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A Typical Evening At Tatas
 
    
 
   It was 6:30 p.m.  at Tatas, one of a chain a sports bars / restaurants that featured sexy “Tata Girls” in skimpy outfits.  The girls were instructed to flirt with their mostly male customers while serving them mostly overpriced drinks and mostly fried food.  
 
   Mitch Kemp, recently the general manager at this location, looked nauseated as he slumped into a chair.  It wasn’t because he’d over indulged in shots of Jaeger or hot wings this time.  Rather, it was because he’d over indulged in taking sexual liberties with his nubile wait staff, setting off a chain of events that led him to humiliating emasculation and feminization.  
 
   Mitch had habitually crossed more lines than a kickoff returner scoring a touchdown.  After using countless innocent—and some less than innocent—Tata Girls as his personal harem for years, he was face to face with Karma, reputed to be quite a bitch as Mitch was sadly learning.
 
   In this establishment known for its alluring waitresses, Suzy Kessler and Missy Hart were among the sexiest.  They were dressed as slutty school girls for the “Are You Smarter Than a Tata Girl” trivia contest, scheduled to start in about an hour.  Neither of them were as wanton as they’d led people to believe, but they were both very assertive young women.  They were also more than a bit kinky.  
 
   Suzy’s platinum blonde pigtails hung well down her back.  Her D cup breasts were barely more than half covered by her plaid top, tied up to show off her tight stomach and gold navel piercing.  
 
   Her tiny plaid skirt allowed glimpses of her lacy white thong, and nearly all of her fish-net clad legs.  She enjoyed making men hard just by winking at them, and she was looking forward to doing that tonight.  She was happy she’d brought an extra slutty school girl uniform that night, and she was even happier it was about to be put to good use.
 
   Missy was dressed similarly.  Her long brunette hair danced around her cherubic face.  Her cute freckles and striking blue eyes did nothing to dampen her seething hot sensuality.  She loved hitting on guys, just to see how they reacted.
 
   Looking at Mitch Missy asked, “Is he OK?” but neither Suzy nor the newly-appointed manager, Anastasia “Ana” Walsh could answer.  
 
   Mitch looked stunning, but he didn’t look OK.  With his large brown eyes unfocused and his mouth agape, it appeared that he might faint.  Maybe he already had?  Missy and Suzy were rubbing Mitch’s legs trying to arouse him, with no visible effect.  In his tight little plaid skirt, “not a creature was stirring.” 
 
   Ana looked on, and asked “I wonder if he’s had anything to eat all day?” She added, “Maybe Xixi would know?” 
 
   The beautiful blonde hostess Candy Jeffries was seating guests, most of whom were looking forward to the Tatas Trivia Contest, also known as “Are You Smarter than a Tatas Girl.” Lena Thomas, one of the more experienced waitresses, looked over at Mitch with a quizzical expression.  Ana just shrugged in reply.  
 
   After a brief examination, Xixi Cho—a twenty-five year old second-year med student and sexy Tata Girl—made her diagnosis.  She’d held three fingers on Mitch’s wrist and counted.  Then, she’d felt his forehead.  Although his skin was clammy, it was cool to her touch.  
 
   “He has no fever,” she said calmly, “his pulse is a bit weak, and a little fast, but nothing too serious.  He’s most likely suffering from nervous exhaustion rather than any kind of infection.”
 
   They discussed likely reasons for Mitch’s listlessness.  For one, Ana had led a team of Tata Girls forcibly feminizing him at about 5 a.m.  that morning.  A few of the girls, Lena and Candy, had stayed behind with private investigator Julie Swanson to do his hair and makeup, then they brought him to work around 10 a.m.  
 
   Xixi had been training him as a Tata Girl since then, and he’d been running around the restaurant bussing tables, refilling drinks, greeting and flirting with customers ever since—just like any Tata Girl.  No one had seen him eat or drink anything in all that time.
 
   Mitch deserved his punishment, considering the countless women he’d sexually harassed, but he didn’t deserve death by starvation.  Also, he still had work to do, so Ana punched a rush order into the nearest computer station.  Moments later, Ashonda Davis presented Mitch with a small Tata-Tossed Salad with vinaigrette dressing, and a diet iced tea.  
 
   “Come on, Princess, you have to eat something!” the tall African American beauty urged.  
 
   He looked at her hand resting lightly on his own, and he noticed with a weird feeling that their nail polish was the same pale shade of pink.  Then, he smiled up at her weakly, sipped the tea, and began to eat his mixed greens with croutons and light dressing.  
 
   Lack of nutrition wasn’t Mitch’s main problem, however.  He’d been shocked out of bed by Ana and her minions, feminized, dragged into his own restaurant, and forced to serve as a sexy Tata Girl for about eight hours.  The morning’s shift included a busy lunch rush and more mortifying experiences than Mitch could count.  Now, it was about to get worse.  Much worse.
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Change In Uniform—Tata Girl to Slutty School Girl
 
    
 
   The several hours he had spent dashing around in the humiliatingly revealing short-shorts and tight tank top were bad enough.  But when one horny drunken customer named Bob forced Mitch to perform a lap dance, and then dropped him a fifty-dollar bill, something broke inside of him.
 
   Mitch was always a small, slight boy.  He never got his growth spurt, and so he stood 5’7” and weighed just 125 pounds.  Already suffering with a kind of post-traumatic stress, Mitch was barely able to object when forced to endure yet another humiliating indignity.  He looked at his lap and shuddered.
 
   It was all his fault in a way.  A few months earlier, he’d hired a flighty girl called Marcie Livingston.  She had long straight hair the color of mahogany, chocolate brown eyes, and full pouty lips.  She’d performed dismally during the interview, but Mitch couldn’t stop thinking about feeling those soft lips on his cock.  He hired her on the spot.
 
   As expected, her work habits started merely unreliable, and quickly and steadily deteriorated from there.  Once again tonight, Marcie was a no call, no show—meaning she didn’t come in and didn’t even bother to call in.  
 
   Short one slutty school girl for Tata Trivia, Anastasia took Suzy’s crazy suggestion, and told Mitch, now Mikayla, that he’d have to fill in for Marcie wearing the hot little outfit.  It didn’t go smoothly.  Still, it went.  In about twenty minutes, Mikayla was due to make her debut as a slutty school girl.
 
   Ana nodded to the two 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 could size up people expertly after working at Hot Topic.  She looked at the skimpy outfit 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.”
 
   The two girls surrounded Mitch, and tried to coax him into joining them as a slutty school girl, but he remained adamant against it.  He kept muttering that Tata Rules said promo is an option, and a girl couldn’t be forced to do it.
 
   “Yeah?” Suzy asked, “what about blow jobs for managers?  Do the Tata rules say those are optional or what?”
 
   “You two prostitutes are always up for oral,” Colby Tanner laughed, sticking her blonde-tressed head around the corner, her blue eyes sparkling.
 
   “Oh, fuck off you dumb trick,” Suzy snapped at Colby with false ferocity.  
 
   “Let’s get going.  I can’t wait to see him strutting his sexy ass in this sexy skirt,” Missy said, with a puerile expression, “you know I’m bi curious.”
 
   “Yeah, we all know,” Suzy rolled her eyes, “I just don’t want to wreck my legs walking all over the place collecting trivia answers with only two of us.”
 
   Mitch, seeing them preparing to dress him in the slutty school girl outfit, tried to run away.  He got as far as the end of the bar, where Ana tackled him.  She and bartender Shana Benson held him as Ana reached up to ring the bell used to call the Tata Girls to attention.  Usually the bell tolled for routine events like shift changes, cuts, birthdays, and announcements.  This time, the bell tolled for Mitch.  
 
   Suzy and Missy put their arms around their feminized former-boss and asked, “What’s wrong, baby girl, you too good to be a school girl with us?”
 
   Hearing that, and seeing the slutty school girl outfit in Suzy’s hand, the six assembled girls began hooting and catcalling.  Ana raised an eyebrow and asked, “Are you going to be a good girl, or do we have to dress you by force—again?”
 
   Mitch lowered his head and made a dash for the side door, but he didn’t get far.  Before he could even open it, three girls—Suzy, Missy, and Colby—grabbed him.  Then, they carry-dragged him into the back, and set to work transforming him.
 
   Missy pulled the Tata Girl tank over his head, slowly and gently to avoid messing up his makeup.  She watched avidly as his boobs bounced inside his push-up bra.  Suzy removed his Skechers, and Colby yanked down his shorts and his thong, revealing the realistic vagina they’d glued over his manhood that morning.
 
   That exposure attracted Missy’s full attention.  As she removed his slouchy socks and suntan pantyhose, her face came in close to his crotch.  
 
   “Holy shit, that looks real,” she said, pushing two fingers into Mitch’s slit, “OMG, it feels real!  There’s even a clit in there!”
 
   Mitch moaned as Missy’s fingertips massaged the sensitive tip of his cock, imprisoned inside the latex pussy glued onto his groin.  He groaned in discomfort when, as she continued stroking, his cock tried and failed to get hard.  There was no room for an erection within the tight plastic.  
 
   The girls watched in fascination as Mitch gasped and writhed with pleasure and pain.  Missy’s breath became ragged as well, and her half-closed eyes dilated out of focus.  She seemed more bi than curious as her fingers expertly probed and stroked inside Mitch’s ersatz sex.
 
   “OK, enough finger-banging the sissy slut, you lesbo,” Suzy laughed, “we have to get her onto the floor for presentation.” Mitch whimpered in frustration.  
 
   Suzy pulled the little plaid school girl top around his upper chest, and tied it off so it barely covered his bra.  Colby slid the tiny matching skirt up his legs and fastened it into place so it fell well above his knees.  
 
   Mitch worked out regularly, aside from frequent sexual activity.  His abs, while not muscular, were toned.  His waist wasn’t waspish, but it was slim.  The girls noted that “she” wasn’t a skinny girl, but “she” wasn’t thick either.  They never would’ve guessed before they’d force-feminized him, but there was no denying: Mikayla made a pretty girl.
 
   Missy pulled a pair of stay up fishnet stockings along his smooth legs, and slipped some sexy red three-inch heel stilettos onto his feet.  Then, the girls pulled him to his feet, and held him in front of a full-length mirror.  His jaw slackened.  In it, he saw one of his favorite fetish fantasies.  With Suzy and Missy, he was one of three very sexy school girls.
 
   “You make one spicy slut,” Missy breathed hotly into Mitch’s ear, “how about I take you to get a nice tramp stamp on your back?  Suzy’s brother is a great tattoo artist,” she giggled as Mitch shuddered at the thought.
 
   Meanwhile, Ana still had a restaurant to run.  She left the situation in the back and made her rounds.  She found Lena scrambling to cover a party of fifteen, and saw she needed a hand.  Ana called over to Xixi and Molly to pitch in.
 
   The girls in the back amped up Mitch’s makeup, and dragged him onto the floor dressed as a saucy little school girl slut.  Demoralized, emasculated, and all but in shock, he picked at his salad and sipped his iced tea.  Suzy sat across from him in the booth, and Missy squeezed in next to him.  He felt the seconds tick down ominously toward presentation and the Tata Trivia contest.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Slutty School Girl Mikayla Makes Her Debut
 
    
 
   At 7 pm Tata Trivia began with presentation—the sexy, flashy, campy introductions the customers loved.  Xixi held a microphone, and was introducing herself as Mistress of Ceremonies.  She ran through the rules, and told all the teams to send a representative to the front to get their answer sheets and other materials.  
 
   Following standard operating procedure, she called up the school girls and had them hold provocative poses as she announced, “Take a look at these three sexy ladies!  Three times tonight, a number will be called at random.  The lucky winner will come up here to play head-to-head against one of these hot little school girls, while the other two will mingle with you and collect all your answers.” 
 
   This was tiring work for three girls, but exhausting for two.  Anastasia didn’t have to pick Mitch, but she did need a third school girl.
 
   “Who’s the new slut?” a voice screamed from the back, “I’d like to play with her!” The customers felt that the raucous laughter from several of the girls seemed over the top.  The shouted joke was unoriginal and not that funny.  
 
   Aware that the guy meant him, Mitch blushed.  He blushed even more deeply as Missy grabbed his ass under his little plaid skirt.  She whispered into his ear, “I need to use my nice big strap-on on you tonight, you hot little bitch.  I’m going to fill all of your holes with it, all three of them, you sexy minx.” 
 
   Mitch was stunned and, to his dismay, turned on by Missy’s statement.  His face showed all of these conflicting emotions.  
 
   Xixi almost choked laughing at Mitch’s twisted expression, but she stayed focused introducing them as, “Here they are, tonight’s sassy school girls!  First, a fan favorite, the never shy Suzy!” The crowd cheered as the blonde twirled a braided pigtail like a lasso.  
 
   “Next, you love her, you want to kiss her, but you never miss her, Missy!” The laughs blended into hoots and applause as the buxom brunette blew kisses to the audience.
 
   “And last, and—when it comes to her boobs—the least…you want Tata get to know her, our newest sex kitten, Mitch—uh—kayla!” 
 
   There was a strange murmur through the audience, and Xixi mouthed, “I’m so sorry,” to Mitch who felt like his life was over.  
 
   But the assembled Tata Girls began clapping and stomping.  When Molly began singing the “Tatas Has a New Girl” song, all the girls and even some of the audience joined in.  The moment was forgotten as the games were about to begin.  
 
   Still, Mitch couldn’t breathe.  He staggered toward the Trivia Table and flopped face first into it, trying to regain his balance.  Xixi gently stroked his hair with one hand, but she had a job to do, so she called out the first winning number.
 
   A very nerdy guy named Eric jumped up.  The crowd laughed as he strode to the front and said into the microphone, “I want Mitchakayla.” 
 
   “We bet you do!” the crowd roared back, as was customary.
 
   Xixi tapped the mic for attention and said, “Sorry!  We said she’s new and I messed up her name.  It’s MIKAYLA!” She shrugged and asked Mitch, “will you forgive me, love bug?” with a sad puppy dog look on her face.
 
   Stunned and hyperventilating, Mitch nodded weakly as the crowd cheered.
 
   “Kiss and makeup!” someone shouted, and the chant spread: “Kiss!  Kiss!  Kiss!  Kiss!” and kept going for three or four minutes.  Finally, Xixi grabbed Mitch by the face and kissed him deeply.  She then theatrically pushed him away, took a bow, and started the game.  The customers loved that display.
 
    Mitch was usually pretty good at trivia, but tonight he was flustered and frustrated.  He kept thinking about how he was dressed.  He kept thinking about Xixi’s lips on his.  About Missy’s fingers inside him.  Most shockingly, about Bob’s hard cock against his ass.  
 
   He had to answer four questions, and he got all of them wrong.  Eric smirked at Mitch as if to say, “You tried your best, but you’re just a bimbo after all.” He felt like a complete bimbo—like the kind of girl he’d use for sex then disrespect.
 
   His turn over, he took on the task of collecting trivia answers from tables around the restaurant.  Mitch had some dangerous interactions with a few specific guests.  
 
   A regular named Alan asked, “Hey you’re new?  You look familiar!  Did you ever work at another Tatas?” as another named Jeff, stared at him with half-closed eyes.  Shocked into silence, Mitch shook his head, looked away, and dashed off to collect more trivia answers.
 
   During a lull in the action, Xixi asked Mitch about the lap dance, “Did you like it?  Did you get turned on?”
 
    Disgusted by the memory but also feeling something...else...Mitch ignored her, and that only made her angrier.  
 
   “You better spill, girlfriend!  If you don’t tell me, I’m going to report you to Ana!” but he refused to answer and quietly slipped away.  
 
   Mitch waited until Shana took a short walk to the kitchen to gather a take out order, and grabbed the cordless phone from behind the bar.  He sashayed toward the rest rooms, looked both ways, and then skulked into the ladies’ room.  He dashed into the nearest stall and—after quietly closing the door—he dialed his buddy Dave Johnson’s cell number.  The call went directly to voice mail.
 
   Speaking softly, he left a message, “Hey dude, it’s me Mitch!  I really need your help.  You won’t fucking believe....” As he heard someone else come into the ladies’ room, he whispered, “Gotta go!  Call me ASAP!”
 
   Mitch slipped back out into the main dining room, deftly placed the phone on the bar, and hurriedly walked away.  He felt self-conscious as his heels clicked on the wooden floor, and hoped no one had noticed he’d taken the phone.  
 
   He and Missy meandered about gathering trivia answers.  Suzy was taunting her opponent, an older regular named Fred, for tying, not beating, her score of three correct answers.  
 
   She said, “Now I get to tie you up and beat you.” His mouth and eyes widened in mock horror.  The crowd mocked him mercilessly.  
 
   Mitch tried to move quickly in case another one of the regs thought they’d recognized him, but none did.  He strayed close to Missy a few times.  Once, he jumped when she traced her finger across his lower back.  
 
   She whispered, “Right there, your tattoo will say, ‘Missy’s Own Tata Girl, Mikayla’ in a pretty pink script—just like on our tank tops.” She giggled as Mitch squirmed.  Another time, she grabbed him by the hips and rammed her pelvis into his ass whispering, “Soon, you frisky slut, I will make you mine forever.” 
 
   It was Missy’s turn to play one-on-one trivia for the last round, and she squared off against a smug dark-haired new guy in a navy blue business suit.  He only missed one question, but she got all her answers right, defeating him.  The crowd laughed as he was forced to say, “My name is Steve, and I am not smarter than a Tata Girl.” 
 
   When Missy leaned over and whispered something to him, he gasped and ran out the door.  She shrugged at Xixi, saying, “I only told him that since I won, it’s time for us to switch clothes!” 
 
   Xixi shook her head before announcing the winners, thanking the teams and the school girls, and saying goodnight.  She and the school girls were free to go, but the restaurant remained open for a few more hours.  Missy and Suzy drove in together, but Mitch, also free to leave, had no ride.  Candy, as the hostess, had been cut at 10, nearly an hour before.  
 
   Missy winked at Suzy who rolled her eyes and walked to the back to change into her sweats.  On her way, she asked around until Molly agreed to drive her home.  
 
   Ana tapped Mitch on the shoulder and said, “A minute, Mikayla?” He knew that wasn’t good, but he was shocked when she said, “I have to write you up.”
 
   “What?  Why?” he asked, trying to determine if she was just teasing him.  
 
   “Well, you broke two rules, a small one and a really big one,” she said.  She raised her hand to stop him from interrupting, and continued, “first the small one.  Just now you were making personal calls from the bar phone.  We need to keep that phone clear for takeout orders and other important calls.  Also, you were supposed to be working.”
 
   She looked into his guilty face and said, “Then, there’s the serious violation.  Two girls told me you engaged in improper sexual conduct with a guest, specifically you performed a lap dance in return for fifty dollars.  Is that true?”
 
   Mitch gaped in humiliation, and began sputtering an incoherent explanation, but Ana wasn’t through lecturing him, “Since you’re a brand new girl, I won’t fire you this time.  But this is not a whorehouse.  We don’t turn tricks for money at Tatas, no matter what you may have heard.  You will be written up for these violations, and your probation will be extended another week.  That’s all.  Go!”
 
   When Ana dismissively shooed him away, Mitch felt like he’d suffered a concussion.  Bits and pieces of shameful thoughts and disorienting emotions spun around his head, and he almost lost his balance.  Staggering, he made his way into the corner when the full meaning of Ana’s statement hit him.  “Probation for another week?  Two more weeks of this?”
 
   He’d been feminized and displayed in public.  A drunk had forced him to give him a lap dance, and then treated him like a $50 whore.  No, not like, AS a $50 whore.  He had the money in his pouch as a reminder.  Then, Ana actually blamed Mitch!  He felt so frustrated, so humiliated.  Overcome with emotions, he growled.
 
   Missy sauntered up to Mitch who stood by the jukebox shakily, lost in thought.  She slipped a dollar in, hit a few buttons.  When the opening strains of Shania Twain’s “Man, I Feel Like A Woman” blared, she grabbed Mitch.  Pulling him into to her, she loudly sang “Man, YOU feel like a woman!” 
 
   Startled, Mitch tensed and looked around to see if anyone heard, but then relaxed—or more accurately—surrendered.  He was way beyond exhausted.  He’d been up since 5 a.m.  when he was transformed into a girl.  He’d worked the floor and trivia for more than ten hours.  He’d suffered humiliating taunting and mocking, even sexual harassment.  Worst of all, Ana’s condescending lecture felt like a full castration without anesthetic.  
 
   She’d always intimidated him, and he’d always put her down to keep her in her place.  Now, she was the manager and he was a trainee waitress.  Ana and the other girls all treated him like a stupid, slutty bimbo.  The experience left him feeling emotionally gelded, utterly emasculated.  The night was coming to a close, but it wasn’t over yet.
 
   Missy wasn’t a detective like Julie Swanson, but she’d noticed something interesting.  She sat down and pulled Mitch onto her lap and she shared it with him.  
 
   “So, Miss Thang, you sure walk great in those stilettos,” she smirked.
 
   He tried to jump up, but Missy held him fast, “Ah ah!  Unless you want me to tell the world, the only place you’re jumping tonight is into the sack—with me.”
 
   She kept him there on her lap, bouncing him on her knee like a toddler, and cooed to him about all the things she wanted to do to him.  He was both mortified and aroused, and he hated himself for both feelings.
 
   Eventually, all the Tata Girls sang the “last call song,” and they forced Mitch to sing along.  Ana especially enjoyed watching that.  She caught his eye, grinned, and made him feel like a feminine bit of fluff.  The waitresses closed out their tickets, and prepared to leave.  Some had to stay and clean up and do their side work, but the rest filed into the back to put on their cover-ups.
 
   


 
   
  
 

One Night Stand As A Slutty School Girl
 
    
 
   Mitch whimpered, but he let Missy lead him by the hand, out the door, and into her waiting red Mazda Miata convertible.  It was a warm evening, so she went for the open air option saying, “You always liked the topless look, huh girlfriend?”
 
   Since he’d learned to drive, Mitch had been in the driver’s seat all the way.  For the second time today, he was riding while a sexy young girl was driving.  “At least this time I’m in the front,” he thought.  While he was thinking, he barely noticed where they were going, until Missy pulled into an I-Hop parking lot.
 
   “Missy no!” he hissed.
 
   “Mikayla yes,” she replied, “I’m hungry.” She nodded over to some bikers who were milling around the parking lot and said, “or you can always stay out here and keep them company?”
 
   Mitch realized he had no options.  He had no phone, no money, no ID....  So, to the delight of the howling leather-clad men, he followed Missy into the harsh fluorescent lights of the pancake house.  
 
   The manager, a tired-looking thirty-something wearing a nametag that identified him as Phil, immediately confronted them.  He said, “Sorry girls, no hookers allowed.” 
 
   Mitch was mortified, and immediately turned to leave.
 
   Missy stage-whispered to Phil, “We’re under cover police women...shhhh!” but he wasn’t buying it.  He shook his head and pointed at the door.  Mitch was only too glad to go, but Missy was pissed off.
 
   “What an ass,” she said, “speaking of....” she reached over, grabbed Mitch’s ass, and squeezed.  “Screw the pancakes, I’ll screw you instead.” 
 
   She spent the entire ride to her apartment with her hand under Mitch’s skirt, making them both more turned on every second.  The ride took about ten minutes.  They arrived, breathing heavily, with their hair windswept and wild.
 
   Despite the sexy little skirt and top he wore, as Mitch’s passions rose, he kept trying to take on the alpha male role.  Missy was having none of it.  They stumbled toward the front door of her apartment, where she bent Mitch backward and kissed him hard.  She thrust her tongue deeply into his mouth.  
 
   “Oh my goddess you’re a tasty little cupcake,” she breathed as she cupped his round ass and went in for another kiss.  Mitch had mixed feelings.  Missy was a sexy, exciting girl, but she was treating him like a girl.  
 
   He was turned on, but his cock was tapped in a tight latex cage making an erection impossible.  Missy made him feel vulnerable, helpless.  He didn’t struggle, but let her lean him back like a damsel in distress.
 
   A passing couple registered shock at this public display of affection.  The husband seemed intrigued by what looked like two sexy girls grinding on each other, but the wife was outraged.  
 
   “It’s bad enough that this complex doesn’t run you whores out of here.  Do you have to flaunt your lesbian degeneracy for everyone to see?” she complained.
 
   “Your husband doesn’t seem to mind, church lady,” Missy snapped back at the infuriated matron, who slapped her unfortunate spouse and dragged him away.
 
   Laughing, Missy unlocked the front door and led Mitch to the elevators.  She hit the call button, and when the doors opened, she shoved him inside.  She waited until the elevator started up.  Then, she pulled out the emergency stop and threw Mitch to the floor.  
 
   Before he could respond, she slipped off her panties and crouched on top of him.  Straddling him with her knees on his arms, she sat squarely on his face and said, “Lick me, you slut!”
 
   As Mitch never liked to give oral, thinking it was better receive rather than give.  But Missy’s position threatened to suffocate him so pushed his tongue along her clit.  Maybe it was beginners’ luck, but he seemed to have the right touch.
 
   She bounced on him and cooed, “Yes, that’s it, keep licking you dirty girl.”
 
   At some point, she reached up to release the stop and hit the button for number 9, because in a few moments, the doors opened and they were on her floor.  Mitch understood that Missy was stronger than she looked.  Still, he didn’t know how strong until she lifted him easily, and headed to her apartment.  
 
   She cradled him in one arm as she unlocked the door, pushed it open with her foot, and then carried him across the threshold like a bride.  She deposited him on the couch and walked into the kitchen.  She returned in about five minutes with two glasses of red wine.  “Here you sexy little kitten,” she said.
 
   Already lightheaded, Mitch took the glass and drank deeply.  He’d been forced to look and act like a girl for the past 20 hours, and he hated it.  It also turned him on.  He felt like a surfer wiping out, a massive and strange wave washed over him in a mixture of excitement, emasculation, and embarrassment.
 
   Missy looked at him like he was a piece of meat, and she spoke to him like he was a mere sex toy.  He felt demeaned, but also more aroused than ever.  “Look at you.  You’re a sexy little school girl slut, aren’t you?” she asked as she finished her wine and watched him swallow his.  
 
   It might have been the crazy events of the marathon day, the lack of food, the wine, or all of the above, but less than fifteen minutes after drinking his second glass, Mitch felt himself fading quickly.  
 
   As his eyes became almost too heavy to keep open, he heard Missy say, “I want you to understand that you’re going to be my bitch,” she laughed as Mitch’s face showed confusion and fear.  
 
   “You probably think I was just saying all that about fucking all your holes and making you get a tramp stamp showing you’re my property.  I wasn’t.  It’s all gonna happen.  I’m going keep you as my little slut, and I’m going to make you love it.  Oh, by the way, I put 3 Ambien in your wine Sleeping Beauty.”
 
   She carried-dragged a moaning, helpless Mitch into her bedroom, and placed him carefully on the floor, leaning against the bed.  
 
   The last thing he remembered from that night was Missy standing above him.  She was wearing a massive strap-on, and making him suck her off while she called him her “cock hungry little whore.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Shopping Spree as a Girl 
 
    
 
   When Mitch finally awoke, it was mid-afternoon.  He still felt dizzy and disoriented.  His mouth, groin, and ass hurt.  His lower back felt sore and itchy, like he had a terrible sunburn there.  He felt fresh and clean, but also dazed.  
 
   He wore a flirty sky blue dress with a wide flaring skirt that reached half way down his thighs.  It had wide bands crisscrossing over his back and tied into a bow at his neck, forming a kind of halter-top.  
 
   The dress felt light, almost weightless, so the uncomfortable constriction he felt around his middle had to be something else.  Whatever it was thrust his fake breasts upward and pushed them together forming eye-popping cleavage.  His legs were bare, and he wore sandals with 2 inch cork heels.  
 
   The oddest thing: he felt himself moving and heard someone talking to him.
 
   “I said are you with us, Mikayla?  Hello?  Anybody home?” it was Missy.  She and Suzy were walking him through a shopping mall.  He abruptly stopped, almost making them trip, and looked from one of them to the other in bewilderment.
 
   “Ah there she is,” Suzy said, “that was some dose of Ambien!”
 
   He’d heard about Ambien zombies, people who took the sleeping pills and became active, but unaware of their surroundings.  Some people ate, some walked outside, and some even drove their cars all in an altered state.  He wondered aloud what he’d been doing?
 
   “Well let’s see,” Missy began, “first, you faded out while you were sucking off my strap-on.  Then, you let me fuck your pussy for about 15 minutes.  After that, I flipped you over and went at your ass for a while.” Mitch’s aches confirmed all of that, but what about his lower back?
 
   Suzy laughed, “Remember my boyfriend the tattoo artist?  Well he gave you the tramp stamp of all tramp stamps.” Mitch was horrified.  
 
   Missy just smiled and said, “I told you.  You’re my own personal Tata Girl now, Mikayla.  It says so right above your cute bubble butt!”
 
   Suzy picked up the story, “So then we took your credit cards out shopping.  We got you a belly button piercing and 3 holes in each ear while we were there, and got you fitted for a corset.  Missy doesn’t like her girls too thick.”
 
   “Yup,” Missy agreed, “that’s true.  I like them slim and girly, just like you.  We bought you that cute dress and sandals.  We also picked up lots of makeup, some bikinis, lingerie, club dresses, and other necessities.  You were such an angel trying on everything and giving all the sales girls a fashion show.  They loved it!  Too bad you don’t remember, but we did video a lot of it.”
 
   “Now, we’re sending you home with Julie so you can get yourself all Tata ready for your night shift, well actually you’re covering for me,” Suzy added.
 
   Mitch was stunned and trying not to believe a word of it, but they were carrying enough shopping bags to accommodate everything they’d said he’d bought.  As they turned the corner, they saw Julie wearing blue jeans and a lime green sweater.  They waved to her and she waved back.  
 
   Soon, they’d closed the distance between them and Missy said, “There’s your stage coach, Cinderella, have a nice time at work,” she added, “but don’t flirt too much.  Remember, you’re mine now.”
 
   They gently but firmly pushed Mitch toward the beautiful PI, and Suzy said, “thanks for loaning us the credit cards.”
 
   “But I’d didn’t,” he said.
 
   Julie laughed, “they’re thanking me.”
 
   Angry, but without his phone, ID, or keys, Mitch had no choice but to follow Julie to her grey Prius, and climb into the passenger seat.  As they pulled out of the parking lot, neither of them spoke for long moments.  
 
   


 
   
  
 

Second Shift as a Tata Girl
 
    
 
   Julie was covertly studying Mitch, while keeping most of her attention on the traffic.  When he sighed she said, “Penny for your thoughts, Princess?” She delighted in taunting him, especially by demeaning his diminished masculinity.  This because he’d abused and humiliated countless women including her.
 
   Mitch ignored the slight.  There’d been so many and most of them much worse in last few days, so what was one more?  He didn’t really expect much sympathy from Julie, but he didn’t have anyone else to talk to, so he spilled to her.
 
   “Look. I know I was out of line,” he began.
 
   “No,” Julie interrupted, “you were a criminal and a predator.”
 
   “Yes, I deserve that.  But do you know what Missy did to me last night?”
 
   “Not all of it, but I know you went to her place willingly, even after she told you she’d do all kinds of things to you.  You made out with her, and you drank alcohol.  When girls did that with you and then passed out, what did you do?”
 
   “I fucked them,” he admitted in a sad, little voice.
 
   “Yes you did.  And what did you say about them or any girl who passed out and was fucked while unconscious?”
 
   “I said ‘they deserved it.’”
 
   “I’m glad you didn’t try to lie to me.  I know a lot about you.  You’ve been blogging as Tatas Big Boss Man, trolling feminist websites, and of course you’ve been serially abusing women.”
 
   Mitch slumped in the seat as she went on, “It’s very hard to say you didn’t deserve whatever Missy did to you.  But the crazy thing is, I think you’d have done it—all of it—even if she didn’t drug you,” Julie concluded.
 
   He shot back up and started to object, but acquiesced as she said, “Wait, let me finish!  Like I said, I know a lot about you.  I read all of your employment and student files, and I hacked into all your online accounts, even your secret accounts.”
 
   Mitch’s heart stopped, “You don’t mean....”
 
   “Oh yes, even your very secret screen names.”
 
   Mitch was stunned, almost catatonic.  Once again, they rode in silence.  
 
   About ten minutes later, Julie pulled into Mitch’s driveway.  She got out, unlocked his front door, and followed him inside saying, “We both know you couldn’t really afford this place on a Tata’s manager salary.  You know you’ll never be able to afford it now that you’re a Tata Girl.”
 
   “Wait, what do you mean ‘now that I’m a Tata Girl’?  This ordeal is almost over.”
 
   “Oh Mikayla you silly girl,” Julie said, “this is your new life.  For a long time to come.  You’re not qualified to be a manager, especially not of young girls.  You have to understand that!”
 
   “But I’ve learned my lesson, I swear,” Mitch pleaded.
 
   “You know.  I almost believe you, but this isn’t up to me.  Still, I’ll ask around and see if there’s anything at all I can do to help you.  But first, you need to see something.”
 
   She took Mitch by the hand, as if he were a child crossing a busy street, and pulled him into his bedroom.  She threw open his closet, revealing at least twelve white and five black Tata Girl uniform tops, and several tight purple short shorts.  
 
   Also hanging there were skirts, blouses, dresses, and very feminine pants.  Beneath those were pairs of Skechers, high heels, sandals, and girls’ jogging shoes.  She opened his drawers to show panties, bras, nighties, and pantyhose.  His dresser had a jewelry box and a vanity with makeup, nail polish, hair ribbons, and the like.
 
   Mitch burst into tears as he slumped onto his bed, now topped with a pink comforter covered with rose-colored valentines hearts.  His pillows were gone, replaced by matching heart-shaped cushions and several pink stuffed animals.
 
   Julie felt a twinge of sympathy for this feminine little thing.  She took him in her arms and tut-tutted, “There there!  It’s going to be O.K.  Anyway, I have to get going.  Let’s clean you up and fix your makeup.  Put on your Tata Girl uniform and I’ll give you a ride to work.”
 
   Without much choice, Mitch slipped off his dress and shoes, but couldn’t reach the ties holding the corset tightly around his waist.  
 
   “Just put your uniform on over that, it’ll look sexy,” Julie advised, as she helped him into the tank top, pantyhose and short shorts, “you’re going to have to learn to do all this yourself, Princess” she said, tapping him on the nose.
 
   He slipped the sky blue dress over his uniform, and followed Julie to her car. She drove them to Tatas without incident, and dropped him off in the front of the bar.  He walked in and sat at the back table waiting for the night shift to start.  Lisa eyed his slimmer, sexier waist suspiciously.
 
   Molly chattered happily, saying “OMG Mikayla!  I just can’t wait to start teaching you how to do your makeup and nails!  Oooh, and all your skincare and hair care routines!  We’ll have so much fun!  We can go tanning and shopping!”
 
   Molly couldn’t stand Mitch, but she saw Mikayla as a totally different person.  Maybe she was right.  Mitch was loud and obnoxious, on top of being a sex offender.  Mikayla was shy and much more demure.  
 
   “She” was also about to continue working as the new trainee.  Although as Mitch he knew all the procedures, Mikayla had no established experience and had to prance along behind the established waitresses, learning how to be a cute flirty little Tata Girl.  This was just the second day, and there was still much to learn.
 
   As the other night girls arrived, they all mocked their former manager by treating “her” as just another girl.  
 
   Lisa loudly asked, “Hey Mikayla, can I borrow a tampon?” and when she pulled one out of Mitch’s pink beach bag, they all laughed—except for Molly who didn’t seem to understand why that could be funny.  
 
   Melody Flynn demanded to know where Mikayla got her sultry lip gloss, and Ashonda asked Mikayla if she still thought it was “fun being a Tata Girl?”
 
   Shana, habitually late, ran in just as jump-start began, but took a moment to compliment Mikayla on her new earrings just before Ana called the meeting to order.  
 
   “OK girls, we had a very serious violation yesterday, and I’m going to take a few minutes to talk about it.” She recounted how, “Mikayla, who obviously believed the negative hype about Tatas, thought it was OK to perform sex acts for money.  She gave a guy a lap dance for fifty bucks, but she assures me this will not happen again.”
 
   A few of the girls had heard about this, but assumed it was a typical catty rumor.  Hearing the scandalous tale confirmed made them gasp and then start laughing.  Mikayla was crushed to hear, shouts like “You slut!” and “What a total whore!” from all around the table.  
 
   This would be horrible even for a real girl to hear.  As a feminized male, was this was demoralizing, emasculating, and overwhelming.  She was near tears, and her shift hadn’t even started.  
 
   Soon enough, the night shift began.  Anastasia assigned Lisa to train Mikayla, and both she and Ana them rode her aggressively.  They made Mikayla bus and wipe the tables in every section, run refills and food, and sweep the floors.  
 
   Ana was as tough a manager for Mikayla as Mitch was for her, examining tables after she’d cleaned them and demanding she do them again.  The corset made bending over difficult for Mikalya, but they kept her trying to grab stray bits of food, laboring exhaustively to keep the entire place clean.  
 
   Lisa grabbed Mitch around the waist and said, “Aha!  You’re wearing a corset!  I knew it!  You’re not satisfied strutting around with those huge boobs.  You need an hourglass figure too?” She sounded genuinely jealous.  
 
   The night shift included the tail end of the dinner rush, and all the girls were busy.  Candy remained on as hostess, but she was clearly tiring.  A few times, she sipped a forbidden Red Bull.  She’d get written up for that, if Mitch were here as manager. Instead, emasculated Mikayla flitted around powerlessly.
 
   Some of the regulars looked at Mikayla strangely, but then just shook their heads.  A few whispered to each other and stared at her.
 
   “What are they thinking,” she wondered, shaking in fear, “can they tell?” 
 
   Once, she heard someone ask Ana, “Whatever happened to that old pervey manager Mitch?  Haven’t seen him for a few days,” but Mikayla looked down and scurried away to clean up a booth, terrified that the truth might come out.  
 
   All through the shift, guests constantly harassed and demeaned her.  The women glared at her and whispered “slut” and “cheap whore,” loud enough for her to hear. The men were worse, grabbing and slapping her butt, demanding her phone number, and calling her a “cock tease” when she refused. 
 
   It was much like yesterday, but she grimly realized that she was slowly getting more accustomed to this mistreatment.  Still, it made her feel like a total girl, and worse, an objectified sex toy.  This went on hour after hour. Every minute, she felt used and ashamed. “How did I let this happen to me?” she wondered, “is Julie right about me?  Do I actually enjoy this?”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Owned by a Tata Girl
 
    
 
   After closing, Missy arrived to drive “her Mikayla” home.  With no other ride, she quietly followed Suzy and Missy to the Miata.  Rather than heading to Missy’s apartment like the night before, the trio rode to Mikayla’s house.  
 
   Missy unlocked the front door and strode in like she lived there. As it turned out she now did.  During Mikayla’s shift—which she’d had to work in Suzy’s place—the two girls had moved in.
 
   Exhausted, Mikayla staggered into the master bedroom.  Missy followed saying, “I like the way you think, sexy.” Within moments, the dark haired vixen had pushed her former-manager against a wall, and pulled down her shorts, pantyhose, and panties.  
 
   When Missy dropped her own pants, her strap-on sprung to attention.  She bent Mikayla over the bed, and thoroughly lubed her ass. Missy penetrated her play thing slowly at first, but then began pounding away with vigor.
 
   Pain and humiliation overwhelmed the feminized male, especially as Missy cooed endearments like, “you sexy slut” and “you juicy little whore” into her ear.  The pressure in her ass felt strange, uncomfortable, and abusive, but also erotic.  
 
   Mikayla was ashamed to realize she was getting aroused, and—if this thrusting continued—she might even come from the stimulation. True enough, she began to moan and quiver as her climax approached.
 
   “Come for me, you hot piece of ass,” Missy demanded as she grunted with exertion and passion, “you know you want to, you dirty little girl.  Tell me you’re my dirty little girl!  Tell me you’re my toy!  Say you belong to me!  I own you!  You’re mine!”
 
   With a sharp cry that sounded like a teenaged girl losing her virginity on prom night, Mikayla came.  The feeling flowed over her in waves of delight mixed with abasement, but it was too late. She had surrendered to Missy, confirming all the things the kinky girl demanded.  This was beyond shocking.  
 
   “What’s happening to me?” Mikayla wondered, as she felt the part of her that was Mitch slipping away.  She wanted to cry, but she just cried out in ecstasy.
 
   Missy was also crying out, riding multiple orgasms, and keening in triumph.  She’d made her claim on Mikayla, and now she owned this helpless transformed former male.  But she wasn’t done yet, and said, “Hey, don’t got to sleep yet, baby girl, I have to show you something.” 
 
   She pulled the tank top off over Mikayla’s head, meticulously untied and unhooked the corset, and then pulled that off as well.  Grabbing her prey, she spun the exhausted feminized creature around so they both could see her lower back reflected in the vanity mirror.  There, a tattoo in a sexy pink flowing script permanently identified her as: “Missy’s Own Tata Girl, Mikayla.” 
 
   Missy gloated at Mikayla’s shocked expression, saying, “Sleep well Princess.  Like you, morning comes too early, and we have a double shift tomorrow.” 
 
   Then, Missy slapped Mikayla on the ass. She jumped into the double bed with Suzy—who’d videoed the whole thing—and sent her new possession off to sleep on the couch.
 
    
 
    
 
   End of Part Three
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Coming Soon
 
    
 
   After two harsh days of training, Mikayla finally earns her place as a real Tata Girl—especially humiliating because that means she’s stuck in the little purple short shorts for another two weeks...or more.
 
   Thinking this was only for a week, Mikayla imagined she could get through all this, but the reluctant and increasingly feminine new Tata Girl learns that her probation was extended for another two weeks because she was written up for being late, messing up orders, flaws in hair and makeup, sexing guests, and so on.  
 
   Mikayla feels like crying, but she knows it’d be no use.  Anastasia would show her no mercy.  As time passes, she gets more and more entangled in her new life.  Now that she’s working for tips, she has to behave more flirtatiously.  
 
   She begs her buddy Dave for help, and he agrees to a meeting at a dive bar.  It comes across as more of a date or a one-night stand as Mikayla—still made up from work, and dressed to impress in a short dress and f-me pumps—fends off the aggressive advances from her best friend.  
 
   Dave takes his “date” home, and demands that Mikayla put out if she wants his help.  Seeing no other choice, Mikayla loses her female virginity and, deeply embarrassed, does the infamous walk of shame.
 
   She also can’t afford to live alone in her big house, even if Suzy and Missy were helping with the bills, and they’re not.  Mikayla has nowhere else to go.  So, she reluctantly moves into a group house with other Tata Girls.  
 
   She awaits word that her days as a Tata Girl are almost over.  Only to be disappointed and humiliated again as Dave doesn’t return her calls, emails, or texts.
 
    
 
   Don’t miss my entire collection! 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?
 
    
 
    [image: iss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls] [image: iss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla 2)] 
 
    [image: iss Management 3: Turned into a Slutty School Girl] [image: iss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl] 
 
   


 
   
  
 




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

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

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


 
   
  
 




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

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

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

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


 
   
  
 




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

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


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   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.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Mitch’s feminized humiliation will continue soon!
 
   

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Mindi Harris’ Other Books on Amazon
 
    
 
   Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization
 
   Mindi Harris (Author), Kylie Gable (Illustrator)
 
    
 
   [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.
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




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

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

This 9,900+ word book is for adult readers only. It depicts graphic sex including transgender, forced feminization, humiliation, cross dressing, bondage, female domination, forced chastity, pegging, spanking and more!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut
 
    
 
   [image: ]Stephanie gathered five of her friends, and explained that they were going to completely feminize me. They all seemed unsurprised, and even excited about this. They were intent on helping Stephanie with her plan to dress me up as “a sexy slut.” 

I was beyond humiliated as they all agreed that my body was very feminine and quickly moved onward with my transformation. They rolled some sheer black pantyhose up my legs, and then made me step into a very short, very tight denim miniskirt. 

Before zipping it closed, they put a tight, nearly see-through white blouse on me, buttoned it up and tucked it into the skirt. They fastened the micro mini tightly around my waist. I kept shaking my head, astonished that Stephanie’s risqué clothes fit on me at all, much less this well. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 



Transformed into a Valentine's Vixen: Part One: Feminized for a Date with a Quarterback Kindle Edition by Mindi Harris (Author) 
 
   [image: ]
 
   Cara, a beautiful twin girl is desperate. Her big date is tonight, Valentine’s Day, and she can’t miss it. But she has strep throat and can’t leave the house. 
 
    
 
   All she has to do is talk her twin brother Carl into taking her place. With the right clothes and makeup, her boyfriend Jim won’t know the difference. What could possibly go wrong?
 
    
 
   This 8,300+ word book is for mature readers only. Reader discretion advised. It  contains erotic, MTF, transgender, sexual, LGBT, BDSM, kinky, and other fetish content including a reluctant and conflicted character’s feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, and LGBT / Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual & Transgender themes, transgender erotica, bi-sexuality, M/m, bisexuality, emasculation, sissy makeovers, and forced sissification. 
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