near-starvation diet, I wasn’t going to turn it down.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   2. Bets Make A Deal
 
    
 
    
 
   My summer as a cheerleader continued from day to day, as Lisa found new and different ways to emasculate and embarrass me. My guy friends stopped by from time to time looking for me. I always hide, terrified they’d see me and laugh at my current feminized state. This even though Lisa assured me that they’d never recognize me. 
 
   She even bet me that if they did, she’d let me go free. I could return to being Lee, go back to school at Eastern High, and leave the short cheer skirts, makeup and pompons behind forever. 
 
   It was a tempting offer, but I was way too terrified to accept. I’m not even sure how many times she offered me this escape route. I repeatedly refused the bet. These four guys knew me very well. We’d spent twelve summers together, swimming, playing sports, climbing trees, and so on. There was no way they wouldn’t know who I was. I felt deep humiliation at the thought of them mocking my emasculation. 
 
   The next time they came looking for me, Lisa invited them in. I was furious and afraid. There they stood, my old buddies. Dave the jokester, always cracking us up with pranks and dirty jokes. Pete the gentle giant who stood at least 6’4” with about 220 pounds of solid muscle. Paul was also athletic, although not quite as huge as Pete. He was Dave’s younger brother, but not as outgoing. Bill was the real ladies’ man of the group, with his dark brown hair and bright blue eyes. He played guitar in a local band. 
 
   Lisa, back when she was a skinny geek girl, suffered countless cruelties inflicted on her by them and—most of all—by me. We teased and humiliated her mercilessly. That was some years ago. Since then, the meek mousy little nerd had metamorphosed into a powerful, beautiful young woman. 
 
   Since my parents’ 25th anniversary on June 6th, I’d also been a beautiful girl, although hardly powerful. Now, I was the meek little girl, and the hapless butt of Lisa’s pranks. Once again, I hid in the bathroom, afraid of being seen by these guys. 
 
   Of course I was frightened. Who wouldn’t be? I had simple but feminine makeup on my eyes and cheeks. Shiny pink lip-gloss made my mouth look inviting and kissable. I wore a flirty flowing cover-up over a sexy pink bikini that showed clearly through the sheer white material. My fingernails were painted an iridescent pink, and my toenails, peeking out of my pink flip-flops, matched. I felt and looked like the epitome of cute teen girlishness.
 
   As I hid, I heard Lisa explain that I’d just left, but they should come back that evening. To bait the hook, she’d told them the cheer team would be initiating a new girl. That meant nothing to me at the time. I was too busy trying not to make a noise, hoping to not get discovered, and praying I’d avoid death by embarrassment. 
 
   I realized I was holding my breath when I heard them laughing at Dave’s comment, “Wanna bet Lee is the new cheerleader girl?” I let out a tortured sigh as I heard them leave, their laughter fading into the distance. “If they only knew!” I thought, then, “No wait, they can never know. I’d absolutely die!” 
 
   I understood once more how completely Lisa had me by the balls. I was under her complete control. She’d locked my manhood into a chastity device, and was relentlessly force-feminizing me more and more every day. I was helpless to stop her. It hadn’t always been that way. 
 
   For several years, Lisa and I had been almost inseparable friends. Best friends forever. Thanks to her schemes, we were once again, although not in any way I liked or could accept. I probably should have realized there was something very different about her. I don’t know why I didn’t realize her dangerous dominant kinkiness back when she urged me to paint her nails, and not even when she painted mine. It all seemed like silly childish pranks and games. 
 
   She blackmailed me into wearing her pink bikini then used the incident to humiliate me, but still I didn’t understand my vulnerability or her deep designs on my masculinity. I did play some mean tricks on her to retaliate, but I should’ve cut all ties with her. Rather than shunning her, I acted like her BFF, and she probably saw me as her female BFF. 
 
   It was a grave mistake that encouraged her to think of me as a female. She decided to make me into the girlie image she’d harbored for several long years. Of course, I had no way of knowing that she’d react the way she did. 
 
   We’d fallen out of touch when she stopped going to public school and enrolled in the all-girls St. Catherine’s instead. She announced that I’d be going there as well, but assured me it wasn’t all girls anymore. I wasn’t sure I could trust her on that. 
 
   I guess I should have considered that she wouldn’t forget me. I definitely never forgot her, because I never met a friend as close or caring. Or so she’d seemed. When Lisa saw me after the long years of separation, she wasted no time entangling me into her plans. She foreshadowed the doom she’d constructed for me, teasing me about joining her cheerleading team and calling me “Leanne.” I got angry, not scared. In retrospect that was the wrong reaction. 
 
   She fooled me into competing against her and when I lost, she declared that I must try on her cheerleading uniform. Even then I couldn’t grasp the scope of her scheming. I refused to believe that she’d try to force me to be a female cheerleader on her squad. Not even when Lisa humiliated me in front of her parents and mine during Lunch. 
 
   After the emasculating meal, Lisa explained that she’d discussed having my parents send me to her school. As the shock from that revaluation sunk in, she stunned me saying my parents seemed interested, and even wanted me to try out for cheerleading, hoping that could get me a scholarship to college. 
 
   I guess I wasn’t thinking clearly because I believed her when Lisa promised to help me out of the mess she’d put me in if I put on her cheer uniform just once. I remembered how badly that turned out, but here I was taking a very similar deal on a daily basis. 
 
   If the four friends I’d hung with for several summers thought I was really a girl, I’d have to kiss one of them. If even one recognized me as their old friend Lee, I’d be able to regain my masculinity. 
 
    The last time I took her up on one of her deals, I ended up wearing her cheer uniform and instead of letting me out of her trap, she showed me off to my parents, her parents, and several family friends. After videoing me saying I was her “sexy little slut!” 
 
   She said this was all because she loved me, and thought I really was a girl trapped in a guy’s body. Lisa called me, “petite and dainty” and “a beautiful girl.” She’d claimed I’d admitted my femininity when I told her I was her “sexy little slut.” 
 
   I saw the adults approach us and I started to lose consciousness as I heard Lisa say, “Everyone! I want you to say hi to my best friend, Leanne!” Then I fainted. I awoke to a cross examination from my drunken dad, “Why are you dressed like a little fairy? Lisa tells us you put that on yourself,” he said waiving at the sexy little outfit.
 
   Lisa had shown me videos she’d taken of my forced feminization. She threatened to post them to Facebook, Twitter, and Instagram accounts she’d set up in the name Leanne unless I obeyed her. She forced me to admit I had voluntarily dressed in the cheer uniform. 
 
   My father went ballistic, “I knew it! I always knew you were a sissy little pansy! It’s like Lisa has been telling me for years now! Damn fairy!” He stormed off, and drove away—we hadn’t heard from him since. 
 
   My mom quickly agreed to have Lisa and me spend the summer together at the cottage, and unless my father was willing to take me back, I’d go to St. Catherine’s with Lisa and join her cheerleading squad as a girl. Lisa wasted no time preparing me for that. 
 
   She made me take hormones, kept me in chastity, and spanked my increasingly rounded bottom if I resisted. She forced me to practice cheerleading, makeup application and other feminine arts. She even invited the rest of the cheerleaders to help train me. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   3. The New Cheer Girl
 
    
 
   I learned what my fate would be if Lisa’s plans reached fruition. She and her team were grooming me to replace a cheer girl named Jaycee who moved to another state. She was the partner Lisa did the cheers with. Lisa demanded that I step up to take her place. 
 
   My mom, Gina, the St. Catherine’s cheerleading coach, the other parents, and the other cheerleaders agreed with Lisa. Before I knew it, the cheer squad began holding unity-building exercises at the cottage, culminating with my initiation as the newest cheer girl Leanne. 
 
   I thought initiation was when I they formally added me to the team, gave me my cheer uniforms, warm-ups, and so on. It wasn’t. It also wasn’t when Lisa tied me down and pegged me, breaking me in as her sexy slut either. No, my actual initiation was still to come. 
 
   I thought it was when the fifteen beautiful cheer girls and I played games and held girly sleepovers complete with makeovers and all the other girlie pastimes. Not so. 
 
   I had a sort of hint when while we were playing the “what animal would you be” game Jillian said, “Leanne would be a bunny...a Playboy Bunny! That’s so she could wear the sexy little outfit with the ears and tail, and flirt with all the guys....” 
 
   I didn’t pay much attention in my embarrassment, but I should have. 
 
   I’d never formulated an escape plan. I never got the chance. Lisa outsmarted me at every turn. She even challenged me directly saying, “My dearest Leanne, my pretty little girl, don’t you know you’re never going to escape my trap? I’ve been planning for this forever. I’m smarter than you are and stronger than you are. You can’t ever get away. You’re mine forever, Princess. Forever!”
 
   Lisa made me fill a journal with daily updates detailing how much I enjoyed her teaching me cheerleading and that becoming a girl was my dream come true—all written in my own handwriting. I realized that this would get me even deeper in her trap, but she’d used blackmail, sex, and other coercion to make me do it. 
 
   I spent the summer under her intrusive control. Every morning she tied me up after wrestling me into submission or snuck into my bedroom while I slept and cuffed me to the bed. She’d used my journal to obtain female hormones from a doctor she knew, and injected me with strong doses of them, along with what she said were androgen blockers. 
 
   When she started the treatments, I was confident I’d escape her trap long before they’d take effect. My confidence was sadly misplaced. After six weeks of the injections, my breasts had grown to about a B cup, while my hips and butt were rounded and curvy. My emotions were becoming more and more feminine too, matching my ever more girlish body. I learned just how girly I’d become at the highlight of our cheerleaders’ unity exercises: Costume Day. 
 
   Lisa insisted I wear an authentic-looking pink Playboy Bunny outfit. As the new “cheer girl,” I had to serve as the waitress for the little party we girls held. At one point, some of us were blindfolded with a scarf to play yet another little game. Before I could take off the blindfold, I was tied securely to a chair, and my secret cheerleader initiation officially began. 
 
   The girls gave me a glamour make over and triple pierced my ears.
 
   “Are we ready for the final final step?” a high girly voice chirped. 
 
   When the assembled cheerleaders loudly answered, “Yes!!!” the bimbo-ish voice declared, “Bring in the boys!” 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   4. Bring In The Boys!
 
    
 
   I couldn’t see them with the scarf tied over my eyes, but I recognized their voices: Bill, Dave, Pete, and Paul. I couldn’t stop trembling as I considered how I looked. My sun bleached blonde hair was curled and flowing beyond my shoulders and adorned by cute bunny ears that went perfectly with the sexy pink Playboy Bunny outfit I wore.
 
   Jillian invited all four of them to kiss the new initiate—me! Of course they eagerly accepted. One by one, four of my oldest friends made emasculating comments about me and then had their way with my pink glossed lips. 
 
   I heard Bill first, “I see a sexy little bunny in a trap. How enticing!” He didn’t earn his reputation as a heartthrob by talking, however. I felt him use his lips and mouth to show the room just how alluring he found me to the loud applause and encouraging shouts from the guys and girls alike. 
 
   Paul was next saying, “What a beautiful little minx you are, Leanne,” before also kissing me passionately and deeply. My heart was beating rapidly. I wondered, “Did they recognize me? They used to call me Leanne back in the day, would they remember? But they couldn’t recognize me! They were kissing me!”
 
   Dave, never outdone, shouted, “Out of the way you wimps, let me show you how it’s done!” He clamped his mouth onto mine and roughly probed inside my mouth with his tongue. Then, he probably gave me a hickey sucking on my neck until it hurt. I felt submissive and oh so feminine.
 
   Finally, it was Pete’s turn. He said, “I can’t kiss a girl who’s tied up! I’d feel like a creep.” He gently untied me and asked, “Are you O.K.? Did they hurt you?”
 
   I choked up at this kindness and could only nod in reply. I sure didn’t want to speak! That would give them a chance to recognize my voice.
 
   “Do you mind if I kiss you?” the huge jock asked softly.
 
   I didn’t want another friend to kiss me, but I was overwhelmed by the three who’d already done so. In my confusion I shook my head no, as in “No, don’t kiss me.”
 
   Apparently Pete assumed that meant, “No, I don’t mind” because I was stunned to feel his strong lips press onto mine. He didn’t try to French me, but the shock made me open my mouth and in my attempt to say stop, my tongue found its way into his mouth. 
 
   Lisa whispered into my human ear, “Now’s your chance, Leanne! If your friends realize who you are, then I’ll let you try to be a guy again. Good luck with that, princess!”
 
   I was as horrified as ever. Still blindfolded, I couldn’t run away. Even if I could, there was no place to hide. “What choice do I have?” I wondered, “if I signal them who I am now after they all kissed me, they’ll kill me!”
 
   I could hear her whispering to someone else, but I didn’t know who. I was hoping that keeping the scarf over my eyes would help disguise me. I guessed who Lisa had whispered to when someone lifted me into his arms and began to carry me...somewhere. From the ease with which he lifted me, I knew it had to be Pete. 
 
   As he carried me, I seriously considered telling him the truth, but I was too afraid. I felt that of the four guys he’d be the most understanding, but I’d just stuck my tongue in his mouth! I had no idea how he’d react to learning my real identity. If he got angry, he could seriously hurt me. It wasn’t worth the risk. 
 
   When he spoke, my suspicions were confirmed. Yes, it was Pete. “So Leanne is it? Lisa says its O.K. if I take you outside for a bit. Is that O.K. with you?”
 
   Again I just nodded. What could I do? Say no?
 
   He carried me in one arm and pushed open the screen door. The sounds of crickets and gently splashing waves met my ears as Pete sat on a bench with me in his lap. I considered removing the blindfold, thinking that in the dark he couldn’t recognize me even without it, but then how could I explain putting it back on when we went inside?
 
   So I never saw it coming when he kissed me again, gently and romantically. 
 
   Pete said, “Lisa told me that you were into me. I couldn’t believe it, such a pretty girl as you being into a big moose like me. Are you into me?”
 
   “Lisa!” I inwardly raged, “of all the manipulative, scheming things!” 
 
   Out loud I whispered, “Well I don’t really know you, but you do seem very sweet?” I noticed that I’d spoken in the feminine “up talk” all the cheerleaders used. 
 
   “Maybe we can get to know each other better then,” he asked in an alpha male tone, and removed the scarf from my eyes. 
 
   I held my breath hoping he wouldn’t recognize me. In the dim light, I could see he was staring at me. He held me firmly with one arm in his lap as if I were a child, and pulled his phone from his pocket. Before I could react, he took a selfie of us.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   5. Reunion With An Old Friend
 
    
 
   Looking at the screen, Pete studied the picture he’d just taken. “My my, Lee, you sure have changed!” he said, “you are looking so sexy in that little bunny outfit.”
 
   “Pete! It’s not what it looks like! I can explain!” I said, humiliated and terrified. 
 
   “You’re afraid! Do you think I’d hurt you?” he asked, “I’d never hit a girl, Leanne!” he laughed. “Anyway, Lisa told us all about you weeks ago. She said you’d always felt like you were a girl, and she was helping you realize your dream. Looks like your dream came true. You’re a smokin’ hot babe.”
 
   I was shocked! “Then you knew? All of you knew? Even when you....”
 
   “Of course we knew. You’re quite a kisser, Lee...Anne. Clearly being a girl suits you. You definitely look the part. Are you sure you’re not into me? You did call me sweet and your excuse about not knowing me isn’t gonna cut it anymore.”
 
   I sat there gaping like one of the fish we’d pull out of the lake, until Pete took me in his arms and kissed me, this time thrusting his tongue into my mouth. I was mortified, but helpless in his powerful grasp.
 
   I stuttered, “You...you all knew? And you don’t want to kill me for kissing you? Or even call me a fag at least?”
 
   Pete shook with a low, rumbling laugh I felt as well as heard. 
 
   “Kill you? Dude...ette! You’re still our friend, even if you are a total babe now. We want you to be happy you little goof,” he scolded with humor—not real criticism. “You really expected us to gay bash you? What do you think we are? Right wing jerks?” he asked, and laughed again.
 
   I sighed with relief and frustration. So Pete and the guys accepted me as a girl? O.K. at least they won’t kill me, but their easy acceptance was at least as humiliating as the teasing and mockery I’d expected. How could these friends who’d known me for years really think I wanted to be a girl? It was crazy!
 
   Then again, what could I say? How could I explain that I never wanted to be a girl? I was wearing makeup with my hair in a feminine style, and kissing a boy while sitting in his lap dressed in an ultra sexy bunny costume. The only upside was since I’d been recognized, Lisa would have to let me go. Finally I was going to escape emasculation. 
 
   Pete and I necked for a while. It wasn’t as horrible as I’d expected, being a girl with a big, strong, but considerate guy. His kind nature and my inner turmoil combined with the long days of psychological feminization and hormone treatments to make me confused and compliant. 
 
   We looked at the stars and he said things he probably thought were supportive like, “I sort of always knew you were feminine, and not just because of your man boobs.” 
 
   I felt myself blushing furiously at that, hoping he couldn’t see my face turning red. “I guess they’re just boobs now?” he asked earnestly. 
 
   His behavior as a perfect gentleman was sweet, but it only magnified my sense of hopelessness as he added, “This is definitely the right thing for you, Leanne. You look so sexy in that costume!” I nodded dumbly. What could I say?
 
   As he squeezed my butt and boobs he asked, “Are these fake? They feel real.”
 
   I squirmed with involuntary and shameful pleasure before I regained control of myself. Glumly I admitted, “They’re real.” 
 
   “Why are you saying it like that?” he asked, “aren’t you proud of your tight little body?” Then he shook his head saying, “You really are a girl, Leanne, all of you babes have body image issues.” 
 
   He gently stroked my long, silky hair cascading from beneath the humiliating bunny ears. I sat on his lap, legs crossed demurely, feeling more feminine than ever.
 
   His stereotypically masculine statements and attitude shook my to my soul. In confusion I wondered, “Is he right? Am I that much of a girl? Do I have body image issues like any other girl?” These thoughts distracted me, and I looked up into his eyes searching for answers he couldn’t possible offer. 
 
   I thought to myself, “He’s a strong, manly man. What could he possibly know about what we girls go through?” I caught myself—horrified by that ultra-feminine thought—and tried to gather my wits. 
 
   I was working up the courage to argue that Pete was wrong about me. I felt a growing sense of desperation. This was one of my few chances to speak to someone without Lisa dominating me. 
 
   I had to explain my entrapment, and ask him to help me regain my manhood. I opened my mouth to protest, but just then, Lisa intruded on our conversation. “Hope I’m not interrupting anything?” she asked smugly. 
 
   Flustered, we leapt up. Lisa placed her arm possessively around my waist, and guided me back into the cottage. Pete tagged along behind us. 
 
   I never got a chance to tell any of the guys that this wasn’t what I wanted or to ask them for help. The other three had quickly paired off with cheerleaders, and had no time or concern for me at all. Lisa closely chaperoned Pete and me, asking him a lot of idle questions about his basketball prospects. 
 
   He mentioned something about transferring to a private school to get a better chance to earn a college scholarship Lisa explained that she and I were working hard and expecting to go to college on cheerleading scholarships. 
 
   Pete smiled and said, “Wow! I bet you look great in your cheer skirt, Leanne!” 
 
   Lisa assured him that I did, and bragged on my behalf that my uncanny balance made me a great flyer. “You should see her doing flips and tumbling!”
 
   Pete’s eyes went wide at that, and I could tell he was picturing me getting tossed into the air, my skirt flying up, my spankies showing, my legs spread…. I grimaced imagining the same things. 
 
    I was fuming at these new humiliations and my growing sense of entrapment, so I couldn’t make myself pay much attention to what he was saying after that. Lisa snuck sly smiles at me. 
 
   She even winked, made kissy faces, and stuck out her tongue at me. I felt flushed with anger, shame, and a feeling of impotence. The only thing that kept me from exploding was the knowledge that I’d won the bet and Lisa would have to let me go.


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   6. My Ordeal Continues 
 
    
 
   When I reminded Lisa about the bet, she laughed in my face. 
 
   “Oh Leanne, you silly girl!” she said, “Your friends all told me they weren’t the least bit surprised that you wanted to be a girl. Especially after I showed them your texts and journal plus the videos and pictures. They weren’t even surprised how sexy and feminine you turned out! They all kissed you and wanted to be with you. Pete won you by being the sweetest.”
 
   Stunned, through gritted teeth I said, “I know, Lisa, I was there. Look. You can’t get away with this. It’s over! Finally over! There’s no way I’m going to be a schoolgirl or a cheer girl. Give it up!”
 
   I was afraid Lisa would be angry, maybe even punish me. Instead, she laughed again, pinched my cheek and said, “Aww Leanne! You’re so cuuuute when you’re feisty!”
 
   I was furious but the angrier I got, the more Lisa demeaned me. “This is not fair, Lisa! You said you’d let me go back to being a boy if the guys recognized me!”
 
   “But they didn’t recognize you, pretty princess! They asked me who the sexy babe was. I said they knew you, but they said ‘No way!’ They kept nagging me to introduce you to them. I gave them a lot of hints but they still had no clue.” she giggled.
 
   “That’s a lie!” I shot back, “Pete said....”
 
   “I heard what he said, Leanne. He said I told them who you were. They’d never have guessed in a million years. That’s because they thought you were a boy but you’re not. You’re a girl, you’ve always been a girl, and now they know it. Your parents know it. My parents know it. Your fellow cheerleaders know it too.”
 
   “Wait, what? The other cheerleaders know I’m a guy?” I asked, sputtering.
 
   “No,” she corrected haughtily, “a few of them know you used to pretend to be a guy, Leanne. You never were a guy! You’ll just have to suffer wondering which girls know your little secret!” 
 
   She emphasized the word “little” with a huge mocking grin, cutting deeply into whatever remained of my male ego. After all this insanity, I somehow still expected some sense from Lisa. When would I learn? 
 
   While the other girls settled in with sleeping bags, she grabbed me by the hand and took me to my room in the attic. There, she handcuffed me to the bed frame, still dressed in the humiliating bunny outfit. 
 
   She pulled down her yoga pants, meticulously harnessed a strap-on to her waist, and forced me to suck the hot pink phallus she shoved into my face. “That’s it, Leanne,” she commanded, “give me a blow job, you wanton little slut!”
 
   After plundering my mouth to reach her first orgasm, Leanne undressed me to my lingerie, put my legs over her shoulders, lubed my crack, and plowed me to another orgasm or three. 
 
   By now, I was used to being taken as if I were a female. I again experienced what passed for a climax these days, a whole body feminine sensation with no masculine release. As I shuddered, a little juice dripped from my chastity device. 
 
   Leanne giggled and said, “My sexy girlfriend is a squirter.” She tapped my cage with her fingernail, remarking, “Your little clitty is getting smaller and smaller. Soon, we may not need this tiny tube to keep you chaste and faithful to me, my sexy little slut.”
 
   I hated when she called me that. It reminded me of my shameful surrender to her, when she masturbated me as I sat on her lap wearing her cheerleading uniform. She’d waited until I was desperate, right on the edge, and stopped massaging my cock and chest. 
 
   She refused to continue until I begged her to make me her “sexy little slut.” I tried to hold out, but I finally capitulated. She locked the chastity device onto me, and barely ever let me out of it ever since. 
 
   We’d spent the entire summer training me into a cheer girl. The rest of the weeks went on much the same way the previous had to this point. Only now I wondered just what my “fellow cheerleaders” knew about my past, even as I wondered about my future. 
 
   When I first learned about Lisa’s twisted intentions for me several weeks back, I’d never imagined she’d be able to keep me entrapped, emasculated, and possibly exposed. 
 
   I wondered, “Exposed as what? As a male to female transgender girl? As a former tomboy turned girly girl?” I couldn’t even figure out how to figure this out. It wasn’t like I could say, “Hey Tiffany, did Lisa tell you I have a dick?” or “Jillian, does this bikini make me look masculine?” 
 
   I had no idea what the other girls thought I was, and I was far too embarrassed and self-conscious to ask them at this late date. For the last few months I naively expected to escape, and by now I’d seen them in their bras and underwear too many times to just come out as a straight guy. I wondered if they’d even believe I was straight or that I didn’t really want to be a girl. 
 
   They’d all seen me flounce, gyrate, and dance flirtatiously in the short, sexy cheer skirt. They’d watched me serve them snacks dressed as a Playboy Bunny. Then they’d blindfolded me, tied me to a chair, triple pierced my ears, and had me make out with four guys! All of that feminine frolicking rendered any attempt to assert my heterosexual masculinity ridiculous, if not impossible. 
 
   It was early August. Summer was winding down, and our cheerleading practice was ramping up. Lisa and I worked on our partner stunts every day. She’d make me wear a deep plunging purple one-piece, a pink and white striped bikini, or something equally feminine. 
 
   We’d swim out to where the water was up to her boobs, and she’d lift me onto her shoulders, hold me up with her arms extended, and flip me over her head from one position to another. If I fell, something I seldom did, the water cushioned the impact. 
 
   Lisa was ecstatic with my progress. “You’re an amazing flyer, Leanne!” she’d say, as if that should make me happy, “working so well together like this, we’ll both get cheer scholarships for sure!” She revealed the next phase of her trap suggesting, “I think we should go to Central New York University next year. The Dynamo Dome is awesome! How would you like to cheer in front of 30,000 fans for basketball?”
 
   “Having 60,000 eyes watch me shimmy and sashay, then flip in the air with my spankies showing? No, I wouldn’t like that at all!” I thought, but I knew it’d do no good to tell Lisa that. 
 
   I knew the Dynamo Dome well. My dad used to take me to football and basketball games there all the time. Those were some of the happiest times in my life. That was before my father started to think of me as a little sissy.
 
   I’d learned that Lisa was behind that. She’d told him I wanted to be a girl, and showed him proof in the form of pictures of me in her bikini with painted nails that she’d secretly taken when we were much younger. For the first time, I wondered whether she may have set this terrible trap into motion seven or more years ago! That realization hit me harder than a belly flop on the water.
 
   I remember watching the sexy CNYU cheerleaders, impressed by their acrobatic flips and sensual dance routines. All the while enjoying my view of their femininity, and never dreaming that one day I’d be dressed in a similar uniform performing similar gyrations. Much less that I could ever be considered a candidate to follow in their proud pompon tradition. 
 
   As I pondered this, Lisa dropped another bomb on me asking, “Are you excited about camp, LeLe?” That was her new nickname for me. I didn’t like it, but at least it was better than “sexy little slut.” 
 
   When she saw my utter confusion, she laughed happily, “Oh dear! Did I forget to tell you? Every summer we spend the second to last week before school starts at Glitter Girls Cheerleading Camp!”
 
   “Glitter Girls?” I asked, incredulous that she’d even consider bringing me to a camp full of female cheerleaders next week no less—as one of the supposed Glitter Girls. And aggravatingly, she sprung it on me without any warning. 
 
   “Yes Glitter Girls,” she mocked me, “it’s for all girl cheer squads, like ours. We’ll be bunkmates and learn from top cheerleading coaches! Won’t that be fun?”
 
   I learned that Lisa’s mom would pick us up in her van about 6 a.m. the next day, and drive us north to the camp. After a week, she’d pick us up at the camp and drive us to their home. As the sun began to turn orange and sink behind the woods, I realized this was it. My fateful summer was about to end suddenly that very night. 
 
   Weeks earlier, I’d resolved to extricate myself from Lisa’s trap. I’d failed miserably and was getting pulled into it deeper, if anything. My actions, movements, thoughts, and body were dainty, delicate, and demure, Lisa showed me she was stronger than I was the day all this began. Since then, she methodically increased her advantage over me. 
 
   She forced me to perform aerobics, held me to a strict weight-loss diet, and even administered massive doses of hormones. All that ensured she would become even more physically—and probably also emotionally—superior to me. She easily kept me as the submissive female in our relationship through the summer. My window of escape was closing before my eyes.
 
   After the initiation, Lisa made a point of repeatedly showing me off to my four friends. She even “encouraged” me to date Pete. His huge size and courtly manners made me feel exceedingly girlish and petite. That’s not to say the times we spent together were horrible. It was actually kind of nice. He took me on long walks, holding hands, and making small talk. Sometimes, we’d sit on the dock looking at the moon and stars. 
 
   I tried to explain that I didn’t really want to be a girl, that this was all just a scheme by Lisa. He’d patiently listen, and then smile at me as I looked up at him. I have to admit it was difficult to make the case that I wanted to be a man while I was cuddling beside him, sitting there wearing short shorts or miniskirt with a halter or bikini top.
 
   “Lisa told us you’d try to blame her to keep us from judging you for your transition. It’s OK, Leanne,” he’d offer soothingly, “you don’t have to be ashamed. I accept you as a girl. It’d be hard not to. I look at you and I can’t imagine you as a guy. I’ve tried, and it’s impossible.” 
 
   After a while, I realized Lisa had outsmarted me again. My mannerisms and body were so feminine, I’m not sure I could convince anyone that I had anything masculine about me. As patient as Pete was, my complaining and blaming Lisa was getting on his nerves, so I just gave up. What was the point in aggravating him? I tried to just relax and enjoy our time together. Of course there was necking and petting, and one night I gave my first blow job to a guy. 
 
   Pete took me to the Volunteer Firemen’s Field Days, the annual Summer-end fundraiser that was a lot like a county fair. We went on the Ferris Wheel and roller coaster. He made me ride on the Merry-go-Round with the other girls and children, insisting that it was too prissy for a real man. He won stuffed animals for me. 
 
   He held me close, his arm wrapped around my shoulders, as we shared his candy apple and pretzel. He bought me some beer and I drank three or four cups. Soon, I was more than tipsy. We walked back to the dock, and he helped me climb into a rowboat, saying we should watch the fireworks away from the crowds. 
 
   He set the oars into the oarlocks, gripped the handles and pulled again and again. I sat across from him on the other bench and watched as his strong arms propelled us hundreds of yards out into the lake. We coasted to a gentle stop, and he tossed the anchor overboard with a splash. We tenderly undressed and explored each other, and soon we were down to our underthings. 
 
   Our actions gave the boat a steady rocking motion. That and my beer buzz combined with our passionate kissing to drive me close to the edge. As the first rockets painted the nighttime sky with streaks and stars of blue, white, and red, I tugged Pete’s boxers down to his ankles. 
 
   He gasped as I gently stroked his shaft with my soft hands. He was already hard. Soon, he began grunting as I worked his balls with my fingers and carefully knelt before him on the bottom of the little boat. 
 
   “You don’t have to do this,” he moaned.
 
   “But I want to,” I smiled, barely even wondering why that was true.
 
   I didn’t expect or even want him to reciprocate. Locked in the chastity device, there wasn’t much he could do anyway. I considered offering my backside to him, but didn’t.
 
   We spent some more nights together after that, but never were that intimate again until my last night at the lake. With our departure for cheer camp coming up the next day, I couldn’t afford to stay up too late. Still, when Lisa insisted I have a passionate, romantic good-bye encounter with Pete, I didn’t object.
 
   A smart athlete stays with plays that work, and so Pete suggested we take a rowboat ride to “look at the stars.” I giggled and agreed, not that I had any choice. The night was unseasonable cool, and my hardened nipples poked visibly in my shear, sleeveless top. I cuddled close to Pete for warmth and comfort, and he enveloped my lithe form in his powerful grasp.
 
   He kissed the top of my head and stroked my cheek, humming a romantic tune just slightly off key. My heart melted with that. He’d never been anything but sweet to me. I writhed in pleasure as he kissed my ear, my neck, and my lips. 
 
   I tossed my head back and mewled as he unbuttoned my top, and unhooked my bra. He gently put my left nipple in his mouth and softly sucked. Electricity shot through my prone body. I’d never felt anything like this!
 
   I arched my back and hissed, “Yessssssss” when his lips moved to my right breast. They’d become so sensitive as they’d grown, and I groaned in ecstasy as my massive guy friend licked and nibbled on them. “It’s not all bad being a girl,” I smiled to myself. 
 
   Moments later we were making our own fireworks. My lips and tongue frantically made love to Pete’s considerable manhood, until I brought him to an earth-shaking climax. He smiled down at me, a glassy look in his eyes.
 
   When I finally got back to the cottage, I’d expected Lisa to be jealous, but no. She explained, “You’re a healthy, normal red-blooded American girl, Leanne, of course you’re going to fool around with boys. I am a little angry you’re back so late, though. We need to be up and ready to go in five hours. You will be punished!”
 
   Chastened, emasculated, and afraid of my impending punishment, I tossed sleeplessly imagining the inevitable humiliation awaiting me at Glitter Girls Cheerleading Camp. It was worse than I could have ever imagined. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   7. Still Stuck in the Terrible Trap
 
    
 
    
 
   Once we’d made the 3-hour trip to the campground, we grabbed our cheer bags and ran squealing to our assigned bunk. Well, the other girls were squealing. I was exhausted and full of trepidation, intimidated by the prospect of exposure as a feminized male through close contact with dozens or hundreds of girls. 
 
   According to the packet waiting for us on our bunk beds in our cabin, “Glitter Girls cheerleading camp was designed to help cheerleaders develop their spirit leader skills.” We played games and shared in exercises to build team cohesion. These were a lot like the activities we’d held at the cottage, only on a much larger scale. 
 
   Under the watchful eyes of the Glitter Coaches, we improved our trust and built respect among our squad. We set goals, and created a strong team identity. “We” also crushed most of what was left of my male identity. 
 
   Every morning, we’d put our hair up in high ponytails, tied with a flirty ribbon or bow, and got dressed in our “camp wear.” The first day we wore matching pink short shorts with “CHEER!” in white lettering across the butt. These were paired with a tight tank top that said “CHEER!” across our boobs. 
 
   By this point my boobs were so large I needed to wear a bra, even if I weren’t planning to jump around. I wasn’t happy about it, but I’d be doing a lot of bouncing and jumping at camp. 
 
   We learned new cheers and advanced choreography, as well as new ways to electrify the crowds at our sporting events with fun pregame ideas, and at pep rally ideas. I’d never paid much attention to spirit traditions, so I had little if any ideas to suggest on those topics. 
 
   I sat cross-legged on the grass listening to perky twenty something women describe how we could develop and use spirit themes to fire up the students at our school. The only idea I really liked was “Opposite Day,” when the cheer girls would dress as male athletes, and the guys would dress as cheer girls. “See how they’d like it!” I told myself, wondering how many guys would even enroll at St. Catherine’s. 
 
   The football basics class was easy for me. I was already well versed with the terms, and could tell the difference between defense and offense, and a touchdown versus a field goal. The other cheerleaders were impressed and asked me countless questions. Quickly ultra-girly Jillian whined, “I’m never going to remember all this! I’m just gonna copy you, Leanne!”
 
   Lisa was almost always hovering near by, but occasionally she attended leadership workshops for captains and co-captains only. There wasn’t anything I could with my occasional freedom. What would, I say? “I may look like a feminine cheer girl, but I’m really a guy?” Who would I tell? Who would even believe me? 
 
   Lisa was a controlling girl, but the upside of that was clear as we took sideline cheer classes. She and I were among the best stunt partners, and several times the coaches made us demonstrate techniques in front of everyone. 
 
   Lisa was bursting with pride at this, but I felt emasculated by all the praise. All the more so because she was the base—the one who lifted me into positions over her head—while I was the more petite and delicate “girl,” posing and twirling into positions that resembled a ballerina’s dance moves.
 
   As accomplished as we were, we still had a lot to learn. The National Spirit and Cheerleading Association coaches taught us new stunts—acrobatic and exciting moves including flips, jumps, gymnastic tumbling, and pyramids—all designed to spark crowds at football and basketball games or win competitions. 
 
   We also learned how to incorporate new hip-hop dance routines and funky cadence choreography we could include in our performances with our school’s jazz band. We left camp “game ready” after the coaches critiqued our routines and evaluated our overall performance including constructive feedback from the NSCA staff.
 
   Every night, our squad would talk about the things we learned, boys, our hopes for the impending new school year, boys, cheerleading, and…boys. 
 
   Lisa loved embarrassing me by asking questions like, “Leanne, what kind of boy do you like? Big and strong or more artsy? Do you prefer blue-eyed blonds or tall dark and handsome?” I squirmed in humiliation as she asked if I was a virgin, if I’d ever given oral, or let a guy “eat me out.” 
 
   On the last night there, she let Jillian led my hazing. They jumped on me just as I was trying to fall asleep. They tied me to my bunk bed with clothesline Lisa brought with her, and covered my mouth with duct tape. Lisa stood back with a huge smirk on her face as Jillian slowly undressed me. 
 
   When they got me down to just my bra and panties, Jillian gasped, “OMG what’s in her underwear?”
 
   I shook my head frantically, hoping Lisa would call a halt to this humiliation. Again, I should have known better. Grinning, she motioned to Jillian to remove my panties. When she did, they all pointed at my tiny penis trapped within the chastity device. “What is that?” several voices asked at once.
 
   “That,” Lisa giggled, “is what’s left of LeLe’s little wee-wee!”
 
   They stared at her, then at me and then back at her. Bubbling over with glee, she continued, “You see, Leanne is a girl, but she was born with a tiny, useless scrap between her legs. She’s been pretending to be a boy, but as anyone can see she’s all girl”
 
   Jillian, one of the most feminine creatures ever seen on Earth, laughed at the very idea of me trying to be a guy, “Her? Pretending to be a boy? That’s hilarious! I’ve seen Leanne like a million times and she’s the girliest girl I know!”
 
   “That’s Wonderful!” I thought to myself hopelessly, “a total bimbo thinks I more of a bimbo than she is!” It couldn’t get any more emasculating.
 
    
 
   Just like that, summer was over. Last June, I’d felt certain that I’d escape from Lisa’s terrible trap and reassert my masculinity. Any day I’d just explain the truth to my mom or Lisa’s parents or someone. 
 
   Unfortunately, my parents’ travels prevented communications with them. Lisa had prepped her parents, my friends, and basically everyone on planet that I’d try to blame her for my obvious transsexual tendencies. Every time I tried to make the case for my masculinity, people dismissed me, amused by my feminine protests. 
 
   Lisa’s parents picked us up at Glitter Girls Camp on the final day, and we were all driving to their home in the city. My parents apparently were back home and trying to repair their marriage. My father was still infuriated by my “deviant lifestyle,” and I was warned not to try to contact my family. In response, Lisa’s family warmly welcomed me into their home.
 
   Soon I was settled into a comfortable guest bedroom in the Tully’s spacious suburban McMansion. The room was decidedly feminine, with blush colored walls and a matching comforter. Exhausted from the long summer with its endless embarrassment, I dropped my cheer bag on the floor and flopped onto the canopy bed. 
 
   Moments later, Lisa walked in without knocking as usual, sat beside me, and cooed, “Oh Leanne, you’re finally here with me. You have no idea how long I’ve dreamed of this day.” I looked up at her quizzically, wondering just how long she’d been scheming to make this happen. My mental image of her quickly shifted. Yes, she was a manipulative mastermind, but she was also a teenaged girl, as she demonstrated.
 
   She popped up from the bed saying, “OMG! You have to see this!” my curiosity overcame my fear and my eyes followed her to across the room. There, she pulled open a door revealing a huge walk-in closet. She bounced inside and a moment later she emerged holding a garment bag. 
 
   She bounced back to me as I sat up to see what had excited her. My face twisted into a mask of embarrassment as she unzipped the bag and presented the contents. She said excitedly, “Look Leanne, isn’t it adorable?”
 
   Maybe I shouldn’t have been shocked, but when Lisa had assured me and my parents that St. Catherine’s wasn’t an all girls school any longer, I’d assumed.... I’d hoped.... But.... My mind went into waves of humiliation as I looked at Lisa’s smiling face, hoping this was just a joke, a prank....
 
   “Well Leanne, don’t you love it? There’s 10 of these in your closet. It’ll suit you perfectly!” she said, holding up a little red, yellow, and black plaid skirt, a white blouse, and a red cardigan. My new school uniform.
 
    
 
   To be continued.
 
   


 
   
  
 




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

 
 
   


 
   
  
 




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


 
   
  
 




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

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

 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




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

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


 
   
  
 



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

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


 
   
  
 




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

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

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


 
   
  
 




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

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

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

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


 
   
  
 




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

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


 
   
  
 




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

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

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

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