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

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

Her fingers were too strong, however, and without much effort she pulled me inexorably toward her family’s white Honda Civic. “Oh yes, Leanne, you’re going to try on my uniform now, and because you agreed to doubling the bet, you’re going try out for cheerleading!" she said.
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    	Recap from Part One: 
 
   
 
   The Trap is Set and Sprung
 
    
 
   My name is Lee Watkins. I was supposed to be looking forward to my senior year, at Eastern High, finishing up grade school and preparing for college. My 18th birthday was at the start of the summer, and I was finally feeling pretty good about myself. Then one terrible day changed everything. 
 
   During the summers, my family spent most of our time at my grandparents’ little cottage. This was a tradition that went back as long as I could remember. For several years, I’d played sports, laughed, and joked around with the guys at the lake. I’d suffered some teasing a while back, but that was largely forgotten.
 
   It was still early summer when everything changed. I’d been swimming, throwing the Frisbee around, fishing, water skiing, and just hanging out with all the other young guys every day since my junior year ended. On that fateful June day, the only thing that seemed the least unusual was my parents’ plans for a big anniversary party. 
 
   Also unusually, for the first time in years, Lisa Tully—an absolutely gorgeous girl my age—was back at the lake. When I first saw her, I was more than a little turned on. But before the day ended, I was stuck in a terrible trap had Lisa set for me. Thanks to her—my once and future BFF—I had acquired the humiliating name Leanne. Even worse, I was spending my summer stuck as a feminized cheer girl. 
 
   While all the guys swam, played real sports, and enjoyed other outdoor activities, Lisa made me join her doing aerobics and yoga, and practicing cheerleading. It was the last thing in the world I wanted to do, but I had no choice. Maybe I should start back when my life as I knew came to a sudden end?
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   “The Day it All Happened” was my parents’ 25th anniversary. They’d invited all our local relatives and family friends to celebrate with them at the cottage on Oneida Lake in upstate New York. It was June 6th, and my parents’ anniversary cookout was scheduled to start in a few hours. 
 
   Their closest friends, the Tullys, had arrived much earlier than the other families. Disastrously, they brought along their stunningly beautiful daughter Lisa, as I mentioned. She was eighteen like me, and seemed very interested in me after several years of little to no contact. Why was she so focused on me? That became clear moments after she arrived. 
 
   Lisa and I had been very close. We hung out constantly at grade school from kindergarten to fifth grade, and spent time together whenever our parents together. She was very familiar with the lake because she’d spent a lot of summer vacations here. She called our stay overs together “slumber parties.” 
 
   I’m embarrassed to admit it, but she often got me to paint her nails. A few times, she even painted mine, the first time while I was sleeping. I didn’t think it meant anything, but it felt emasculating when I woke up to pink nails. 
 
   I hated to think about how much all that “girly” stuff humiliated me, but Lisa loved it. Other than those occasional emasculating experiences, her staying over was nice. We’d talk all night long, sharing our deepest fears and biggest dreams. 
 
   When the other guys were around, I acted much differently, trying to be macho. Lisa was the only girl in our little group, and I’d always join in with the boys teasing her. We called her “Penny,” referring to her budding breasts that back then, were no bigger than pennies. Very immature, I know. 
 
   Once, when we all were skinny dipping, I got of the water first and hid her clothes. She had to dash back to the cottage enduring taunts and insults from all the guys. I played many other tricks and pranks on her. It seemed harmless enough. She was skinny and gawky and oh so trusting. 
 
   One time she’d finally had enough and struck back. Looking back, I should’ve realized my vulnerability and not pushed her too far. But I was young and stupid, or maybe just overconfident? Either way, whatever led me to underestimate her, I was helpless when she went at me.
 
   “Hey Lee, have you told your friends that you let me paint your nails?” They looked at me, saw me blushing, and realized Lisa wasn’t just making it up. She raised her voice to be heard over their whoops and jeers, saying, “and do they know that you wore my pink bikini? You looked soooo pretty in it!” She taunted in a singsong voice, “maybe you’d like to wear it again and show them?”
 
   The way she told it made me sound like a fairy princess. That’s not exactly the way it happened, but what good would it do for me to correct her? In reality, she’d painted my nails while I was asleep, and said she’d only give me the polish remover if I tried on her bikini. Unbeknownst to me, she’d taken step-by-step pictures of the whole thing. 
 
   After that, the guys ridiculed me constantly, calling me a girl and saying Lisa and I should play dolls together. It was horrible! To win back my street cred, I became even more horrible to Lisa. More than once, I’d tricked her heartlessly and sent her away in tears. Soon after that, she stopped coming to the lake. 
 
   The next fall, she enrolled at St. Catherine’s, an all-girls Catholic school, and we fell out of touch. Sometimes I missed her, especially because I had few friends and none were as close as Lisa had been. In the intervening years, I grew a bit taller, but barely gained any weight or strength. 
 
   I looked like the nerd I was, but not Lisa. She’d developed into an amazing beauty. She had perfectly shaped breasts that were probably a C cup. She was about my height and weight, but 5’9 120 pounds looked great on a girl. On me? Not so much. 
 
   I felt guilty about teasing her back in the day, and wondered, “What if I had been kind to her, and we’d stayed in touch. By now, maybe we’d be dating? That’d be so amazing,” I thought. 
 
   Lisa seemed happy to see me. My excitement more than matched hers, but soon evaporated, however. I felt awkward as she pulled me into a secluded area, and even more uncomfortable as she began teasing me about joining her cheerleading team. 
 
   I couldn’t believe it. She was sissy-shaming me!  She laughed and said I wasn’t strong enough to be a cheerleader. That was too much for my battered male ego to take. Before I could stop myself, I’d bet her that I was much stronger than she was, and she eagerly accepted the challenge. 
 
   In moments, she confidently commanded me to try lifting her. I did so for 15 seconds. Then, with her calling me Leanne and taunting me about how I should be a cheer girl, I dropped her. Self-conscious and losing my temper, I let her prod me into a double dare bet. Events quickly cascaded out of control from there. 
 
   When her turn came, she lofted me like a cheerleader lifting her teammate at a pep rally. I felt so stupid! She’d practiced exactly these moves constantly. Of course she’d do great and win at this stupid contest. No wonder I felt, “as light as a feather” to her, as she called me “Leanne” and held me in her strong hands for over a minute. 
 
   I listened, my humiliation increasing, as Lisa insisted I join her cheerleading team as the penalty for losing the bet. “I think you’d make a great flyer, if you have the balance for it,” she said. Then, she made me perform some basic cheerleader moves with her. First, lifting me over her head, setting my feet on her shoulders, and then turning around with me helplessly held by my ankles. 
 
   She explained, “Oh yes, you’re a natural flyer Leanne! I’ve never seen a girl as steady as you are.” To prove her point, Lisa flipped me off her shoulders, into a flip, and onto the ground. Looking back, I realized that Lisa was forcing me to go through a sort of try out. A try out to become a cheerleader! 
 
   Back then, however, I had no idea how entrapped I was. In retrospect it all made sense. Lisa was more than hinting at her plans for me. She was explicitly detailing her scheme, but I was too overwhelmed, too much in denial, to understand her plain words.
 
   When she said “I have my cheer uniform in the car....” I thought that—at the very worst—she was going to make me dress me in her uniform, tease me, and possibly take a few pictures. If only that were all she’d had planned. 
 
   Again, I failed to take her seriously when she said “You’re going to try on my uniform now, and because you agreed to doubling the bet, you’re going try out for cheerleading.” 
 
   Despite all this, I still didn’t believe she’d really try to make me join her cheerleading squad. Not even after she said, “As luck would have it, one of our star flyers moved out of state....” 
 
   I recoiled as Lisa showed off the various parts of her little outfit in turn, saying how adorable I’d look in it. “Oh you will be so cute in the red and white 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 red sports bra.” 
 
   Her comments chilled me, and Lisa increased my feelings of emasculation by saying, “These red spankies will hide your pretty panties when your skirt flies up during stunts! Oh, and we can’t forget your matching hair bow and pompons!”
 
   I panicked and ran, but she caught me and subdued me easily. Luckily, I was saved by the bell as my mom called us for lunch, and Lisa had to let me go.
 
   I had almost no relief from her designs, however, as Lisa teased me all during Lunch. She suggested I was a complete failure at masculinity, such as asking pointed questions hinting that I could never make it on a boys football or basketball team.
 
   She talked up her joy of cheerleading, adding that it would help her get a full scholarship to college. Then, she twisted the knife saying, “Too bad you’re not lettering in a varsity sport, Lee. Maybe then you could get a scholarship too!”
 
   My dad, half drunk by this time, glared at me in disappointment before spitting, “Him? Lettering in a sport? He’s more likely to make cheerleading!” 
 
   Lisa ignored my pleading eyes and grinned at me knowingly as she said, “It’s funny you should say that! We have an opening on our squad and I think Lee would be a perfect...fit.” 
 
   Then she told him that I could join her at St. Catherine’s, saying that it was no longer officially an all-girls school, and omitting the fact that no boys had ever enrolled. My face burned as my dad contemptuously told my mom and Lisa’s parents all about her horrific suggestion that I should join the cheerleading team at her school. When he said he wished it could happen, a tidal wave of humiliation hit me, and I ran off. 
 
   When Lisa found me, she revealed even more of her intricate trap saying, “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 money they’d save if you went to college on a cheerleading scholarship. And guess what? They agreed!”
 
   When I expressed shock and dismay, Lisa casually manipulated me into another compromising position. She promised that if I lived up to my end of the bet by trying on her uniform just once, she’d tell my parents she was just joking. I’d escape going to St. Catherine’s, finish up at Eastern High and, “We can forget the whole thing,” she offered. 
 
   What a relief! It seemed like a good deal to me at the time. Just thirty minutes of relatively private embarrassment, then it’d all be over like a fading nightmare. In about fifteen minutes, I was wearing Lisa’s little cheer outfit. It felt weird and...oddly exciting. I guess from the fear of getting caught? 
 
   I felt emasculated and ridiculous as Lisa styled my hair into a high ponytail, and clipped in the big, floppy feminine hair bow to hold it in place. When I refused to wear makeup, she grappled me into a headlock, and deftly tied me up with pantyhose. Unable to resist, I endured a humiliating forced makeover. By the time she’d finished, I was completely feminized. 
 
   “Now there’s a pretty little cheerleader!” Lisa said. She slung her cheer bag over her right shoulder and pulled me—still trussed up—over the other. I felt utterly helpless, but still clung to deep denial as Lisa explained the terrible trap she’d constructed.
 
   “I’ve been stalking your Facebook page, Leanne,” Lisa said, “that’s how I knew you’d probably fit in my old cheer uniform.” Her cheerful voice suddenly turned threatening as she asked, “You have no idea how much you hurt me back then, do you? You were my best friend!” Then she dropped the hammer. 
 
   Lisa related the horrible fate awaiting me—and the elaborate machinations she’d used to ensnare me—saying, “Let me fill you in on some more of the conversation I had with both of our parents this afternoon after you left. I told them how confused I was when, out of the blue, you called me and asked me all these questions about cheerleading.” 
 
   She giggled while retelling the awful conversation, “Your father made some comment about sissies. Then, I told them the weirdest part of all. I said that you wanted to know all about cheerleading as a girl!”
 
   Finally, the full implications of her diabolical scheme began to sink in as she continued, all the while ignoring my desperate protests and frantic interruptions. 
 
   She went on, “I told them I was sure you were just putting me on, especially when you begged me to bring you one of my cheer uniforms today so you could try it on.”
 
   She methodically shattered my hopes of escape and brushed away my many denials saying, “But here’s the thing. I told my parents months ago that you’d been asking me what it’s like being a girl. So for several weeks now, my parents have been discussing all of this with your parents. 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 was sickened as Lisa described the results of my foolishness, and realized what I’d let her trick and trap me into. “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?” 
 
   I hung wriggling impotently over her shoulder as she carried me back toward the cottage, toward horrible and humiliating exposure! She paused briefly and held me helplessly on her lap, her fingers prodding and probing my most sensitive erogenous spots. Lisa drove me wild with arousal and desire. I gasped as she stimulated me under the bra and the skirt she had made me wear.
 
    “Oh, you’re soooo wet, you dirty girl!” Lisa mock-scolded me. “I want you to tell me you’re my sexy little slut! Will you say that for me, Leanne?”
 
   I was on the edge of release, and my entire body shook as Lisa gently pinched my sensitive nipple with one hand, and teased me inside my panties with the other. Then she halted. 
 
   I whined, “No, please Lisa! Don’t stop!” When she refused to continue, I surrendered, shamefully saying. “Yes I’m your...sexy little slut!” Then my orgasm exploded through my being. When it ended, Lisa’s terrible trap slammed shut.
 
   “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. Now we’ve agreed that you’re my sexy little slut, we have to make sure no one else can have you.”
 
   I wondered what she meant, but she quickly explained, and demonstrated. 
 
   “And since dizzy little nymphos like you can’t control your sexual urges, we need to take steps to guarantee your fidelity,” she giggled. 
 
   Before I could react or resist, she’d pulled a chastity cage out of her cheer bag and locked me into it, saying, “There you go Leanne, all safe and secure!”
 
   Lisa revealed that she’d videoed the whole scene, and had even taken videos and photos of me willingly putting on her uniform earlier. Most horrifying, she revealed that she had begun setting me up long ago!
 
   “Before you get any ideas about grabbing this camera,” she said, “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.... Did I forget to mention all the accounts I set up in the name of Leanne Watkins, with your address? Unless I delete them, they’ll go live in about an hour.”
 
   She showed me the evidence of my complete entrapment on the little screen. I watched in horror as I saw myself totally feminized, lying across her lap, a look of sexy passion across my face. I heard my voice saying, “Yes I’m your...sexy little slut!” as my body began gyrating in a massive orgasm. 
 
   She had choreographed all of this perfectly. In the video, she looked shocked and concerned, revealing no indication that she’d done anything to entice or force me into this humiliating position! 
 
   Lisa gloated, “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.”
 
   Feeling stupid, helpless, and overwhelmed, I listened as she continued, smiling widely, “Your junk is locked into a chastity device. 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.”
 
   When I asked her why she’d done all this, her response was bizarre and unexpected, “I’ve always loved you! But your sick obsession with trying to pass yourself off as a boy ruined you. It made you mean and horrible!” she wailed, “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!”
 
   She explained, “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 needed to lock you up, so you’d never stray.... 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.” 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 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.”
 
   All of a sudden, I saw black spots around the edges of my vision, and I couldn’t breathe. 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.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   2. Stuck in Lisa’s Terrible Trap
 
    
 
   All that summer, Lisa stayed over every night. She insisted on calling our nights together “girly sleep overs” and “slumber parties.” She sometimes invited her friends from cheerleading, my new teammates she’d called them, to join us. They helped teach me the cougar cheer routines, as well as “deportment,” makeup application and.... 
 
   But I’m getting ahead of myself. As difficult and humiliating it is, let me tell you what happened from the moment I awoke from blessed unconsciousness. I felt like I was entering a nightmare, but I was just beginning my new, entrapped feminized life.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   My head was throbbing as the world slowly, rudely reasserted itself. I was lying in my bed in my little attic room at my grandparents’ cottage on the lake.
 
   “She’s waking up!” I heard Lisa say, in a tone that combined relief and excitement. 
 
   “She!” my father repeated mockingly, poking his head through the door. From the way he staggered in, it was clear he’d been drinking a lot. That hadn’t done anything to improve his mood, unfortunately. “Tell me sonnn,” he drew out the word as if reluctant to let it go, “why are you dressed like a little fairy? Lisa tells us you put that on yourself,” he said waiving at the girlish uniform.
 
   I looked at Lisa who was nodding at me slightly. She’d pulled a folding chair next to the bed, and sat hovering over me. She nodded once more, with one eyebrow raised and a tight lipped expression on her beautiful face. She whispered loudly enough for my dad to hear, “Be brave Leanne. You can do it, but you’d better not lie!”
 
   By this time, about eight adults had crowded in, including my parents, Lisa’s parents, and four family friends I’d known forever. 
 
   I tried to speak, but my voice caught in my throat. My father prodded again, “Well? Is it true? Did you ask to borrow Lisa’s cheerleader uniform? Do you want to be a...girl?”
 
   Lisa glared another warning at me that no one else could see, and then tapped her watch. The threat was clear. Unless I played along, all the humiliating videos and pictures would be all over the Internet! I’d be “coming out” as transgendered to the entire world. 
 
   Thinking better eight than eight billion, I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, took another breath, and began nodding. “Yes, it’s true,” I started, “I-I....” But by then I was sobbing with real, overwhelming emotion and couldn’t go on. 
 
   My mother burst into tears and my father exploded, “I knew it! I always knew you were a sissy little pansy! It’s like Lisa has been telling me for years now! You’re a damn fairy!”
 
   Lisa’s father gently put his hand on dad’s arm and tried to calm him down, saying, “Easy Jim! There’s worse things than....” 
 
   But it was no use. Mr. Tully’s efforts might’ve even made things worse. My dad threw off Mr. Tully’s grip and shouted, “If you want the little fairy princess, then you can have her!” He stormed out of the room, rumbled down the attic stairs, and pounded out the side door slamming it loudly. We could all hear the car tires kicking up gravel as he peeled out. 
 
   Mrs. Tully looked terrified. Her voice sounded tentative, but her tearful eyes showed resolve. “Beth,” she said to my mom, taking her shaking hand, “Jim seems furious. He’s been saying awful things about Lee…Anne for some time now. Threatening things. It’s not safe for…her…to go back to your house. Jim may beat her!” 
 
   Mr. Tully was shaking his head, and in a voice heavy with concern said, “I couldn’t let Lee—Leanne—go there with Jim losing his mind like this. I thought he was going to hit me! The only thing I can think of is this. Leanne has to stay out of his way. For now, maybe for a very long time. She always has a home with us. We can let Leanne stay in our spare bedroom, right Julie?” he addressed his wife. “Lisa honey, you’d be willing to help Leanne adjust to being a girl, right?”
 
   “Of course I will, daddy!” Lisa said in a little girl voice. Only I could see she was stifling giggles, making them sound like she was crying not laughing. But I could see the delight dancing in her eyes. My family was imploding, my life was in free-fall, and she was overjoyed. 
 
   My mom was still sobbing, but between gasps she essentially agreed with dad that I wasn’t welcome at home anymore. I felt like I was falling out of a high window backwards as I heard her accepting the offer from Lisa’s parents.
 
   In a labored cadence she said, “Julie and Paul? Maybe you…should take Lee, err...Leanne? I guess? Maybe that would be...for the best? The kids can stay...here at the lake…for the summer, and...if Jim is still mad when...school starts again...well then Lee…Anne can go to St. Catherine’s with...Lisa like we talked about, and…he…umm…she can stay with you?”
 
   I was devastated. I couldn’t believe my parents would consider kicking me out of the house! My heart was breaking. My dad had been calling me a sissy for years, but my mom? How could she believe that I really wanted to be a girl? Didn’t she know me better than that? I was angry with her, I was angry with my dad, and I was most angry myself for stumbling into Lisa’s trap. 
 
   The trap was even worse now.  Lisa would be here with me all summer doing who knows what to me. Unless I managed to escape from her trap before summer ended, she’d be with me at her home and at her school every day. Her school. An all GIRLS’ school. 
 
   I recalled our showdown earlier that afternoon. She’d mentioned having schoolgirl uniforms that would fit me. I’d been disgusted at the idea, but just disregarded the prospect. “She’d never get anyone to agree to that,” I thought. But here I was, stuck as a pretty little cheerleader, with no visible means of escape. Looking at 10 weeks under Lisa’s domination—or more if my dad stayed angry with me. I had to think of some way out of this! 
 
   When her parents accepted this plan, it was all Lisa could do to refrain from bursting into a full on cheer routine. Everyone else was shocked and upset, especially me, but she was elated. Her schemes were working out even better than she’d imagined. 
 
   Not only would Lisa’s presence here let her control and continue my emasculation, it’d actually help her increase and reinforce my feminization. As time went by, I’d be more and more humiliated. All that would make it much more difficult to end this nightmare. 
 
   With Lisa threatening me with complete exposure, I had to bide my time. That was amazingly easy, because to this point, no one had let me explain any of this. No one even asked if I really wanted any part of being a girl. Of course I didn’t. Still I felt that once things calmed down a bit, I could make my case and explain this was all a big misunderstanding. Maybe I could even play it off as an elaborate prank gone wrong. There had to be some way out.
 
   Even after all of her scheming and everything she’d said about wanting to keep me as a girl, I still hadn’t fully realized how committed Lisa was to her plans. I still had no idea how much time and effort she’d invested. I just couldn’t imagine any way Lisa could really turn me into a feminized cheerleader and a schoolgirl.
 
   I knew that there was no way Lisa would get away with this. When I got my chance to talk to my mom and the Tullys alone, free from Lisa’s threats and control, I’d explain everything. They’d believe me. They had to! I was the victim here. Lisa would have to admit she’d made all of this transgender stuff up, and everything would go back to way it was. 
 
   Trusting in truth, honor and the American way, my confidence was slowly returning as I sat up in the cute little cheer outfit and regarded the astonished faces around me. “This will all soon be over,” I told myself, “it has to be!” 
 
   Celebrating that revelation, and overcome with a powerful sense of impending, inevitable freedom, I smiled and even giggled. Had I known that the people gathered around me would take this as an expression of happiness, as confirmation of Lisa’s descriptions of me, I’d have felt appalled and cried instead. 
 
   I felt overwhelmed and confused. I wasn’t yet aware of the cunningly woven web she’d spun. How could I know how deeply entrapped within her web I was at that moment? So I went on smiling and laughing in evident relief, and that only ensnared me even deeper.
 
   I soon learned that while I was unconscious, Lisa lost no time telling everyone an elaborate explanation of my “long hidden desires to be a girl” She said that I’d confessed to her that I always felt like I was really a girl. She insisted that I had been telling her this since I was five or six years old, but she’d kept my secret out of undying loyalty to me. She even showed them pictures of me dressed in her pink bikini that she’d taken several summers ago as proof. 
 
   Tearfully, she “shared” my supposed “deeply held secret.” She told them that I’d felt tortured by my need to be accepted as a girl. She added that I would likely try to deny these obvious facts, because I was haunted by shame and paralyzed by fear of rejection. She had me stuck no matter what I did. 
 
   If I admitted I really wanted to be a girl, I’d be confirming everything she’d been saying, starting as long as 3 or 4 years ago! If I denied everything, the same would result. After all, she’d said I’ve been conflicted and in denial for so long that more misdirection would be expected from me. 
 
   Lisa had set me up. They’d believe the “proof” she accumulated to support her assertions that I’d been hiding my femininity and lying about it all along. She’d claimed that I was trying to avoid harsh reactions from family and friends, and that seemed very compelling. Any protests from me would be dismissed as just more lies and denial.
 
   So I sunk myself deeper into Lisa’s carefully crafted scheme when I woke up, admitted that I’d tried on the cheer uniform willingly, and first cried. Then, when only my father ran off angry while the others seemed supportive, I even smiled and giggled. 
 
   These reactions seemed to confirm that my sadness came from “denying my true self—a teenaged girl named Leanne”, as Lisa had explained. The adults assumed I felt real relief and happiness when they accepted me as a girl. After that, there wasn’t much chance anyone would believe my denials or let me out of this maze of feminization. 
 
   I realized Lisa had me where she wanted me, at least for the moment. The chastity device she’d locked onto me held my cock and balls flush against my crotch, giving me a very feminine look. My true sex wasn’t visible even in the sexy little panties she made me wear. She almost never let me out of it, and when she did, my sexual desperation was like a detonation. 
 
   Before she’d allow me any release, she’d make me promise to join her in some particularly feminine activities. Getting makeovers and mani-pedis at the closest full service salon became a weekly ritual. We also got bikini and eyebrow and even Brazilian waxes together.
 
    We went window-shopping at the not-too distant mall, several times week, and usually tried on “cute” skirts, dresses and tops. Some of these we bought, along with strappy sandals, slinky slides, and chic pumps—all with a 3 or 4-inch heel. Lisa taught me how to navigate on these seeming stilts. With my unusually good balance, I adapted. 
 
   We hit the sales and loaded up with Victoria’s Secret 5 for 3 panties, and their chic PINK leggings, tops, sweatpants. Oddly none of them were actually colored pink! She also made me buy lingerie like a garter belt, camis and more. 
 
   We bought other sexy frillies from VS, but most of the time, we wore yoga pants and other fitness clothes everywhere, including to the yoga studio. I learned several flexibility and breathing exercises that Lisa said would improve my movements and voice for cheerleading. 
 
   The infernal chastity device performed perfectly. None of the sales girls or yoga girls ever thought I might not be the pretty young teen princess that I presented as. My anatomy was so altered by the cunning contraption, that when we sunbathed or swam together in our tiny bikinis, strangers were none the wiser. But our friends and family knew.
 
   After his loud and angry storm-out, my father had disappeared. He didn’t return mom’s calls or contact anyone. This depressed mom deeply and, as the weeks passed, her visits to the lake became infrequent. They finally stopped all together. This made me even more isolated, and more desperate to regain my manhood. 
 
   I thought for sure that I’d find some way out of this feminization. Unfortunately Lisa kept throwing new challenges and disruptions at me. She used her authority over my orgasms to keep me under her control. 
 
   Sometimes, she’d “reward” me by tying or hand cuffing me to my bed, and taking off the chastity cage. She’d stroke my tortured shaft, as it fearfully, reluctantly grew fully erect. She’d blow her warm, wet breath on it, lick the tip, and tease me to the very edge of arousal. Then she’d stop, and force me to do something I hated to do if I wanted her to continue. 
 
   I always capitulated to her demands. Such as writing entries in the pink journal she’d bought for me. Making me describe in nearly obsessive detail how much I loved being a girl. How I loved my new shoes. How I couldn’t wait to wear my schoolgirl uniform, and be an official cheerleader. How I dreamed of performing amazing cheer routines at the games and pep rallies with my sisters on the St. Catherine’s Cougars cheer team, and even joining them at cheer competitions! 
 
   I craved the sexual release from those “rewards,” but as soon as Lisa locked me back into the chastity device, my shame returned redoubled. In the few opportunities I had to plead my case to any of the parents or other adults, I’d learned that Lisa had shared my journal with her parents and my mom. Dad was still out of the picture. 
 
   After they’d read “my” uber-girly gushing over my new clothes, makeup, and so on, they believed Lisa’s claims that I was only denying my true feelings to them, but telling her and my diary the real truth. They shook their heads at my protests that Lisa was forcibly feminizing me. They had no doubt that I really wanted to be Leanne, the teenaged girl and prospective cheerleader.
 
   All this emboldened Lisa. She punished me when she found out I’d tried to tell the parents the truth. She gloated and mocked me, saying, “See Leanne? My parents, your parents, everyone knows you were meant to be a girl. Why are you even trying to deny it? I’d make a better boy than you, girlfriend. Just look at you!”
 
    Lisa’s control over me kept increasing. I seldom got a chance for a real sexual release. If I talked back to her or resisted in any way, she’d add on days and days before I could get any release from the constraining chastity tube. 
 
   Sometimes she’d wrestle me into helplessness, tie me up, gag me, and stimulate my “breasts” until I had a weird kind of orgasm. My trapped member would pulse inside its tight cage, and emit some liquid.  All the while she’d coo, “Aww Leanne, you’re such a sexy little slut! You know only girls have organisms from breast stimulation! Do you plan to breast feed when you became a mother?”
 
   If I rebelled too seriously, Lisa would pull me over her knee and spank me, calling me a bad girl. She seemed to enjoy spanking me on my panties or bikini-covered butt. Manipulated and dominated this way, I never got a chance to catch my breath, let alone hatch a plan to end this emasculation. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   3. My Initiation as a Cheer Girl
 
    
 
   Despite Lisa’s obsessive, relentless teasing, I felt assured that I’d never have to really wear the tiny skirt and wave pompons at a pep rally or a game. Although she had planned this trap for months, maybe even longer, there had to be something I could do to escape from her clutches. 
 
   Considering that my own foolishness and her incredible good luck contributed to my emasculation, I’d hoped that if I just thought hard enough, and if her lucked changed, I could break free. This crazy situation could only go so far. Right?
 
   For one thing, I knew that cheerleading teams held tryouts months before every upcoming season. That meant by now all the squad members and even the alternates for the fall season were already selected. If Lisa wanted me as a cheerleader, she would have to wait until spring tryouts, and they had to be months away. Not even her status as team captain could change that.
 
   Her next opportunity to make me into a cheerleader wouldn’t be until early next year. By then, I was certain I’d have already extricated myself from her trap. I defiantly told Lisa this, and braced myself for another harsh spanking.  I was surprised when she smiled and started giggling. I’d expected her to betray some disappointment at least. 
 
   Instead, she reminded me that one of the cheerleaders, a girl named Jaycee, had unexpectedly moved away with her family earlier that summer. Her recent departure left a coveted flyer spot open. Since Jaycee was Lisa’s stunt partner—the flyer she lifted and did other cheer moves with—it was essential that the replacement be compatible with her. Of course she insisted that only her BFF Leanne, (that was me) could do the job. 
 
   To my astonishment and horror, both my mom and Gina, the cheerleading coach at St. Catherine’s, approved of me as the replacement. The coach, the parents, and the other cheerleaders all went along with most everything Lisa suggested. For another thing, they agreed that our little cottage was a great place for squad unity building exercises. 
 
   Before I could stop them, I was being initiated as Leanne, the newest cheer girl. While I still couldn’t believe I’d actually end up as a cheer girl, my confidence was shaken by these incredible developments. When I was formally added to the team, fitted with my own cheer uniforms, warm-ups, and so on, Lisa was beaming radiantly. 
 
   She gave me a huge hug and kiss and she handed me my own cheerleading bag, and I remembered all the items she’d packed into hers the day she’d feminized me. At that point it was just about a week later, but it felt like a complete lifetime had passed since that horrible day. 
 
   Lisa was bouncing with excitement as she clipped my very own bow into my hair. Ecstatic, she pulled me up the stairs and into my attic room. She locked the door, and tied me to the bed face down. 
 
   She hungrily pulled down my yoga pants and panties, and I could hear her panting heavily. She smeared some Vaseline into my hairless anal cavity, followed by first one, then two fingers. I gasped! I was so tight! Her intrusions felt strange and uncomfortable, somewhat painful. 
 
   When Lisa removed her fingers, I gasped again. My odd sense of emptiness back there came to an abrupt end as Lisa, wearing a strap on, shoved her false phallus deeply inside me. My gasps turned to groans, then to gurgling deep in my throat, and grinding of my teeth. Locked in chastity, my sexual tension and arousal increased with no normal outlet possible. 
 
   As she kept ramming me, Lisa giggled saying, “Just making sure you’re still my sexy slut, Leanne. That and celebrating! Tomorrow, your training as a cheerleader really begins. Before long, you’ll be an official cheer girl like me!” 
 
   With that statement, she exploded into a jittering, and long lasting orgasm. Suddenly, I began coming too, but not like a man. No it was like an electric feeling throughout my body. 
 
   Dreamy in afterglow, Lisa was thrilled, “Wow Leanne, you even come like a girl now. Pretty soon, there won’t be anything male left about you at all!” I’d never felt so emasculated. Even after all of her teasing and her forced feminization of me, this was the worst experience yet. Little did I know, my ordeal was about to get even more demoralizing. 
 
   When she causally mentioned that she’d set all the “Leanne Watkins” social media accounts to go public—putting my complete feminization on full display and invited all my contacts to add “my” new accounts—I felt shattered. “After all,” she mused, “this is who you really are, girlfriend. It’s not like you ever really were a male.”
 
   After that shocking, humiliating encounter, Lisa made sure to treat me as a slut whenever she could. She said that my cock was essentially useless, and we should both look forward to getting it “corrected” through “gender affirmation surgery” as soon as we could. I dismissed this as more of her psychological manipulation, but it humiliated me deeply. 
 
   My “initiation” began simply enough. The idea was to bring me into a very close-knit society in ways that established mutual trust. Fifteen pretty, perky girls and I engaged in several daily games and activities. We gathered at the cottage, and practiced cheer skills, routines, and so on. More than that, we needed to come together as a real team. 
 
   Some of the games were pretty fun, but others were too girly, and a few were mortifying. We had makeovers, sleepovers, and pillow fights. We danced to and sang girly songs into our hairbrushes, basically all the typical slumber party girl time activities. 
 
   The first squad unity exercise was called “the Human Knot”. Standing in a circle, shoulders together and reaching back, we all put out our right hands and grabbed another girl’s hand. Then, we did the same thing with our left hands. 
 
   We were all tangled together, and had to “untie the knot” by turning around and climbing over each other. All this without letting go of the two hands we were holding. It took us like ten tries to get it right. Usually we collapsed into a heap, all of us giggling and tickling each other. Sometimes Lisa used these opportunities to kiss me. 
 
   The next day, we all wrote questions on slips of paper and put them in a box we’d decorated in our team colors. Each of us pulled out a question and had to answer it. The questions were sometimes serious like, “What job would you like to have?” and “Who is your hero?” 
 
   Others were silly like “If you were an animal, what kind would you be and why?” That was the question I got. Before I could decide, Jillian, a ditzy blonde, answered for me. “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 in a happening night club” she giggled and all of the other girls joined in, laughing at my blushing cheeks.
 
   My embarrassment turned into hot fear when I saw the determined look Lisa cast at me. She obviously saw some kind of deeper meaning in what the rest of the girls considered a little joke. My fear of her was growing. Her control over me was increasing. I knew I had to reason with her and stop this forced feminization before it was too late. 
 
   The problem was, I barely had any time alone with Lisa to beg for my freedom or get some release from the hated chastity device. She’d smile and shake her head no every time I asked her to give up this feminization scheme and let me return to masculinity. 
 
   “I couldn’t let you be a boy again even if I wanted to, Leanne,” she’d say, “it’s gone way too far. There’s no turning back now. Face it, you’re an adorable little cheer girl, and nothing can change that!” 
 
   Thwarted in my efforts to talk her out of my continuing feminization, I’d hoped that I could at least get out of the chastity device long enough to have some sexual release. It was maddening to have Lisa control my orgasms, but she only offered vague promises of relief, “If you’re a good girl.” She said this while smirking and giggling, confident in her power over me. She’d giggle again as I whined in utter frustration. 
 
    The group activities continued every day for weeks. Perhaps appropriately, the most humiliating game for me was called “My Most Embarrassing Moment.” We all wrote down the most cringe worthy thing that ever happened to us, and Lisa collected the slips of paper. She picked out the confessions one-by-one, and read them to the group. Between hysterical laughter and cries of “ooooh” and “OMG!” we tried to guess which girl wrote which horrible, humiliating incident. 
 
   Some of the stories were pretty bad, like one girl admitted she got her period in school and had to ask around for a tampon or pad, but no one she knew had one. To my complete mortification, the group guessed that story was mine, and they weren’t teasing or joking. They honestly thought I was a real girl! 
 
   Lisa caught my eye and wriggled her eyebrows at me suggestively. My mouth dry, I gaped in shock and denial. I tried to protest that it wasn’t me, but not one believed me. It seems that my obvious shame only confirmed for the other girls that I really had suffered the menstrual mishap. 
 
   I’d hoped that my actual admission, that I was really a boy entrapped into apparent girlhood against my will, would be both obvious and spark discussion among the girls. I’d somehow convinced myself that once confronted with the truth about me, they’d insist that this charade end immediately. It couldn’t possibly continue.
 
   My escape plan never materialized as the game ended without that slip ever being pulled. I looked into the box and found it was empty. Lisa grabbed me by the waist and spun me to look into her face. 
 
   She asked in a whisper, “Looking for this?” holding my slip in her pretty hand. She smiled widely and surreptitiously kissed me, then said, “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!”
 
   Shaken, I staggered away to the bathroom, put my face in my manicured hands and cried. I seemed to be crying a lot lately. After some time, I composed myself, cleaned up, and returned to the group. It never occurred to me that I could just come out and tell them I wasn’t really a girl at all. 
 
   Whenever I even tried to formulate such a plan, I pictured a throng of angry girls lashing out at me. Or worse, agreeing with Lisa that I really was always meant to be a girl and joining with her, refusing to let me go. Resigned, I joined in with all the activities and struggled not to think about my status as a make-believe female. Or not so make-believe?
 
   By the middle of summer, my gynecomastia—the swelling on my chest that resembled breasts that my doctor had assured me would diminish soon—was markedly more pronounced. And not just because of the tight midriffs and bikini tops Lisa insisted I wore. This was thanks to her manipulative plans. 
 
   It turned out that Lisa had showed my journal—filled with words in my own handwriting celebrating my blossoming femininity—to a clinical psychologist specializing in gender dysphoria. There was no sign at all that it’d been written under duress. Under Lisa’s strict instructions, I wrote about how I always felt like I was a girl. That I hated my male parts, and wore a chastity device to hide it from my sight. That I cried myself to sleep because my body didn’t fit my “real self.” 
 
   Apparently I’d made a convincing enough case to start hormones. Lisa told her that I was nearly suicidal because my mother refused to let me start hormone therapy, and my father was a homophobic tyrant, so I couldn’t go to her office myself. So the doctor gave Lisa a full course of hormone replacement therapy that she gleefully administered to me. 
 
   At first, she had to wrestle me into bondage, tackling me and tying me up. Or else she’d render me helpless by sneaking into my bedroom while I slept and cuffing my arms to the headboard. Once I was helpless she would inject me with the androgen blockers and high doses of female hormones the doctor gave her. Other times, Lisa made me lay on a towel in the sun, while she rubbed her special suntan lotion into my skin. 
 
   Over the last seven weeks, I’d had strenuous but feminine two-a-day cheerleading workouts with my supposed BFF Lisa. I was still about 5’9” tall, but now weighed around 140 pounds. I’d added about 20 pounds to frame, some muscle and some fat in strategic areas like my butt, hips, and boobs. 
 
   Even before the injections started, Lisa had been making me take birth control pills. I later learned she was massaging estrogen cream mixed with sun tan lotion all over my body when we wore our little bikinis. The prescribed female hormones with the overdoses Lisa made me take plus my already precarious masculinity combined to give me a jiggly, curvy body, and the sunbathing and workouts gave me very feminine tan lines. 
 
   As the cheerleading unity exercises went on, all these powerful estrogen doses took their toll. I felt ashamed as my breasts grew to about a B cup and my hips took on childbearing proportions. My rear was becoming rounded and womanly, so I felt it was useless to deny my obvious physical femininity.
 
   Still, the imitation continued. We played little games including Limbo, Beach Volleyball, Hula Hoop Contests, and other traditional girly camp fun. We had Pillowcase Hops, Scavenger Hunts, and Sleeping Bag Races. I didn’t do terribly, but I was clearly far from the best athlete there.
 
   Costume Day was a new low in self-conscious humiliation for me. All the other girls slapped together silly little outfits like wearing an eye patch, rolling their r’s and claiming to be a pirate. Or cutting out cardboard triangles, gluing them to a hair band, and wearing it saying, “Look I’m a cat! Meow!” Or squeezing into tiny cut off jean shorts saying, “I’m Daisy Duke!” 
 
   Lisa rented a special costume for me. She unveiled my surprise to applause and cheers from everyone there...except me. It was an authentic Playboy Bunny uniform, in neon pink, complete with the tall floppy ears and the big cotton ball tail. It also came with fishnet stockings as well as a little collar and cuffs. Lisa made me wear a matching push up bra and thong. Then, she laced me tightly into the bunny suit. Wearing that ensemble, I never felt more like a piece of meat.
 
   As the new initiate, I had to prepare snacks and drinks then serve all the other girls. Blushing deeply, I went about acting my part as a waitress, albeit a slutty one. This set up the final game: Mystery Snacks. That was a new one on me. We split up into three equal teams. Then each team chose a girl to be the taster, and blindfolded her with a scarf. That person had to try to identify all the different snacks. 
 
   To no one’s surprise, Lisa was our team’s captain. She picked me to be the taster, and so I was still wearing the blindfold when the game ended. Before I could take off the scarf and regain my sight, however, someone tied my wrists and ankles together. 
 
   Then, I felt something silky pushed into my mouth, gagging me. Next, someone stuck something sticky over my lips, probably duct tape, to hold the gag in place. Soon, I was bound utterly helplessly to a chair, and I could hear Lisa calling the team to attention. 
 
   “Ladies and...ladies,” she began, to loud feminine laughter, “we are gathered today for a very sacred and solemn ceremony. The welcoming of a new sister into our special sorority. Lovely Leanne has proven herself as a worthy member of the sassy, classy St. Catherine’s Cougars cheerleading team!”
 
   I heard excited cheers and shouts from the gathered girls, “Go Leanne!” and “Way to go, you sexy beast!” and “We love you baby girl!” 
 
   Hearing these sexy young things heaping their feminine praise on me increased my feelings of utter emasculation. These sensations were greatly heightened by my bound and entrapped situation, making my shrunken cock struggle in vain to get hard within the still-tight confines of the chastity device. I tried to focus on the ceremony to distract myself from this humiliating arousal, but my sexual frustration made that nearly impossible. 
 
   “There’s only one step left before Leanne can fully join us as a real cheerleader,” Lisa intoned, in a deep and momentous voice, as the other girls clapped their hands and whooped. “Unless there are any objections,” Lisa continued, “let the imitation begin!”
 
   These girls were athletic and strong. They smoothly lifted the folding chair with me securely tied to it, and carried me into another room. They kept my arms and legs firmly attached to the chair. 
 
   When they pulled off the scarf and tape, a bright light was shining in my eyes, dazzling me. I couldn’t even tell which room we were in, much less who was with me. I might as well have still been blindfolded as I felt the girls adorn my face with makeup. Then, they carefully replaced the scarf over my eyes. 
 
   Someone held ice cubes to my ears and, after a few minutes, thrust long needles through my numbed earlobes again and again three times in each. “There Leanne,” a high pitched bimboish voice said, “you’re officially a big girl now!” Gentle tugging, odd stinging, and weighty sensations indicted that my ears sported several earrings. 
 
   One by one, the girls welcomed me in their own way. Some caressed my cheeks and whispered kindness into my ear. A few hugged me tightly, slyly copping a feel of my butt or bust. One thrust her tongue deeply into my mouth as she groped me through my bunny costume. That one had to be Lisa. I recognized her scent and her aggressive style. 
 
   “Are we ready for the final final step?” the bouncy, girly voice asked. Who was that talking, I wondered. It wasn’t Lisa. Was it Jillian?
 
   The rest all answered, “Yes!!!” 
 
   I prayed the “final final step” wouldn’t involve a belly button piercing or something equally horrifying. 
 
   Then, the bimbo voice shouted out, “Bring in the boys!” 
 
   That hit me like a sledgehammer. “Wait!” my mind reeled. Did she say, ‘Bring in the boys?’”
 
    
 
   To be continued!
 
    
 
   I hope you enjoyed this story! I plan to write additional installments soon! 
 
   


 
   
  
 

 
 
   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?
 
    
 
   The next Miss Management story, Part Five, is coming soon!
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   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 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 I had an extra school girl outfit in here!” 

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


 
   
  
 




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

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

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

She grabbed Mitch’s head and forced it between her thighs, ordering him to “start licking, girlie.”
 
    
 
    
 
   The next Miss Management story, Part Five, is coming soon!
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