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   Prologue: Dreams of Spiders and Reflecting on Feminization
 
    
 
   The sky was darkest black. Mitch Kemp was running through a dense wood, dappled with shifting shadows, trying to follow a winding dirt path. Something ghastly was chasing him, he knew not what, but it was powerful and ravaging. He heard the clacking of its rending claws striking the hardened ground, and looked back over his should to see if the unnamed horror was gaining on him. That was a bad idea.
 
   He ran headlong into an intricate web of unbreakable cords that wrapped tightly around him, and held him suspended horizontally and helplessly. A man-sized, or more accurately woman-sized spider scuttled toward him, and busily wrapped more ropes around him, ensuring that he couldn’t move, much less escape.
 
   He squinted in the darkness and made out a face, a human face, on the giant arachnid. It was Suzy’s, and she was grinning at him. When he made to cry out, she covered his mouth with a soft human hand saying, “Shhh baby!”
 
   About that time, or maybe later, or maybe twice, she forced some thick liquid into his mouth. All efforts to speak or cry out were for naught. He not only couldn’t speak, with Suzy-Spider’s palm over his mouth and nose he could barely breathe. 
 
   Then, he felt crushing pressure around his lungs, constricting, and he was somehow turning onto his stomach. Something soft enveloped his face. Breathing went from difficult to impossible, and the darkness seeped from the sky into his mind….
 
    
 
   It was painfully early in the morning at Mitch’s home. His alarm was chirping, but the 26 year-old made no effort to turn it off. He felt hung over and beyond exhausted. He was also totally disoriented. “This isn’t my bedroom,” he thought as he forced his left eye open and saw the clock showing 5:30 a.m.
 
   “Why is my alarm going off so early?” he wondered, “why am I on the couch, not in my bedroom?” As he slowly became more aware, he tried in vain to reach the alarm clock. That confused him. He wondered, “why am I wearing ... pink panties and a corset—and why can’t I move?” 
 
   He shuddered realizing he was tied up with what looked and felt like clothes line. “What the fuck?” he mumbled, and reviewed his recent past, looking for some explanations. The last thing he remembered was…but he didn’t want to think about that. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   A Rude Awakening for a Feminized Male
 
    
 
   With a groan, Mitch recalled that just two days earlier, 27 year-old blue-eyed brunette Private Investigator Julie Swanson knocked on his door. She was with the beautiful blonde Anastasia Walsh, the bartender at Tatas—a sports bar / “breastaurant” catering to the puerile desires of men. The two led several other girls into his house, and they quickly transformed him from a male manager into a feminine Tata Girl.
 
    “They forced me to strip,” he remembered with utter embarrassment, “they used a strong smelling cream to remove all my body hair, and they....” this was hard for him to accept, but he forced himself to remember, “They’d glued C cup breasts onto my chest and a latex vagina over my dick.” 
 
   By the time they’d finished, his 5’7” 125 pound frame was completely feminized. “They taunted me, made me wear a sexy thong, a matching bra, and suntan pantyhose and dressed me in a Tata Girl uniform.”
 
   The skimpy uniform showed off his body—especially his curvy butt that hung out of the feminine lavender short shorts. His fake boobs nearly popped out of the white tank top that was stretched tightly across them. He looked just like a young Tata Girl.
 
   “Tatas Are Forever” was printed in a feminine pink script across the low cut tank top that revealed and presented his new cleavage. The girls tied a pink apron / pouch around his waist, and pinned a nametag on his chest that said, “Hi I’m Mikayla, Pleased Tata Meet Ya!” White Sketchers and slouch socks completed his look.
 
   Then, honey blonde waitress Lena Thomas and platinum blonde hostess Candy Jeffries performed what they called a “makeover” on him, including slutty makeup and put blonde highlights in his hair. Finally, after he tried to run away, they dragged him into work with them. Once the boss and sexual predator, Mitch was reduced to a mere trainee waitress, the prey of horny men at the restaurant he’d managed for several years. 
 
   As humiliating as that ordeal was, it got even worse through a long hard double shift. Tears formed in Mitch’s eyes as he thought about Xixi Cho, a slim petite Asian beauty who’d had a crush on him, until she saw him dressed as a sexy Tata Girl. 
 
   Mitch remembered the male-ego destroying humiliation he felt when a drunk customer forced him to perform a lap dance, then tossed him away, leaving Mitch $50 and his phone number. Xixi witnessed his emasculation, and told him she’d never see him as anything but a slutty girl. Mitch wondered if there was anything he could say or do to change that?
 
   Later, some of the girls had forced him into a tiny plaid skirt and matching little top that barely covered his bra. Then, they made him strut around dressed as a slutty school girl during the weekly trivia contest. 
 
   After work, sexy blue-eyed brunette Missy Hart took him to her apartment where she spiked his drink with Ambien and ravaged him sexually; including forced oral and anal sex using her long, thick strap-on. She’d even pounded his front opening.
 
   The next morning, Mitch was semiconscious and helpless as Missy and her best friend Suzy Kessler, a sultry platinum blonde with long hair, took him to a local mall. When he regained his senses that afternoon, he’d been shocked to learn they’d maxed out all of his credit cards buying him sexy feminine clothing including a restrictive corset. 
 
   They’d also had his ears pierced, gotten him a tramp stamp tattoo, and had him put on a “fashion show” for the sales girls—all of which they claimed they’d videoed. He prayed that was just more teasing. 
 
   The two party girls handed Mitch off to Julie Swanson, the woman who’d collected the damning evidence against Mitch that began his swift spiral into emasculation. On the drive to his home, Julie told Mitch she’d accessed his private online accounts, and had learned his embarrassing secrets. 
 
   That prospect chilled Mitch, as it brought to the surface things he’d done but suppressed, kept deeply in denial. Julie’s investigations exposed Mitch’s most hidden feelings, and sparked mental turmoil in him.
 
   When they arrived at his home, Mitch learned that all of his clothing was gone. In its place, he had a wardrobe of sexy outfits, heels, and lingerie—in addition to the new purchases from earlier that day. Julie had Mitch change into his Tata Girl uniform, and drove him to work.
 
   His second day as a waitress was as emasculating as the first. The newly installed manager, Ana Walsh, criticized Mitch for performing a lap dance and various other indiscretions. The other waitresses taunted and demeaned him for that. The humiliation continued as Mitch had to prance around the restaurant again, getting his ass pinched repeatedly. 
 
   After the shift, Missy drove Mitch to his home where they’d again had rough sex and once again, Missy took the dominant role. She pegged Mitch while she whipped her long hair in wanton aggression that belied her cute freckled face and sapphire blue eyes. Mitch experienced a very feminine orgasm after which Missy declared him her property, showing off his new tattoo as proof.
 
   Exiled to his living room couch, Mitch slept fitfully suffering from dark and exciting dreams. He remembered Suzy climbing on top of him, awakening him, but making him drink…something. 
 
   As a mental fog descended on his fatigue-addled mind, he felt her wrapping him up in his corset and tightening it, tying him up, and flipping him into a crouching position on his knees, his face pressed into a pillow.
 
   She used a vibrator shoved deeply into his ass to stimulate his prostate, and worked at getting him off by pushing another into his fake pussy. With this dual stimulation, Mitch was moaning and tying to buck forward and back. Soon, he shook with a full-body orgasm, and felt his semen leaking out. 
 
   Suzy laughed saying, “That was quite a show, Princess!” She collected much of it with a small bowl and sucked up the rest with a turkey baster. “Hungry? I have a special treat for you, you dirty slut!” She held out the bowl of come to his lips, and said, “open up!”
 
   He clamped his lips tightly close, but Suzy forced Mitch to open his mouth and lap up his seed by spanking him until he complied. 
 
   Four hours later, Mitch’s alarm stubbornly nagged, and wouldn’t stop until Missy reached across his body and slapped it off. “Wake up, Sleeping Beauty,” she chirped. 
 
   “Are you talking to her or me?” Suzy asked, laughing and emerging from the master bedroom that used to be Mitch’s. 
 
   The two girls grabbed Mitch—still bound and corseted—and dragged him into the bathroom. They untied him stripped off his panties and corset, then removed their own clothes. The naked sexy women pushed him into the luxurious oversized shower. 
 
   Suzy held him as Missy turned on the cold water. Mitch yelped and all three howled as the spray hit them from all sides. The shock woke them up, and as the water warmed, they scrubbed each other’s bodies, and shampooed and conditioned each other’s hair with strawberry scented products.
 
   Missy said, “Hey Mikayla, remember how many times you made me give you BJs back when you were a guy?”
 
   “Ha! Made you?” Suzy scoffed. 
 
   “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 was never into giving oral, he felt it was submissive and unmanly, but he sure loved getting it. From her tone and actions it was clear that Missy wasn’t asking, however, so with his knees on the shower floor and his ass in the air, Mitch began licking as commanded. 
 
   “Her bush smells like strawberries,” he mused, then he tensed and all thoughts disappeared as Suzy began soaping up his crack. Mitch bucked as he felt her finger slide inside him.
 
   “You’re right, Missy, she does have a tight little ass. Wonder how her pussy feels?” Suzy said in a husky, erotic tone. Soon, she was exploring deeply enough to massage his prostate.
 
   Mitch groaned as he accelerated his efforts probing into Missy, his lips holding her clit so he could flick it with his tongue. She writhed in ecstasy, holding his head in place. Suzy, excited by her best friend’s shrieks, began to finger herself and Mitch at the same time. The three sex-crazed creatures screamed out their orgasms one after the other as streams of water splashed them from all directions.
 
   “Damn! You are one hot little bitch,” Missy told Mitch as Suzy nodded, “we have to get a move on tho. Work starts pretty soon.”
 
   Suzy said, “Let me check our noob here for body hair...hmmm nothing.”
 
   “Oh, Ana told me they used the strongest depilatory and follicle killer ever created. That junk was taken off the market because if it gets on your head you’re bald like forever,” Missy explained as Mitch gasped.
 
   “But...now I’ll never grow any hair on my legs, chest, arms....” he whined. 
 
   Suzy patted Mitch on the back and said, “Aww don’t look so sad, Mikayla, shaving is a major pain in the ass and waxing hurts. You’ll never need to worry about any of that now.”
 
   Missy giggled and shut off the water, then the two girls walked the stunned feminized male out of the bathroom.
 
   Suzy reached into the lingerie drawer and pulled out three matching black thongs and bras. She tossed one of each to Missy and Mitch. “We’re gonna be triplets today!” she sang.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Mitch Throws a Tantrum, and Gets Spanked
 
    
 
   Missy and Suzy quickly donned their underwear, and prepared to slip on their thick suntan pantyhose, but Mitch refused to cooperate.
 
   “This bullshit has gone on long enough,” he yelled, “I’m a man damn it!”
 
   The girls were about the same size as Mitch, and they were having none of this. Suzy grabbed and pulled his right arm painfully behind his back, and Missy twisted the left into place next to it. 
 
   Suzy released the arm she was holding, but then seized and held both of his arms as Missy tied his wrists together with her pantyhose. Suzy dropped to the floor and tied his ankles tightly with her pantyhose. They’d trussed up their former manager in a matter of minutes. 
 
   “OK Little Miss, ‘I’m a man,’“ Suzy said, “in about 45 minutes we’re gonna be at Tatas. You can dress up like a good little Tata Slut, or....”
 
   “...Or we can bring you just like this, and leave you out on the patio for all the perves to enjoy. Your choice,” Missy threatened.
 
   “You bitches wouldn’t dare,” Mitch sneered, his old machismo rising up.
 
   Without a word, Suzy sat on the bed and patted her pantied lap. Missy grabbed Mitch’s shoulders, and maneuvered him across her friend’s waiting thighs. This startled Mitch, but he was shocked as Suzy’s palm struck loudly and sharply on his bare ass.
 
   “Holy shit! That hurt! What do you think you’re...OWWW!” he cried as Suzy spanked him again, even harder. 
 
   “Don’t hit her on her tramp stamp,” Missy warned, “it’s still healing.”
 
   “True,” Suzy agreed, “it sure looks cute. The pink lettering will match those sexy butt cheeks when I’m done making them all rosy.” 
 
   She slapped him hard four more times as Mitch continued to protest with escalating profanity. Tied up as he was, he couldn’t do anything but yell. Suzy spanked Mitch again and again, but although his sense of helplessness kept increasing with every swat, Mitch stubbornly refused to obey. 
 
   That changed when Missy said, “We’re gonna be late. Let’s get dressed, toss Princess Potty Mouth here in the car, and go.” He was afraid because she sounded serious, and he knew he couldn’t stop them. If he didn’t give in, they’d deposit him in public this way. He meekly and pathetically begged them not to expose him.
 
   “What’s that you’re asking?” Suzy demanded, standing up and letting him fall to the floor.
 
   “Please don’t take me to Tatas naked,” he moaned, unable to stop picturing himself in front of Tatas—tied up, feminized, helpless, and naked. The thought was mortifying, but oddly stimulating. He groaned as once again his trapped cock tried and failed to get erect.
 
   “We are going to Tatas,” Missy added helpfully, “and you want us to dress you first? But there’s only women’s clothes here, sunshine.”
 
   “Yes, and you have a shift this morning as a slutty little Tata Girl, Mikayla,” Suzy added, smirking down at him as he wriggled around, trying to get up off the floor. Finally, she reached down and, together with Missy, pulled him to his knees.
 
   Defeated, Mitch begged, “Please untie me....”
 
   “Aaaannnnnndddd?” both girls asked.
 
   “And dress me as...as a Tata Girl.”
 
   With a joyous whoop, his captors high-fived and—warning Mitch not to pull anything—they untied his hands and feet. He rubbed the circulation back into his limbs, scowled at them, but didn’t resist further. 
 
   Soon, they were all dressed alike in their black bras and thongs, new pairs of suntan pantyhose (“You’re paying to replace those ruined pairs!”) and black Tatas uniforms, with their hair brushed and blown out in sexy, feminine styles. 
 
   The Tatas chain featured a specific concept: the waitresses, aka Tata Girls, would dress in skintight short shorts and an even tighter tank top. They would flirt with the mostly male clientele to attract regular customers and big tips. Usually, the uniform consisted of lavender shorts and a white and pink tank top, but on Fridays they wore black. No one knew why. 
 
   As a manager, Mitch was notorious for sexually harassing the hot young women. Now, wearing the sexy uniform with full makeup, his long light brown hair adorned with blonde highlights, he was, in Missy’s words, “A hot piece of ass.” The three slipped feminine gym outfits over their uniforms. Missy wore a baby blue velour work out ensemble, and Suzy’s was purple. They made Mitch wear a bubblegum pink hoody with matching capri-length jogging pants.
 
   “Let’s go,” Missy said, “we can do our makeup on the way.”
 
   They dashed into Missy’s little red Miata, hoping to get to work on time. The two cis-gendered girls put on their own makeup, then worked on Mikayla’s as they drove the fifteen minutes through the early morning traffic. They were “Tata Girl Ready,” that is to say a bit on the slutty side, by the time they parked out front. They checked each other for flaws, and finding none, bounced out of the car. At about 9:55, they pushed their way through the double glass doors into the breastaurant. 
 
   Another Day as a Tata Girl
 
    
 
   Suzy waved at Shana Benson, the beautiful petite brunette who was setting up at the bar, as the trio hurried to the back table for jump-start. Sexy twenty-five year old Xixi Cho—a med student—was already seated at the table, gulping from an enormous cup of Starbucks coffee. She glared at Mitch as they entered. 
 
   Ashonda Davis, a statuesque African American who hoped to launch a career in special effects makeup, blew a kiss at Mitch and smiled widely. Marcie Livingston, an especially sexy but somewhat flighty girl with rich brown hair and eyes, was touching up her lip gloss as the three late arrivals stripped off their cover ups. Her failure to show up at work the night before condemned Mitch to an excruciatingly humiliating shift as a slutty schoolgirl. 
 
   Marcie hadn’t seen Mitch transformed into a girl, and her reaction was typically effusive. “OH EM GEE!” she shouted, “I heard about how you are a girl now, but I never....” and she broke into laughter.
 
   She didn’t say “you look like a girl” or “you were disguised as a girl.” "No," she said, “you are a girl.” Mitch could feel his very sense of self melting like candle wax as yet another hot young girl he used to control openly laughed at him. His ears were buzzing and he felt himself becoming Mikayla once again as Marcie’s words echoed, “she called me a girl.”
 
   Blonde, blue-eyed Colby Tanner grinned widely saying, “Well, Mikayla here never was much of man, even when she was pretending to be Mitch,” and wiggled her pinky. She joined Marcie and nearly all of the other girls laughing. 
 
   Mitch was overwhelmed by this emasculating mockery. He knew he wasn’t very big, not as a man and not in his pants. The shame was buffeting his already battered male ego, and he felt a sense of vertigo. Simultaneously, Mikayla felt herself called forth by the humiliation and degradation her alter ego suffered. 
 
   “Well, I certainly deserve this fate after I sexually harassed and abused so many of us Tata Girls,” she thought. 
 
   In horror, Mitch tried to regain dominance over his ascending feminine id. He tried to reconnect with his inner alpha male by thinking of all the young women who he’d forced himself on. Their faces swam in his memory. He’d debased and used all of them. 
 
   All except for Xixi who was always his special girl. A few days earlier, he found out that she’d felt the same affection for him, that she looked forward to dating him...until she saw him completely feminized. He was looking at her, and that seemed to provoke her.
 
   “What do you have to say for yourself, Mikayla?” she asked, “you seem so happy in your new role. You even did a lap dance for $50. How long have you been a sissy? Or are you transgendered? Do you want to have a sex change operation?” She was confused and disappointed, but most of all angry with him. 
 
   Mitch looked away from Xixi feeling waves of humiliation and regret. When he looked back into her tearful eyes, he lost his griping himself and the part of him that was Mikayla came back in force and pushed herself into control.
 
   Shrugging, Mikayla asked causally, “It’s after 10, where’s Ana?”
 
   “Ana has the day off,” answered Jimmy Thornton, a 31 year-old manager from a nearby Tatas, “I’m stepping in here during Mitch’s leave of absence.”
 
   Tall, with broad shoulders and dirty blonde hair, Jimmy was a popular manager. His location consistently performed well, and his employees liked him. “Of all the,” Mitch muttered in a sudden grasp for control, “I can’t stand this prick.”
 
   “Excuse me, Miss?” Jimmy asked.
 
   Hearing his archrival call him “Miss” with no hint of mockery confirmed to Mitch that he passed for a sexy young woman. That one word, from this hated man, was like someone stomping on his fingers as he held on to a cliff-edge for dear life. Whatever masculinity he has left plummeted, spiraling, into an abyss.
 
   “Umm? Oh nothing,” Mikayla sheepishly replied, pulling off her hoody and capris. “I thought I put a run in my hose,” she finished.
 
   Candy Jeffries, the large breasted, platinum blonde hostess, burst out laughing at that. Again, most of the girls joined in. Xixi let out a strangled sob and ran off to the back room. Petite blue-eyed red head Molly Price ran after her. 
 
   Shaking his head, but accustomed to odd behavior from the young Tata Girls, Jimmy checked the roster and asked, “Who wants to train...ah...Mikayla our pretty little pantyhose runner?” He smiled and winked at the new girl, who felt something...odd as she looked at Jimmy’s big smile and into his shining green eyes. 
 
   Voluptuous honey blonde Lena Thomas raised her hand, “I’ll train her,” and grinned at Mitch who stood there helplessly. 
 
   So began his third day working alongside his former sex objects as Mikayla, one of the Tata Girls. The shift went mainly without incident through the lunch rush. At one point, Mikayla was slow running a food order for Suzy, and she yelled, “You made me get a lousy tip.”
 
    Angrily, she gathered Xixi, Colby, and Candy together and lifted the back of Mikayla’s tank top to reveal the tattoo on her lower back. Xixi looked sick.
 
   Colby exclaimed, “Oh that is just perrrrrrfect! A stamp fit for a tramp!”
 
   As Candy ran off to share this latest gossip with the other waitresses, Mikayla was concerned, “OMG, I hope Jimmy doesn’t find out.” 
 
   Meanwhile, deeply buried in Mikayla’s psyche, Mitch flipped out. This both because of the girls’ reactions—especially Xixi’s—and because Mikayla seemed to be falling for a man. Not just any man, his archrival at that. 
 
   Mikayla started to feel Mitch’s consciousness rising, and hers slipping back, until she felt a hand on her shoulder.
 
   “Well, well, well! I never would’ve believed it!” 
 
   Turning, she saw 5’8” sultry blonde Mikayla Jones, wearing tight jeans with strategic rips and a skimpy pink cami top smirking down at her.
 
   “Good to see my old name tag isn’t going to waste, tho I wore it better.”
 
   Lena grinned as the real Mikayla took her namesake’s hand and pulled her into a corner booth. Deep inside, Mitch felt exposed and embarrassed. He squirmed as the defiant, dominant 23-year-old beauty taunted him relentlessly:
 
   “Wow, you sure make a convincing little slut. Love your boobs. Are they real? I hear you have a sexy little vag too, Mikayla! Just last month, you were trying to force me to give you a blowjob. Now look at you! You’re probably blowing all the regulars behind the dumpster.”
 
   The humiliation and the pressure inside that latex vagina kept building, along with the pain and frustration. Mitch groaned with a mixture or agony and arousal. Lena looked on smugly. She knew how tight the fake vagina covering was, and that even Mitch’s tiny dicklette had almost no room to expand.
 
   “I’ll tell you how this is going to work,” the real Mikayla said, “you took my name tag without asking, and that makes you a bad girl. Bad girls give head, and so that’s what you’re gonna do. It’s my brother’s eighteenth birthday, and you’re my little present to him,” she said while texting on her iPhone 6, “he’ll be here in a bit and when he arrives, you’re going to make him come. Get it?” She laughed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   An Emasculating Birthday Present
 
    
 
   Less than twenty minutes later, Mitch was on his knees, behind the dumpster, face-to-face with a young man’s crotch. Timmy, like his sister, was tall—at least 6’3”—and both sibling were grinning at Mitch.
 
   “Go ahead, slut! Do what I told you or I’m going to my uncle the news reporter with this story. He’d love to show the world what a sissy freak you are!”
 
   “Wait, this is wrong, can’t I do anything else?” Mitch begged.
 
   Mikayla shook her head, and began snapping photos. Then, she said, “Should I call my Uncle Paul to give him this amazing scoop?”
 
   With tears in his eyes, Mitch unzipped Timmy’s fly, tugged down his boxers, and pulled out his hardening cock. “Oh my god it’s huge!” he cried.
 
   Timmy laughed, “That’s what she said!” He grabbed Mitch’s head and forced his dick into the former-managers mouth. Mitch started to fade away, overcome with utter humiliation and disgust.
 
   The kid was cocky, but inexperienced. Within minutes, he blew his load into Mitch’s mouth yelling, “Swallow! Swallow every drop of come you little bitch!” And so, Mitch did swallow all, or nearly all of the salty, slippery goo. A few drops were still on his lips when, shaken badly, he slipped back in through the side door.
 
   Timmy drove away to brag to his juvenile friends that he’d “bagged a Tata Girl,” but the real Mikayla followed Mitch in to describe the expert cock sucking he’d performed to the other girls, with dozens of photos as proof.
 
   The girls Mitch used to harass enjoyed taunting him about this latest blow to his quickly vanishing male ego. They started calling him “birthday present girl” and “Mi-cock-la.” Lena made sure Xixi knew about the blowjob birthday present, and she stormed off when Mitch tried to talk to her. Whatever chance he’d had at a relationship with her was gone.
 
   During the infrequent breaks and more frequent lulls in traffic, little red head Molly Price insisted on teaching Mitch about makeup, as well as nail, skin, and hair care. Her bright blue eyes gleamed with delight as he slowly mastered each skill. “We just have to go shopping together,” the perky eighteen year-old enthused. The other girls looked on, amused. 
 
   As the days went by, Mitch learned to redo his face in the typical slutty Tata Girl style, fluff his hair into a sexy mane, and polish his nails perfectly. Mikayla continued working as the new trainee, prancing along behind the established girls, learning how to be a cute little Tata Girl. 
 
   The next Wednesday, Marcie Livingston again failed to call in or show up, so once again Ana ordered Mitch to serve as a slutty schoolgirl. He was unusually recalcitrant, but the powerful Lisa Singer dragged him into the back room. 
 
   Then, she held him in a painful headlock as Missy and Suzy tied him up with clothesline. They warned him that time was running out, but he refused to cooperate. So and they spanked him repeatedly until he relented. Defeated, he let them strip off his regular uniform and dress him in the ultra tiny plaid skirt and top, fishnet stockings, and red fuck me pumps. 
 
   Unlike the last time Mitch had to sashay around as a schoolgirl slut, this time his back was adorned with the humiliating tramp stamp. As he strutted through the restaurant collecting trivia answers, customers read the message, “Missy’s Own Tata Girl, Mikayla” and jeered.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   A Call For Help
 
    
 
   The girls delighted in mocking their former manager, treating “her” as just another girl. Thinking this is only for a week, Mikayla imagined she could get through all this, and go back to her rightful place as Mitch the manager. He bristled with anger seeing Ana or Jimmy Thornton alternating in the position he deserved. 
 
   Occasionally, Mitch was able to sneak the bar phone into the ladies room to call his friend Dave Johnson. Nearly every time, the line went directly to voice mail. One time it didn’t. Sounding highly stressed Dave picked up the phone on the fifth ring. Mitch, expecting to hear the outgoing message, nearly dropped the phone into the toilet bowl.
 
   “Hello? Hello?” Dave was saying, about to hang up, when Mitch quickly responded. 
 
   “Oh my gawd! I’m sooo glad you finally answered,” Mitch chirped, unaware of how feminine his naturally high voice and newly perky inflection had become during his days trying to pass for a flirty, sexy girl.
 
   “Who the hell is this?” Dave asked, a fearful edge to his voice. 
 
   “Dude, it’s me, MITCH!”
 
   “What? Mitch? Why are you calling from Tatas? I heard you quit.”
 
   “No, it’s...complicated. Dave, you’ve got to help me. Can we meet somewhere?”
 
   “Ummm sure? You know Rusty’s Rail, on 38th and Vine. See you there tomorrow night about 8 p.m.”
 
   “Yes! I’ll be there, Dave, and...well...don’t be shocked but I’ve...changed....”
 
   But before Mitch could explain, Ana pulled open the door to the stall, saw him holding the phone, frowned and grabbed it from his hand and clicked it off.
 
   “That’s another week probation for you, Mikayla, and the blow job you gave that kid is another two weeks” she said.
 
   Mitch might have burst out crying, but he’d finally gotten through to Dave. He knew his friend would come through for him.
 
    
 
   The next night, Mitch was once again waiting at the long back table to find out which Tata Girl would train—and humiliate—him that day. Unfortunately for Mitch, the current manager was one Jimmy Thornton, who slipped in behind him and began massaging his shoulders. 
 
   It made Mitch’s skin crawl to admit it, but it felt nice. Even nicer when Jimmy whispered sweet comments in his ear like, “you’re such a beautiful thing.” 
 
   With fixed feelings, Mitch accepted the news that he was done training. He was now officially a Tata Girl named Mikayla. She was now responsible for her own tables, and she learned to her dismay just how much the trainers had run interference for her. Alone, she was at the mercy of horny, often drunk customers. 
 
   Like the other Tata Girls, Mikayla stoked male libidos and attracted a lot of male attention. Unlike the real girls, Mikayla never learned to deflect grabby hands or protect herself from masculine grappling. 
 
   Several times each shift, she was pinched, fondled, or pulled onto a customer’s lap. She was groped, kissed, and cuddled by men of all shapes, sizes, and ages. Her reputation as an “easy girl” spread, and soon she had her own regulars—mostly middle-aged men who entertained and in some odd way tried to live out their fantasies of banging a 20-something sex pot, like Mikayla appeared to be. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   An Escape!
 
    
 
   Just before the shift change, Mikayla approached Jimmy hoping he’d cut her so she could meet Dave. They were in the back together when Jimmy suddenly swept Mikayla into his arms, bent her backwards, and kissed her deeply. Shocked, she ran into the ladies room, wiping her lips and fighting the feeling of delight bubbling up from her deep, feminine place.
 
   Seeing that the coast was clear, Mikayla slipped into the ready room and “borrowed” the least tacky outfit she could find. She grabbed Missy’s keys out of her purse, cautiously snuck out through the loading dock door, and then dashed over to the red Miata. Breathing heavily, exhilarated at not getting caught, she started the car and headed for Vine Street.
 
   As she approached the momentous rendezvous, Mikayla started to worry. “What will Dave think of me? I look like a fucking girl!” But then he thought, “Dave has to help! I have no plan b!” 
 
   She checked her makeup in the rear view mirror, and reflexively touched up her lipstick. She adjusted and smoothed her tight white and red dress, tossed the keys in her purse, and stepped onto the parking lot. Her red pumps clicked loudly as she approached the heavy wooden door.
 
   Before entering the dive bar, Mikayla closed her eyes and readied herself. Sighing, she pushed her way in, and scanned the dim interior for her potential savior. There, in the corner, she saw him! She nervously crossed the room, feeling every eye on her, including Dave’s.
 
   Dave Johnson worked his way up from bus boy to cook to store manager until, at 32 years old, he was one of the youngest ever Regional Managers at Tatas. He was about 5’11” and 200 pounds. Not fit, but not obese either. 
 
   His dark brown hair was thinning, but he still had a youthful spark in his chocolate-colored eyes. Those eyes sparkled as they watched Mikayla’s sexy approach. When she stopped at his table, he checked her out with a sweeping gaze that covered her highlighted hair, jot red lips, sexy red dress, pumps, and back again. And again. The large tent in Dave’s pants showed he was clearly more than a little interested in Mikayla. 
 
   “Well hello, Miss! To what do I owe the pleasure?” he asked.
 
   “Dave, it’s me!” Mikayla offered. 
 
   “You who? I’d remember meeting a hot little....”
 
   “You asshole! It’s me!” she said, adding in a whisper, “Mitch.”
 
   Dave wobbled on his stool, and very nearly fell off onto the dingy floor. His arousal turned to confusion, and—based on the seven empty bottles of Molson on the table—he was more than tipsy. 
 
   At first, he thought one of his exes was playing a cruel trick. Then, as he forced his bleary eyes to focus, he recognized his old friend beneath the makeup and feminine hair. 
 
   “Mitch?!? The fuck?” Dave started, but the sounds of motorcycles cut him off. “You can’t stay in her dressed like...that! Looking like...that!” he yelled over the engine noises. He grabbed Mikayla by the wrist, threw three twenties on the table, and pulled her outside through the side door, even as the first bikers were entering through the front. 
 
   “Come on, we’ll go to my place,” Dave said, “I come here cos it’s walking distance, and I can’t afford cabs or another DUI.”
 
   All along the five-block walk, Mikayla chattered away incoherently. Dave was in a fog caused by alcohol and astonishment. Eager for deliverance and too excited by the prospect of escape, Mikayla was similarly addled. Too much so to notice that, despite his massive buzz, Dave sported a large bulge in his pants. 
 
   When they arrived at unit 609 in a development of low-rise apartments, Dave fumbled for his keys and dropped them. Mikayla bent to pick them up, and blushed feeling the soft rubber “Tatas are the keys to life” keychain. Dave smirked and took them from her soft hands. He unlocked the door, and held it open for her to go in. 
 
   When Dave flipped the light switch, Mikayla blinked at the brightness and the dust. She sniffed at the smell of stale beer and kicked through pizza boxes, and swept a pile of newspapers to the side, making a place to sit on a ratty grey couch. She looked up at Dave with pleading eyes, and launched into another recounting of her tale of woe. When she reached the end, she begged Dave for help.
 
   Dave carelessly shoved the newspapers to the floor, and sat beside Mikayla putting a comforting arm around her shoulders. He honestly tried to listen to the crazy story of a private investigator and a bartender turning his old buddy into a sexy girl, but he kept getting lost. It sounded unreal and ridiculous. His drunken eyes kept telling him he was sitting next to a sexy slut, not any kind of guy.
 
   Soon, a stunned Mikayla was fending off the aggressive advances from her best friend. Dave’s strong right arm held her in place, as his probing left hand slipped onto her knee. Struggling to hold her dress down, she was unable to keep Dave from squeezing her breasts. Although she couldn’t feel any sensations from her chest, she could tell Dave was getting excited.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Walk of Shame in Vain?
 
    
 
   Mikayla tried to fight off her buddy, even tried to slap him, but her strength was no match for his. Slowly Dave was winning the couch bound wrestling match. His hand worked its way inexorably up Mikayla’s smooth, sexy leg, from her knee to her thigh, then under her dress, and into her panties. When his questing fingers reached her crotch, they found an inviting pussy, not the expected cock.
 
   Completely befuddled, but even more aroused, Dave’s drunken mind shifted from disbelief to denial. He was sure this was some kind of joke, and he was more than horny enough to play along. 
 
   “OK ‘Mitch’,” he smirked, “I’ll help you on one condition. As my bud Mitch would tell you, cash, grass, or ass, no one rides for free.”
 
   Stunned, Mikayla wanted to protest, but she was despondent about this turn of events. “This is insane! That doesn’t even make sense! This couldn’t be going more wrong,” she thought, on the verge of tears. But she didn’t have time to cry.
 
   Dave had wriggled out of his jeans and boxers, and was busily working on Mikayla’s clothing. Before she could react, much less run away, he had her panties off an thrown across the room. Her dress was bunched around her waist, and Dave was lifting her up. Then, without hesitation, he positioned her over his cock and basically dropped her on it, penetrating her fake pussy in one motion. 
 
   Mikayla’s small dick was imprisoned within, but its head protruded from the tight latex vulva so that it resembled a clitoris. When Dave’s cock entered her, she felt it rubbing against her melt sensitive part. Unable to get erect, she could still feel the stimulating friction, and as Dave approached climax, so did she. 
 
   After five minutes of furious pumping, Dave was moaning in pleasure and so was Mikayla. Moments later, both of them were gasping as they orgasmed one after the other. 
 
   Exhausted and inebriated, Dave felt the afterglow of taking Mikayla’s female virginity. He rolled over on the couch, letting her slide unceremoniously onto the dirty floor. Stunned, she asked, “Will you help me now?”
 
   Seeing the doe-eyed slut sprawled on his floor, Dave read the pink tramp stamp on her back and read the name “Mikayla.” He felt aroused and wondered....
 
   “Tell you what, ‘Mitch’, give me a blow job and we’ll talk about it,” he said.
 
   “What? No!” Mikayla said.
 
   Dave taunted her saying, “Wow! I guess you really enjoy being a Tata slut? Fine, enjoy your new life then, Mikayla.” 
 
   Seeing no other choice, she said, “OK, I...I’ll do it.”
 
   “Not so fast! I always wanted a blowjob from a Tata Girl. Mitch always brags about how hot it is to look down and see her on her knees in the sexy outfit.”
 
   “Oh no....” she begged.
 
   “Oh yes. Hold on a sex...er sec,” he laughed and walked across the room to a large cardboard box. He pulled it open, and removed a familiar uniform: a pair of lavender shorts and a tight tank, pantyhose and slouch socks, even the little pink apron pouch. He threw the items to Mikayla and watched as she expertly donned the Tata outfit. When she was finished, he returned to couch, sat, and pointed at his cock that was already partially hard again.
 
   Seeing no other choice, Mikayla got down on her knees and wrapped her lips around her best friend’s cock wearing a brand new Tata Girl uniform. As Dave moaned, grabbed her head, and pumped his crotch into her face, she licked his dick and sucked on the glans, wishing this was over, wishing she could just disappear.
 
   Dave had just ejaculated into her not long before. She felt his semen still inside her latex vagina. So it took far longer than she’d expected to make him come again. She concentrated on not scraping his cock with her teeth—she hated when girls did that while blowing him—and felt her tongue and jaws start to tire. Her neck was hurting, and the back of her throat was getting sore. 
 
   Dave’s cock extended to 8 inches as it became fully erect and he held her head tightly as he fucked her face. After what seemed like forever, he gargled out noises like a strangled moose and shot his semen into her mouth. Wiping the sticky liquid from her lips, Mikayla desperately asked again, “Now will you help me?”
 
   “Now?” Dave repeated, “Now I’m going to sleep. You’re getting out of here.”
 
   Hurt and humiliated, Mikayla let herself out of Dave’s apartment and headed back toward Rusty’s where Missy’s red Miata waited. Her heels clicked along the sidewalk as she made the humiliating walk of shame as a Tata Girl. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Coming soon
 
    
 
   Mikayla, the reluctant, and increasingly feminine Tata Girl learns that her probation was extended for two more weeks because she was written up for arriving to work late, messing up orders, flaws in her hair and makeup, making personal phone calls, and the birthday blowjob. 
 
   Mikayla continues working as a Tata Girl—especially humiliating because  she’s stuck in the little purple shorts for another three weeks—or more—unless her friend Dave can help her. But will he?
 
   As time passes, Mikayla gets more and more entangled in her new life. Now that she’s working for tips, she can’t afford to live in a big house for long. But Mikayla has nowhere else to go. So, she reluctantly moves into a group house with other Tata Girls. 
 
   Mikayla awaits word that her days as a Tata Girl are almost over. Only to be disappointed again as Dave doesn’t return any of her calls, emails, or texts. When Dave sets up another meeting, Mikayla worries that she’ll have to put out again.
 
   Julie suspects that Dave conspired with Ana to engineer this punishment because he wanted Mitch out of the way. She now suspects that Dave wants Mikayla as his sexy fuck toy. A showdown ensues between a jealous Missy and Dave.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Feel like you’ve come in the middle? Buy the rest of this series!
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