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   Dedicated to all the assertive, dominant women out there who are hiding their true nature trying to please men who don’t appreciate them. Rise up ladies! Put the sexists in their place! They’ll never be happier, and you’ll get the respect you deserve.
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Chapter One:
 
   A Typical Afternoon at Tatas
 
    
 
   It was 4:30 on a Tuesday afternoon at “Tatas,” a chain of sports bars known for hot wings and hotter waitresses. Mitch Kemp—26 years old, 5’7” and 125 pounds of macho overcompensation—looked around the place he’d managed for the last 5 years. He viewed the neon images of curvy girls in light purple shorts and tight white tank tops that adorned the walls, and leered at their real life counterparts.
 
   The second shift was just starting. He had five sexy young girls on the floor, and that was one too few. Behind the bar, 27-year-old blonde beauty Anastasia “Ana” Walsh was filling drink orders. Three other sexy young girls were taking orders, carrying food and drink to their tables, or flirting with customers. 
 
   Near the front door, among the shelves and hangers presenting t-shirts, hoodies, hats, shot glasses, and other tacky merchandise for sale, tarty hostess Candy Jeffries was chatting with some guests. Alongside posters of girls in sexy bikinis, and pennants for local college and pro sports teams hung on the walls. 
 
   The place was 1/3 full, not bad for a Tuesday before the dinner rush. The corner jukebox blared out an early Tom Petty hit, and Mitch crooned along slightly off key, “Take it easy baby, make it last all night. She was an American Girl.”
 
   By 4:35 Mitch was looking at his watch and confronting Shana Benson, the beautiful 5’2” brunette who’d tried to slip by him unnoticed, a few minutes late. Shana looked just like any sexy young waitress who worked there wearing white woman’s Sketchers, slouch socks, and suntan pantyhose. The skintight uniform showed off her body alluringly. 
 
   Her sexy bubble butt was straining to burst free from the feminine lavender short shorts. Her white tank top was stretched tightly across her bouncing breasts, with “Tatas Are Forever” scrawled across the front in a pink, girly script. 
 
   She wore a pink apron / pouch and a name tag that said, “Hi I’m Shana, Pleased Tata Meet Ya!” With that outfit, and her sexy hair and makeup, she was a little sex pot! Mitch would happily bang any girl who looked like that. 
 
   This was Mitch’s favorite part of working at “Tatas.” He liked bullying his nubile staff, and he loved sexually harassing them. Yes, it was against company policy and probably against the law, but he'd regularly force them to go on “dates,” and made them perform sexual favors for better shifts. Or, as he was about to demand from Shana, to avoid getting fired. 
 
   Several aggrieved girls had reported him to human resources, but Mitch didn’t care. The “Tata Girl” employment agreement mandated that the female employees must accept “teasing, joking, and other conduct of a flirtatious and sexual nature.” In all his years of using Tata Girls as his personal harem, Mitch barely got a wrist slap, so he smiled confidently. 
 
   Mitch’s buddy Dave Johnson was the Regional Manager, and he could be trusted to carefully expunge the numerous complaints. Unlike the scantily clad waitresses, Mitch enjoyed plenty of cover working at this sexist “breastaurant.” 
 
   Many of the best waitresses quit, but again, Mitch didn’t care. He had stacks of applications from eager, hot, stacked young girls in his office. “Plenty more where you came from,” he’d mock the angry girls as they’d stormed off. Then he’d hire another one, just as sexy, usually even younger.
 
    As tears formed in Shana’s eyes, Mitch felt an exciting sensation in his groin, trapped in his blue jeans—at least for now. He felt in his element as he smirked at the dark-haired beauty and stared at her butt. Licking his thick lips he said, “You’re late you lazy slut! What cha gonna do to keep your job, chica?” He wriggled his eyebrows, to emphasize his demand. 
 
   Her dark eyes burning, Shana vowed not to cry as hopeless shame threatened her resolve. She scolded herself, “Why can’t I find a babysitter who gets there on time?” But that didn’t matter. She knew Mitch wouldn’t listen to any excuses. No mercy would be shown. She’d seen him prey on helpless women repeatedly. Now it was her turn.
 
   They both knew she’d do almost anything to keep from being written up again. Shana sighed and looked up. As she’d expected, Mitch was pointing at his crotch and smiling. He was demanding oral sex, although carefully not saying any of those words. 
 
   Shana thought, “Screw this! I’ll just quit!” but then sadly realized that simply wasn’t an option. Thinking about Jill, her 2 year old at home, and her boyfriend Jimmy who was out of work again, she bit her lip and wiped away her tears. “This isn’t going to be too bad,” she thought, “I survived last time.” A sob escaped from her throat as she remembered the last time.
 
   Shana followed Mitch into the storeroom, and pulled her hair into a messy ponytail to ready herself for the disgusting and demeaning ordeal. With a sick feeling, she got down on her knees in her suntan pantyhose and thought “I hope I don’t put a run in these! That’d cost me another $8.” Then she cursed her poverty and reluctantly reached toward Mitch’s zipper.
 
   Grinning, Mitch pushed his long light brown hair under his dark blue “Tatas Are Forever” Cap, and prepared for ecstasy. He sucked air through his teeth as he felt Shana’s red lips encircle his cock. “This was living!” he clucked to himself gleefully. Shana was bringing him to the verge of ejaculation and Mitch was thinking, “It’s good to be the manager.”
 
   Suddenly, Anastasia burst in. A 5-year veteran “Tata Girl,” she’d seen Mitch’s lecherous routine enough times to know what he was up to. The blonde’s sapphire eyes burned with anger as she yelled at Mitch, “I knew you’d try something like this when Shana was 5 minutes late! What is wrong with you? I’m calling human resources!”
 
   Quickly shaking off his stunned surprise and zipping up his fly, Mitch laughed loudly. He felt sure his best bud Dave would sweep his latest “indiscretion” under the rug. Mitch never liked Anastasia, although he grudgingly admitted she was his top waitress and an even better bartender. She was a few years older than he was, and about his height if not a bit taller. All of that bruised his delicate male ego. 
 
   Maybe it was her confident air that rankled him most? She took on many extra responsibilities, and motivated the other girls in ways that made Mitch feel inadequate. So to put her in her place, he belittled Anastasia, calling her a blonde bimbo and worse. That wasn’t going to work now.
 
   Anastasia reached into her pink pouch and pulled out her phone. As she looked up the number for corporate, she snapped at her boss, “You’ve been written up for this how many times? You have no idea what it’s like being a sex object! No wonder you’re a lousy manager!”
 
   “And you’re better, airhead?” Mitch sneered, “You’re too soft. These girls would stomp all over you!”
 
   “I’m not soft,” she retorted, “and I’d make a much better manager than you, you...rapist!” The 5’ 7” 20-something brandished her cell phone at Mitch as if to dare him to deny his guilt for this latest sexual harassment. Seeing him smirk, she glared at her boss, and speed-dialed the HR number. 
 
   As her phone began connecting, she was too angry to keep looking at her manager’s toothy grin. Wrapping a protective arm around Shana, Ana took a deep breath and prepared to voice her complaints to the corporate management. “I hope this time they fire him,” she told her distraught coworker, “this has gone on long enough!”
 
   Mitch’s arrogant smile shifted into an angry scowl as he taunted, “You better watch yourself! When this ‘misunderstanding’ gets cleared up, I’ll be gunning for you next! What would you do to keep your job, girlie?”
 
   


  
 

Chapter Two:
 
   Things Are Changing at Tatas
 
    
 
   “What do you mean, ‘things are changing’?” Mitch barked into the phone. “Come on Johnson, the Good Ol’ Boys always cover for each other at Tatas, you know that! These sluts always say no, but we know they always really mean....”
 
   He listened with increasing agitation to his old friend’s laments. Yes, Dave had warned Mitch that the top management had been shaken up, and he could only do so much to cover up for these habitual complaints. Now, the situation was out of his hands. 
 
   “Yes I know you told me....” Mitch began before Dave interrupted. He listened, stunned as he learned the magnitude of the mess he’d made for himself. “Wait, what! An investigation? What hidden cameras? Probation! No, that’s....” Again, Mitch had to stop and listen as Dave explained the seriousness of his situation. 
 
   “OK, alright, alright, OK! Unless I start treating the girls with more respect, I’ll be sorry? OK fine, I can do that. Thanks a lot! Bye!” Mitch snapped, and then clicked off his iPhone.
 
   Mitch knew his job was in jeopardy, and he didn’t want to get fired. The pay was OK, but even more, he enjoyed bossing around the beautiful girls all day. Back in high school? These pretty young things wouldn’t even look at him. If he were honest with himself, he’d admit that they wouldn’t look at him now, if he weren’t their manager. 
 
   He loved taking out years of frustration on women who once were way out of his league, but were now at his mercy. He’d become addicted to it. He just couldn’t give up that exhilaration. Because he wanted to—had to—keep his job, Mitch resolved to treat the girls better. For as long as he could, he restrained himself. 
 
   It wasn’t easy, but he bit back his snide sexual remarks. He’d reach out to pinch a butt or a boob, but pull his hand back before making contact. He didn’t even hit on them, much less sexually harass them. It was torture, but he managed. For a week or two. Then, his old nasty habits kicked in again. 
 
   Soon, he was worse than ever: cornering cute little red head Molly Price and voluptuous blonde Lena Thomas in the back office. Then, he stalked one of the newer hires, a blue-eyed brunette named Julie Swanson, into the employees’ rest room. 
 
   Mitch grabbed the slim young woman roughly, and when she wheeled around, he kissed her hard on the lips. She struggled in his grasp, but he reached into her tight tank top and under her bra. 
 
   As his fingers squeezed her tender breast, Julie brought up her knee—hard—between his legs! Mitch gasped and fell to the floor. “You bitch!” he could barely squeak, “you’re fired!”
 
   “Fine with me,” Julie shouted, “I already have everything I need.”
 
   Mitch looked puzzled, especially when he saw the ID card she held out that read: “Julia Swanson, Licensed Private Investigator.”
 
   Moments later, Anastasia rushed in, followed closely by Molly and Lena. The three gaped at their coworker who explained, “Yes, I’m a private eye. Corporate sent me to check out all these complaints. Thanks to you and some of the other girls, I’ve collected plenty of evidence to refer this case to the cops. Mitch here will be charged with sexual assault on most of you.”
 
   “What! I never....” Mitch began. But it was true. Molly’s frequent lateness let him coerce “favors” from the sexy, naive eighteen year old, but she was far from alone. Besides her, Mitch had preyed on Lena, Candy, Anastasia, and countless others in the lavender shorts. 
 
   Mitch felt trapped as he listened to Julie continue, “These charges are all corroborated by video and testimony from several of the other girls,” she scowled at Mitch and said, “you’re facing a very long prison sentence. A slim little guy like you will be very popular behind bars!” 
 
   Mitch considered challenging the claims about evidence, but then he remembered Dave had warned him about the hidden cameras and even mentioned a special investigation. “How could I have been so stupid?” he asked himself. With his eyes wide and starting to mist up, he fell to his knees and begged, “Please no! I’ll do anything!” 
 
   Looking at the stern-faced PI and his violated employees gave him a chill. They all glared at him, either furious, triumphant, or a mixture of both. He gasped in reaction to their unspoken rebukes, and then simpered, “Please! We can work this out! There has to be something I can do?”
 
   The assembled Tata Girls looked at each other, happy to see their sex-crazed boss on his knees for once. Anastasia, as usual, took on the leadership role. She’d suffered the longest and the most from Mitch’s relentless sexual harassment and abuse. Five years of anger and frustration burst out. 
 
   “I’m going to love testifying against you, you scumbag!” she yelled, her chin jutting out defiantly, her arms folded resolutely.
 
   Mitch looked to Julie for a reprieve, but she snapped at him, “Don’t expect any help from me! You grabbed my boob and stuck your sleazy tongue down my throat, so I’m not your biggest fan right now!”
 
   The other girls, suddenly animated, chimed in: “You made me give you oral like a million times!” Lena shouted. 
 
   “He made me dress as a school girl and took me up the ass!” Molly said, her cute face crumpling miserably as she started to cry. 
 
   “That pervert just had me down on my knees sucking his dick, and last Fall he made me loan him my Tata’s uniform for Halloween!” Shana added, a distant, haunted look in her coal black eyes. 
 
   Ana tore into Mitch again, “I can’t wait to see you dragged away in a perp walk, you predator. In fact, I....” Then, as she watched Mitch shivering, something struck her. She wondered, “Was he crying? He was!” She felt a sudden warmth deep inside. She stopped yelling, and began thinking, “Wait, what did Shana just say?”
 
   Her fierce grimace slowly transformed itself into a feral smile. She approached Julie and whispered into her ear. The Investigator’s face turned sour, then shocked, then thoughtful. Finally, she smiled widely and laughed. Anastasia joined in with her laughter. 
 
   Still on his knees, looking half angry and half terrified, Mitch shook his head. He was barely holding back tears, and his breath was ragged. He said nothing but seemed to shrink as the two women sauntered up to him. Anastasia looked inquiringly at the dark-haired private investigator, who nodded and smiled tautly in response. 
 
   The bartender grabbed her boss’s chin and lifted his face so she could meet his eyes. “You’d do anything to stay out of prison? Anyyyything?” she drawled, feeling an unexpected surge of confidence and...something else. “What’s happening to me?” she asked herself, “I think I’m getting turned on!” Mitch glumly nodded. He wasn’t well educated, but he wasn’t stupid either. He knew he was in trouble.
 
   “I don’t know,” Julie drummed her fingers on her chin thoughtfully as she said, “this is a solid case.” The beautiful young woman stared at Mitch with utter contempt and added, “We can just submit the evidence and send this jerk away for decades!” in a tone as scorching as napalm.
 
   All his self-control melted under the PI’s heated glare, and Mitch began openly weeping, “Please, please, please no! Not that! I’ll be good! I promise! I’ll do anything! I really mean it!”
 
   Still holding Mitch by the face, Anastasia squeezed his cheeks into a comical kissy face. She looked to Julie and intoned, “I don’t know...he’s had soooo many warnings....”
 
   “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!” 
 
   She paused to let this verdict sink in, and saw Mitch’s face turn every shade of green. She nodded to Shana and then smirked at Mitch, “We even already know what size uniform fits you! You’re going to look sooooooo adorable in the lavender shorts!”
 
   “You’re...you’re kidding?” Mitch whined, but seeing no humor or mercy in the eyes surrounding him, he weighed his options. A day or so of humiliation or years—or decades—in prison. It was no choice at all. 
 
   Defeated, he nodded slightly. When the beautiful bartender demanded his keys, he silently held them out toward her. Ana was literally bouncing with excitement as she grabbed Mitch’s keys, and grabbed him by the ear. 
 
   She dragged him into the back room, and unlocked the supply closet. Pulling out a medium tank top and spandex short shorts, she beamed at the chastened manager, tossed him the skimpy uniform, and winked.
 
   “Oh, and don’t forget these!” she laughed, throwing Mitch a pair of suntan pantyhose. “Hmmm. Which name tag is the best for you? Ahhh, here! Perfect!” As Anastasia held it toward him, Mitch flushed bright red reading the lavender plastic badge. 
 
    It said, “Hi, I’m Mikayla! Pleased Tata Meet You!” He remembered the girl who used to wear it, a sultry blonde who’d quit rather than succumb to his demands last month. 
 
   Mitch had no time for memories, however, as his former playthings swarmed around him. They were acting like school girls, bubbling over with ideas to “help” him. He felt like a twig going over a waterfall. 
 
   Lena offered, “I’ll style your hair soooo pretty for you!”
 
   Candy, currently in cosmetology school, said, “I’ll do your makeup!” 
 
   Molly jumped in saying, “You have to shave your legs, underarms, chest—all the skin that shows. No one likes a hairy Tata Girl!”
 
   Shana was showing some signs of life after her trauma that had left her looking disoriented if not comatose. Now, she looked like she wanted to strangle Mitch. Her vicious stare rendered him ashen with fear. 
 
   Seeing the abject horror on Mitch’s face, Julie couldn’t resist adding, “Hey, at least you don’t work for Bikinis!” She winked at him lasciviously and the girls all laughed.
 
   Anastasia giggled, “See you tomorrow, girl! And you better not be late, Mikayla, or you know what happens!” She pointed at her watch, then at her crotch as she waggled her eyebrows suggestively. All the girls exploded in laughter again. 
 
   Mitch whimpered. He felt sick, but realized it was either go along with them or to go prison. He passed through the rest of the shift like a zombie, and finally made his way home around 1:30 a.m. His sleep was fitful, and morning came as fast and painful as a head on collision.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three: 
 
   A New Day at Tatas
 
    
 
   At five a.m. Mitch awoke to a pounding headache and loud pounding on his front door. Bleary eyed and fuzzy headed, he staggered out of bed and looked out the window. Seeing Julie looking smart and sexy in a navy blue skirted suit, he opened the door for her. She impatiently pushed past him, followed closely by six Tata Girls in various tracksuits and yoga outfits. They were all carrying suitcases, shopping bags, or smaller cases. 
 
   Julie watched with a tight-lipped smile and crossed arms as the girls placed containers and bags all over Mitch’s house: on his living room furniture, on the floor, on the kitchen table and chairs, and all other surfaces of his comfortable suburban home. “What the hell is all this?” he wondered.
 
   Lena and Molly began pulling out items that chilled Mitch like the breath of death itself when he saw them. There were sexy colorful clothes, makeup, brushes, hair curlers, and countless other feminine accouterments. 
 
   “Hey, how do you afford a nice place like this on just a Tatas Manager’s salary?” Julie asked Mitch, and then she grinned knowingly at the horrified look on his face. “More evidence we can use to keep this jerk in line,” she told herself. Mitch realized that his “secret income” was at risk of exposure likely leading to very serious problems, but he had no time to worry about that. 
 
   Anastasia said, “You forgot these last night, Sunshine.” She held up a skimpy Tata Girl uniform including the skintight short shorts and tank, the shiny suntan pantyhose, the slouchy white socks, and the pink pouch / apron. Then, she strode up to Mitch confidently and ordered, “Strip, bitch!” 
 
   Mitch was about to snap back with some clever insult like, “You first, you stupid bimbo!” But his usual macho bravado failed him. He knew all too well he had to go along with this stupidity and hope for the best. That, or end up in prison for who knows how long?
 
   It was really happening! They actually expected him to do this! He shook in shame at the thought that, in just a few hours, Anastasia would be the store manager. And worse, he’d be working there as Mikayla, the newest Tata Girl! He thought he was mentally prepared last night, but as he felt ready to vomit, he realized. He wasn’t ready for this extreme humiliation. 
 
   He started hyperventilating and whining, “Come on girls, you’ve got to be kidding? Me in that outfit? No one wants to see that! We’ll lose our customers! Your tips will....”
 
   But Julie was having none of that. “Your boss said STRIP! Unless you’d rather do that in prison and put on an orange jumpsuit instead!” She snapped. The assembled girls were holding their breath, waiting to see if Mitch would rebel.
 
   Molly broke the tension saying, “Orange? Oh no WAY! Not with her complexion! She was made for lavender!”
 
   That did it. Laughing, four girls stepped up and grabbed Mitch. They demanded, “Do you want to undress yourself, Princess, or should we do it for you?” 
 
    Ordinarily, getting stripped by beautiful young women would be a fantasy come true, but Mitch knew what would follow this time wouldn’t be sexy, at least not for him. It felt like something was breaking inside him, and he sadly complied. 
 
   Moments later, naked and shivering more from humiliation than the early morning chill, Mitch let his new boss pull him into his bathroom. She smeared strong depilatory all over his legs, chest, back, arms, underarms, and—elsewhere. Immediately, the chemical smell spread throughout the room and Mitch felt a mild burning all over.
 
   Anastasia motioned at Candy to join them. They then made Mitch wait for 15 minutes, enduring increasing discomfort, before turning on the shower and washing his body hair down the drain. Paralyzed with shame, Mitch let Candy rub lavender scented lotion into his now-feminine smooth skin. This made his cock stiffen. 
 
   The girls laughed as they flicked at Mitch’s once-fearsome penis with their long-nailed fingers. He cried out in pain, both physical and emotional. Mitch almost started to cry, knowing his horrible ordeal was just beginning. 
 
   The assertive blonde ringleader called for Lena to help Candy, and the two women quickly grabbed Mitch’s arms. They held him like a prisoner, and spread his legs wide as he whimpered in shame, his cock poking out. 
 
   Suddenly, he got an idea! “Look, there’s no way I can fit in those Tatas Shorts! My dick will give me away!” He felt like adding, “You stupid bitches,” but when he glanced over at his main tormentor and his words failed him. His attitude was already revealing unexpected hidden weakness.
 
   With a fiery look, Anastasia wielded a tube of something that looked super glue in one hand, and a wad of rubbery latex in the other. Mitch, guessing what she intended, began trying to break free. 
 
   “Stop! This is crazy! Don’t put that on me, please!” he shrieked. He desperately pulled, stomped, and writhed with all his strength. 
 
   Sadly for him, his struggling just made the girls giggle. He was a small, slim man. Lena and Candy were much too strong for him. After they twisted his arms painfully behind his back, he bowed his head as if accepting the inevitable. His dick also bowed as his self-revulsion quickly overcame any stimulation he might have felt. In moments, it was completely soft, and he was ashamed as the girls saw how tiny he was when not erect. 
 
   Anastasia, held her fingers a few inches apart and smirked, “Wow, get a look at tiny!” 
 
   “Hard to believe we were ever scared of that little twig,” Lena taunted as Candy shook her head dismissively, a sassy smile on her face. 
 
   These comments cut deeply into Mitch’s quickly vanishing male ego. He knew he wasn’t hung like a stallion, but he’d never had complaints about his size before, only about his aggressiveness. Now, that macho arrogance was evaporating. His slouching shoulders and tearful eyes seemed to signal his total surrender. 
 
   Candy noted his submissiveness, saying, “Awww look! Little pinky is giving up! So cute! With that smooth skin, she looks just like a baby girl!”
 
   “Not yet, but just watch,” Anastasia said. With a huge grin and a few quick motions, she carefully applied dabs of the adhesive to Mitch’s limp cock, and tucked it into a sleeve in the small latex bundle she held. Mitch wriggled in their grasp, but the girls easily held him still. 
 
   Ana strategically applied more glue to the bundle, positioned it with meticulous care, and pressed it tightly to his crotch. Five minutes later, Mitch gaped at the false vagina glued over his genitals. Ana tugged at it roughly, causing him to cry out in pain. She appraised him closely before announcing, “Yeah, that’s not coming off any time soon. Is she a she or isn’t she a she? Only her gyno knows for sure!” 
 
   Mitch moaned in utter humiliation, both at his convincingly feminine crotch and Anastasia’s clear enjoyment of her new power over him. She was methodically transforming him into a female, and she was loving every step.
 
   Candy and Lena laughed so hard at that quip, they almost let Mitch go, but at this point it didn’t really matter. Where could he run now? He was totally naked and hairless below the neck with a sexy little pussy! Mitch looked at his captors hoping for some sign of mercy, but when he saw their joy at his emasculation, he wanted to die.
 
   The blonde bartender—and soon to be manager—pulled two more objects out of a custom case with a flourish. “Every Tata Girl needs nice tatas!” she sang. Then, she carefully applied glue to the matched silicone blobs, and pushed them onto Mitch’s chest. She held them in place for five minutes, and when she pulled her hands back, the silicone breast forms bounced realistically on Mitch’s bare chest. The large areola perked upward.  
 
   The girls stared and laughed at the sexy orbs as Mitch shivered in shame. He started to cry when he joined them looking at them and when he felt the C cup breast forms pulling down on his skin. He felt like such a girl. 
 
   “Nice rack, Mikayla! I can’t wait ‘til Shana sees you like this!” Candy snorted as she ogled Mitch’s now-ample breasts.
 
   Mitch repeatedly taunted Shana about her big boobs, but now his were about the same size. He knew that soon she’d be able to exact revenge, and there was nothing he could to stop her.
 
   Anastasia chirped excitedly, “Your hair still needs work, and you know our rules about makeup, but you’re getting close to Tata Girl ready!” She said, “Speaking of Tata Girl ready....” and theatrically pulled a lavender card from her purse before clearing her voice like an announcer and then reading with mock solemnity:
 
    
 
   The Tata Girls’ Ten Commandments
 
    
 
    
    	Tata Girls have a sexy and flirty attitude. Tata Girls are fun girls!
 
    	Tata Girls wear full makeup to accentuate their pretty, feminine face.
 
    	Tata Girls must wear the uniform to emphasize their sexy body. 
 
    	When we have costume days, Tata Girls must wear sexy costumes. 
 
    	Tata Girls cannot come to work or leave with their uniforms showing. 
 
    	Tata Girls must learn our dances and must join the other girls dancing.
 
    	Tata Girls must know our songs and join in singing and chanting. 
 
    	Tata Girls yell “Hi! Welcome to Tatas!” when someone walks in.
 
    	Tata Girls must flirt and smile at sexual jokes and comments. 
 
    	Tata Girls make $2 / hour, and make customers feel special for tips.
 
   
 
    
 
   Ana finished with a flourish and a loud laugh as all the girls giggled and applauded. They were ecstatic at the progress so far, and couldn’t wait to see Mitch completely transformed into a sexy Tata Girl, just like them. Ana was almost nearing orgasm as she contemplated her former boss fully dressed as a little tart, running ragged at her disposal. 
 
   Mitch knew The Tata Girls’ Ten Commandments well. He’d read them to all the girls every time they’d arrived to work anything less than “Tata Girl Ready.” Rules violations were probably the main way he’d forced himself on these girls, and he never dreamed he’d be forced to follow them himself! Mitch’s growing humiliation was unbearable, as he realized he’d soon be displayed as a slutty girl in front of people he knew! This couldn’t happen! He had to make them stop!
 
   “Please don’t do this, I’ve learned my lesson!” Mitch simpered, but the laughing women were visibly delighted, not at all moved by his pleas. 
 
   Examining her former-manager’s feminized form with dancing eyes, Ana squeezed his lips into a cute little kissy face once again and reminded him, “I’m the boss now, sweet cheeks. I have to go open Tatas now! See you there, girly, and you’d better not be late!” 
 
   She pointed at her crotch again, and winked lasciviously at the chastened Mitch. With that, she and most of the other girls headed to work. 
 
   Julie stayed behind with Lena and Candy who continued the makeover in Mitch’s living room. Lena glued long pink nails to Mitch’s fingers, and Candy quickly styled his long dark brown hair with subtle blonde highlights and sexy curls. 
 
    They made him step gingerly into a hot pink thong that tickled his butt crack, and strapped a white bra around him to push his new boobs up and together into enticing cleavage. Next, they had him lift one leg and the other as they rolled the tight suntan pantyhose up his silky smooth legs, followed by the slouchy socks. 
 
   They pulled the skimpy tank top over Mitch’s head, and positioned it carefully in the patented Tata Girl style, exposing as much cleavage as possible. The white tank stretched tightly across his chest, emblazoned with “How do you like my Tatas?” in a girly pink script. It barely covered his bra’s overflowing cups and taut straps. 
 
   As Julie watched with a bemused look, the other two beautiful young women held the spandex shorts open for Mitch. They made him step into the tiny garment before pulling it up over his hips to complete his sexy outfit. 
 
   Lena pointed at Mitch, squeezed into the seductive little uniform, and laughed hysterically. When the other girls followed her gaze, they saw a hilarious sight they’d never dreamed they’d witness on this macho predator. 
 
   Julie stepped closer to Mitch and grinned widely. “Nice camel toe, Missy!” she mocked, patting his feminine crotch. Mitch reacted strangely to the contact. Despite his growing humiliation, his cock tried to get hard. Encased in the false vagina, it couldn’t. He would never get an erection while he was trapped in the false vagina, and it was glued on tightly. 
 
   “How will I ever get this pussy off of me?” Mitch moaned to himself, missing the irony that he’d never wanted to be free from pussy before.
 
   The girls shrieked with laughter as Mitch’s knees buckled from the pain and embarrassing realization that he was essentially in chastity. They literally had to pull him to his feet.
 
   Candy giggled, “That’s why we wear these pouches, chica, we don’t want our vajayjay lips to show!” as she tied the bright pink apron-like garment around Mitch’s slim waist with a big pink bow at the small of his back. She had to hug him to do so, and again Mitch’s cock tried but failed to harden. The very tip seemed to poke out of the latex, however, much like an engorged clit. When he realized this, Mitch shuddered in new mortification! “If the girls saw that….” he began thinking, but recoiled at completing the thought. It was too awful to even contemplate.
 
    Lena looked deeply into Mitch’s eyes, nodded, and began giggling. Did she know? The question was destroying any dignity Mitch might have retained. He felt any sense of authority he’d had was long gone, but now so was any masculinity. He felt as vulnerable and as feminine as any of his victims, and that thought made him quiver in fear, and…something else?
 
   But again, Mitch had no time to ponder these strange new feelings as, in a blur of activity, the girls went to work on his face. They took turns applying his makeup, curling his lashes, and plucking his eyebrows. Lena smoothed foundation on Mitch’s closely shaved face, and dabbed blush and bronzer on him. 
 
   Candy made up his eyes with deep purple and lavender shadows that she blended artfully, and soon his eyes popped with the black liner and mascara she added. Lena finished the makeover with a sparkly pink lip-gloss and a liberal sprinkling of glitter to accentuate Mitch’s face and cleavage. She carefully pinned the lavender name badge onto his skimpy tank top, just above his right breast and pronounced, “Now you’re really Tata Girl ready!”
 
   With a breathy bimbo-like voice Candy said, “Hiiiiii, Mikayla! The boys will alllll be so pleased Tata Meet Youuuuuuuu!” She teased out the words to emphasize Mitch’s shame, and punctuated the last word with a flirtatious wrist flip and sultry smile. 
 
   Mitch shuddered at her words. He felt demeaned and horrified. He felt like throwing up when he pictured the looks on his customers’ faces when they saw him strutting around like some kind of drag queen. 
 
   They checked the time and Lena cursed, “Shit! We’d better get going or we’ll be late! You know what...” Then she relaxed, realizing they had nothing to fear. The girls exchanged huge smiles of relief. Their abuser was in no position to demand any sexual favors from them now. He had no power over them anymore.  
 
   They held Mitch—now Mikayla—in front of a full-length mirror. He knew everything that they’d done, but he had no way to guess the final result would look like...this? He couldn’t bear to look. He couldn’t look away. He couldn’t believe it! He wasn’t a he any more. 
 
   Mikayla looked just like any sexy young waitress who worked at Tatas. She was wearing white woman’s Sketchers, slouch socks, and suntan pantyhose. The skintight uniform showed off her body alluringly. Her sexy bubble butt was straining to burst free from the feminine lavender short shorts. 
 
   Her white tank top was stretched tightly across her bouncing breasts, with “Tatas Are Forever” scrawled across the front in a pink, girly script. She wore a pink apron / pouch and a name tag that said, “Hi I’m Mikayla, Pleased Tata Meet Ya!” 
 
   Her long brown hair was styled with dainty feminine curls, and was accented by what she hoped were temporary blonde highlights. Her legs were slim and sexy in the socks and pantyhose. With pouty pink lips, big soft and smoky eyes, glitter, and rosy cheekbones, her face somehow looked like a mix of slutty and angelic. 
 
   Most mind-boggling, her thin, boyish chest had been transformed into soft, heavenly breasts that would make her mouth water, if they’d been bouncing around on anyone else. All of this made Mikayla swoon. Her breasts rose and fell quickly as she fought to breathe. “This is impossible,” she whispered mainly to herself.
 
   She couldn’t even begin to process the image reflected back at her. She couldn’t breathe. She was astounded, embarrassed, and…turned on. In a kind of mental breakdown, a profound change occurred deep inside the beautiful creature reflected in the mirror.
 
   Lena caught a glimmer in Mikayla’s eyes and smirked to Candy who nodded back knowingly and said, “OK, girl, you can stare at your ‘fun bags’ later. Now, we got Tata go!” She giggled at her pun, as she zipped Mikayla into a pale pink Victoria’s Secret jogging top and the two girls nudged the stunned beauty into the matching Capris. 
 
   Julie strode forward, and the three women managed to pull Mikayla outside. No easy job as terrified, she’d struggled to grip her doorframe to stay hidden inside. As they dragged her outside, she scanned the other houses in his upscale neighborhood, and sighed with relief seeing no one else out at this early hour.
 
   As Mikayla looked down at her sexy legs and breasts, the magnitude of her situation hit her. She bolted back toward the front door, but again, the girls were too strong. They quickly grabbed her and half-marched, half-carried her down the long driveway. 
 
   Satisfied that they were finished in the house for now, Julie locked the front door, and pocketed the keys. She followed the bar bunnies down the driveway, and helped them shove Mikayla into the back of Candy’s baby blue Jetta. 
 
   Julie leaned through the car window and said, “You have my cell number. Call me if little Mikayla here gives you any trouble.” She winked at their feminized captive, who cringed as if she’d been slapped. Julie’s face registered surprise, then awareness. She nodded to herself, smirked at Mikayla and said, “See ya, Princess,” before beeping her key fob to unlock her grey Prius. With a blown kiss, she jumped into her car and drove off.
 
   Mikayla was hyperventilating again, and in a daze. Twelve hours ago, she was a dominant man preying on these girls, using them for sexual and ego gratification. Now, she was their dress up doll and the target of their mockery. The image of her current appearance left her speechless. 
 
   An unthinkable reality was pounding against any remaining self-esteem like a battering ram. They really did it! They’d transformed Mitch into a Tata Girl named Mikayla. She looked just like any sexy young waitress who worked at Tatas. She was wearing exactly what they wore. 
 
   In that outfit, with her sexy hair and makeup she was a little sex pot! Mikayla realized that just last night, she’d happily bang a girl who looked like she did now. As tears of shame and humiliation began to form, Mikayla again felt a strange sensation in her groin, now trapped within a realistic vagina. She was confused by this, but had no time to think.
 
   Lena tossed a cute pink beach bag into Mikayla’s lap saying, “That has your makeup, hair brush, spare pantyhose, and your purse. The purse has your ID, some money, and some tampons and Mydol—just in case!” 
 
   She giggled at Mikayla when she saw the horrified look on her face. As Candy pulled her car into the street and headed toward Tatas, she and Lena laughed loudly at Mikayla, who again felt like dying. The girls high-fived each other as they looked at their new workmate: no longer their boss. Now, just one of the girls!
 
    
 
    
 
   End of Book One. Watch for Book Two Coming Soon!
 
   


 
   
  
 

Coming Next:
 
   A New Girl at Tatas
 
    
 
   In part two, Anastasia puts Mikayla through Tata Girl training. She has to traipse around her former domain in the sexy uniform, learning the procedures from the girls’ point of view. Mikayla realizes the prosthetic vagina and breasts must be expensive, and they’re glued on so they cannot be removed easily. “How could this be for just one day?” she asks herself. She has no answer that wouldn’t make her feel even more vulnerable—if that were even possible. 
 
   After a long hard shift, Candy drops Mikayla off at home, unlocks the door, and drives off. Mikayla enters to find all of Mitch’s clothes gone. In their place is a wardrobe of slutty outfits. Her cell phone rings; it’s Anastasia. She demands that Mikayla report for another double shift in the morning. She will again work alongside her former sex objects as Mikayla, one of the sexy Tata Girls. She knows she has no choice, and hopes the girls will show her some mercy soon.
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