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   Beware! This 8,000+ word book will immerse YOU into your new lifestyle as an office girl, a French maid, and a slutty waitress! You will find yourself helplessly transformed body and mind into a silly little bimbo receptionist, a submissive satin-clad servant, and a skanky breastaurant girl! 
 
   Warning! This book and stories contain MTF (male-to-female), TG (transgender), spanking, wrestling, forced, BDSM (bondage, discipline, sadomasochism), kinky, LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, and Transgender) erotica—specifically conflicted and reluctant characters’ feminization, humiliation, cross-dressing, female domination, and enforced chastity, as well as taboo, kinky, and fetish scenes including satin, rough sex, pegging, power and role reversal, bimbofication, emasculation, lifestyle change, and sissification. If any of these topics offend you, please stop reading now.


 
   
  
 




 
   Reader discretion advised. Do not buy, borrow, download, or read this book if explicit sexual fetish / erotic / taboo topics offend you, or if you—or anyone you would allow to see this material—are under the legal age for adult-themed materials. 
 
   Avoid this book if such materials are not legally permitted where you are, or if you are for any reason not legally permitted to borrow, read, or possess such materials.
 
   All rights reserved. No copying, resale, re-use, retelling, recording, sharing, lending, or distribution of any part of this work including scenes, characters, plotlines, events, descriptions, or any other content is permitted.
 
   This is a work of fiction. All events, characters, etc. depicted are fictional fantasies. None of this refers to any real people or situations. No reference or resemblance to anyone living or dead is implied or intended. 
 
   For Mature audiences only. All characters are above the legal age. All acts are between unrelated and consenting adults.
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   1. As You Step Inside
 
    
 
   Well hello there! Yes, please step inside. I’ve been expecting you. So good to see you, darling. What’s the matter? You seem distracted? Oh, is it my red satin robe and my red satin nightie? I hope I’m not making you too uncomfortable. 
 
   Here, drink this wine—it’s my favorite red vintage. Sweet with a bit of a bite to it. You like? There, that should steady your nerves, sweetie. Bottoms up! Better? Yes, let me pour you another tall glass. Drink up! That’s a good g… I mean boy….
 
   I don’t always answer the door dressed like this, but I knew you were coming by and I thought I’d give you a special little treat. Do you like your treat? Sometimes I answer the door in this little sapphire blue satin dress. I just love how the fabric glimmers and shines. What do you think?
 
   Other times I like to wear these powder pink satin pants and these matching pink satin ballet flats. They’re sooo flirty and fun! I just love the look and the feel of satin, don’t you? It makes me feel sooo sexy! Do you think I look sexy in this skimpy, shimmery, satin nightie? 
 
   Go ahead; touch my nightie. I know you want toooo. I promise I won’t bite…unless you ask me to! Mmmmm! Doesn’t that feel wonderful? This isn’t just ordinary satin, is it? This is the most exquisite, smooth, silky, satin I’ve ever found. And I’ve looked all over for the very best! 
 
   But I’ve been naughty! I told you this little satin outfit was your treat, but I’m afraid I fibbed. Your real treat is upstairs! Follow me, if you dare! 
 
   No, I guess you’ve never been in my boudoir before. I’ve surrounded myself with sumptuous ruby red satin—pillows, sheets, and bed coverings, even my lingerie. All of it encased in bright red satin! 
 
   I wanted to make this special room a reflection of my…special tastes. Do you like it? I love it! Maybe I went just a teeny little overboard decorating in all of this silky satin, but you don’t mind, do you my sweet?
 
   It makes me feel so special to experience all of this sensuous shiny, slinky material all around me. Touching me. Tickling me. Kissing me allll over! I can tell you know what I mean, don’t you my dear! 
 
   I just love these soft, slippery satin sheets to caress my skin as I sleep and do…other things. It makes me feel like I’m living in a rose red valentine! But what are you doing all the way over there? Come over here and join me on my satin covered bed. Don’t be shy!
 
   So…. How do you like all this satin up close and personal?  Sit here next to me, cutie! Careful not to slip off the bed, my dear! It’s sooo smooth—almost like silken glass. I don’t know how I manage to stay in place wearing satin, rolling around on this satin covered bed. Just touching such sumptuous sheets and bed coverings makes me purr with sensuousness. Don’t you agree it’s just heavenly?
 
   Yes, this satin is amazing, isn’t it? So soft, so cool to the touch, so shiny. It’s like liquid desire. Here, hold this heart-shaped pillow, wrapped in slinky satin. Go ahead, touch it! Now, sit still while I rub it against your cheek. Oh myyy doesn’t that feel just so…enticing? No I really want you to tell me how it feels.
 
   By the look on your face, I can tell you appreciate the finer things in life, like this luxurious, seductive fabric. Tell me how it feels, brushing against your cheek?
 
   Oh I so agree! And because you’re a true satin lover, I have a special surprise for you. Can you guess what it is? Well let’s end the suspense. You’ve been so fun and so good, you’ve earned your special surprise!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   2. Your Satin Surprise
 
    
 
   Open this silky garment bag, and dump the contents here on the silky sheets. Go ahead! Oh you like the feel of the bag? It is nice, isn’t it? Why don’t you stroke it? I think you enjoyed that? Now shake that bag upside down. Harder! Harder! That’s it! That’s how I like it. I just knew you could please me.
 
   My my, what do we have here? Not one, but TWO sets of satin pajamas! Now I want to play a game, it’s called “pick your pajamas!” Well one set is pajamas. They’re clearly styled for a man of taste, navy blue with a paisley pattern, and oh so silky and smooth! Maybe you’d like to slip those on for me?
 
   And yes, I mentioned there is another set, but this other set couldn’t really be called pajamas, could they? Oh no! These are sexy satin women’s lingerie in an iridescent pink. They come with a slinky top like a camisole and a matching pair of tap pants—loose and slinky panties really. We girls call these slutty little things a baby doll set, as if you didn’t know!
 
   Do you want to play the game with little me? I think maybe you do? So here’s how this game works. We flip a coin. If I win, I get to blindfold you with this shiny pink satin ribbon. Then, I get to pick which pajamas you will wear. If you call the coin flip right, then you get to blindfold me and choose which set you want to wear. Ready? Heads or tails? Here we go! 
 
   Well you lost the coin flip, and now I get to pick which set of pajamas—or whatever—you will wear for the next part of our little game. Yes, there’s a lot more playing around to come. You didn’t think I’d bring you all the way up here to my boudoir for just a coin flip did you? Now go ahead and let me blindfold you, then I’ll dress you in the sexy satin outfit I want you to wear. 
 
   O.K. I’ve done my job with the blindfold. I know you can’t see a thing, my love. Now let’s hurry up and get you changed! I can’t wait to see you all dressed up in your erotic satin! I’ll remove your shirt first. 
 
   What? No dear. I’m in too much of a hurry to bother with all that. Who has time to unbutton all those buttons? Ruined your shirt? Oh don’t worry your little head about that. I’m sure I’ll find something else for you wear around here somewhere. 
 
   Now the fun part, time to remove those rough, scratchy pants of yours. What kind of fabric is that anyway? It’s definitely not satin, is it? So off they go! Your ugly socks and those ridiculous boxers too.  Off with all of them right now!
 
   Embarrassed? I don’t think so! Your tiny little man is as hard as he can get. I hope that’s not the biggest he can get? He’s so...cute! Totes adorbs in fact. Oh but you’re cold! That’s why you’re trembling and shaking right? I know just what to do about that. 
 
   Here, lift your left leg so I can slip your silky satin jammies on you. Yes, that’s it. Now lift your other leg so I can slip your other foot into your panties. Don’t they feel nice on your skin? I just love how the pretty frilly lace around the leg openings tickles my thighs. Do you like that feeling too? It sure looks like you love that feeling as much as I do. You can’t even try to deny it; the stirring in your tiny little clitty gives you away.
 
   Oh don’t be upset. Yes, I called your little thing a clitty, I’m sorry if I embarrassed you. It’s just hard to think of your tiny little cockette as anything but a clit while it’s all wrapped up; swaddled in shiny, slinky pink panties. And I know you love every second.
 
   Yes, I can tell you just love your pretty pink satin panties. I bet you’d have picked them for yourself if you won the coin flip. Am I right? Oh well, suit yourself, Princess. 
 
   Guess what? They’ll feel even better when your long, sexy legs are just as silky smooth as your panties. 
 
   Oh did you just shudder at the thought? I was just teasing you, but your reaction is soooo interesting. It gives me all kinds of kinky thoughts. What kind of thoughts? I’ll tell you in good time. All in good time, my dear. First, let’s finish getting you dressed!
 
   Raise your arms, this is a stick up! “Your masculinity or your life!” Aww don’t be like that, I’m just joking. But I am serious about you lifting your arms. That’s it. How does it feel as I pour this soft satin cami top over your head and down over your torso? Good? Sexy? Oh yes I know. 
 
   Are you still chilly tho, sweetie? All those goose bumps must be from the chill. They can’t be from something else, could they? Let me know when you’re ready to look and see the new you? In fact why don’t you let me pull the pink satin ribbon off your eyes! Wait just one second before you look at yourself in my full-length mirror. 
 
   Hold still! There! I’ve used your pretty ribbon as it was intended, to hold your pretty hair in a lovely feminine style. Now look at yourself in the mirror, little missy. Do you like what you see? I can tell you’re mesmerized. 
 
   Isn’t it just magical what sexy pink satin lingerie and a matching ribbon can do? Let me know when you’re done staring at your pretty reflection and you’re ready for the next phase of our little game?
 
   Somehow I just knew you would look so sexy in that baby doll set! It looks ahhh-may-zing on you! How do they feel against your skin? Are you feeling all sexy? Tell me how you feel with that sensuous material sliding all over you, darling! 
 
   That ultra flirty feminine outfit suits you perfectly, my dear! Come over here so I can get a good look. Oh my! You look absolutely delicious in those clothes! They look so shimmery and silky! I will just have to keep you dressed in things like that all the time from now on!
 
   Now come closer. Closer! Ohhh let me rub my hands all over the satin you’re wearing! Mmmm! So sexy! I just love the way the fabric slips and slides all over you as my fingers gently caress you through your clothing. 
 
   You’re as smooth and sexy as anything I’ve ever seen or felt. I just can’t keep my hands off of you! Do you mind me touching you this way? Please tell me how it feels to have the satin sliding over you?
 
   Now, please return the favor darling? Gently touch me through my satin nightie! Stroke me with your tender fingertips, please? Oh yes! Don’t stop! That feels sooo good! Tell how my nightie feels in your hands?
 
   Now for my favorite part! You’d never know it from looking at me now, but I was a tomboy when I was younger. Don’t laugh it’s true! I grew up with big brothers. We used to roughhouse a lot, and I loved it. I may look like a princess now, but back in the day I used to wrestle with the boys in my neighborhood and it was so fun and exciting!
 
   I never got over the thrill of winning—of pinning a struggling, beaten boy down beneath me, and holding him down helpless. Sometimes I’d twist his arm and laugh at his cries for mercy until he promised to be my servant for a whole day! At one point I got suspicious that the boys were letting me win! Imagine that? So I had to raise the stakes. 
 
   I was such a naughty girl. If I won, I’d usually make the poor boy be my maid! Yes I would! I’d dress him up in my satin flower girl’s dress—all shiny pink with built in crinolines and a big pink satin sash that tied in a sissy bow! Sometimes I’d make him wear the matching pink satin shoes and even the panties that went with the dress. 
 
   Believe me, once the boys on my block found out about that, they tried extra hard to beat me at wrestling! To be honest, I also loved it when the boy won. Don’t get me wrong. I always fought to win. But sometimes the boy was just too strong! About half the time, the boy I was wrestling would hold me down and make me be his servant. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   3. Wrestling With Your Sexuality
 
    
 
   So have you guessed the next part of our game? We are going to wrestle right now, you and me. It’ll feel sooo sexy rolling around in these slippery, sultry satin sheets, with your satin clothing rubbing against mine. And I’m feeling so turned on and so nostalgic right now. We’re going to wrestle for the same stakes I used to when I was a little girl! 
 
   That’s right! If you win, I have to be your servant all day—no we’re adults, let’s up the stakes. If you pin me, I have to be your sexy French maid all week! You saw the satin uniform I wore for Halloween? It’s the complete set: black satin dress, flirty white apron and headband, with a black satin ribbon choker plus sexy fishnet stockings.
 
   I’ll be at your beck and call. I’ll make your meals, massage your feet, rub your back, and I’ll even clean your place with my little feather duster. The whole time I’ll be dressed as a fetish dream, a little sex object. 
 
   Now here’s the kinky part! If I pin you, guess what? You’ll be MY sexy little French maid. Yes, for an entire week. You’ll be at MY beck and call for seven long days. YOU’LL be wearing the sexy satin uniform—the slinky black satin dress, with the little white apron, sexy makeup, fishnets, high heels and all. I just know you won’t let me win…. Or will you?
 
   Ready? Set? Go! Wow, you seem so light! I never expected to roll you over and mount you this easily! Looking at you, I expected you to be much stronger...I mean heavier than this! But what am I saying? You’re a big strong man right? Surely you won’t have any trouble pinning me. 
 
   I know! You’re just toying with me, letting me climb on top of you. It’s just a matter of time before you regain control. I’m just a silly little girl, aren’t I? There’s no way you wouldn’t beat me quickly and easily too. If you really want to. Yes, there’s no hope for me. I won’t last for much longer against you, will I? 
 
   Still, I’ll enjoy this wrestling match for as long as it lasts. You don’t blame me do you? It does feel nice grappling and struggling this way, doesn’t it? I just love feeling my slinky satin lingerie sliding against yours. Mine in the wanton red. Yours in the sweet, innocent princess pink. Don’t you agree our chosen colors fit our personalities perfectly?
 
   What do I mean by that? Well, look at you? Here comes my right hand, grasping for your dainty little left wrist. You’re not left handed are you? No, I didn’t think so! See how I’ve pinned it helplessly to the satiny sheets? You better stop joking around, time to get serious, dear! 
 
   Oh, I forgot to mention something. I’m planning a little tea party tomorrow with about twenty of my most beautiful, sexy girlfriends. Can you imagine how they’ll react when they see you? Serving us? Dressed up as my sexy. Little. French. Maid? Did that distract you? Break your concentration? Awww I am naughty, aren’t I?
 
   Oh but look out now. I’ve got my weaker left hand wrapped around your right wrist. Isn’t that your stronger hand? Yes, I thought it was. Looks like I better prepare for a long hard struggle and.... 
 
   Oh no! There it goes! Now your right wrist is pinned firmly beneath my feminine little left hand. Just like your left wrist. I’ll give you five seconds to get away, but if you can’t, then it’s the black satin maid’s dress and fishnets for you missy!
 
   Five.... Just wondering. Do you even plan on trying to escape or? 
 
   Four.... What’s that? No seriously? You really are trying to break free? 
 
   Three.... Aww it’s so cute how you’re squirming and wriggling so desperately! 
 
   Two.... Look at you, helpless under my satin-clad body, trying to get free. 
 
   One.... Are you ready princess? 
 
   Boom! You’re now pinned helplessly, and totally dominated my little girly girl. My legs are wrapped around yours, and my hands have both of your wrists immobilized. You tried to shake free, but you’re just too weak, too feminine, and too soft. 
 
   What’s that? You don’t want to be my prissy little French maid all next week? Maybe you should’ve thought of that before you let me pin you, you little sissy. I’m not heartless though. I’ll bet you triple or nothing. Yes triple. Hey! I don’t have to give you another chance. Take it or leave it. 
 
   You accept? Well then, here are the terms. If I can get you to beg me to be my sassy sissy little maid within five minutes, then you’ll be my pretty serving girl for three weeks. 
 
   Wait! I’m not done. If you beg to be my maid for a year, then that’s what you’ll be for a whole year. If some way, some how can I force you to beg me to let you be my French maid for the rest of your life, then, well, who am I to deny you your lifelong dream?
 
   We have five minutes from when I give the signal. If you can resist me for that long, then you’re a free girl. Ready? Go! Now pay attention as I grab both of your wrists in my right hand, even as I tighten the hold my legs have around your waist. Now I’m holding your arms, and my left hand is free to do whatever I want. 
 
   My my aren’t you just so precious lying there in your satin nightie, pinned like a pretty pink flower? Your nipples seem to be getting hard! Oh my gosh you’re getting turned on! You love what I’m doing to you, you slutty little girl. Those perky little nipples of yours are just sooooo cute. I just can’t resist squeezing them. Tweaking them. Twisting them. 
 
   That hurts? Aww you poor little nympho. Your tits are that sensitive? You frisky little tease!
 
   Mind if I bounce up and down on top of you a bit? Comfy? No? Can’t breathe? Well of course you can breathe, silly girl! You’re talking aren’t you? Let you go? I guess I could let you go, but what’s in it for me? You know what I want to hear, Missy! 
 
   You’ll be my French maid for a week? But you’re already committed to doing that you dizzy bimbo! Oh for three weeks? You’re pleading to serve me in a sexy satin Maid’s uniform for 21 days? That’s a little better I guess, and you do beg soooooo sweetly. But I’m not sure that’s long enough! 
 
   What? You’re feeling light headed? And it’s only been two minutes. Just three more minutes to go. 
 
   Now let me show you just how strong my legs really are. I call this move the anaconda. Don’t be silly! I’m not breaking your ribs! Oh really? Well maybe I am, but if so, you know what to say for me to let you go. No? Then let me increase the pressure a bit. 
 
   Yes, I suppose it would hurt quite a bit. You’ve already begged to be my French maid for three weeks. What’s forty-nine more weeks? No? O.K. suit yourself. Three minutes down, I’m sure you can hold out for another two minutes. I mean you’re not that much of a sissy girl are you? 
 
   I’m getting a little stiff though, excuse me while I rest my elbows on your shoulder blades. Oh that hurts even more? Excruciating pain? Oh you poor little girl! And there’s still one and a half minutes to go! Maybe I’ll just hold you down like this all night? Or you can just....
 
   What’s that? You have to speak up, I can’t quite hear you. Your voice is so weak, just like your wimpy little sissy body I guess? Now beg! That’s it. Beg me like the subservient little feminine girl you are. That’s it!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   4. Your Surrender to Servitude
 
   You Get Pegged to Seal the Deal
 
    
 
   So you commit to serve me as my French maid for life? For your entire natural life? How wonderful! Do me a little favor though? Look into the left corner. See the red light flashing? That’s a high definition video camera there. Look directly into the corner and repeat after me: 
 
   “For the legal and binding consideration of $100 per week, payable in room and board, I pledge to serve as Mistress Genevieve’s French maid for my entire natural life.”
 
   Very good! Now repeat this:
 
   “If I choose to leave her employ, or if I in any way fail to perform all duties required of me, I agree to forfeit all of my worldly possessions to my Mistress. In addition, I will owe to Mistress Genevieve the sum of  $300,000 in liquidated damages.”
 
   Wonderful! Almost done! Now repeat this final part:
 
   “Mistress Genevieve will solely determine the scope, nature, and conditions of my servitude as she may see fit.”
 
   There! All legal and final, Monique. Yes, that’s your new name, my darling maid. You will answer to that name, and to that name only for the rest of your life. 
 
   Just rub some feeling back into your shoulders, dear. You’ll need all of your strength—such that it is—to carry trays of tea and finger sandwiches at my little soirée tomorrow. 
 
   Aww don’t cry little one! This is for the best. If you were any kind of man there’s no way I could’ve pinned you so easily. Come to think of it, if you were anything but a sissy, you wouldn’t have agreed to wear that sexy little baby doll nightie just because you lost a coin flip! 
 
   Any real man would have laughed in my face and refused to let me dress him as a prissy little sissy girl. Speaking of that coin flip, why not take a closer look at my lucky coin? 
 
   Why yes it has a woman’s face on both sides. I guess you can say there’s one pretty face for each one of us girls. Oh don’t pout! Then again, you do look so absolutely adorable when you pout.
 
   No, it’s not that I don’t believe you dear, your begging was oh so convincing and the video contract is ironclad and binding. Still, I insist on sealing our little deal with another fun little game. 
 
   You don’t like my games? Poor baby! Don’t you understand it’s not up to you? Nothing is up to you anymore. Anyway, I don’t think you’ll mind indulging me one more time. And if you do? That’s not my problem. 
 
   Here, let me slip your wrists into these Velcro restraints. First your left, now your right. Nice and snug! Your legs are still asleep? Isn’t that convenient. Hold still as I lean over you and open this drawer. Ah there they are, a bottle of lubricant and the strap-on I like to call A Rod. Yes it’s quite a bit larger than your little clitty. 
 
   Lay back and relax. Let me smooth a bit of this lube on your cute rosebud. Aww, you’re shivering! What’s wrong? Is it cold, babe? Now, spread ‘em and get ready! Oh my bad, your legs are still too stiff to move? I notice your little clit is stiff too. 
 
   Don’t even try to deny that you’re looking forward to this. You know this is where you belong: helpless, all dressed up in girly satin, and ready to be mounted and fucked hard—used like the cheap slut you are. 
 
   Now here I am climbing back on top of you. Doesn’t this position feel familiar? Me on top. You held helplessly beneath me. I’ll just pull your lacy satin panties down and off you. Your legs are so slim and pretty, but they’ll look even better shaved smooth. But that’s for tomorrow. Now sit tight as I lift your ankles onto my shoulders. 
 
   That’s right, I’m going to fuck you just like a little virgin bride on her honeymoon. Here I come, ready or not! Oh it feels so good to break in a new virgin. Your precious little hole is so tight. It’s so sexy hearing you grunt and groan as I push deeper and deeper into you. 
 
   There I go, one inch, two inches, now I’m three inches inside you. Almost a third of the way in. Yes I said a third! How does that feel? Do you like being skewered on my thick pole? 
 
   Oh did it hurt when I spanked your little bubble butt? I should say mine, actually, because I own your ass now—and every other part of you too. How does it feel to be owned, my slutty little slave girl?
 
   Nothing to say? There’s another inch of my strap-on plunging deeper into you, and then another. Still no words? Just whining and whimpering? That’s fine. I still have five more inches of cock to drive inside you. Yes my sexy little toy, we’re only half way inside you now. Hold still! I’m trying to push in, but you keep wriggling around.
 
   Come on, it can’t hurt that much. I lubed you up pretty well didn’t I? You’re such a baby. Anyway you’ll get used to it. You just need some “riding practice.” I think once a day. Maybe twice? You’ll be great at it in no time at all. 
 
   Six inches in. Now seven. What? It’s too much? Oh baby, the best is yet to come! Eight inches...nine! Too deep you say? You can’t bear to take this pounding every day? I can be flexible. Maybe you can learn to deep throat me every other day, just to give your sexy ass a rest? 
 
   OK ready? There it goes, the last inch. You’re such a good little slut, taking all ten inches on your very first try! This is your first time isn’t it? You’re not holding out on me are you, little whore? You haven’t been seducing men with your sexy little buns? 
 
   You’d better not! You belong to me now, 100%. Until I decide to share you with whomever I want. Yes men as well as women—that’s what “whomever I want” means!
 
   Now hold still as I push on your shoulders for leverage. I’m going to pull almost all of the way out of you, and then plunge back in! Ooooh that feels so good, my little sissy slut! I could get used to this! And again, here I go almost all the way out, then here I come back! Shoving all ten inches inside you once more. 
 
   Tell me, how does it feel to be penetrated this way? Used like a little prostitute. With your legs weak and useless held helplessly over my shoulders, and your arms so securely tied above your head? 
 
   Did you ever think you’d be treated like a piece of meat? Like a sex doll? Dressed up in sexy pink satin, and your body used like a woman’s for a woman’s pleasure? 
 
   No, I bet you never imagined this could happen to you, but I did! The first moment I saw you, I had you pegged as a submissive little sissy. I just knew I’d lure you here to my satin boudoir and peg you like a slutty little whore. It didn’t take much did it? 
 
   All I had to do was spike your drink with a special herbal mixture—it sapped your will and your strength, and now you’re mine, all mine! 
 
   Uhh! I so enjoy using you! Mmm just looking at you writhing, impaled, helpless, squirming. Oh! I’m going to come, baby. Conquering you, emasculating you, and totally owning your helpless little feminine body is making me orgasm! Ohhhh! And this is just the beginning. 
 
   Tomorrow, I will transform you completely into a sexy, submissive French maid, forever. When I’m through with you, your own mother wouldn’t recognize you. Hell, your own father would hit on you. I can hardly wait for tomorrow Monique. Soon, your new life will begin. A life of submissive, mincing servitude. 
 
   Follow me down the hall. Here, this will be your room for now on. Your very own room. I call it the maid’s quarters. Your satin sheets are in that cupboard. Make your bed and sleep in it. Chop chop! 
 
   You’d better get your beauty rest. Sleep well cupcake. Tomorrow is a very big day! The last sounds you hear this fateful night are of me locking you into your new little room, and into your new little life as a sex toy and as my feminized, menial servant. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   5. Maid Over
 
    
 
   Rise and shine! Your new life has officially begun! First, you are to set out your new uniform. Then, you must run yourself a bath, wash up, and shave. No, of course not just your face! You must be perfectly smooth everywhere! 
 
   On your chest, tummy, arms, underarms, legs, and...other places. When you’ve finished, I’ll inspect you and see if you missed any spots. You will get a spanking if you miss any. One swat for every stray hair. 
 
   Once you’re all satiny smooth, I’ll give you your first makeup lesson! Won’t that be exciting? Then you must dress yourself and go set out my breakfast while I take my shower. You won’t have to dress me yet. That can wait until you look more presentable. 
 
   What do you mean? You know exactly how I expect you to look. Smooth skin, makeup, hair styled—well wig styled until we can get you some sexy and girlish hair extensions—and of course your sexy uniform. 
 
   Yes your satin French maid’s uniform. See it there hanging on your closet door? You can’t miss it! Yes it most certainly is for you, and you will look so exquisitely feminine in it. You are such an airhead sometimes. 
 
   Yes you will wear all of it. The short black shiny satin dress with white lace details. Frothy stiff white petticoats for underneath. Tightly laced satin corset with steel boning to train your figure and squeeze your chest into feminine little titties. Flirty black satin panties with white lace raffles and a matching satin bra. 
 
   Of course you’ll wear a cute little feminine white apron and a dainty maid’s cap pinned to the honey blonde wig that you’ll wear on your bubbly little head. On second thought, I think you’ll look better as a redhead, at least for now. 
 
   Hurry! Shower and shave! Don’t make me take you over my knee, girl!
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Well don’t you feel much better, with all that nasty hair gone? Let me inspect you to make sure. Hmmm I see one, two, I count twenty-three stray hairs. That’s twenty-three spanks! Let me pull them out with these tweezers. Oh stop whining, it doesn’t hurt that much. Now you’re smooth and feminine everywhere! 
 
   Time to get dressed, Monique! Follow me into your little maid’s quarters. Here’s your pretty panties, slip them up your smooth legs. Let me slip your corset around your waist, hold onto the bar above your head. There we go, nice and tight—and your boobs are looking so feminine. Imagine how they’ll look after a few months of hormones?
 
   What’s that? You want to quit? O.K. just remember to send the $300,000 in liquidated damages to this address, and get ready to explain your performance as a satin sissy last night to all of your family and friends. Of course I’d show them. Why do you think I took the videos? 
 
   Maybe your sister-in-law would like to…what? Never mind? Don’t you mean never mind MISTRESS? Yes, I thought you’d see it that way. You must curtsey when you apologize, and whenever you speak to me. Enough of this silliness, Monique. Time to finish getting dressed for work.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   My my! Look at you all feminine and submissive in your new uniform! Don’t you look just adorable? That short satin dress suits you perfectly. I love how the lacy white details on your pretty panties show when you curtsey, and your legs are so sexy in those fishnet stockings. You were never much of a man, but you were born to be a slutty maid!
 
   Now that you look halfway presentable, you must go prepare my breakfast: coffee, toast, a half grapefruit, and a cup of yogurt. Now shoo! Breakfast won’t make itself, girl! I’ll be down in about 15 minutes and if all isn’t in order I’ll give you another sound spanking. Here’s a little swat as a warning to you. 
 
   Yes, it was supposed to hurt! You’ll get twenty of those if you’re not quick about your duties, Monique! Of course I’m serious. Do not try your luck with me! Get back here and curtsey when I speak to you, Missy!
 
   On second thought, I think I’ll supervise you your first time. I don’t want you to start in with any sloppy habits. Let’s see how you do. I won’t say a word, I’ll just observe you scurrying around to set my table and prepare my morning meal. Now hurry! Don’t make me put you over my knee, girl!
 
   Finished are you? OK then! Stand by the table with your hands clasped in front of you, that’s it. With your head bowed submissively. Wait there just like that while I take a closer look. Ut-oh, that’s the wrong fork and spoon you’ve used. Two demerits. 
 
   Stand there just like that, Monique as I eat.  Well well! You did a good job with the portions. Are you sure you’ve never worked as a maid before?
 
   You did mix up the cutlery, but otherwise not so bad for a first time. You’ll make a fine maid yet, my girl. Now clear these dishes and take your own breakfast. You may have one half grapefruit. Yes, that’s all—you need to lose some weight. I want you down to a perfect size 4. I’ll be checking on you in about half an hour and I’m expecting my tea party guests by noon, so don’t dilly dally!
 
    
 
   To be continued?
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    Your Softer Image
 
   Account Manager to Office Girl
 
    
 
   By Mindi Harris
 
   Copyright @ 2016. 
 
   All rights reserved.
 
    
 
   For Mature audiences only.
 
   All characters are above the legal age. All acts 
 
   are between unrelated and consenting adults.
 
    
 
   I can tell you’re nervous as you sit across from me, my large mahogany executive desk an intimidating fortress between us. Your eyes flit toward me, meeting mine for a brief moment, only to look away. I fight back the urge to smile with satisfaction, because I want to present a harsh and demanding image for your six-month employment review.  
 
   I lean forward, elbows on my desk, and sigh. I see your back straighten at the sound of my disapproval, and then I watch your shoulders sag, your lips pouting and your eyes downcast.   I clear my throat as you brace yourself for the worst.
 
   “I had such high hopes for you,” I say, with a disapproving shake of my head. I can see the shock in your eyes. I’ve conditioned you to expect unreasonably demanding behavior from me. You’ve been forced to come in early and stay late almost every day, but nothing is ever good enough for me. Even so, you didn’t expect me to start out so harshly.
 
   “I’m sorry, but I have to let you go, and....” 
 
   To my surprise and probably yours as well, you interrupt me with a loud gasp. My mouth opens in surprise at your unexpected affront, and I nod at you, urging you to say your piece.
 
   Your words come out in a torrent of insecurity and desperation. I had no idea how much you need to keep this job. After all, you’re nothing but a junior account manager, not much more than a glorified assistant. But here you are, begging for a chance to do better. 
 
   I sigh again and explain, “I’m sorry but this is just not working out. Maybe you’re having a hard time working under a woman?” I ask, raising my left eyebrow and looking at your crotch area. I’m not sure that I’m all that surprised to see you getting erect, apparently turned on by this mildly humiliating show of your subservience, your dependence on me. 
 
   As you sputter in an embarrassed protest, I cough a few times leaving you to wonder. Was I politely contradicting you, or perhaps suppressing a laugh at your expense? Before you can ponder these implications, I’m continuing.
 
   “Even in this day and age, many men simply aren’t able to work for women. Their latent sexism prevents them from obediently following instructions. Is that your problem? Are you a latent...” I leave the word hanging, watching your cheeks redden before adding, “...sexist?”
 
   Once more you babble at me, promising to do *anything* to keep your position.
 
   “I’m afraid that’s not possible,” I say, watching your face fall into a depressed expression. 
 
   I listen as you explain about your mortgage and other obligations. Then, I gaze without compassion as you describe your difficulty finding this job. Finally, I tap my chin with a red manicured fingertip as you confess your fears that—without a good experience here—your career would end before it even had a chance to begin.  
 
   “I guess you’re in a really tough fix, aren’t you?” I ask, noting a few tears forming in the corners of your eyes. I allow myself a rather tight-lipped smile in response. 
 
   “You’ve failed to measure up as an accent manager. Still.... Perhaps I could use you for something?” I smile at you as I meet your hopeful gaze, and chuckle as you shyly look downward again. “As you know, Bethany recently left us to get married....” 
 
   I let the implications of that statement sink in as I watch the growing awareness of my meaning stir your features. Soon, the blush returns to your cheeks deeper than ever, and a newly helpless and embarrassed expression spreads across your face.
 
   “That’s right,” I explain, although I’m sure you’ve already figured out where I’m going with this, “Bethany was my personal assistant, and that will be your position, if I decide to keep you.”
 
   I can see your knuckles turning white as you grip the edge of my desk. You clench your eyes closed and bow your head as you hear me continue.
 
   “If I decide not to fire you, you will be my new Bethany!” I can’t help but giggle as you jolt at that statement, your most humiliating fears confirmed. I giggle again, knowing that you’re visualizing yourself in the role of the perky, flirty, feminine girl who took my calls, picked up my dry cleaning, and did other personal tasks for me. Your cheeks are the most alluring shade of scarlet as you consider these terms.
 
   “I’ll need your answer right now, as I have some temps coming over soon....”
 
   I silently celebrate your surrender as you agree to do anything and everything I ask. Within moments, I’m ripping up your previous employee agreement and you’re signing a new one with a $50,000 penalty should you quit before your six month probationary period ends. 
 
   I smile radiantly as I hear your voice catch in your throat as you agree you will soften your image to better fit your new position. 
 
   First, I call your attention to your new job requirements and before you can voice any complaints, I send you to the drug store on the first floor of our building with a list of items I need you to buy for me. 
 
   When you arrive at the store, you find the list is even more embarrassing than you could’ve imagined:
 
    
 
   4 pairs of pantyhose, in coffee, size Q
 
   Maybelline Lash Sensational Luscious Waterproof Mascara in Very Black
 
   Sally Hansen Miracle Gel Voyager nail color in Pink
 
   e.l.f. Beautifully Bare Total Face Palette
 
   Cover Girl Katy Kat Demi-Matte Lipstick in Pink Paws and Magenta Minx color
 
   NYX Full Throttle eye shadow sticks in Femme Fatal, Night Walker, and Find Your Fire
 
   Rimmel’s first sculpting and highlighting kit by Kate Moss in Golden Bronze
 
   Nuance Salma Hayek True Color Plumping Liquid Lipstick in Ripe Cherry
 
   Revlon Color Stay Liquid Pen and CreamGel Liner both in basic black
 
   Flower E.E. Erase Everything Ultimate Foundation, UF2 Porcelain Tint
 
   Stayfree maxi pads, extra large
 
   Pick up my prescriptions
 
    
 
   You pick up nearly all of the items, but can’t find the Kate Moss cosmetics, so you cringe before asking a young salesgirl for help. She giggles at you, and compliments you for picking out perfect colors for your skin. Suddenly, an icy sensation chills your spine. You try to dismiss your fear, and quickly purchase the items. 
 
   You almost dash out of the store before you remember the prescriptions. You nearly swoon when the attractive 30-something blonde pharmacist smirks at you and asks if you need instructions about how to take the birth control pills I’ve asked you to pick up. You shake your head tersely, finding it hard to breathe as the women in store wish you a “good day, Miss,” and laugh out loud at you. 
 
   I can tell you’re frustrated and even angry as you return to our office suite. You lose a bit of your steam as you pass the smiling secretaries, young women you hit on and bossed around, wondering if they know what’s happened to you. You quaver inside as you realize that even if not yet, they’ll find out soon.
 
   Yes, you seem ready to protest as you hold out the shopping bags for me to take. I absolutely delight in telling you, “Oh no, those are all for you my dear. All. For. You.”
 
   I grin widely seeing the shock on your face. You’re apparently too stunned to speak so I take this opportunity to go on, “As this is all so new to you, Bethany....” I smirk as you react to your new name, but keep talking, “I will tell you how to dress to perform well at your job. As you can see, I have decided a little makeup will help soften your image.”  
 
   You’re staggering now, barely able to slump into a chair, but I’m hardly finished with you. 
 
   I laugh saying, “I’ve booked you for a Mani/Pedi at the spa on the third floor to improve your appearance, and a few other treatments too. That won’t be a problem, will it...Bethany?”
 
   At this point, you seem too overwhelmed to even protest. I smile as you sadly shake your head no, me not caring whether you mean no you won’t do it, or no it’s not a problem. We both know you need this job, and we both know you’ll do exactly what I tell you to do. You have no choice. Absolutely no choice at all.
 
   “I’ve taken the liberty of picking out a new look for you as well, my girl,” I smile, handing you several bright pink Victoria’s Secret bags, a few Talbots bags, various shoe boxes, and so on. “Oh and Bethany? I booked you a full body waxing appointment, a hair style, color, and highlights treatment, and a few other procedures too. I can’t wait to show off the new you to all your coworkers in the secretarial pool.” 
 
   Your face betrays your complete horror, along with the certainty that you’re utterly and completely trapped. I smile right in your face and say, “I hope you noticed that under the terms of your employment agreement I can extend your term of service indefinitely. I’m looking forward to keeping you as my cute little office girl for a long time to come. Now off you go to your spa appointments, Bethany.”
 
    
 
   To Be Continued?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Tricked by His Twin:
 
   Turned into a Slutty Waitress
 
    
 
   By Mindi Harris
 
   Copyright @ 2016. 
 
   All rights reserved.
 
    
 
   For Mature audiences only.
 
   All characters are above the legal age. All acts 
 
   are between unrelated and consenting adults.
 
    
 
   Danny was in his messy room playing Halo when his twin sister Dani barged in.
 
   “Listen, Dan, remember last Halloween when you wore my Busty’s Girl uniform and people thought you were me?” 
 
   The nineteen year old boy flinched at the memory. She’d done his makeup and hair to look just like her—ignoring his specific demands—and didn’t let him see his reflection until it was too late. 
 
   He wanted to look like a guy playing it off for laughs, mocking his sister and her fellow Busty’s Girls. By the time he’d looked into the passenger’s side car mirror and learned what she’d done, they were already at the party. She’d turned the tables on him by giving him the trademarked glamorous Busty’s Girl look instead.  
 
   Humiliated, he demanded she drive him home immediately. She laughed and refused; and he was too scared to walk home dressed as he was. 
 
   She stepped out of the car and, before she walked to the party, she warned him that he’d make an inviting target sitting alone in a car looking like that. He quickly followed her inside as she burst out giggling. 
 
   Danny soon wished he’d walked home in the waning daylight after several guys hit on him. Many slapped his butt and some even groped him. It was the worst; most humiliating night of his life.
 
   His buds still teased him mercilessly, calling him Dani and ordering him around as if he were a waitress. “Hey babe, get me another beer!” they’d grin and high-five each other. 
 
   He hated every minute of it, and he still resented Danielle for tricking him. Now, she was talking again, “Remember? You made such a perfect little Busty’s Girl in my tight pink shorts and little white midriff tank top!”
 
   “So what about it?” he growled, blushing slightly.
 
   “Well, the thing is, I have a shift in about two hours, and I can’t work it—I have something else I need to do.” 
 
   He paused the game and turned to his twin saying, “So? What does any of this have to do with me? Get one of your slut friends to take the shift for you.” 
 
   Even as he asked, Danielle’s evil smile creeped him out. Suddenly it clicked. “Oh no way! I’m not going to work in your place!” he cried. 
 
    
 
   “Actually you are, sister dear, unless you want our parents to know about....”
 
   “But why me? Why not get Katie, or Jillian, or....”
 
   She knew she’d won because he was negotiating, not refusing. They both knew he couldn’t let their parents find out about his ‘little indiscretion.’ 
 
   “Because they’re going with me!”
 
   “Going where?”
 
   “None of your damn business, Missy!” Dani snapped, “now hurry up! We have to make you ‘Busterrific’ camera ready, and we only have an hour and a half!”
 
   Danny felt like he was going to faint. Or maybe throw up. Probably both! It was bad enough the last time he was dressed this way, but at least then it was Halloween and he’d had a reasonable explanation—he was trying to make fun of his sister and her skanky friends. 
 
   Now, he was wearing a thong and a bra underneath the tight pink short shorts and midriff tank top. His legs and underarms were smooth, the quick work of several tubes of depilatory. He was dressed as a total slut, and he had no excuse. If anyone recognized him, what could he possibly say? 
 
   As if reading his mind, his twin sister put his thoughts and fears into words: “If you don’t want to be recognized as you, then you’d better let me make you over to look just like me,” she giggled—clearly enjoying his humiliation way too much. 
 
   Danielle patted the chair near her makeup table, and Danny picked at the thong invading his butt underneath the tight spandex shorts as he moved to sit where she indicated. She wasted no time sponging foundation over Danny’s freshly-shaven face, and worked her makeup magic on him, using powder, contour, blush, eye shadow, mascara, liners, lipstick, and so on to transform him into a reasonable facsimile of her.
 
   With about 30 minutes to spare, nearly identical twin girls looked at each other—one looking distraught and the other grinning widely. “Come on, sis,” the happy girl said to her twin, “time to go to work!”
 
    
 
   To Be Continued?
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   These tales may or may not continue. It’s all up to you. If you liked these stories, please give positive feedback, and I promise to keep them going for as long as you keep liking them. Until then, please check out my other Books on Amazon!
 
    
 
   What people are saying about Mindi Harris Forced Feminization books:
 
    
 
   Dan Savage—author, pundit, journalist, activist for the LGBT community, and internationally syndicated relationship and sex advice columnist—featured a preview of “Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Two” on his Jan 15, 2016 Slog, writing that a real-life forced feminization incident “doesn’t sound nearly as sexy as this new title.” Thank you Dan! You’re awesome! 
 
   “Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm is a fun, but cruel, story of how a Coed Transforms a College Kid into a Sexy Slut. Lovers of femdom, forced feminization, and humiliation will find a lot to enjoy in this latest from Mindi Harris.” 
 
   “Hopefully there will be a sequel....”
 
   “This is one of the greatest stories. Was a great story line with a little twist at the end.” 
 
   “I have liked or really, REALLY loved every single one of [Mindi Harris’s] other books. Caught In The Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap, Forced Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm and Transformed Into A Valentine’s Vixen. Those books are AWESOME.” 
 
   “This book has the same awesome whimsical humor that all of Mindi Harris’s books have.... If you are strongly into the forced feminization genre and don’t care about the feelings of the target then you will probably love this book.” 
 
   “Interesting method of story telling. Told from the perspective of the Dom recounting past events of sub’s transformation. Fast paced and engaging.” 
 
   5 Stars: “Really enjoying this series and can’t wait for the next book.” 
 
   5 Stars: “Please continue. Love the entire story so far.” 
 
   5 Stars: “Her planning is awesome. I was rooting for his escape in the first installment, but now eagerly await her ultimate triumph! Please add more installments!” 
 
   “I read an advance copy of this story and for a first effort, it blew me away. I hope this is the first of many for this very talented new writer on the feminization scene.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   [image: ottoms Up: Your Helpless Descent From Powerful Boss to Sissy Secretary By Mindi Harris]Bottoms Up: Your Helpless Descent From Powerful Boss to Sissy Secretary By Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   Beware! This 3,000 word story will immerse YOU into your new life as a feminized office girl! 
 
    
 
   You will find yourself helplessly transformed in body and mind—from an intelligent, accomplished professional businessman into a silly little bimbo receptionist!
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

[image: ]The Doctor Will Feminize You Now: One Man’s Helpless Descent from MD to Sissy French Maid and Ditzy Office Bimbo by Mindi Harris
 
   


  
 

Beware! This 7,500+ word book will immerse YOU into your new life as a feminized office girl and French maid! You will find yourself helplessly transformed in body and mind—from an intelligent, accomplished professional man into a silly bimbo.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   [image: roduct Details]Force Feminized and Dominated at the Dorm: Coed Transforms College Kid into a Sexy Slut by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   A young man accepts a humiliating bet with a beautiful coed who jumps at the chance to dress him up as a slut. One thing leads to another until Mark is feminized into a sexy sissy named Melody. Can the cross-dressed coed regain control of “her” life? 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Miss Management Series: 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. 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]
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51WFkKGnvcL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap! A Twisted Tale of Forced Feminization
 
   By Mindi Harris. Kylie Gable (Illustrator)
 
    
 
   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!” 

 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   [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)]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) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   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.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51Egn54ixSL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Caught in the Cheerleader’s Terrible Trap Part Three: Still a Girl at Summer’s End by Mindi Harris 
 
   The third part of a dark and twisted tale! Lisa, a beautiful, revenge-minded, and obsessed cheerleader continues to force-feminize her entrapped victim—a young man named Lee—intent on transforming him into Leanne, a pretty cheerleader. He struggles to escape, but before he knows it the summer is coming to an end! 
 
   What will happen to Lee when he encounters the guys he grew up with? Does he have to attend cheerleading camp with the girls? What about his initiation? Will he end up a schoolgirl as well as a cheer girl? 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   [image: http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51wlcXevXDL._SX311_BO1,204,203,200_.jpg]Transformed into a Valentine’s Vixen: Part One: Feminized for a Date with a Quarterback by Mindi Harris
 
   Cara, a beautiful twin girl is desperate. Her special 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. What could possibly go wrong? 

With the right clothes and makeup, her brother will look enough like her. Her stud quarterback boyfriend Jim won’t even know the difference. Or will he? Find out in this first book of a fun, sexy series!
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Miss Management 1: From Boss Man to One of the Girls (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Miss Management Book Two: Shift Change from Manager to Waitress (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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!” 

“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) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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.”
 
    
 
   Mitch’s feminized humiliation continues!
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Miss Management 4: Walk of Shame as a Tata Girl (Forced Feminization Humiliation: Mitch becomes Mikayla) by Mindi Harris
 
    
 
   [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.”
 
    
 
   Can Mitch’s humiliation get any worse?
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