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Mitch Is Humiliated Outside His Home
 
    
 
   It was 10 a.m. on a Wednesday morning. Private investigator Julie Swanson pushed the button to start her Prius. She was wearing a smart navy blue skirt suit, and brushing her long, brown hair out of her deep blue eyes. A youthful 28—she appeared to be about 21—she looked over at the light blue Jetta a few feet away on the driveway beside her. Inside the little VW sat three sexy feminine creatures. One of them, Mitch Kemp, was actually a man. 
 
   Julie giggled noting that he looked like the typical Tata Girl, and that “she” seemed to be in total shock. The other two lovely girls smiled back at Julie, but Mitch, alone in the back seat, stared vacantly into the middle distance. That was hardly a surprise as he’d been forcibly feminized earlier that morning. 
 
   “I wonder what Mitch is thinking,” Julie pondered, “the little thong he’s wearing has to feel weird underneath his tight little uniform. And that push up bra squeezing his new C cup boobs can’t be too comfortable. At least his thong matches his pink jogging suit,” she laughed, recalling every detail of Mitch’s humiliating transformation.
 
   As a private eye, it was Julie’s job to notice everything, and she’d noticed some very interesting things about Mitch. She reviewed her findings as she waved at Candy Jeffries and Lena Thomas, the two Tata Girls who’d done Mitch’s hair and makeup, and dressed him as a sexy girl. Julie blew a kiss at Mitch and slowly pulled out of the driveway. 
 
   Suddenly, Julie heard a commotion behind her. Candy was honking the horn, and Mitch was squeezing out the car window. Julie slammed on the breaks as Mitch hit the driveway and started to run. He didn’t get out of his front yard before Julie tackled him. She held him as Candy and Lena joined them.
 
    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, and reminded him of the serious sexual abuse charges hanging over him. 
 
   “Don’t forget, we’ve got your junk glued under a vagina, and big boobs stuck on your chest. Only we have the special solvent to remove them,” she told Mitch who bowed his head. “Now are you going to be a good girl?”
 
   Mitch nodded slightly, but Julie wasn’t satisfied. “We need you to say it, girl,” she demanded, taking an aggressive stance with her arms folded tightly.
 
   “Yes,” Mitch said.
 
   “Yes what?” she prompted.
 
   “Yes, I’ll be a good...a good g-girl,” Mitch stuttered.
 
   “And what’s your name, bitch?” Julie asked.
 
   “Mmmkay...” Mitch mumbled.
 
   “What was that?” Julie asked.
 
   “Mikayla, my name is Mikayla,” Mitch said, almost gasping.
 
   That settled, the group prepared to leave again. This time, Julie would let Candy drive off first and follow closely behind them. Getting back in her car, Julie thought, “What a week! Make that what a twelve hours it’s been!” 
 
   When the new corporate management of the Tatas chain hired her to go under cover as a Tata Girl, Julie expected the worst. In Mitch, she certainly got it. He was a major creep, as the thick file of sexual harassment violations had warned. 
 
   Julie felt outraged and disgusted as she read pages and pages of complaints. Constant harassment. Demeaning comments. Forced sexual acts. Her sense of justice and feminist concern for victims of workplace abuse made her overcome any misgivings to take on this mission.
 
   The lengthy, detailed reports didn’t fully prepare her for Mitch’s disgusting behavior, however. She’d barely worked there for ten minutes before he started hitting on her. Last night was the last straw as he actually groped her and forcibly kissed her. That wasn’t too unexpected, but what happened next was. 
 
   The sexy blonde bartender, Anastasia Walsh, clearly had it out for Mitch. That was no shock. Who knew how many times he’d harassed and humiliated her during the five years working for him? If the complaints were any indication, the number had to be in the dozens if not hundreds. Of course she wanted revenge, who wouldn’t? Still, where had she gotten the idea to transform the lecherous jerk into the sexy waitress she saw in the other car? Karma to the nth degree for sure, but it didn’t make sense. 
 
   So much about this case just didn’t add up, but Julie resolved to figure out these mysteries. She smirked as she saw Mitch picking at the seat of his jogging capris, probably trying to remove the wedgie he felt. “No, my dear, that’s just how thongs go,” she silently advised the feminized male, “right up the butt to stay.”
 
   Looking over her shoulder at the large colonial house Julie thought, “There is no way a sports bar manager like Mitch could possibly afford a place like that!” Mitch’s shocked reaction to her question about it made her think he wasn’t some spoiled brat living off daddy’s money. Something odd, probably even illegal was going on. It wouldn’t be too hard for her to find out what, especially with Mitch’s house keys in her possession.
 
   Next on her list of mysteries was the most perplexing question: “Why is Mitch going along with this? He’s a macho male, a sex addict, and a serial sexual abuser. Why did he let us transform him into a sexy little waitress?” She looked at Mitch again and snorted. She couldn’t contain a huge grin and gave up trying to.
 
   Mere hours before, Julie herself had led the team of girls who’d forcibly feminized Mitch. Julie had watched as a few of the girls glued large breasts and a realistic latex vagina onto him. She joined with the rest in taunting him as they dressed him in a sexy thong, bra, pantyhose, and a skin-tight Tata Girl’s tank top and short shorts. 
 
   Then they gave him a full makeover and made him wear a pink gym bunny jogging suit. Lena and Candy were taking him to work at the “breastaurant” where he’d managed—and harassed—countless women. Yes, he’d just tried to run away to stop that, but everything before that small revolt went way too easily. 
 
   Any male Julie had ever known would have broken the necks of anyone who’d tried to dress them as a Tata Girl. But Mitch accepted his fate with barely a protest. Teasing and tantalizing her curiosity, Julie pulled up beside Mitch, Candy, and Lena at a stoplight. The buxom blondes smiled at Julie and waved. Motionless in the back, Mitch looked like a manikin from Forever 21.
 
   Julie looked into the car and studied the 20-something apparent vixen. If she hadn’t known who he really was, she would have taken Mitch for what he appeared to be: a sexy young Tata Girl. Julie waved back and shook her head. There were a lot of oddities here, and she intended to solve all of them.
 
   As the light turned green, Candy sped off with her passengers on their way to work, and Julie changed lanes to keep pace. For the girls, it would be much like any other shift, but for Mitch it would be the most humiliating experience he could ever imagine. He felt and looked like a condemned prisoner on the way to his, or her, execution. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Arrival At Tatas
 
    
 
   While Candy maneuvered her little car into a tight space in the parking lot, Lena noticed Mitch was shaking. His eyes opened wide and seemed glassy. She tapped Candy on the arm, gestured at Mitch with her thumb, and asked, “What are we going to do about this?”
 
   Candy shrugged, then pulled out her Samsung and called the Tata’s bar. Anastasia answered, and Candy said, “Hi, Ana it’s me. We’re here, but our new girl is freezing up. You sure you want to go through with this?”
 
   Mitch’s mouth slowly opened wide and closed, like a fish on dry land. His eyes were closed and his head was bowed, seemingly praying for some unexpected reprieve. “Maybe this is all a big joke?” he hoped, “it has to be. They can’t possibly do this to me?” 
 
   As Lena, Candy, and most of all Mitch intently waited for Ana’s reply, Julie parked near by. The new acting manager said, “Sorry, I’ve got another call coming in. Hey, you girls have to be in here for jump start in ten minutes!” then she clicked call waiting and was gone. 
 
   Once again, Candy shrugged, but this time she and Lena nodded at each other. They jumped out of the two-door coupe. Candy grabbed Mitch and started dragging him, while Lena clambered into the back seat and pushed. Together, the girls forced Mitch out into the brilliant sunshine. 
 
   Julie waved them to go ahead. She had to send all the photos and videos of Mitch’s feminization to Anastasia. His first shift as a Tata Girl was about to begin, and he looked terrified. He also looked the part in every detail. 
 
   Ana, wearing the Tata’s polo shirt and khaki pants—the general manager’s uniform—waved as the two, make that three, sexy Tata Girls pushed through the double glass doors and entered the still-quiet restaurant. It was nearly 10:30 a.m. and the store wouldn’t open to the public for another half hour. 
 
   All of the Tata Girls working that shift were gathering at the back table. They were chatting, waiting for the day’s instructions, and hoping for a good section assignment from their manager.
 
   While Ana was on the phone with Lena, a call from corporate had come in. The big shakeup at Tata’s was well underway. For the first time ever, a female executive was following up on the new complaints Ana made against Mitch the night before, and the dozens if not hundreds of prior complaints. His violations file was as fat as it was horrendous. Ana thought, “At last, someone may finally do something about all this abuse!”
 
   Alexis Silver, the new corporate Vice President for Corporate Policy and Compliance, was determined to just fire Mitch outright. Almost nothing could change her mind. When Ana explained that a demotion and probation might be even more effective, Alexis expressed her doubts. 
 
   “Walsh, this is Mitch Kemp we’re talking about here. If even one-tenth of the complaints you’ve made personally are valid, he should have been fired and in jail years ago,” Alexis said, “and that’s not even counting the hundreds of complaints from dozens of other girls.” Her tone dripped with annoyance verging on outrage.
 
   Ana said, “I totally get that, I do, and that’s why I think this idea will be so much better. Mitch would be demoted to working as a Tata Girl, and the probation would be for at least a week. Maybe even longer.”
 
   Alexis laughed so hard at that she dropped her phone. She picked it up, apologized for the interruption, and said, “How ridiculous! Macho Mitch Kemp sashaying around in the little Tata Girls outfit! You have got to be joking?” When Ana assured her that she was completely serious, the executive said, “That’s a good one! You’re really quite funny! Have you ever considered doing stand up comedy?”
 
   Alexis kept laughing. Then Ana texted her several photos Julie had taken during Mitch’s amazing transformation into Mikayla. “Walsh that’s astounding!!!” Alexis shouted, “What? No I’m fine,” she told someone on her end. “I’m on the phone! Important call!” she barked before returning to the conversation with Ana. “That’s one Tata-ready girl,” she laughed, “but you’ll never get him to show up to work like that.”
 
   Without a word, Ana switched her phone to video chat mode, pointed it at the three beauties walking past the bar, and asked if Alexis could see them. She said yes, she could, but started to ask why Ana was showing her three random Tata Girls. When the VP recognized the pink clad “girl” in the middle was Mitch, she collapsed into hysterics. 
 
   “What a sight,” she howled, taking in the incredible scene. Lena was a voluptuous honey blonde-haired young woman. Candy was equally buxom, and a platinum blonde in the Marilyn Monroe mold. But the “girl” in the middle was something else. As Alexis watched in astonishment, she almost forgot that the middle “girl” was actually a man and her worst employee ever. 
 
   She started to get a headache from the cognitive dissonance as she struggled to reconcile what she knew was true with the confounding visual she was witnessing. Mitch didn’t look at all like a guy. He appeared to be all girl, so Alexis began thinking of him as a her.
 
   The top of her hot pink jog suit was zipped down half way, exposing enticing cleavage. Her light brown hair with pretty blonde highlights fell in feminine waves, framing her pretty face perfectly. 
 
   That face was sexily adorned with just a bit too much makeup in the Tata Girls recommended style. She looked more than slightly slutty. Her huge eyes were accentuated by pale purple shadows, along with black eye liner and mascara. Her brows were plucked into thin, dainty, feminine arches. Pink shiny gloss brought out her invitingly large and pouty lips.
 
   Ana kept her phone pointed their way as Lena pushed Mitch’s pink beach bag into his hands, and together they made their way past the bar. Moments later, still fighting back laughter and gasping for breath, Alexis issued a directive with profound and lasting implications for Mitch Kemp. 
 
   “She looks amazing,” Alexis gushed, “I don’t know how you did it, but count me in! He totally deserves this. Every minute of it and more! I’ll make the changes right now promoting you to manager and making him a trainee Tata Girl. If I have my way, Mitch Kemp will be kept as a Tata Girl for a long, long time!” 
 
   Ana agreed enthusiastically, only adding, “We call her Mikayla now,” with a grin. “Hey, great taking to you, but I have to do jump start,” she said. 
 
   Alexis thanked her newest, and first-ever female store manager. Ana then heard her shouting, “Get over here! All of you! You will not believe this!” on her end of the line as the call ended.
 
   


 
   
  
 

The Shift Begins: Mitch Begins His Career As A Waitress
 
    
 
   Ana joined Lena, Candy, and Mitch as they approached the long back table where several other girls waited for the morning meeting known as jump-start. Some of the girls were still removing their cover up clothes. Others were already out of their yoga outfits, short dresses, or gym suits, and sat waiting for the morning meeting. One of them, Shana Benson, jumped up. 
 
   “Oh my gaawwwwwd!” she yelled, seeing her feminized ex-boss for the first time. The dark-eyed brunette dashed over to meet her former abuser. Her assertive posture dominated him despite her petite 5’2” frame as she met his eyes and laughed in his face. “Wow! I can’t believe it. You sure turned out nice. Who knew you’d make such a sexy little girl?” She asked rhetorically. The fierce look on her face signaled that while she was amused, she was far from satisfied.
 
   Mere hours ago, Mitch had had Shana on her knees with her lips wrapped around his cock. Now, that cock was hidden away, glued into a latex vagina. His masculinity was also hidden; overwhelmed by the sexy feminine guise he wore. 
 
   Lena and Candy stood on either side of Mitch, and prompted him to take off his pink jogging outfit. When he was revealed in the skimpy Tata Girl uniform, the rest of the similarly clad waitresses leapt up and surrounded him.
 
   Boldly, Shana reached out and squeezed Mitch’s breast just under his nametag. “Nice rack, Mikayla,” she announced loudly. Mitch cowered and whimpered in abject humiliation. All the other girls giggled and laughed. Mitch couldn’t feel her touch, but seeing her take such liberties with him—combined with the laughter of the other young women—burned his soul like a laser beam.
 
   Molly Price seemed the most thrilled to see Mitch displayed as a Tata Girl. Her bright blue eyes were shining like neon as she jumped up and down in excitement. “No WAY!” she cried, her auburn hair and ample boobs bouncing, “you looked soooo cute when we left your place this morning, but now...with that hair and makeup? You’re like almost as hot as any of us!” Her smile, usually big, was enormous. Lena and Candy high fived each other, enjoying the praise for their makeover skills.
 
   Xixi (pronounced Chee-Chee) Cho, a pre-med major, was busy drinking coffee at the far end of the table when Mitch entered. She hadn’t been working the night before, and with her heavy class schedule, she didn’t had time for the Tata gossip feed. A night person, she’d been up late studying. She was foggy from lack of sleep, and waiting for the caffeine to kick in. She was two steps behind most mornings, despite her intelligence. Only this wasn’t “most mornings.”
 
   Xixi’s mouth widened in surprise. She went from asking herself, “Why all the drama about a new girl?” to “Are you F-ing kidding me!?!?” in about 2 seconds. She flipped back her lustrous black hair in agitation, asking, “Mitch! What the hell? Why are you dressed like that? Mitch?” With her fists on her tiny waist, her posture demanded an immediate answer.
 
   This confrontation struck Mitch like an earthquake. He felt the floor shifting beneath him, and as his knees buckled, he wished the earth would open up and swallow him. Xixi was his special girl. She was always so nice and respectful to everyone, and she’d always looked up to him. He never made crude or obscene comments in her presence. He’d never dreamed of hitting on her, much less harassing her. 
 
   For her part, Xixi saw the kinder, gentler side of Mitch. She actually had a crush on him, and coyly flirted with him whenever she could. Tears started to form in Mitch’s eyes as he realized just how upset his favorite girl was.
 
   “Xixi, it’s not what it looks like!” Mitch protested, “these girls, they....”
 
   “We showed at your house this morning, knocked, and you let us in,” interrupted Julie. She strode up to the group saying, “You basically just stood there as we turned you into a sexy little Tata Girl. Isn’t that right girls?”
 
   A cacophony of agreement from Lena, Molly, Candy and even Shana, who’d heard all about it, confirmed Xixi’s worst suspicions. Several of the girls nodded, not one showed any sympathy toward Mitch. He noticed this lack of concern, and it made him feel hurt and alone. It only got worse from there. 
 
   The slim Asian beauty glared at Mitch. She scolded, “It’s pretty clear what’s going on! I thought you were someone I could be with. I was even trying to figure out how to tell my parents about you so we could start dating. But now? Maybe we can double date with some hot studs. What do you say, girlfriend?”
 
   Her disappointment crushed Mitch. He’d fantasized about Xixi since he’d hired the 5’3” 25 year old a few years before. To find out she’d felt the same, until she saw him dressed as a girl, was maddening. 
 
   Mitch was getting ready to lash out, and leapt to his feet angrily, but when Julie shook her head at him, he recalled the humiliating punishment he’d suffered earlier at her hands and slumped. Anastasia began the jump-start meeting as if there was nothing unusual going on. She motioned for quiet, and launched into the morning pep talk and instructions. 
 
   “OK ladies, chat time is over. Today, we’ve got to sell 25 hats and t-shirts to stay in the running for this month’s contest. The store that sells the most gets a special visit from a major sports star, and the girl who sells the most merch at the winning store gets a date with him. She also wins a $500 gift card to Victoria’s Secret. The date with the jock is transferable. The gift card is not.”
 
   Colby Tanner, a petite blonde with emerald green eyes, perked up at the mention of a VS gift card. Her bills from that store routinely topped $500. She hadn’t worked the previous night, but she was part of the crew that forcibly feminized Mitch. To her, the idea of free lingerie was more exciting than any chatter about a remarkably sexy sissy.
 
   Shana clearly felt otherwise, as she grinned and said, “I hope whoever wins the date gives it to Mikayla, it’d be great for her to have some fun with a real man!” Several of the girls offered to let Mitch date the jock if they won the prize, and lewdly suggested how their evening might end up. 
 
   Lena and Candy offered to do his hair and makeup for his big night out. Shana offered to give Mitch tips on oral sex. Molly said she’d hoped he’d hit it off with the stud, and maybe even get married. The 18-year-old girl was so naive; it was possible she was serious. 
 
   Mitch was mortified by this intimate, explicit girl talk, especially as much of it was directed at him. He’d never even thought of sex with another man, but their banter was so specific, they were forcing him to visualize it. 
 
   As humiliating as this treatment was, Ana treating him as just one of the girls was even worse. She kept going on and on about routine business, barely even paying attention to Mitch. He was devastated, humiliated, and emasculated.
 
   “I said chat time is over, ladies,” Ana repeated, before passing out section assignments to the girls, who responded with their usual moans and groans. “Oh by the way, we have a new trainee here with us, say hi to Mikayla,” she added almost as an afterthought. “Who wants to train her?” All the hands went up. Ana seemed to carefully consider her choice before saying, “Xixi, why don’t you show our newbie the ropes.”
 
   Lena was clearly disappointed not to be training Mitch, especially after all the work she and Candy had put into making Mitch “Tata ready,” but she got one of the best sections so she wasn’t too upset. She could share the fun, and besides it’d be extra embarrassing for Mitch to work closely with his favorite girl, not as her boss, but rather as her girly little trainee.
 
   Jasmine Menendez and Lisa Singer, two of the girls who hadn’t heard about Mitch’s feminization, approached him. Jasmine was a stunning Puerto Rican girl, about 5’6” with C cup boobs, eyes like black holes, and a sly sexy grin. She and her roomie, the sandy-haired Lisa, grabbed Mitch by his arms and held him under their disbelieving eyes, looking at him as if he had three heads. 
 
   Lisa stood at least 5’10” tall, and played varsity volleyball for the nearby state college. While not as thin as some of the other Tata Girls, she wasn’t heavy either. Mitch thought her big green eyes and button nose combined with her athletic frame to make her very attractive.
 
   Jasmine said, “Dang, you clean up nice, gurrrrl,” with a huge smile. But Lisa wasn’t so amused. Mitch thought he detected a flash of jealousy in her eyes, even though he’d never consider himself anywhere near as attractive as the sporty amazon. Lisa gave him a menacing glare, and suddenly Mitch felt very vulnerable. She’d left red finger marks on his arm where she gripped him, making him wonder just how strong she was, and just how weak he was in comparison.
 
   Candy took her place at the hostess station, complaining loudly that the night girls hadn’t rolled enough silverware into napkins to be ready for this morning. Then she giggled, remembering the crazy night they’d had with Julie and Ana letting Mitch have it,
 
   Xixi smirked at Mitch, but her eyes still burned with anger. Her voice dripping with scorn she said, “Come on you hooker, follow me and I’ll teach you how to flirt with perverted guys for tips.”
 
   Frustration pounded in Mitch’s ears as he thought, “I got all the ass in the world from these Tata Sluts. They gave good blowjobs and all, but Xixi was different. She really liked me and wanted to be with me. Now she’s mocking me, all because of some stupid bitches who don’t know their place.” His fury boiled over and he felt like yelling, “I’m not going through with this, you bitches can’t make me!” But after the way Julie had handled him, he knew what would happen. 
 
   Ana seemed to read his mind. “Get to work Mikayla!” she said, and turned away to check with Shana at the bar.
 
   Shana carefully watched Mitch’s humiliation. She’d been too distraught from the previous night to join Ana and the other girls earlier, and so had missed the feminization. She was feeling slightly vindicated, but vowed that she’d watch Mitch on his knees sucking cocks, just like he’d made her suck his. 
 
   Mitch sensed her vengeful malice when they’d locked eyes before, and he decided to steer clear of Shana. Sadly, he realized she was hardly the only girl intent on humiliating him. It was obvious they were all enjoying his debasement.
 
   Xixi’s eyes flashed with contempt as she said, “Come along, Mikayla, our section is the 90s over by the front windows.”
 
   Mitch had been walking behind his new trainer, but staggered at this latest blow. Working along the windows, he’d be on display. All of the customers would see him as they walked from the parking lot to the front doors. It was 11 a.m. and the early birds were already arriving. Julie took this opportunity to slip out the side door, rolling two large suitcases behind her. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Mikayla Gets To Work
 
    
 
   Mitch knew that many of the clientele were “regs,” regular customers who would eagerly check out any unfamiliar waitress. He’d be fresh meat at first, but when they’d recognized him...he almost had a panic attack thinking about it. 
 
   Xixi noticed his distress, and her kind nature reemerged for a moment. She comforted him, saying, “You have nothing to worry about, Mitch, you look just like one of us.” She examined him closely and explained, “Those girls used professional contouring techniques to make your nose look smaller, and bring out your cheekbones. They did an amazing job. You really do look like a girl.”
 
   Mitch was partially relieved, but also conflicted. If that were true, he’d avoid the worst kind of humiliation, but that also meant he passed for a sexy young girl. 
 
   Candy called to Xixi, and as Mitch followed her to the hostess station, he prepared himself for anything. Xixi greeted a party of four, two men wearing football jerseys and two cute women—a blonde and a brunette. 
 
   “Hi I’m Xixi, pleased Tata meet ya!” she said. 
 
   Mitch overheard the brunette tell the blonde, “Take a look at the slut over there.” He’d assumed they meant Xixi, but when he realized she was pointing at him, he felt intense humiliation. He knew he looked slutty, but hearing a stranger refer to him that way flayed his male ego like getting whipped by barbed wire.
 
   Candy was already greeting the next party, welcoming them to Tatas and asking them where they’d like to sit. They nodded toward some booths in Lena’s section, and the blonde waitress came over to grab some menus, and then walked the group to their table. As she passed Candy, Lena said, “I can’t get over it. I mean we did Mitch’s hair and makeup, but I still can’t believe that’s really a guy!”
 
   Candy replied, “Right?” giggled, and shook her head, “he’s a foxy babe!”
 
   Mitch was thinking much the same as he regarded his reflection in the merch area. Xixi was surreptitiously watching the two women as they perused the slinky tops, cute boy shorts, and other Tatas merchandise. 
 
   “I hope they buy something,” she whispered to Mitch, “I’d love to win the date with the pro athlete. Maybe me, him, you, and my brother could double date,” she said. But the women lost interest in the overpriced items, or else their guys were hungry. Either way, their group gathered again and looked at Xixi expectantly.
 
   “This is my trainee, Mikayla,” Xixi said as she grabbed four menus off the stack and led the party to a table by the windows. “Is this spot OK?” The four nodded and took their seats. “Can I start you off with some soft drinks? Coffee?” she asked, as she handed out the menus and stood ready with pen and pad in hand.
 
   “Yes, coffee for me,” said the tall guy wearing a Dallas Cowboys jersey. The other three quickly added, “me too,” as they began to scan the foldout menus. 
 
   “Great! We have real and fake sugar here at the table. Anyone want milk?” Hearing that question, the two guys smirked at each other, wordlessly sharing a breast joke. 
 
   They quickly worked out the details, and Xixi told Mitch to fetch the coffees. Then, she sat down next to the blonde and told all the guests about the different meals and specials. Tatas encouraged the girls to socialize with the guests, but only to flirt with men who weren’t in mixed-sex parties to avoid making girlfriends or wives jealous.
 
   When Mitch returned with the coffees as ordered, Xixi told him to take her place at the table and answer any questions while she went to get the glasses of water the guests had ordered. The brunette grinned and said, “‘Answer any questions’? OK, I have a question. You seem like a nice girl. Why would you want to dress up as a bimbo and serve drinks and wings all day?” 
 
   The blonde giggled, but the guys seemed a bit embarrassed. Remembering the Tata Girls’ Ten Commandments, Mitch flashed a vacuous grin and said, “It’s just so fun being a Tata Girl! Tata Girls are fun girls!”
 
   Lena, walking from her table to the waitress station, overheard him and nearly choked. She looked at Mitch as if he’d said he wanted to be a dead cockroach. Mitch saw her reaction, and knowing she’d witnessed his latest utter debasement made him feel like a complete sissy. Humiliated, he tried to ignore her, but he had a feeling she’d tell all the girls about his perky response. 
 
   Moments later, he saw Lena and Lisa laughing and pointing in his direction. “Yes, that’s how these girls roll, and now I’m one of them” he thought feeling emasculated, pathetic, and worthless. Mitch’s sense of self-loathing kept growing as he smiled stupidly at the women who called him a “slut,” then a “nice girl,” and finally “a bimbo.” 
 
   Part of him was thinking, “Make up your mind, bitches,” but mainly he thought, “these are women, how can they not realize I’m a man disguised as a girl?” He felt a wave of vertigo as the awareness struck him: He was just another silly, sexy Tata Girl to them. Outside he was girly, happy, and bubbly. Inside, he wanted to die.
 
   Xixi returned with the water glasses, and handed them around. She took the lunch orders, and then pretended to show Mitch how to enter them in the computer near the front. Of course, he knew how to operate the system, in fact he’d taught her how it worked, but he had to play the part of the brand new girl. 
 
   Candy, standing in her place nearby, couldn’t suppress a laugh at Mitch’s trainee act. She flipped her wrist daintily and batted her lashes at him, knowing he was powerless to respond. He tried to look away, but everything he saw reminded him of his former power and glory. 
 
   That first party set the pattern for the day. From 11 a.m. until 1 p.m., Mitch traipsed around his former domain in the sexy little uniform, learning all the procedures from the girls’ point of view. His stomach flipped whenever he had to interact with men. Several of them leered at him, some whistled or made lewd remarks, but none of them showed any sign they’d seen through his disguise. 
 
   The lunch rush came and went, and all during the busy time, Mitch was running ragged. Lena made kissy faces and whistled at him, Candy tried to engage him in discussions like: “tampons and pads, what parts of your period do you wear them?” When Mitch looked disgusted, she asked, “Need to borrow one now?”  
 
   Xixi acted as if he was too inexperienced to take orders, but she made him do everything else. He was bussing tables, running food, refilling drinks, and checking on the guests constantly.
 
   “By all rights I should be ruling this place,” he lamented, but the thong rubbing inside his butt reminded him of his new status as the lowest ranking “girl.” His boobs bounced with every step he took, reinforcing his sense of feminized shame. Every eye he met made him cringe. The mostly-male clientele looked at him with predatory intent. All his fellow Tata Girls grinned at him, most of them openly mocking him. 
 
   Molly acted like Mitch really was a girl, and he thought that maybe her actions were better than the intentional hazing. She’d gesture at a table of young guys and say, “How cute are they?” Or she’d ask, “Don’t you hate these push-up bras? They’re good for tips, but they make my girls itch!” 
 
   No, Mitch decided, it wasn’t any better to be treated as one of the girls, innocently or with spite. During the infrequent lulls, he had to sit and chat with the guests. Ana told him to flirt with the single guys, and she monitored him closely.
 
   “If you’re not getting guys’ phone numbers, you’re doing it wrong,” she quoted one of his sexist credos back at him. Whenever she could, she slapped him on the butt, pinched his cheeks, and generally treated him as the trainee Tata Girl he now was. Every time, Mitch felt more degraded, more disrespected, and more emasculated. 
 
   After a few hours, the crowd thinned out, and there was less to do. Lisa crept into his section, and lifted him as if he were a child. She held him over her head, and laughed as he wavered, struggling not to fall.
 
   “You have real good balance there, Mikayla,” she said, “I bet you were a flyer in cheerleading? One of the girls on the top of the pyramid?” The image of himself wearing the short cheerleader skirt, precariously balanced on a stack of other cheerleaders, made him flush with embarrassment. He glared at her as she slowly put him down, but when she arched an eyebrow at him, he looked at his shoes and walked away, dominated and humiliated once again.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Mikayla’s First Shift Change: More Humiliation
 
    
 
   As he adjusted to the boring routine, his mortification slowly diminished, and he caught his breath. For the first time he had a moment to wonder, “Why the hell did I let them do this to me?” It occurred to him, “The fake tits and pussy must be expensive, and they’re glued on. How can this be just for a day or two? How long will I be stuck as a girl?” Any likely answer horrified him.
 
   By four p.m., the morning shift was nearing its end, and some of the evening girls were coming in. Ana cut two of the morning girls, Jasmine and Lisa. Mitch never made morning cuts. He felt like objecting to Ana, but he remembered he was just a trainee Tata Girl now, not the manager any longer. 
 
   Two of the night girls arrived, redheaded Irish American Melody Flynn and Ashonda Davis, a tall slim African American. Both were at Mitch’s house that morning and helped Ana transform Mitch into Mikayla. It seemed like a lifetime ago, but it wasn’t even twelve hours. They’d already seen their former abuser dressed as a waitress, but not with his hair done or makeup on his face. So they weren’t prepared for him to look so convincing as a girl.
 
   “Oh. My. Gawd. Melody! Will you look at this,” Ashonda shrieked, then she started giggling and pointing at Mitch. “Those boobs look totally real, and those fake buns do too,” she said as she squeezed Mitch’s ass through his tight short-shorts. Her eyes grew wide and she burst out in gales of laughter as she realized his bubble butt was real. Melody and Xixi joined with her laughing so hard they cried.
 
   The other two incoming girls—Suzy Kessler and Missy Hart—heard about their ex-boss becoming a Tata Girl, but they didn’t believe it. They were sure this was just a joke, and they had to see for themselves. They gasped in surprise and burst out laughing at the sight of Mitch in the tight uniform with his C cups bouncing as he busily wiped down a table. 
 
   Known as the exhibitionists of the crew, these two were the first to volunteer for promos—special assignments that let them wear even more revealing outfits than the standard uniform. Tonight was the weekly “Are You Smarter Than a Tata Girl” trivia contest, and the two were dressed as slutty school girls. 
 
   They wore little plaid tops, tied off so they barely covered their bras. These were matched with tiny plaid skirts that fell well above their knees—way too short for any real school girl uniforms. They also wore fishnet stockings and sexy red F-me pumps with three-inch stiletto heels. 
 
   Suzy had her bleached blonde hair in braided pigtails with plaid bows. She was stunning and curvy with D cup breasts and big brown eyes. Missy was a leggy blue-eyed brunette with a heart shaped face, freckles, and a huge mischievous smile. Mitch loved to coerce both of them into “dates,” but—to be honest—they didn’t take much convincing. 
 
   These two party girls, dressed as Mitch’s favorite fetish fantasies, eagerly joined in teasing him. Suzy began by calling him “a hot piece of ass” and “a sexy chica with big cock-sucking lips.” 
 
   Missy agreed, adding that he was “a two-bit skanky whore” who was “probably lining up tricks all around the block.” 
 
   Suzy chimed in again saying, “We haaaave to do him up as a slutty school girl tranny trap hooker. I even have an extra uniform with me. We could charge $50 a suck, $100 a fuck in the front, and $150 for the back door.”
 
     “My ex-employees are openly planning to pimp me out,” he recoiled, “They even have specific prices to whore me!” All this was too much for him, and he struggled to keep from crying and running away. 
 
   Anastasia, understanding that they’d pushed him too far said, “OK, Mikayla, go take a break.” She shook her head as she watched him scurry away wiping his teary eyes with the back of his hand.  
 
   Happy hour started at 4 p.m. and by then Mitch had composed himself somewhat. Shana was doing a great job keeping up with the drink orders. All the girls were busy serving half-priced appetizers and beer specials, and the guests were having a great time chatting with the girls. Mitch, trailing around behind Xixi like a little puppy dog, had so far escaped detection as a male disguised as a girl.
 
    Only about ten of the regulars had stopped in by 4:30, and as usual, none of them sat in the front section by the windows. Most took their usual places at the bar, and they were happy to see Shana—one of their favorites—slinging drinks. 
 
   A few asked Ana about her promotion, and while they all checked out the “new girl,” none noticed anything unusual. They were paying more attention to the other Tata Girls. While Mitch made a convincing girl, among the beauties working that shift, he was hardly the sexiest.
 
   Still, he thought these guys were his friends. He felt somewhat hurt that not one of them recognized him. Then again, he’d have been utterly humiliated if any of them did notice who he was. Once again, he was overwhelmed by confusion and mixed emotions, and his double shift wasn’t even half over. 
 
   Seeing him lost in thought, Lena, Ashonda, and Melody snuck up behind Mitch. In a breathy, bimbo voice Lena said, “Hi, I’m Mikayla, it’s just so fun being a Tata Girl! Tata Girls are fun girls!” When Mitch recoiled, gasped, and trembled, Lena said, “I told you he said it! Pay up!”
 
   Ashonda looked at Mitch and burst out laughing. Melody shook her head, “Wow, so he really did say that to female customers. That is just precious! No one says that anymore unless a manger is watching,” she commented. As the two other girls each handed Lena five dollars, he felt even more humiliated and exposed.
 
   Xixi stopped by and collected Mitch, scolding him for wandering off. Soon, she had him watching the section while she took a quick break. The regs stayed with their favorite girls, leaving Mitch to serve and fend off other customers. What was left of his male ego felt crushed as one guy after another asked him for his number, pinched his ass, and called him sweet cheeks, doll face, or princess. 
 
   The other girls increased his humiliation by insisting he freshen up his makeup, adjust his boobs, and so on. Then, they abandoned him to do the most menial jobs, and to deal with the most drunken and grabby customers. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

Mikayla’s First Bi-Sexual Experience
 
    
 
   One tipsy customer lured Mitch in close, asking him to explain the difference between the Napalm and Chernobyl wing sauces. When Mitch came within arms’ reach, the drunk pulled the feminized male into his lap saying, “Hi I’m Bob, pleased Tata meet ya, Mikayla! Now give me some of what I came in here for?”
 
   Mitch tried to jump up when he felt Bob’s cock hardening against his butt, but Bob was too strong and easily held him in place. Xixi walked by, opened her mouth in surprise, but then winked and said, “You two look like you’re having fun. Why don’t I just leave you love birds alone?”
 
   Mitch, blushing deeply, pleaded for help with his eyes, but his favorite girl just laughed and walked away, blowing him a kiss. 
 
   Lena saw what was happening. She approached the table, and whispered into Mitch’s ear, “You’d better give him what he wants, or I’ll show him the before and after photos of you, Mikayla.”
 
   Resigned to his fate, Mitch nodded at Bob who wrapped his strong arms around Mitch’s torso, and bounced him around like a child for about ten minutes. When this had run it’s course, Bob tossed a fifty dollar bill and his business card on the table, winked at Mitch, and walked out. This left Mitch feeling even more degraded and used than ever.
 
   “That did not just happen,” Mitch said, feeling like he was going to vomit. The feminized ex-manager had never been so humiliated in his life. Xixi had observed the whole scene, and assumed Mitch agreed to do this for the money. Scandalized and outraged, she explained diffidently, “Well that pretty much says it all, Mikayla. You really are a whore! So, that’s how you swing? Fine, in that case forever more you will be a slutty tramp in my eyes.”
 
   Mitch tried to explain, but the beautiful girl just held her open palm out at him like a stop sign and stalked away. 
 
   Lena watched all of the drama and smirked, “First the ‘It’s fun to be a Tata Girl’ routine, and now he’s selling lap dances! Wait ‘til I tell all the girls!” she thought as she dashed off to share this latest juicy gossip.
 
   At 5 p.m., happy hour was in full swing, and Ana regretted cutting the two morning girls. She asked two of the other girls to stay on, but only Molly was able. The staff on hand were busy, dinner rush was beginning, and trivia was set to start in just a few hours. 
 
   Tata Trivia was a big thing, with prizes for the winning teams, one on one contests between the sexy school girls and the guests, and lots of joking around. Ana usually served as Mistress of Ceremonies, but she was too busy managing. 
 
   Shana was usually the backup, but she was needed behind the bar. So, Xixi was the next logical choice to be the MC. She would run the trivia game by introducing the sexy school girls, asking the trivia questions, announcing the answers, and keeping the score. Ana told Xixi to get ready, and looked around the store with a frown. 
 
   She checked her watch and asked Suzy, “Where’s Marcie? She’s scheduled to be the third school girl.” 
 
   “Oh, she’s sick,” Suzy replied. 
 
   “We can’t run trivia with just two school girls!” Missy whined.
 
   “Well I already cut two girls and they left. We can’t make one of the doubles do it, and I don’t have enough night girls to spare,” Ana said.
 
   “We can’t cover the whole floor by ourselves,” Missy moped.
 
   Suzy asked, “Why not have Mikayla do it? She’s just a trainee. It’s not like she’s really working tables.” 
 
   Ana looked at her strangely, then grinned and yelled, “Hey Mikayla!”
 
   When Ana explained Suzy’s idea, Mitch was aghast, “You have got to be kidding. No, Ana, please no,” he begged.
 
    
 
   End Part Two
 
   


 
   
  
 

Coming Soon: Mikayla’s Humiliation Increases
 
    
 
   In the back room, Missy and Suzy hold up the extra school girl outfit. When Mitch sees it, he tries to run away. The girls catch him, and two of them begin fondling him all over breathing, “What’s wrong, baby girl, you too good to be a school girl with us?”
 
   After a long hard double shift, including strutting around dressed as a slutty school girl, Mitch is forced into a steamy one-night stand with a fellow Tata Girl. After a drug-induced shopping trip that’s more like a walk of shame, he returns home to find all of his clothing gone. Instead, he now has a wardrobe of sexy outfits, heels, and lingerie. 
 
   Mikayla continues working as the new trainee. She has to prance along behind the established waitresses, learning how to be a cute little Tata Girl. The girls mock their former manager by treating her as just another girl. Thinking this is only for a week, Mikayla imagines she can get through all this. 
 
   Then, the stunned, reluctant, and increasingly feminine new Tata Girl learns that the probation was extended for another week because she was written up for being late, messing up orders, flaws in hair and makeup, and sexing the guests. Anastasia is just as tough a manager for Mikayla as Mitch was to her. 
 
   Mikayla finally earns her place as a real Tata Girl—especially humiliating because that means she’s stuck in the little purple shorts for another two weeks...or more. Is she doomed to life as a sexy girl? Can anyone help her escape her fate? Maybe her old friend Dave Johnson can come to the rescue?
 
   


 
   
  
 

My Author Page: Mindi Harris' Books on Amazon
 
    
 
   Miss Management Series: If you haven't already, read all these books. Mitch is force-feminized. His former sex-toys turn the tables on him—using and debasing him for their pleasure. And force him to pleasure others. His torment increases, including an emasculating walk of shame dressed as a slutty waitress. How can Mitch escape this fate as a feminized sex toy for women and men?
 
   
  
 

Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) 
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Miss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
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Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla)
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